
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


In a Soldier’s Footsteps - 

A Kentucky Farmer’s 

Journey Through the Civil War

––––––––

Steven Radel



  	
	    
	      Also by Steven Radel

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          King of the Rum Runners : The Life of Big Bill Dwyer

          
        
          
	          In A Soldier's Footsteps - A Kentucky Farmer's Journey Through The Civil War

          
        
      

      
    
    


This book is dedicated 

to all soldiers,

Past, Present and Future

who have fought for

The Freedom of America



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Prologue
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Although this is technically a work of fiction, it is based on historical facts surrounding the 16th Kentucky Infantry regiment of the Union Army during the Civil War.  The unit, made up mainly of farmers who lived in the rolling hills of Northern Kentucky along the southern banks of the Ohio River, fought throughout the Western Theatre of the Civil War for over 3 years.  It was a unit made up completely of volunteers that had never fired a weapon at another person in their life.  They fought bravely for what they believed was right and for the future and freedom of the United States.  This is their story.
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Chapter 1
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October 19, 1861 – Augusta, KY

“Hey Sam!  Guess what I just heard?” Frank shouted as he came running across the tobacco fields toward his friend, full of excitement.

“What’s goin’ on Frank?” asked Samuel Mayfield. 

“Mr. Marshall, I mean Colonel Marshall, at least that’s what they’re callin’ him now, from over in Maysville, ya know, he’s gettin’ soldiers together, volunteers, ya know.” replied Frank.   “Not regular Army soldiers.  Guys like you & me – farmers and stuff.”

Frank Winnie had just returned from Augusta to get supplies and had heard the news at the General Store.  Charles Alexander Marshall, the banker and local politician in Maysville in Mason County had finally undertaken what everybody in all of Northern Kentucky had talked about for months.  Ever since the Civil War had broken out, the men in Bracken and Mason counties had been talking about getting a group of volunteer soldiers together to go fight for the Union cause.  Kentucky had decided against seceding from the Union in 1861, with the deciding vote being cast by a Kentucky Senator named Thornton Marshall, an Augusta resident and a cousin to Charles A. Marshall.  However, the citizens of Bracken County were split down the middle as to which side they favored, even though Kentucky had already sent many men away to fight on both sides of the Civil War, now barely 6 months old.  Many farms in Kentucky had slaves, especially in the southern part of the state.  But in Bracken County, which lies on the southern banks of the Ohio River east of Cincinnati, slave owners were much fewer in number.  In fact, Augusta in the 1840’s and 1850’s was an active Underground Railroad site with several homes along the Ohio river sheltering slaves until they could make their way across the river to Ohio in the dead of the night.

Most of Samuel’s and Frank’s neighbors were like them – farmers with modest sized farms, not huge plantations that needed many hands to work the fields.  Farmers in this area worked the fields themselves, by hand, as Samuel and Frank had been taught by their ancestors back East.  Both men had been raised in the free-state of Pennsylvania by families that were God-fearing Methodists who would never think of en-slaving someone to do their own work. Their parents had taken them to church faithfully every Sunday and instilled in them the belief that all men were created equal, as it said in their Constitution, no matter where they came from or what color their skin was.  Hard work in the fields would mean they could enjoy and benefit from the fruits of their labor, not someone else’s.

So, when Fort Sumter fell and the 13 southern states seceded, with Kentucky staying with the Union by a slim margin, the Civil War was on the mind of all of its citizens, regardless of which viewpoint they held.  Every time the men went to town, all the talk centered around the war and who would be going off to fight and for which side.  Up until now, all of it as just talk - now someone had done something about it.

“How can a banker get to be an Army colonel so fast, Frank?” asked Samuel.

“Dunno.” replied Frank.  “Guess he’s the one that spoke up the loudest.”

“How many fellas they got signed up so far,” asked Samuel.

“Here tell its over 300 men already and they just started takin’ names last week,” informed Frank.  “They’re takin’ men from Bracken, Pendleton, Lewis and Mason counties all together.  Hopin’ they get 6 or 7 hundred when they’re done.”

A frown appeared on Samuel’s forehead.  “Gee Frank, if they take that many fellas, there won’t be anybody left around here to farm.  How long they signin’ them up for?”

“Hear tell it’s for 3 years,” said Frank.

“Three years!  I thought they said the War was gonna be over in a few months?”, Samuel exclaimed.

“Yea, they’re probably just sayin’ that so if it ain’t over soon, fellas won’t run off in a few months,” Frank answered.  “We could go Sam.  Neither one of us got no family here to take care of.  Alls we got is the land and it’ll still be here when we get back.”

Indeed, neither man had a family to worry about.  They had put roots down here in Kentucky, leaving their family and other friends behind in Pennsylvania in 1858.  Both men had been born in Adams County, PA just outside of a peaceful little town called Gettysburg.  When the urge to strike out on their own and head west to the frontier became too irresistible for them, they decided to go to Pittsburgh.  The men then came down the Ohio River on a steamboat in search of good land to farm – land that was free of rocks and that didn’t need to be cleared of thick forests of trees.  It was a huge and risky adventure, but they had vowed to stick together until they found what they were looking for.  They had heard that tobacco grew wonderfully in the steep rolling hills south of the Ohio River and their plan was to get off in Cincinnati and then go search for land – but they never made it that far.  When the steamboat stopped in Augusta, they heard at the dock that a family had a farm for sale about 2 miles south of town – about 500 acres of good, cleared land.

