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Written from the actual edited manuscript of Dilue Rose Harris by a Harris family member and gifted to the author for this writing...

Sidney St. James

“I WOULD LIKE TO MAKE a very special toast for our Second Anniversary ball. The men of Texas deserved much of the credit, but more was due to the many women across Texas. Armed men facing a foe couldn’t help but be brave. But, my friends, the women, with their little children around them, without means of defense or power to resist, faced danger and death with unflinching courage. 

God Bless the Women of Texas!”

-—General Thomas Jefferson Rusk

Unless otherwise indicated, all scripture quotations come from the Bible's King James Version (KJV) in the public domain.

Other articles in the Eagle Lake, Texas digital archives from the Wintermann Library and the Colorado County Citizen microfilm contributed significantly to support these writings.

Numerous letters, newspaper articles, photographs, and conversations with family members and longtime dear friend Bill Stein, a historian with the Nesbitt Memorial Library in Columbus, Texas, added significantly to the substance necessary to enhance the creative nonfiction storyline style of the manuscript by the author.

Main Exception: The numerous pages of Dilue’s writings discuss an ongoing family feud between Mister A and Mister M. To this day, the actual persons are not portrayed, and only speculation is available on who they may be. Two fictitious names were chosen for the initials: John Mertz and Henry Ammonds.  They are the product of the author’s imagination and are used fictitiously. The actual events described are genuine and truthful in their account. Any relationship with anyone, living or deceased, is entirely coincidental.
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With profound appreciation and unwavering gratitude, I lovingly dedicate this work to the memory of my dear friend, Bill Stein of Columbus, Texas. His invaluable assistance and steadfast support during the research process for my debut novel, The Runaway Scrape, will forever hold a special place in my heart. Bill's profound dedication extended even further, as he generously lent his expertise to ADVERSITY - Keeping the Faith, Book 2 of the FAITH CHRONICLES. The friendship we shared and his remarkable contributions enriched the very essence of these books, leaving an indelible mark on their legacy. As I embark on this journey, I carry his memory with me always, knowing that his spirit will forever guide and inspire me.
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Foreword

All Dead...All Dead
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Mrs. Almaron Dickinson arrived in Gonzales, Texas, brimming with urgent news. The air crackled with anticipation and dread as mothers, wives, sweethearts, and countless children of the thirty-two brave men who had left Gonzales weeks earlier to aid the Alamo gathered around her. The sight of the exhausted young woman instantly ignited a whirlwind of emotions among the crowd.

Mothers and wives collapsed to the ground, their voices trembling with fear as they anxiously pleaded for answers. "Oh, Sue," they cried, their voices filled with desperation. "Are you sure they are dead? Did they say anything? Did my husband have any last message for me?"

Overwhelmed by the weight of her devastating revelation, Susanna Dickinson could only muster a single phrase. "All dead! All dead!" she exclaimed, her voice carrying the weight of immense sorrow. Her gaze fell upon her best friend, Rebecca Davis, who stood shoulder to shoulder with the other women, their faces etched with grief.

"Rebecca, I can tell you about your son's final moments," Susanna said, her voice filled with sadness and admiration. "I watched Johnny during the fiercest part of the battle. He reached out to me in the Alamo church room, where I sought refuge. A Mexican soldier had shattered both of his jaws. He tried to communicate something to me, but his words were muffled and incomprehensible. Determined, he pressed his hands against his injured face, valiantly trying to convey his thoughts. And then, despite his injuries, he rushed back out into the storm of bullets, a true hero, Rebecca, an honest-to-God hero!"

Terror was the catalyst, propelling the families into a frenzied flight from Texas. The women, united by their shared plight, understood they had to join and support one another. There was no other option. And so, with their escape ahead of General Santa Anna and the Mexican army, a harrowing journey began—the Runaway Scrape. Excitement mingled with trepidation as they embarked on a collective effort to protect their lives and those of their loved ones.

*****
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THIS CAPTIVATING HISTORICAL creative fiction novel delves into the reminiscences of Dilue Rose Harris as she writes in her daughter's home, the Struss-Smithson House, located at the corner of Stockbridge and McCarty Avenue in Eagle Lake, Texas, between 1898 and 1901. The narrative is a skillful fusion of her father's journal entries, penned by Doctor Pleasant W. Rose, and her vivid recollections from 1830 to 1845. Initially shared with the local newspaper, the Eagle Lake Headlight, over several months, these nostalgic musings were later passed on to the Southwestern Historical Quarterly.

These memoirs meticulously strive to preserve the inspirational and authentic account of Dilue Rose Harris's life. Edited by the Harris family, these written words eventually found their way into the author's possession, who acquired and meticulously restored the historic Struss-Smithson home, constructed in 1864. It was within this same house that Dilue Rose Harris spent her final twelve years, and as a thoughtful gesture for all the hard work Barbara O’Dell Struss and the author did, the document was gifted by William Kell of Eagle Lake to Sidney St. James.
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Prologue

Memorial Services for the Father of Texas 
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Dark clouds loomed low over Austin, Texas, casting a somber atmosphere upon the small cemetery. Dilue Rose Harris, seated comfortably in her wheelchair, was accompanied by her daughter, Sarah Ziegler. Despite her ripe age of 88, Mrs. Harris's mind remained as sharp as ever. Weariness settled in her body after the long journey from Eagle Lake, Texas, where she resided with her daughter and son-in-law, George Ziegler, on Stockbridge Street and North McCarty Avenue. The arduous trip had taken nearly three days, but attending the memorial services was an event she wouldn't miss for the world.

