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Chapter One
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It had been eleven years since Ben Trumbull had heeded his father’s words and asked Abby Maxwell to marry him. It was clear to everyone who saw them together could see the two were in love. They just needed a gentle push to get them headed in the right direction, and Jonas was the one to act as cupid to get them together. The youngsters were married the following afternoon in the hotel by Reverend Cornwall. The following day the newlyweds and Jonas were on their way back to Colorado and the Cornwall family back to Virginia. They had come out with Abby for the anniversary memorial at the site of the battle to pay honor to the men of the seventh calvary and their families. Abby had gotten in touch with Jonas after his story was in newspapers around the country as a survivor of the battle. After reading her letter, Jonas realized she was his daughter. He could not answer any of her questions because Able Maxwell died that June day and he now was Jonas Trumbull and had been for the past ten years. He had come back home to find his wife had passed and a young boy who hardly remembered what his real father looked like.

As Jonas looked across the aisle at the young couple smiling at each other, he realized what a lucky man he was. He started out in this world as Able Maxwell, a poor farmer in Virginia who went off to join the war and General Custer’s Cavalry only to come back and once again be a poor farmer. His wife knew that this was not the life for him and she didn’t stop him when he told her he wanted to head out west and join up again with Col Custer who was now General. He told her he’d call for her and the children once he was settled out west. 

He said goodbye to his family and headed down the road never looking back. News traveled fast that the entire party was killed along with Custer. 

Harriette read the letter from the war department sending her the country’s condolences on her loss. But Able did not die that day, he survived the attack when both he and his friend Jonas Trumbull took cover under the supply wagon. When the wagon was pushed over, it crushed Jonas killing him instantly. Able lay there until the screams and gunfire ended. In the distance, he could hear the battle Reno was having and after looking at his buddy’s body, he took from his pocket the letter he had gotten last week from home telling him his wife had passed and his two year old son was staying with a fine family until they heard from him on his plans for the boy. He slowly made his way to the top the stream and crawled up behind the rocks trying to keep hidden. 

Eventually, with the help of some trappers, he was able to get to a fort and then home to Colorado, or Jonas’ Colorado. He wondered would anyone know he wasn’t Jonas? Would Jonas’ son know he wasn’t his dad? It seemed that luck was on his side. Jonas and his wife were only there a short time before he left to join up with Custer. His son barely knew his real father and accepted Able as Jonas. And so, Able Maxwell became Jonas Trumbull, widower and father of a young son. And all was going well until he agreed to talk about that day in June and how he survived when others didn’t. It was that newspaper article that caught the eye of young Abby Maxwell, back east in Virginia with the hope he could tell her about the father she never really knew.

The moment Jonas saw the letter, he knew he could not answer her questions and sent her a cordial letter stating he unfortunately did not know her father. He knew it was best for the girl. It was better that she think he died in battle, than a coward who ran in the face of the enemy. What Jonas didn’t realize was his son Ben had heard of the girl’s plea and felt he would help her find someone who could answer some of her questions. After Jonas’ article was out others came forward with their story. Mind you these men were not with Custer, but with Major Reno’s troops who also were met with the Indians and others whose grim detail was to recover the bodies of those dead and bury them. The more Ben would plead with Jonas, the more he would state he could not help the girl. It was at Ben’s request that Abby was on that train to Montana for the memorial service with the Reverend Cornwall and his family’s companions. It was here that both Ben and Abby found out the truth about Jonas. Not only was Abby shocked and hurt it was Ben who couldn’t believe the man who he believed was his father all these years was an imposter. Abby even believed Ben had kept it from her. It was Jonas who saw that Abby was about to walk out of his life, but also Ben’s. He couldn’t destroy their lives, not again. It was at his urging that Ben did indeed run after her and make her understand he loved her.

Eleven years had passed, and Ben and Abby presented Jonas with three grandchildren, Jacob Able, Benjamin Jonas and Helen Christine. Three beautiful children which if Jonas had not chosen his fate would never be there. Yes, he seemed very pleased with his chosen path. He had a son to replace the two back in Virginia and with his daughter with him, it was the best of both worlds. He was like every grandfather, a man who loved to tell his grandchildren stories and usually they were of his exploits in the army. He had finished the night before telling the children about the battle of the Little Big Horn. With the anniversary coming up, it was all that was mentioned in the school. And so, Jonas gave his grandchildren the story, one they would not find in history books, but one they would remember. It was because of his story, Abby was visited the following day by not only the school teacher, Miss Fletcher, but Mayor Miller as well. 

As they rode up to the house, Abby rose from the chair and smiled to greet them. “Afternoon Mayor Miller, Miss Fletcher, would you care to come a set down?” 