It was love at first sight for both of them when they saw it and decided they had come far enough.  They used the money they had been saving for a few years back in Pennsylvania and bought the farm, sharing it between the two of them.  For the last 3 years they had lived peacefully off their land, acquiring new friends and saving money to start families of their own.  That was before Sumter – before secession – before War.

_________________

“Hey Sam. Think I’m gonna go over & see Sarah this afternoon,” said Frank.

“You gonna tell her ‘bout what you heard over in Augusta?” asked Samuel.

“I don’t know yet,” replied Frank.  “Don’t know how she’d take that – me thinkin’ about joinin’ up for the War.”

Samuel knew exactly what she would think.  Samuel had liked Sarah Thomas from the minute he saw her three years ago when they first arrived in Augusta.  But he knew that Sarah was sweet on Frank and not him.  He also knew she would be torn up worrying about Frank if he went off to War.  Frank had been courting Sarah for at least two years now, but he didn’t seem to be in any big hurry to marry the girl and start a family.  Sarah didn’t seem to be too upset with waiting on Frank either but him going off to War could change that a whole lot.

“Frank, she’s gonna be mighty upset with you if you go off to War without marryin’ her first,” Samuel warned.

“Yea, I was thinkin’ the same thing.  Guess I need to talk to her before I decide on anything,” said Frank.

“Sounds to me like you’ve already decided.  You’ve been talkin’ ‘bout the War for months now,” said Samuel.  “I knew that once some fellas got things organized here, you’d want to go.”

“What about you?’ asked Frank.  “What do you think Sam? You gonna go with me?”

“I might as well.  Can’t cut all this tobacco myself,” Samuel replied.  “’Sides, somebody’s gotta keep an eye on you & make sure you don’t go and get yourself shot.  You want me to come over to the Thomas’s with you today.”

Frank thought for a moment.  “Sure, why not. Give me some company on the ride over.  Maybe they’ll invite us to stay for supper.  I can use a good home-cooked meal – I'm tired of eatin’ your cookin’ Sam.” 

“If you think my cookin’s bad Frank, just wait n see what you get in the Army,” replied Samuel.  “I got a feelin’ we’ll be lucky to not be eatin’ coons and possums all the time.”

“You know how much I hate eatin’ coons!” exclaimed Frank.  “The only critter nastier than that are those damned greasy groundhogs.”

Frank had become very used to deer meat on the farm.  It seemed like there was a never-ending supply of whitetail on the farm and Samuel had become very good at cooking it all different ways.  He really liked Samuel’s cooking, but he’d never admit that to him.  Samuel was right though – he hadn’t really thought of it before, but if they joined up with Mr. Marshall’s unit, what would they be eating?  He guessed it would be pretty much whatever they could get their hands on, so coons and possums might not be out of the question.  It just made him want some of Mrs. Thomas’s home cooking even more.

“Come on Sam,” said Frank.  “Let’s get ready and head over to the Thomas’s.  This talkin’ ‘bout food is makin’ me hungry.  I’ll go get the horses saddled up.  We can be over there by 2:00 if we get goin’ now.”

_________________

Four miles away from Samuel and Frank’s farm, a pretty blonde-haired girl of 18 looked out the window of her second-floor bedroom at the beautiful rolling hills of Northern Kentucky, slowing wiping the tears that were falling down her face.  Before Frank had even gotten back to the farm to talk to Samuel, the War was all she could think about.  Her cousins Johnny and Matt had come back from Augusta that morning saying the same things that Frank had told Samuel.  The War was all the talk in the Thomas house that Saturday morning and Sarah knew that she couldn’t avoid it any longer.  After listening to her cousins, she was sure that they would be joining Colonel Marshall’s unit, and she feared Frank and Samuel would be doing the same thing.  Ever since the War had broken out that April, she had been worried how it would affect her – and now the fear had become reality.  She was glad that her three brothers were all too young to join the War, the oldest only being 13.  She had always been very close to her two cousins – after all, they lived in a house just across the meadow from hers and their two families shared the farm together.  It was like they were her brothers and now they were going to go off to War and she may never see them again.  She just couldn’t bear the thought of Frank going away too.  Although she could never tell Frank to his face, she couldn’t wait until the day he would ask her to marry him.  Even though Frank was six years older than her, she knew that she loved him deeply.  

She thought the world of Samuel too, but it wasn’t the same feeling – at least she didn’t think it was.  Or was it?  Maybe that’s why she hadn’t pushed Frank more over the past few months.  Maybe she wasn’t really sure which man she loved more.  Samuel was always so quiet and stoic about things that she really had no idea at all how he felt about her.  Frank always made her feel good about herself, always telling her how pretty she was and how he loved her shining golden hair.  Her heart raced every time Frank was near – surely that meant she was in love?