Several months prior, during the thirty-first legislature, a unanimous vote of approval had been granted to remove the remains of a dear family friend buried in Peach Point, Brazoria County, Texas. Today marked the day when disinterment services would take place, and the esteemed Judge Alexander W. Terrell, only two years younger than Dilue, approached her with a smile playing on his lips. Dilue observed a range of emotions as they flickered across his face, a sight that warmed her heart.

"Mrs. Harris, it's a pleasure to see you here this morning," Judge Terrell greeted her warmly.

Dilue's eyes sparkled with delight upon seeing her dear friend. Her fair hair danced in disarray with the wind. "Alex, the mud and rains back in '35 may have kept me from venturing out of Texas, but nothing short of washed-out bridges on the Colorado River could have stopped me from being here today." She raised her hand to brush away the stray strands of hair that fell across her face, a hint of laughter in her voice.

Standing beside Dilue, George Ziegler extended his hand to grasp Judge Terrell's. "Mister Terrell, I'm George Ziegler, Dilue's son-in-law."

"It's a pleasure to make your acquaintance, sir. And who do we have here?" Judge Terrell turned his head and couldn't help but smile as he looked at Sarah Ziegler. "My, you have grown into such a beautiful woman." Sarah shook his hand and offered a shy smile of her own.

Alex glanced back at Dilue, relieved that she had managed to attend the services. "Dilue, were you able to attend the ceremonies in the Senate Chamber last night?"

"Yes, we were. With so many people present, I thought it best to wait until today to pay my respects."

"We'll have more time to visit after the services conclude," he assured her before returning to a brick-mortar encasement, prepared to receive the mortal remains of a great man, a true pioneer of the State of Texas.

Dilue looked around at the names etched on the cemetery stones, showing signs of frailty in her body. The early years of Texas flooded her thoughts on this early morning. She spotted familiar faces of individuals known to her and her parents. The gravesites of Colonel Frank Johnson, a lifelong friend, General Hardeman, a childhood companion who followed him through life with a rifle in hand, and Guy Morrison Bryan, her nephew—so much history encapsulated in one place. It felt like just yesterday when she stood in her schoolroom, receiving Sunday school books from William Travis. Oh, how the years had slipped away. If only he were here to witness the magnificent changes that had unfolded in Texas since those early days.

Dilue continued to survey the cemetery, recognizing other familiar names engraved on the headstones. Albert Sidney Johnson, Frank Lubbock, Burleson, Scurry, and Lipscomb—what a gathering of immortals. Already resting in their eternal abode, they warmly embraced their dear friend, Stephen F. Austin. A soft smile played on Dilue's lips as more names slipped through her thoughts.

Alex raised his hands, signaling the attending crowd to quiet down. Dilue and Alex locked eyes, sharing a silent connection. He began addressing the assembled people.

"Daughters of the Republic," he paused to look directly at Dilue, "Comrades, Ladies, and Gentlemen: Texas, ever mindful of her debt of gratitude to this great man, this pioneering legend of our land, has always cherished his memory. Today, we gather to lay his mortal remains to rest." Alex exuded an air of authority, commanding instant attention. The entire assembly fell into a hushed silence, attentively following his words.

"Over half a century ago, in 1845, the portrait of Stephen F. Austin hung in the hallway of the old House of Representatives, just to the right of the Speaker's chair. It was placed there by the men who once journeyed with him into the wilderness in search of new homes—those who shared in its perils and knew him best." He paused, momentarily lost in his own childhood memories. Inhaling deeply, he continued.

"The family and the legislature reached an agreement earlier this year to bring his ashes from their resting place near the Gulf and lay them to rest here in the Texas State Cemetery, where many of our revered departed are buried," Alex explained. He paused, taking a moment to lift a glass of water from the podium and survey the sizable audience gathered before him. As his eyes passed over Dilue, he noticed her raising a white handkerchief to her eyes. Her thick, salt-and-pepper hair cascaded in graceful waves over her shoulders. Unbeknownst to those around her, a flood of memories surged through her mind. Dilue's gaze returned to the tombstones and monuments surrounding her, more names slipping into the corners of her thoughts. She briefly closed her eyes, not out of weariness, but to concentrate on her childhood recollections and to express gratitude to God for accompanying her and standing by her at this morning's interment services.


In her mind, Dilue revisited a small schoolhouse, where Mister William B. Travis walked across the creaking wooden floor and placed a book on her desk. He then moved to her baby sister, Elba, who sat beside her and put a book on her desk. 

Looking down at them, he smiled and said, "You girls will enjoy the stories in these books. I want you to share them with others so everyone can read a different story." Mister Travis continued his rounds through the one-room schoolhouse, distributing reading books to the other young boys and girls. Each book contained a collection of short stories, enough to captivate their minds for days on end. Dilue's memories overflowed, painting vivid scenes in her mind.
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Chapter One

The Rose Family Departs New Orleans 
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It was April 27, 1833, when the two-mast schooner set sail from New Orleans. Dilue stood on the deck, watching as they sailed out of the Mississippi and into the vast expanse of the Gulf of Mexico. The light seemed strangely bright, casting the seagulls in shadow against a pale blue sky. Dilue's attention was momentarily captured by the graceful flight of these birds, sending her into a daydream.