The woman gave a polite smile and nod as the mayor helped her off the carriage. As she goes to the steps, she looked at Jonas with a distasteful look, then looked at Abby. “Mrs. Trumbull, I am here to voice a complaint about the behavior of your two sons at class today.” 

Abby looked at her, “behavior?” 

“Yes, they disrupted the entire class during the history lesson.” 

Abby nodded, “history lesson.” 

“Yes, it seems they have their own theory on the Battle of The Little Big Horn and proceeded to tell the entire class an assortment of lies that they claim their grandfather told them.” 

Abby was about to speak when Jonas who had been sitting in the chair got up. He looked at the woman, “Ma’am, I not one to say something that is not true and I have taught my grandchildren to always speak the truth. So, if y’all would tell us what lies they spoke that they claim I said, I will correct it.” 

She looked at him, “Well for one thing, they said you were at the Big Horn. Now we all know...” 

Jonas put his hand up to stop her from going on, “Ma’am, my boys didn’t lie, I was at the Big Horn. If you checked the records and the good mayor can tell you himself I was one of three survivors of the General’s command that survived that day.” 

She looked at the mayor who nodded his head. Her gaze turned back to Jonas, “well then Mr. Trumbull, maybe you should be teaching the class, I suppose you have a teaching background?” 

Her remark was uncalled for and Abby had had enough. “Miss Fletcher, I understand you are a bit upset and prefer your students be taught the circularium you have set to follow, but this is not back east and well, things are a bit different.” 

She cut Abby off, “I’ll have you know I will not have a class who follows the stories a nine year old boy imagines from a story his grandfather trumped up.” 

At this point Abby had had enough. “Miss Fletcher, I can understand your situation and agree with you completely.” A smile comes over the woman’s face thinking she had won until Abby continued, “That is why I am taking my three children out of school and home school them until they are old enough for college.” 

“You’re doing what?” 

Abby looks at her, “I believe I am taking the job of educating my children out of your hands and into mine.” 

“Well I never...” 

Abby looks at her and smiles, “if you’ll excuse me Miss Fletcher, I have to start supper.” Abby turns to the mayor. “Good afternoon, Mayor Miller.” With that she walks in the house followed by Jonas. 

Miss Fletcher turns to the mayor, “of all the nerve, does she know who she is speaking to? Why I could...” 

Mayor Miller helps her in the carriage and gets in himself. He looks at the teacher, “don’t say I didn’t warn ya about Miss Abby. That gal is not one to be reckoned with when it comes to Ben, her kids or her father-in-law.” 

“Oh come now, do you really believe that old man was at the Big Horn that day?” 

“Yes’um I do Ma’am. You see my uncle Jefferson was pinned down with Major Reno and his men that day and he described what Jonas says pretty much the same way. Now I hardly could call Jonas a liar, if my own uncle had the same story. 

Emily Fletcher looked off to the side knowing she was going to win his argument with the mayor. Without looking at him she continues, “You are all a bunch of fools. This old man has you convinced he was there and is only getting your pity.” 

Mayor Miller looks at her, “Ma’am, my mama always taught me respect a lady, so I’ll not be saying what I think of our comment. But I will tell you that Jonas Trumbull came back from what many would consider as close to hell as one could get. It’s by the grace of the good Lord, not only can he remember what happened, he doesn’t relive that nightmare every day of his life. That old man as you call him can teach us not just history, but about something called respect for another human being.” 

Miss Fletcher kept her eyes down for the rest of the ride to town.
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Chapter 2 
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Back at the ranch Jonas looks at Abby, “Abby, don’t you think you were a bit harsh with the school marm?” 

“Harsh Papa, she called you and the Jacob liars. No one calls any of you liars! ‘Sides, she isn’t that good of a teacher, I can do a better job teaching the boys.” 

Jonas smiles as he places his hand on her shoulder, “You’re a lot like your ole’ man gal. I’m glad to see you got something from me.” 

She looks at him and smiles, and those slate gray eyes just could freeze a body dead in his tracks. They were the color of steel and when angry, she could use them to her advantage. 

He looks past her and over her shoulder and sees the boys coming in from the barn with Helen trying to keep up with her older brothers, but at four was having a rather hard time. Jonas smiles at her, “I’ll let you tell the boys the good news. I ‘spect the cheers will be heard all the way cross the valley.” With that, he walks out of the room and the children rush in the house. 

Abby turns and smiles at the children, “Jacob have you been telling stories at school?” 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
GOL.I3

IS WHERE,\YOU,FINDIT

BOOKSTINO

1 zmo MITOUELL
v





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