______________

Sarah Thomas and her family came from far east in Massachusetts when Sarah was still a little girl.  She didn’t remember Massachusetts at all, but her father always told her stories of their life in the East.  The Thomas Family Bible told the tale of how her ancestors had come across the Atlantic from England on a pilgrim ship, “The Diligent” in 1638.  The Thomas family and the others from the ship settled an area just north of Plymouth and south of Boston, founding a town called Hingham.  The Thomas families had lived there ever since until John, Sarah’s father, had decided to strike out West in 1844 when Sarah was only a baby.  He and his brother, Charles, had gotten the urge to get away from the “city” life and become farmers out West.

Just like Frank and Samuel, the Thomas families had come down the Ohio River looking for good land.  When they got off the riverboat in Augusta, they felt they had come far enough when they heard it was great land for farming.  Over the past 17 years, the Thomas brothers had become some of the largest and most prosperous farmers in Bracken County with over 1500 acres located two miles south of Augusta on the Brooksville Road.  The two brothers and their families had built a small, shared house at first, but as their families grew bigger, so did their now separate houses.  John Thomas’s two-story home with a large front porch looking out onto the farm was now one of the larger farmhouses in the county with five bedrooms for the family of eight.  From Sarah’s bedroom window looking out west onto the farm, she could see all that her father and uncle had accomplished.  The hills were covered with cattle, corn and even some grapevines that her father had acquired from the nearby Baker Winery.  It was a happy home and a happy life and Sarah couldn’t stand the thought of it being torn apart by War.
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October 19, 1861 – Augusta, KY

Sarah could see them before she could hear them.  The two men on their horses had just come over the top of the ridge on the western edge of the farm, dust rising up behind them on the dirt road.  She knew it was Frank & Samuel even though she couldn’t begin to make out their faces yet.  She wanted to see Frank badly, but she was afraid of what he might have to say.  They would be riding into the front yard soon though, so she had to dry her tears away – she didn’t want Frank to see that she had been crying.  Maybe he wouldn’t talk about the War – maybe he wasn’t really thinking of going.

When she saw her two cousins running out to meet Frank & Samuel across the meadow, she knew what they would all be talking about right away.  After all, it was probably the biggest news in Bracken County in a long time – how could they not be talking about the War.  She just hated it and wished it would all go away.  It just wasn’t that simple.

“Hey there Frank! Hey Sam! How you fellas doin’?” called Johnny Thomas when they rode into the yard.

“Howdy boys.  How’s everythin’ at the Thomas house today?” replied Frank.  “You boys hear the news from over in Maysville?”

“Yea, me and Johnny are gonna go sign up after church next week.  We want to go and get us some of them Rebs!” Matt said enthusiastically.

“Don’t be goin’ gettin’ too excited about meetin’ up with some of dem Rebs there Matt.  You might be gettin’ more than you’re lookin’ for,” cautioned Samuel.  “You really don’t think that it will be like goin’ on a coon hunt, do you?”

“Oh Sam.  It won’t be that bad,” replied Johnny.  “Once they see how many of us there are, those boys will turn high-tail n’ run.”

“You boys are awful young ya know to be goin’ off n’ shootin’ at other folks.  You know they’re gonna shoot back, don’t ya!” warned Frank.  “What’s your Pa think ‘bout you boys goin’ away like that?”

“He can’t stop us none,” said Matt.  “I’m 21 and Johnny’s almost 20 now.  We’re grown men and can think for ourselves.  “’Sides, I hear tell if you don’t sign up now, they might come n’ get ya later n’ just make ya go and fight with some other fellas ya don’t know at all.  I’d rather fight with you fellas.  You fellas are gonna go too, ain’t ya?  Y’all don’t have any family here at all anyway, less you’re worried ‘bout what that Sarah is gonna say ‘bout it all, Frank.”

“I don’t think we rightly have decided yet one way or the other.  We ain’t had much time to think about it,” said Samuel.

“Well, ‘iffin y’all want to go wit us n’ the others with Colonel Marshall, y’all better make up your mind pretty soon,” claimed Johnny.  “Here tell they gonna be gettin’ everybody together over in Maysville in ‘bout two weeks.  Don’t know where we gonna go after that, but ya won’t have ’nother chance to come wit us iffin’ y’all don’t come now.”

“Is Sarah inside?” asked Frank.

“I s’pose so.  I ain’t seen her since we got back from town this mornin’.  I think she’s got herself all upset wit’ us goin’,” said Johnny.

“Guess I better go talk to her.  Sam, you mind stayin’ here?  I think I need to go talk to her alone, if ya know what I mean,” said Frank.

“Sure Frank,” Samuel replied.  “I’ll get caught up on all the details from the boys here.  I don’t envy you at all.  You bring a ker-chief with you?  I’m thinkin’ you might be needin’ it for her.”

As Frank slowly walked toward the front door of Sarah’s house, he said “Yea, I know.  I’m not really lookin’ forward to this either.”

“Now Matt,” said Samuel.  “Why don’t you fill me in on all the other stuff you heard in Augusta.”