After a few days of smooth sailing, the vessel came into view of a large island off the Texas coast. Dilue looked up at her father, her eyes filled with concern as she observed the darkening skies and flashes of lightning. "Daddy, will we be safe? It looks like a severe storm is approaching." Throughout the day, the clouds gathered, growing thicker and darker, transforming the once sunny day into a foreboding scene. Sensing the imminent danger, Dilue and the other passengers sought shelter in the middle of the vessel.

Due to their proximity to the island, the seagulls struggled to stay afloat, their wings flapping against the relentless gale. Below them, the sea rose like towering mountains, a wrathful display of turbulent and unforgiving waters.

The sailors on board attempted to prepare for the sudden and violent storm, but their efforts proved futile. Without warning, darkness enveloped them as the clouds thickened, blotting out the once beautiful blue sky. The seasoned sailors and the captain fought to lower and secure the sails, but the rain-soaked deck proved treacherous. The panic and fear of the sailors reverberated among the other passengers, who also witnessed the fierce wind and the sting of rain against their faces.

A nearby lightning strike added to the chaos. At one point, a massive wave struck the ship, spinning it sideways. Despite his concern, Doctor Pleasant Rose tried to maintain a composed expression. He agreed with Dilue's assessment. "Honey, I think you're right. Gather your brother and sister, and let's return to our quarters until the storm passes."

Captain Denmore hurried over to Doctor Rose as he was organizing his family. "Ladies, gentlemen, and children, I urge you to make your way to your quarters below deck as quickly as possible!"

Maggie, Dilue's mother, held her youngest daughter, Elba, tightly as she spoke to her children. "Come, children, let's go below as the captain instructed." She concealed her icy fear, gazing at the sea where large whitecaps emerged atop the towering waves.

The storm relentlessly battered the schooner with strong winds and torrential downpours, lasting nearly the entire day and well into the evening. Once the storm subsided, the captain opened the hatches, inviting the passengers to the top deck for some fresh air. The moon rose high in the eastern sky, nearly full, casting its luminous glow like a radiant pearl.

Dilue stared at the radiant moon and tugged at her father's pants. "Daddy, isn't the moon beautiful?" Suddenly, she halted, her heart skipping a beat.

Pleasant didn't respond. Worried, Dilue persisted, "Daddy, can you hear me?" Still, there was no reply from Pleasant.

Maggie glanced over at her husband. "Dear, are you alright?"

"Not feeling well at all, dear. The rough sea or something... I just don't feel well." Fatigue weighed heavily on Pleasant, evident in the dark circles under his eyes.

Captain Denmore walked by, and Pleasant mustered the strength to grasp his sleeve. "Captain, are we stopping on this island? I desperately need to step onto dry land soon. I can't endure much more."

"The island is deserted. Mexico closed it down, and there are no longer any structures there. The customs house was relocated to Anahuac, a new port of entry. I suppose it's because Anahuac is better protected from storms." The captain surveyed the deck, noticing several crew members moaning, still recovering from seasickness.

"I understand the toll the storm has taken on everyone. Many passengers are dealing with seasickness. Please remain patient. We'll soon free the ship from the island and make our way to Harrisburg in a few hours."

As the captain discussed their travel plans, lightning interrupted, streaking across the sky. Thunder followed swiftly, indicating a relapse of the earlier inclement weather.

"Let's go below, my love. Gather the children. I need to lie down soon. I feel faint... so dizzy." Lines of concentration etched deeper into Pleasant's forehead and under his eyes.

"Come, children! Let's help your father get to our quarters." Maggie's face betrayed her unease. The once-illuminated full moon vanished behind dense clouds, and the moonlight's shadows on the deck disappeared as quickly as they had appeared. Passengers and crew alike braced themselves for round two.

The waves bellowed with unyielding wrath, their thunderous clamor reverberating through the vast expanse of the tempestuous sea. They mercilessly assaulted the beleaguered vessel, each strike a declaration of their dominance. As the onslaught intensified, water began its insidious ascent, infiltrating the lower quarters with a chilling persistence. It seeped into the cramped space, soaking the passengers' feet and legs, a foreboding reminder of their vulnerable predicament. The ship, besieged by the deluge, succumbed to the merciless onslaught, the crew's frantic attempts to pump out the water falling hopelessly behind. The hatch left ajar in a moment of oversight, became a gateway for the surging swells to crash over the sides, finding their cruel haven below. In a harrowing span of minutes, the midship transformed into a watery abyss, the unforgiving seawater standing ominously, rising almost a foot high, as if heralding an imminent fate.

The water continued to rise, flooding the quarters and reaching higher and higher levels. A crew member rushed in and closed the two hatches to prevent more water from entering below. However, the darkness that engulfed the area was terrifying for the children and adults huddled there. It felt oppressive, like an unbearable weight pressing down on them.

The deafening noise of the waves crashing over the ship became unbearable. The relentless pounding against the wooden slats on the side of the boat seemed on the verge of breaking, instilling fear in everyone that their lives were in imminent danger.

Dilue held onto her father tightly, her voice trembling as she spoke. "Daddy, are you there? Are you okay?" She couldn't control her shaking, and fearful images filled her mind.

"Yes, honey, everyone, hold onto your mother and me. We will be okay. This storm will pass soon," Pleasant reassured his daughter. He shifted his focus away from his well-being and could only think of protecting his family. In the continued darkness, they sat together, side by side. "Children, the best thing we can do is stay calm. Take long, relaxed breaths, try to slow down your breathing, and keep talking to one another. We will soon be out of trouble."

The schooner's anchor dragged during the storm. Although it may have slowed its pursuit inland, the wind and waves were too mighty for anything to withstand.

Passengers braced themselves, their knuckles turning white as they clung desperately to their quarters. The ship pitched and heaved, each violent lurch threatening to tear them from their tenuous grip. Fear gripped their hearts, but they found solace in the solidarity of those huddled close, their collective strength the only barrier against the merciless chaos outside. The relentless assault of the elements tested their resolve as if daring them to surrender to the severe forces of the raging sea.

The constant rocking and the thunderous noise caused by the waves assaulting the vessel took its toll. Suddenly, the ship came to an abrupt stop, throwing passengers from their quarters and scattering them across the chaotic accommodations. The vessel had run aground and turned entirely on its side.

After a few more hours, the waves calmed down, and only distant rumbles of thunder filled the skies. The waters receded enough for the hatches to be opened, allowing the passengers to venture outside for the first time. Sailors assisted all the women safely to shore, but they noticed that Pleasant, who was already unwell before the storm, couldn't walk properly and was barely responsive.

The crew members guided the passengers to an abandoned log cabin near the capsized schooner. Inside the cabin, which remained dry, a stack of timber stood in the corner. The first priority was to start a fire in the fireplace, warming the soaked passengers. The crew members brought additional supplies from the cargo, including pots, pans, plates, and various food items. Two African American women and one man began preparing the first hot meal the passengers had enjoyed in over a week. Outside the cabin, the crew members found a long plank.

"Mamma, I'm wet and cold," Dilue said, shivering as goosebumps covered her pale arms.

"I know, honey. Come here, sit by the fire, and warm up. Your clothes will dry soon. We'll have something warm to eat, and that will help," Maggie said, looking around the room at the passengers huddling closer to the fire. It was hard to tell what meant more to them— the food being prepared or the comforting warmth of the fire.

Maggie glanced over at Mr. and Mrs. Johnson, the only white couple in the group. Pleasant rested his head in Maggie's lap while Maggie's brother, James Wells, huddled close by.

As a devoted Christian, Maggie recognized that God had not abandoned them and that her entire family believed God was on their side. "Everyone, let's pause for a moment of prayer. We have all survived this terrible storm and wouldn't be here alive if it weren't for His will."

Maggie clutched her family Bible tightly. "In the New Testament, several passages, like Mark 4:35-41, provide strength in light of what we've experienced these past two days. We hold on tightly and tremble with fear because of the storm. But let me read from the scriptures, where Jesus calmed his disciples' fears while crossing the Sea of Galilee."


"And on that same day, when evening came, he said to them, 'Let us pass over to the other side.' After sending away the crowd, they took him just as he was on the ship. And there were other small boats with him. Suddenly, a powerful storm arose, with winds raging and waves crashing into the ship, filling it with water. Meanwhile, he was at the back of the ship, fast asleep on a pillow. They woke him up and said, 'Master, don't you care that we are perishing?' He got up, rebuked the wind, and said to the sea, 'Peace, be still.' The wind subsided, and there was a great calm. He turned to them and asked, 'Why are you so afraid? How is it that you have no faith?' They were overcome with fear and said to one another, 'Who is this man that even the wind and the sea obey him?'"



Maggie lifted her head, observing her family's serene demeanor and the contented smiles on the faces of the gathered group around the campfire, including the African Americans. They listened attentively to the scriptures being shared, finding solace in the words of the Lord.

"Now, my dear children, what is the most important lesson we can draw from these scriptures? The disciples faced a situation similar to ours at this very moment. The water was surging over the bow of their boat, filling it rapidly. They were sinking, fully aware they were too far from shore to survive the storm. They believed their end was near," Maggie spoke, understanding the scarcity of churches and ministers in their current travels. She felt compelled to impart the Word to her family, especially during this trying time.

As Maggie read from the scriptures, the crewmembers from the ship gathered around, drawn to the circle formed around the flickering flames. Among them was a crewmate who, despite being unable to read or attend church services, found comfort in the words Maggie shared. He leaned casually against the weathered doorframe, intrigued by the scripture reading.

"We thank you, Lord, for guiding us to safety. We recognize that this humble cabin, the warmth it provides, and the forthcoming meal are all blessings bestowed upon us by Your grace. We also understand that you have led us through this storm to strengthen our faith. Our journey from New Orleans, which began on calm seas, lasted two weeks until we were brought to these shores at Clopper's Point, battered by raging waves and lost in the dark at an unknown location. Many of us have fallen ill, Oh Lord. Please continue to watch over us as we pursue our journey in Texas. In the name of Jesus, we pray. Amen."