__________________

As Frank got to the front porch, he could see Mrs. Thomas standing inside waiting for him to come up the stairs.  As usual, she had her bright pink apron on and he could smell the fresh bread aroma coming through the open windows.

“Smells awful good round here, Mrs. Thomas,” smiled Frank.  “I’d say that bread is gonna taste mighty good when it’s done.”

“Frank Winnie, you know darn well that it’s gonna be good,” claimed Sarah’s mother.  “’Sides, it’s already done and cooling.  You’re just pushing for an invite to dinner I’d bet.  And you already know that I’m gonna invite you and Sam so go ahead & get yourself in here.  I think there’s a certain young girl who would probably like to talk with you.  You want me to go get her from her room for you?”

“Yea, that would be awful nice of you, Maam.”  Frank felt quite sheepish at the moment.  “And thanks an awful lot for the invite.  Thanks from Sam too.  He’s outside talkin’ with your nephews right now.”

“I’m sure they’re talking about that terrible War right now,” frowned Martha Thomas.  “That’s all I’ve heard about all day.  It’s got me all upset, and Sarah’s no better than me.  I’ll go get her.  I hope you’re not going to upset her more though.  She thinks a lot about you two boys you know.”

“Thank you Maam.  I’ll just go ahead and wait in the kitchen if that’s alright by you,” said Frank.

“No fingering the bread there Mr. Winnie!  You’re just going to have to wait til supper,” she warned as she climbed the stairs up to Sarah’s room.

“No Maam.  I’d never think ‘bout doin’ that,” as Frank once again eyed the cooling bread.

“Sarah, Frank is here to see you.  Have you been crying Dear?  Your eyes are all red,” Martha Thomas said with a worried look on her face.

“Momma, I’m OK,” replied Sarah.  “Where’s Frank?”

“He’s in the kitchen waiting for you.  I suppose he likes smelling my bread,” smiled Mrs. Thomas.  “I invited him and Sam for supper tonight.”

“Thanks Momma.  That will be nice,” said Sarah.  “Is it alright if Frank and I go talk out by the pond for a bit.  I don’t want Johnny and Matt bothering us, if you know what I mean.”

“Yes dear.  That would be fine,” as Mrs. Thomas placed her hand on her daughter’s back.  “I would imagine the two of you might have some talking to do with all the fuss this morning.”

Frank turned as he heard Sarah coming down the stairs.  He felt his heart skip a beat as he gazed on her face and that beautiful long blonde hair flowing down on her light blue dress.  He knew what he had to do, now more than ever after seeing her face.  “Hello Sarah.  You’re awful pretty looking in that dress.  But you’re always pretty every time I see you.”

“Thank you, Frank,” smiled Sarah.  “Momma says we can go out by the pond for a bit if you’d like.”

“That sounds nice,” replied Frank.  “Sam’s got Johnny and Matt corralled for a bit so we can be alone.”  He knew that they had to be in private for him to have the courage to say what he needed to say.

“It sure is a nice day.  I guess winter will be here eventually, but it can stay away for a while as far as I’m concerned,” started Frank as they slowly walked down the porch steps and out into the side yard toward the pond.  “Days like this are wonderful when the sun’s out bright and there’s just a little breeze in the air.  And all the leaves are a changin’.  Look at how ‘dem oak trees ‘cross the water are now!  They weren’t even close to changin’ last time I was here.”

“Well, Mr. Winnie, that’s because you haven’t been over here to my house in more than two weeks,” complained Sarah.  “I was beginning to think you had forgotten about me.  Or that maybe you had run off with another girl.”

“I’m sorry Sarah,” apologized Frank.  “You know I’d never run off with anyone else.  Sam and me, we just been real busy on the farm with all the tobacco.  We got to get it all done before it turns cold ya know.  I’ve been wantin’ to come over and see you for a while now so we can talk ‘bout things.”  As they reached the edge of the pond, a couple small frogs who they had startled made a quick escape into the water.  “I’ve been meanin’ to ask you somethin’ for a while now and I’d say this is as good a time as I’m ever gonna get.”  

Frank had been very quiet on the ride over from their farm.  Samuel had just assumed it was because Frank was wondering about what they were going to do about the War.  However, Frank had his mind on another thing actually.  He had been rehearsing in his head what he was going to say to Sarah when he got to the Thomas’s, but now that he was here, he had already forgotten what he had planned out.

“Well, Frank, what do you want to ask me?” Sarah replied.  She really had no idea what was on Frank’s mind, but she was afraid of what was going to come next.  All she could think about was that awful War-talk and she just didn’t think she could handle Frank leaving too.

“Let’s sit here for a spell by the pond,” Frank started.  “Sarah, you know how much I care ‘bout you.  You’re the only girl I’ve ever felt anythin’ for.  You’re the only one I think ‘bout when I’m layin’ there awake at night.  But I’ve had a lot of other things kinda on my mind lately too.  I guess you’ve heard from your cousins ‘bout what’s goin’ on over in Maysville.”

“Yes, and I think it’s just terrible,” Sarah replied.  “Those two boys have got me worried sick about what might happen to them if they go off and join that War.  And I bet you’re going to tell me now that you want to go off with them, aren’t you?”  Sarah could feel the tears starting to well up again inside of her.  She knew there was no way she could keep them inside – there really was no use in even trying.

“Sarah, I’ve just been thinkin’ that it’s what I gots to do,” Frank said.   “If the South wins this War, Sam’s and my farm could be gone and so could your family’s.  They could come in here and take everythin’ we all fought so hard to build up these last few years.  We could be left with nothin’.  They say the South isn’t gonna quit til they get all the way ‘cross the river and into Ohio.  If we don’t go and fight them now, we might have to fight them when they get up here to us.  We’ve got to protect our land and our families before it gets that bad.”

“You don’t have any family here Frank, except Sam, and he’s not blood kin to you,” said Sarah as she could feel the tears in her eyes, knowing they would be streaming down her face in a few seconds.  

“Sarah, I feel like you’re my family too.   Other than Sam, you’re all I’ve got ‘round here.  My brothers and sisters are all still back in Pennsylvania and who knows if I’ll ever even see them again,” Frank said.  “They’ve all got families of their own.  My brothers, who knows, they may even wind up joinin’ the War.”

“You’re going to leave me to go away with my cousins, aren’t you?” cried Sarah as she couldn’t hold the tears back any longer and she could taste the salt from them in her mouth already.

Frank reached into his pocket and got out his handkerchief to dry her face, as he said “I’m sorry Sarah.  It’s just something I’ve gots to do.  I think Sam’s gonna go with me too.  It’ll be better if we join up with those boys from ‘round here rather than waitin’ til later.  But there’s somethin’ I want to do before I leave.”

Now the words were coming slower for Frank.  He knew what he wanted to say, what he had to say now, but he hesitated still the same.  Dropping to one knee in front of the sobbing girl, he said “Sarah, I love you.  And I’d be honored if you’d marry me and be mine forever before I leave.”

Even though Sarah had waited to hear those words for a long time, when they finally came, all she could do was cry.  It was what she wanted so badly, but all she could think about was Frank leaving to join the War.  They embraced each other for what seemed like an eternity until Sarah finally was able to compose herself and put words into her mouth.  “Oh yes, Frank, I will.  I’ve wanted you to ask me for so long.  I love you dearly.  But how can I bear you going off to War as soon as we are wed?”

“Don’t worry Sarah.  I’ll be back soon,” promised Frank.  “They say this War will only last a few months.  Once the South sees we’re determined to fight for our land and what we believe in, they’ll back off.  We just all have to be in it together.  Dry your tears, Sarah.  It will be alright.  We’ll get this thing done.  I’ll be back home and we can start a family.”

“You and Sam are staying for supper, aren’t you?  You can talk to Poppa after supper,” as Sarah composed herself.  “Let’s keep it secret til then.”

___________________

Supper that Saturday afternoon at the Thomas’s was quiet and peaceful since Martha Thomas had insisted that there be no talk of the War at the supper table.  As Samuel gorged himself with the crispy fried chicken and mashed potatoes slathered with milk gravy, he was wondering if this would be his last good meal for a while.  He had already decided that he would be going with Frank and the Thomas boys next week after church to officially sign up with Colonel Marshall’s unit.  Matt had told him that all the volunteers would be getting together in two weeks over in Maysville so that didn’t give him and Frank a lot of time to get their farm ready for the winter.  He figured Sarah’s father and her uncle would be able to look after their farm and their horses after they left and he was really hoping they’d be back in time for spring planting.  Something inside of him knew that wouldn’t be the case though.  “There’s no way we’ll be gone the whole three years, is there?” he thought almost out loud to himself in between bites of chicken.  “Surely we’ll be back next spring?”

After supper was finished and the plates were being cleared by Sarah and her two little sisters, Frank followed Mr. Thomas into the living room.  John Henry Thomas was an imposing man, at least six-feet tall and seemed to tower over Frank as he followed him.  “Mr. Thomas, sir, would it be alright if I could talk to you in private for a moment,” he asked.

“Sure, son.  Have a seat,” John Henry replied.  Mr. Thomas had always liked Frank and his work ethic and thought either him or Samuel would make a fine husband for his oldest daughter.  He was just never sure which one of the boys would finally have the gumption to put his foot forward.

“Mr. Thomas, sir,” Frank started.  “I’ve been talking to your nephews and they seem pretty sure of signin’ up with Colonel Marshall over in Maysville to join him and go fight those Rebs.  Sam and me have been talkin’ some ’bout it too and I think we might be goin’ along with your nephews.  It sounds like we might be leavin’ for Maysville in a couple weeks and I don’t rightly know how long we might be gone.  We’ll be gettin’ the farm as ready as we can before we leave, but I was wonderin’ if you and your brother might be able to kind of look after our place and our horses while we’re gone some.  I’m hopin’ we’d be back by springtime at the latest.”