Hardly had Maggie finished her prayer when a small white kitten leaped into Dilue's arms. "Oh, Mama, isn't she beautiful?" Dilue cradled the kitten, feeling its gentle purring lull her into a light slumber. Startled, she woke up as someone mentioned, "It's time to eat!" Dilue and everyone else eagerly joined in as they savored their first substantial meal in Texas.

"Oh, everyone, can I have your attention before I forget? It's my daughter Dilue's eighth birthday. Shall we sing together?" Margaret announced. 

The passengers who were not unwell turned their gaze toward Dilue. Overwhelmed, she lowered her head, seeking refuge against her mother's shoulder. Her face turned as red as a beetroot, radiating heat akin to a scorching pan. With her chin resting on her chest, she wished for the earth to swallow her whole.

"Happy birthday to you. Happy birthday to you. Happy birthday, dear Dilue, happy birthday to you!" The passengers' joyful singing eased some of the tension associated with their arduous journey and the recent storm. A few smiles began to appear on the faces encircling the fire.

Beside the crackling blaze, Margaret sat with Pleasant's head resting in her lap. She tenderly brushed his forehead, gently tucking away strands of his hair, and attempted to help him sip the hot tea they had prepared, coinciding with the start of the dinner.

"Maggie, the hot tea is comforting. I'm not as chilled as before. I'm not sure what I caught on the way here, but I certainly don't wish to catch it again. Could you fetch my black bag? There might be something in there that could help alleviate this," Pleasant requested.

"My dear, many others are suffering just like you. The captain believes it could be seasickness, considering everyone fell ill around the same time during the storm near Galveston Island. Thankfully, some are already showing signs of improvement now that we have solid ground beneath our feet," Mary responded, her thoughts racing as the captain's earlier comment about Yellow Fever spreading across Texas and up the coast to New Orleans echoed in her mind. She could only pray to God for protection, hoping the dreadful disease would spare her family and all the other passengers.

Despite being damp from their recent ordeal, the African Americans prepared a steaming stew with beefsteak, potatoes, and carrots. Each person grabbed a bowl, gathering around the makeshift tabletop—a long, flat board resting on two barrels—to enjoy the nourishing meal.

The door burst open with a force reminiscent of a raging storm, nearly tearing off its hinges. Captain Spillman stood in the doorway, accompanied by a young man. "Everyone," he announced, pointing to the young man, "this is my son. He has brought a smaller boat and some additional help. Tomorrow morning, he will begin unloading the schooner and transferring the cargo of Doctor Rose, his family, and a few others to the boat. They will be taken up Buffalo Bayou to Harrisburg. Once the first families are safely settled in the small community, we will return to take Mr. and Mrs. Johnson to Matagorda."

The following day, Maggie leaned against the wall near the fireplace, her clothes finally dry from the previous night. No longer resting his head on her lap, Doctor Pleasant Rose reached over and gently brushed her hair away from her face. "Good morning, dear," he greeted her, a faint smile played at the corners of his mouth.

"Pleasant, you're up and smiling. Are you feeling better?" Maggie asked excitedly, relieved to see her husband looking well and in good spirits.

Dilue lay on the ground next to Maggie while Pleasant held Elba in his arms. Granville remained asleep near the fire. "Captain Spillman's son is down at the schooner, unloading our belongings and transferring them to his boat," Pleasant explained. "He brought one large crate of our clothes and said we would leave in about four or five hours. He suggested we dry out our other clothes while we waited. I've already laid them out in the sun. It's warm this morning, and they should dry before we continue our journey to Harrisburg."

Under the warm sun, the garments gradually dried throughout the morning. Maggie collected them and repacked them in the dry crate for loading onto Spillman's boat. Captain Spillman approached Pleasant in a hurry. "Doctor Rose, gather your family and prepare to board. We are ready to depart. Jim, we don't want to leave you behind either," he said, his smile deepening into laughter.

Dilue was thrilled to see her family and father in better health together. She took Elba from her mother's arms, holding her hand as they made their way to the boat for loading. Jim helped Granville aboard, and Pleasant and Maggie followed, joining the rest of the group on the vessel.

Captain Spillman added eerie tension to the scene as the boat embarked on its northward journey along the treacherous Buffalo Bayou. The silence aboard was broken only by the haunting melodies of wintering birds, their songs mingling with the sounds of chirping marshes. They pressed on step by cautiously, their eyes scanning the murky surroundings, alert to any signs of danger lurking in the shadows.

After three grueling hours, they arrived at a seemingly deserted community, the air thick with an unsettling stillness. As their gaze swept the landscape, their attention was abruptly snatched away by a chilling sight at the convergence of the bayou and a mighty river. A sunken ship, its decaying remnants defying the water's surface, emerged like a ghostly apparition. Only the skeletal keel and two towering smokestack tubes pierced the veil of the unknown, a haunting testament to a forgotten tragedy. The discovery sent a shiver down their spines, leaving them to ponder the secrets and perils hidden beneath the depths.

"That boat sticking out of the water sank about six months ago during another storm," Captain Spillman explained. "It was one of our best steamers, shuttling cotton to New Orleans along the San Jacinto River and the bayou. We were saddened to see it go down. She was quite a vessel."