“I was figuring you and Sam would be going off with those boys,” John Henry replied.  “To be honest with you, me and my brother would be doing the same thing if we wasn’t so darn old.”  John Henry Thomas knew his bad knees could never stand traipsing through the woods looking for Johnny Rebs.  As bad as his eyesight was getting too, he knew he’d need a scatter gun to hit any of them boys in gray.  “Anyways, somebody’s got to stay here and look after those girls and the farm.  Don’t you worry none.  We’ll look after your place.”

“There’s one more thing, Mr. Thomas, sir.  I ‘spect ya know I’ve been sweet on Sarah for some time,” Frank stammered a little.  “She’s a fine girl and I told her a little while ago that I’d be honored to be her husband.  I was wonderin’ if you’d be so kind as to let me have your daughter’s hand in marriage ’fore I go off to join Colonel Marshall and the boys.”

John Henry Thomas knew this time would come someday.  He knew his Sarah was a beautiful girl and would wind up starting a family and go off on her own soon. He didn’t really want to think of this now with all this talk of going off to War, so he just sat there and said nothing for a few moments trying to let it all sink in.  Meanwhile, Frank Winnie sat across from him, squirming in his chair more as the moments passed.  Frank had no idea what Mr. Thomas was thinking, and he actually was beginning to worry that Sarah’s father would jump out of his chair and try to strangle him for what he had just asked.  Or worse yet, get up and go over to the wall where his shotgun was hanging & get ready to use it on him.  Frank could feel the beads of sweat forming on his forehead and his heart seeming to want to jump out of his chest.  

Finally, John Henry Thomas slowly stood up and walked over next to Frank.  “Stand up son,” John Henry said in his firmest voice.  Frank was trembling so hard now that he didn’t know if he could even stand up without falling back down, while still afraid that the huge man towering over him would just knock him back down.  When he summoned the courage and made his way to his feet, John Henry Thomas simply held out his hand and said “Son, I’d be honored to give you my daughter’s hand in marriage.  But there’s one thing you’ve got to promise me first.  Don’t you go off and get yourself killed by any of those Southern boys.  You’ve got to get your butt back here and take care of that girl, you understand!”

“Yessir, yessir, Mr. Thomas,” as Frank repeatedly shook Mr. Thomas’s hand.  “I sure will.  Thank you, sir, thank you. I promise I’ll be a good husband to your daughter.”

Samuel was just walking back up the steps of the porch when Frank came bolting out the door.  It was as if Frank didn’t even see Samuel as he rushed by.  The next thing Samuel saw was Frank jumping on his horse and riding down the dirt road, whooping and hollering as loudly as he could.

“What the heck is wrong with that fella,” Samuel asked Mr. Thomas as he came through the door.

“Sam, that boy was so excited he forgot all about stopping and telling Sarah that I just gave my permission for those two to get hitched.  He might be halfway to your place before he remembers,” laughed Sarah’s father.. 

“Guess that ‘splains that clear enough then.  Guess I better go off after him,” said Samuel.  As Sarah came through the front door, Samuel looked into her blue eyes and said “Sarah, congratulations to you.  Frank’s a fine man and will make you a wonderful husband,” as he held out his hand to her.  They held hands for a moment longer than simple friends would, as Samuel just didn’t want to let go.

“Thank you, Sam.  You’re so kind,” Sarah responded with a hint of sadness in her voice.  She wanted to grab him in her arms and give him a big hug, but she knew that wouldn’t be proper with her father standing next to them both.

“Thanks again for supper, Maam,” Samuel said as Mrs. Thomas joined them on the porch.  “Guess I’d better be gettin’ along now.  ‘Spose I’ll see you folks at church tomorrow.”

As Samuel turned and made his way onto his horse, John Henry Thomas said to his daughter “That Sam’s a fine boy too.  You would have done well with either one of those boys, Sarah.”

“I know Poppa,” smiled Sarah.  “I know how lucky I am.  There’s not too many girls in Kentucky that can have their choice of two fine men to have for their husband.”

Sarah and her parents shared a long warm hug as they watched Samuel slowly ride west down the road into the bright early evening sunshine towards his farm.  Samuel wasn't really in any hurry to get back home.  Even though he was only 25, he could sense that a part of his life had just slipped him by.  
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Chapter 3
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October 27,1861 – Augusta, KY 

As Frank walked out the door of the Methodist Episcopal Church that Sunday morning after the service was over, the Reverend James Kendall took his arm and said, “I’ll need to talk with you and Samuel before you leave today.  Just give me a few moments.”

“Yessir,” replied Frank as Sarah and Samuel followed him out onto the street in front of the church.  Frank knew that the Reverend would want to discuss the wedding, which had been set for the following Saturday at the church.

The Methodist Episcopal Church of Augusta sat barely 50 feet from the bank of the Ohio River at the corner of Bracken and Front Streets.  Certainly not an imposing structure, as it was a small building with no steeple, but nevertheless quite a pretty church.  Built in 1819, it was the home of the Methodist community of Augusta and the surrounding area.  Just east of the church previously was the Augusta College, founded in 1822 and the first Methodist college in the United States.  The college even had dormitories for the students a few blocks away, deemed to be quite a progressive thing in the 1840’s.  However, the college closed in 1849 and the building burned a few years later, so in 1861 the land across from the church was a vacant lot.  With the close proximity to the river, which in late fall now had several large sandbars showing themselves, the church had a tremendous view of the Ohio River Valley for several miles both up and downstream.

As the crowd began to disperse in front of the church, Reverend Kendall approached the two men with a stern look on his face.  “Now sons,” he began, “Next Saturday afternoon you two need to make sure you are here on time.  I won’t allow your guests to be kept waiting on you.  And I will not tolerate the smell of alcohol on either one of you.  If I even get a hint of whisky breath on either one of you fellas, you will not be getting married that day Mr. Winnie.  I will not allow anyone without their complete faculties on the altar, is that clear?”

“Yessir, yessir,” both men said simultaneously as they nodded their heads.

“Good,” Reverend Kendall replied.  “Then I will see you both here at the church no later than 11:30 next Saturday.”

As the two men walked across the street to meet Sarah and her parents, Samuel looked at Frank and said with a smile “Guess he made that clear enough.  You’d better be on your best behavior next weekend there Frank.”

“Yea, s’pose so,” Frank nodded.  “Guess it’s time for us to go sign up, ain’t it.”

“Yep, reckon it’s now or never,” Samuel replied as both men knew the enlistments for Colonel Marshall’s unit were taking place at Noon in front of Mr. Wilson’s General Store on Main Street, four blocks away.  As the two men made their way over to the Thomas family, Sarah grabbed Frank’s arm and said “I need to talk to you Frank.  Let’s go sit by the river for a bit.”  

Samuel looked at Frank and said, “It’s alright.  I’ll walk down to Mr. Wilson’s and see what’s goin’ on.  You can catch up in a bit.”

Sarah led Frank away from the rest of her family and the two of them walked down the riverbank in front of the church and sat down on a piece of driftwood.

“Frank, I don’t want you to go.  Please change your mind and stay here with me,” Sarah pleaded.  “I can’t stand the thought of you going off to War.  I’m going to be sitting at home every day doing nothing but worrying about you.”

“I’m sorry, Sarah.  I’ll be alright,” Frank promised.  “I won’t let nothin’ happen to me.  There’s lots more fellas goin’ too.  Here tell even Doc Bradford might be signing up soon too.  I won’t be gone long anyway.  Sam and me thinks we’ll be home in time for spring plantin’.”

“There’s no way you know that,” Sarah replied.  “They’re signing you all up for three years for a reason.  That’s how long Colonel Marshall thinks he’s going to need all of you.  Frank, we can leave here.  We can get married and then go West.  Maybe go to St. Louis or something and get away from this War.”

“Sarah, you can’t escape it like that,” he explained.  “I heard there’s lot’s a fightin’ in Missouri too.  They don’t even know what side they’re on out there I hear.  It’s worse there than in most places.” 

“Well, then let’s go farther west then,” she tried.

“There’s injuns out there Sarah.  We can’t go out there,” Frank exclaimed.  “I’m sorry Sarah.  It’s just somethin’ Sam and me gots to do,” Frank said as he gave her a hug.

Sarah wasn’t in the hugging mood however, as she quickly stood up and said “Frank Winnie, if you run off and get yourself killed, I’ll never forgive you!”  She abruptly turned around and ran over to her family now sitting in their wagon for the trip back to the Thomas farm.

“Sarah!” Frank called out.  “I love you!”  But Sarah didn’t turn around.  She just kept on running and hopped into the waiting wagon as John Henry Thomas took the reins and started the horses down the street.

“I’ll see you Saturday!” Frank yelled to no avail.  Sarah was leaving and for a moment he wondered if there would be a wedding.  He turned to make his way down Front Street to Mr. Wilson’s General Store.  The four block walk along the river was the loneliest walk he could ever remember having to make as his thoughts the whole time went back and forth between Sarah and the War.  “How can I leave Sarah and a lifetime of happiness with her behind in Augusta?” he thought to himself.  “But I’ve got to do what’s needed of me,” he said out loud to no one except himself.  He looked out onto the passing Ohio River and thought how perfect it would be to just hop on a riverboat with Sarah and sail away from all the problems he was facing.  But there was no escape from this War – wherever they went, whatever they did, they could not get away from it.  It was consuming the whole country in 1861 and Frank Winnie was caught up in the middle of it.

_____________________

“Now men, listen up,” called out the U.S. Senator from Kentucky, Thornton Marshall, standing in front of Mr. Wilson’s store.  “This here is Colonel Charles Alexander Marshall, my cousin, and your future leader.  He’s been placed in charge of the 16th Kentucky Infantry and it’s being formed over at Camp Kenton south of Maysville.”  Standing next to the U.S. Senator was his cousin Charles, his brother William Marshall, Augusta Mayor Joseph Doniphan and Dr. Joshua Taylor Bradford, one of the town’s doctors.  A large crowd had gathered in front of the General Store next to the river to listen to the oratory on the War.