Pleasant then pointed to a large flat-bottomed boat in the distance and asked about it. "That's Nathan Lynch's ferry operation," the captain replied. "He started it here about ten years ago, and it's the main ferry for crossing the water from south Texas to the Mexican border. Those big ropes you see in the distance are used to pull the boat back and forth. It took him two years to build it, and three years ago, he finally obtained an official license from the Mexican authorities to operate in Texas. I suppose they wanted a share of the taxes he makes."

The boat continued past the ferry operation and ventured further inland. The vessel pressed on without its guiding light as the sun struggled to stay above the horizon. Standing by the deck's edge, Margaret gazed out at the endless reeds, wondering what awaited them next. Suddenly, in the blink of an eye, a large glow appeared near the dark horizon—a full moon casting its golden splendor across the restless waves.

Pleasant, Margaret, the children, and James sat on some crates, unsure whether their journey would last one hour or a hundred. Their thoughts were interrupted. "Okay, everyone, we have arrived. We are in Harrisburg," Captain Spillman announced. He glanced towards the shore and noticed a supervisor asleep on the front porch of a log cabin. The small community was still quiet, unaccustomed to vessels arriving in the middle of the night.

Dilue, now awake, tugged at her father's pants. "Daddy! Daddy, are we at our new home?"

"Not yet, my dear. We have found a place to rest and decide what to do after waking up."

"I hope so, Father. I'm tired of being on a boat," Dilue replied, shivering with fatigue.

Pleasant began to feel weak again, likely from exerting himself near Lynch's Ferry. He reclined on a crate, and Margaret, concerned, sat beside him. She noticed his once lively eyes now lacking their usual sparkle. "Dear, are you feeling unwell again?"

"I think I overexerted myself too quickly. My legs hurt, and I ache all over," Pleasant admitted, exhaustion washing over his body.

Captain Spillman raised his hands to get everyone's attention. "Listen up, everyone. We have reached Harrisburg, our most important seaport village. It appears quiet now because it's late at night. We'll keep the boat tied up at the docks until the village wakes up first thing in the morning, and we can unload and continue our journey."

As Margaret gently ran her hand through Pleasant's hair, she looked up at Captain Spillman and asked, "Captain Spillman, I've lost track of the days and nights. Can you tell me what day it is?"

"Yes, Mrs. Rose. Tonight is Monday, April 29, 1833," Captain Spillman replied. Margaret didn't say much in response. She couldn't help but chuckle when the Captain mentioned the year. Perhaps he thought she had lost her sense of time or was just an old woman whose mind had wandered. In truth, it wasn't entirely unreasonable given the two shipwrecks they had experienced, with each one leaving them wondering if it would be their last.

"Thank you, Captain," Margaret expressed her gratitude.

"It's no problem, ma'am. I suggest you, your husband, and the children get some rest now until tomorrow morning. We'll commence unloading when there's ample help available."

*****
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THE DAWN ARRIVED EARLY, casting shimmering rays over the bayou and painting a golden path that stretched from the shore as far as the eye could see, leading south toward the Gulf of Mexico. Maggie blinked toward the sun, grateful for the arrival of a day she had once doubted would come. She allowed the moment to envelop her, soothing her from within as the nascent rays kissed her skin. Gazing at her still-sleeping family, she recognized that this beautiful day marked a new beginning, overflowing with possibilities and hope.

With the break of day came a musical silence, an intangible melody that resonated within the soul. A new day, pregnant with fresh possibilities, unveiled itself like an empty page, yearning for words to be inscribed upon it.

The bustling community of Harrisburg stirred to life, rousing the slumbering passengers aboard the vessel with a symphony of clanks, bangs, and an unfamiliar screech or whistle that pierced the ears. Puffs of white smoke billowed from a substantial log-built structure situated just ashore, adjacent to where the vessel was moored.

Dilue, always curious and full of questions, was the first to awaken. Granville lay on the floor beside her. "Brother! Brother, are you awake?"

"I am now, 'Di.' What do you want?" Granville mumbled, his eyes still closed, attempting to return to sleep.

"Granville, wake up! Can't you hear that loud noise? I wonder what it is. Wake up!" Dilue prodded persistently.

"Okay, okay, I'll come with you." Granville sat up, rubbed his eyes, and tried to shake off his drowsiness. Dilue wouldn't allow him to go back to sleep.

Dilue and Granville climbed the steps to the boat's top. As soon as they emerged from the hatch, they spotted their mother standing and gazing out from the vessel.

The morning gulf breezes tousled Dilue's fair hair, and she asked, "Mamma, I thought you were still sleeping. What's that noise?" She pointed toward the people and the large building where the commotion emanated. "What's happening over there? The banging sound is so loud! Look, something seems wrong. There's so much smoke. Those poor people, something must be on fire!"

Before Margaret could respond, Captain Spillman awakened and approached Dilue. "Young lady, that's what we call a sawmill."

"A sawmill?" Dilue raised her eyebrows inquisitively.

"Yes, they're cutting logs into wooden planks. It's a new way of building homes, using wood more efficiently by transforming logs into larger surface areas."

"The smoke! Is something on fire? There's so much smoke."

Although not dense, the smoke consisted of long gray wisps intertwined with darker, almost solid black tendrils. These undulating entities revealed themselves in short, dramatic eclipses.