“We have about 700 men there now training, but we need more,” Senator Marshall continued.  “That’s why we are here today men.  We need help to preserve the Union.  The Federal Army needs more men to help fight off these traitor Rebels, which as we speak right now based on good knowledge that we have obtained, are only 100 miles away from you here in Augusta.”

A stir grew around the men gathered, young and old.  “Yes men, that’s right,” he went on.  “The Rebel Army is here in Kentucky and they will be heading this way soon.  We need men to join us now to help run these Rebels out of Kentucky before they come here and pillage your land and farms.”

Samuel didn’t know if what he was hearing was really true or not, but he certainly didn’t like the idea of a Rebel Army marching onto his farm and taking whatever they pleased.  He had worked too hard these last three years to just give his land and crops away for nothing.  Frank approached him from the side and whispered, “Is that true?”

Samuel just shrugged his shoulders as Thornton Marshall resumed his rally speech.  “Our great-uncle, John C. Marshall, served this country for over 30 years as Chief Justice of the United States, and he would be ashamed of any capable man that did not take up arms to preserve what he and other brave men of the United States created some 85 years ago.  This is the most dire time our great country has faced since our Founding Fathers formed our Union.  Without men like you, our country could be lost forever.  We need you to join the cause, men.”

In the corner of his eye, Frank caught a glimpse of the Thomas family wagon parked a block further up on Main Street.  They, along with the rest of the town of Augusta, KY, were mesmerized by the Senator orator whose own home stood only two blocks away from where he was now lecturing.

“Great sons of Kentucky, brave sons of Kentucky,” Marshall continued.  “We now call upon you in the hour of our most dire need, to join the cause and help preserve what you and our Founding Fathers have fought so hard to attain.  Join the cause to preserve our country from these traitor Rebels – join the cause to preserve the great United States of America!  Thank you.”

As Senator Marshall concluded his speech, rousing applause came from all directions.  John Henry Thomas stood up in his wagon to join the applause, as did his young sons in the back of the wagon.  Sarah had nothing to applaud for however, as she pulled her dress up to wipe the tears from her eyes.  After listening to the Senator, she knew now that it would be impossible to stop Frank from leaving to join the War.

_____________________

As Samuel Maxwell approached the table in front of Mr. Wilson’s store, Joseph Doniphan, now a Lt. Colonel with the 16th Kentucky, began his series of questions to Samuel.

“Son, spell your name please.”

“Samuel Mayfield.  M-a-y-f-i-e-l-d.”

“Your age?”

“25”

“Height?”

“‘Bout 5 feet 6 or 7, I s’pose”

“Well, let’s split the difference and we’ll say 5’ 6 1/2”.  I’d say your complexion is dark.”

“What’s that mean?” asked Samuel.

“Just the color of your skin, that’s all.  Means you’ve got lots of sun on your skin,” replied Doniphan.  “Color of your eyes?”

“Green, I s’pose”

“We’ll say hazel then.  Let’s see, dark hair.  What county were you born in,” continued Doniphan.

“Adams County, Pennsylvania, near Gettysburg,” was Samuel’s answer.

“Alright, got it.  And your occupation, son?”

“Tobacco farmer, ‘bout two miles south of here,” Samuel replied.

“Alright son, that’s all I need from you.  Be here in town at 6:00 AM the morning of November 4 and the wagons will bring you over to Camp Kenton with all the others to begin your training.  You’ll be given a uniform, a rifle and all of the other things you’ll need as a soldier.  Don’t bring anything with you that day that you don’t want to carry with you all the time,” as Doniphan finished his instructions.  “Alright, who’s next?”

Samuel stepped aside to make room for Frank to answer all of the same questions, realizing that there was no backing out from this point on.  As he walked over to gaze at the river flowing by, he truly wondered what he was doing to himself.  Frank joined him moments later and said, “Well, s’pose we went and done it now.  No backin’ down now.”

“Yea, I’m wonderin’ what you done got me into?” Samuel said.

“Oh Sam, you wants to go too, who ya kiddin’? responded Frank.

“Yea, I reckon you’re right,” Samuel said.  “S’pose we don’t have any other choice.  Let’s get home and get the farm in order.  Not much time to spare.  You gotta get hitched next Saturday and we’re gonna be soldiers in eight days.”
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Chapter 4
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November 2,1861 – Augusta, KY

Samuel could see just a faint hint of frost on some of the oak tree leaves that were still left on the branches that early fall morning.  A trace of fog was rising from the pond out past the front yard of their farm high on the Berlin Road two miles south of Augusta.  As he gazed off north into the distance, he could see the bluffs on the Ohio side of the river, although not the river itself hidden by the lower hills in front of him.  The last vestiges of fall color had faded from the trees and winter would soon be here in Northern Kentucky.  “But where will I be come winter?” he thought to himself.  In a few days, he would become a soldier instead of a farmer and he really didn’t know what that meant.  He had no idea what was in store for him and what the future would bring for him and Frank.

He was all ready to go, but Frank was still fussing with the suit he had borrowed from Mr. Wilson’s store.   Neither man had ever wore a suit before, and it didn’t quite measure up to Samuel’s liking – but he’d endure it for this one day.  Just for Frank....and Sarah.
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