"Some of the smoke, as it escapes from the top of the smokestacks, lingers in the air, swaying like ethereal specters in the breeze," Captain Spillman explained, unable to suppress a light chuckle. "Oh, my goodness, no, child! There's no fire. It's all part of the process. Inside the building are large pulleys and a giant saw that operates by heating water until it becomes scalding hot. This generates steam, which you see as water vapor. So, there's no cause for alarm. It's a natural occurrence in the workings of the saw."

With that, Captain Spillman returned to his duties, overseeing the unloading of the boat. His son needed to head back to Clopper's Point to fetch the remaining passengers and ensure their safe journey to Matagorda further down the coast.

It was April 30, 1833. The townspeople warmly welcomed Maggie and Pleasant with open arms on this cloudless, albeit slightly chilly, day. The previous storms, driven by north winds, had departed, leaving a serene blue sky behind.

"Dilue, Granville, stay right here. I'll be back shortly. I'm going to check on your father." Maggie descended into the boat, finding other passengers waking up and entering the sunlight. She approached Pleasant, paused, turned, and gently tugged on his sleeve. "Honey, are you feeling better this morning?"

"No, my dear," Pleasant whispered weakly, his voice trembling with concern. He struggled to lift himself from the damp floor, his legs betraying him with their feebleness. The oppressive humidity in the room intensified his discomfort, causing him to shiver involuntarily. The relentless waves of nausea had finally receded, but in their wake, he felt the lingering ache of internal bruising as if his very core had been battered and bruised. His once vibrant complexion had faded to a sickly pallor, and he clung desperately to a rough wooden bucket, clutching it as if it were his sole lifeline in this sea of suffering. Every beat of his heart unleashed a surge of heat through his veins, followed by a chilling cold sweat that adorned his brow in glistening beads.

"Stay here, my love. I'll go find Jim. Elba is still asleep, and I think letting her rest with you is best. I'll be right back." Maggie brushed Pleasant's hair away from his face, turned, and ascended the steps back to the deck.

Maggie's brother, James, was already awake and conversing with some townspeople ashore. He stood at the end of the dock, his gaze fixed upward. When he spotted Maggie and the children waving, he approached with several people in tow, speaking rapidly amidst the morning clamor. However, his words were difficult to discern amid the cacophony.

Rushing excitedly, his light hair contrasting against his tanned complexion, James addressed Margaret, "Margaret, I've met many of the locals, and they're all incredibly friendly. They're eager to help us get back on our feet. I think we should consider staying here and not venture any further."

"Jim, you might just be right." Maggie paused, casting a glance back at the hatch opening. "Pleasant isn't doing well. He can't feel his legs."

"I'll check on him in a moment, sis. I have some good news!" James turned around and introduced Maggie to an elderly widow standing nearby.

"Sis, this is Mrs. Brewster. She kindly offered to help us until we get settled."

"Hello, Mrs. Brewster. I'm Maggie Rose. My husband is Pleasant. He's still lying down, not feeling well," Maggie greeted, glancing at her children and then back at Mrs. Brewster. "These are two of my kids, Granville, my oldest, and Dilue. My other little one, Elba, is still asleep with her father."

"It's a pleasure to meet you, dear. Let's go and check on your husband," Mrs. Brewster responded warmly.

James led the way as Mrs. Brewster and Maggie followed to see how Pleasant and Elba were doing. Upon reaching them, they found Pleasant awake, with Elba by his side, and they exchanged introductions.

Mrs. Brewster, though not a doctor, could recognize when someone was unwell. "Mr. Rose, are you able to walk?"

"I don't think so," Pleasant replied weakly.

"Not a problem. I brought my three strong boys with me. They can assist you in getting to my house. You and your family can stay there until you find a place to live."

"Thank you, Mrs. Brewster. You're incredibly kind," Pleasant expressed his gratitude.

Kindness radiated from Mrs. Brewster's eyes, giving them an innocent and genuine appearance as vast and boundless as the sea.

Jim interrupted their conversation. "Pleasant, I'm going to search for a place to rent. You, sis, and the kids settle in at Mrs. Brewster's. I'll return later this afternoon."

"Help me up, James. I'll come with you," Pleasant spoke, his voice barely audible.

James laughed, shaking his head. "Pless, you're talking nonsense. Stay there and rest. I'll be back soon."

After hours of searching, James couldn't find any available accommodations to rent. Moreover, no drays or wagons were rented or bought in the city. Just as he returned to Mrs. Brewster's home, a tall man with a noticeable limp approached him and halted his steps.

"Hello, sir. Are you the new folks in town?"

"Yes, sir, I suppose we are," James replied.

"I'm Andrew Robinson. I built a cabin just half a mile outside town for my son, but he moved to San Felipe. It's sitting empty, and you and your family are welcome to move in if you'd like." Andrew's smile was wide, and his teeth were brilliant against his tanned complexion.

"I was about to go inside and deliver some disappointing news to my brother-in-law, but you've turned a gloomy day into a pleasant one," James chuckled, glancing back at Andrew. "Oh, pardon the wordplay, sir. This is my brother-in-law, Doctor Pleasant Rose."

Margaret leaned close to Pleasant, embracing him gently, whispering, "Sweetheart, we must never lose faith in the Lord. He is with us every step of the way. These townspeople have been incredibly kind."

Andrew, grateful for the offer, responded, "Andrew, thank you once again for your generous offer. How can I repay you? What sort of rent do you expect for your place?"

Andrew chuckled and replied, "Doc, my son has no use for the cabin. It's just sitting there. Let's say that once you and your family are back on your feet, we can work out a fair arrangement. For now, let's focus on getting everyone back to good health."

As Andrew walked away with Jim, a two-wheel cart pulled up at Mrs. Brewster's place, accompanied by a yoke of oxen. John Lytle, an imposing figure standing at least six inches taller than the doctor, emerged from the cart and approached Maggie and the kids resting on the porch.

"Hello, everyone. I'm John Lytle. I heard you could use some help in moving your belongings to Robinson's place. Just point me in the right direction, and I'll take care of everything."

With the clear sky and favorable winds, it took most of the day to gather and load the Rose family's belongings onto the cart. They spent the night at Mrs. Brewster's home, and the following morning, John returned with the cart and oxen to transport them to their new home.

After a restful night, Pleasant's health improved, and he could enjoy a hearty breakfast. Despite his weakness, he helped load the lighter items onto the cart.

Pleasant expressed his gratitude to John, "John, we can't thank you enough for all the help you and others provided yesterday. How much do we owe you?"

John replied, his deep voice resonating, "You owe me nothing. We are a close-knit family here in Harrisburg. This is how we support each other. We're just happy to lend a hand. Who knows, maybe one day we'll need a doctor. It's good to know we have you around."

"I appreciate that, John. If you ever require medical assistance, I'll be there to help. Now, if everyone could load up in the cart, we can get going."

The family embarked on their journey, passing numerous log cabins along the way, their new neighbors. As they approached their destination, they noticed a flat, wood-framed home distinct from the cabins. Several wagons and busy townspeople were preparing the house, setting the table with abundant food. The neighbors worked together, readying a cornmeal, butter, eggs, milk, and honey feast. Two men arrived with giant catfish caught from a nearby pond, their catch intended for frying at the noonday meal, the smallest weighing a hefty forty pounds. Granville, Dilue, and Elba watched in awe.

Excitedly, Granville leaped out of the cart and rushed toward their new house, outpacing the slow-moving oxen. "Granville, wait a moment, son! Let's all get out together," Pleasant called after him.

Granville stopped just shy of the steps, facing a man towering over six feet with a large cigar protruding from his mouth. "Who might you be, young man?" the man inquired.

"I'm Granville. Doctor Rose is my father," he proudly replied.

"Doctor? Your father is a doctor?" the man asked, surprised.

"Yes, sir. He certainly is," Granville affirmed.

Pleasant and the other children hurried to catch up, their breaths ragged and their hearts pounding. The man waiting for them introduced himself as William Russell, his voice expressing urgency. As they gathered around, a short woman swiftly emerged from the crowd. She stood five feet four inches tall, but her presence commanded attention. With a quick stride, she closed the distance, her hand outstretched, eager to grasp Maggie's hand in a firm grip.

"Hello, dear. You must be Maggie?" she said, her shimmering blue eyes adorned with golden flecks and rings.

"Yes, I am," Maggie responded, breaking into a warm, broad smile.

"I'm Eleanor Russell, William's wife. Welcome to Harrisburg," Eleanor introduced herself.

"Thank you so much, Mrs. Russell, for your kind help and warm welcome," Maggie expressed her gratitude, then added, "In that case, Eleanor, call me Maggie." Maggie turned around and placed her hand on her son's head. "This is my son, Granville, and standing here are Dilue and Elba."

Eleanor shook each of their hands gently. "I bet you children are hungry. Would you like to come in? We're almost finished preparing a late dinner for you."

Granville and Elba were the shyest, but Dilue spoke up without hesitation. "Yes, ma'am, we're starving."

Maggie linked her arm with Pleasant's and looked up with a soft, affectionate smile. "Pleasant, what a charming home this is. I don't mind being just outside of town. I'd rather live here, in this camp, than ever cross the Gulf of Mexico again!" Her words carried a playful tone, but the sentiment was sincere.

"I understand completely, dear. You have my word. No more ocean travel for us."

Over the next few weeks, Pleasant and Maggie made many new friends. Some of the people they encountered were Dave, William, and Sam Harris, who were among the original settlers in the area. Others who lent their helping hands were Robert Wilson and his two sons and Albert Gallatin and his son.

One day in May, Dilue accompanied her father on a cart ride into the central district to gather some items for the house. While Pleasant was inside the general store, Dilue stood on the front porch, captivated again by the towering columns of smoke rising into the sky.

Robert Wilson and his two sons approached the store to purchase supplies. "Hello, little lady, and who might you be?" Robert asked Dilue.

"I'm Dilue, sir. Dilue Rose."

"Well, I'm Mr. Wilson, and these are my two boys."

Doctor Rose exited the store with his hands full. "Oh, hello, Robert. How are you today?"

"I'm fine, Doc. I noticed your daughter gazing at the sawmill."

"No doubt she was, Robert. We first saw the sawmill when we arrived in Harrisburg a month ago. She's always been fascinated by it. In fact, she's been pestering me to take her into town with me next time I go so she can listen to the loud noise and watch the billows of smoke rise high in the air."

"I tell you what, Pleasant. William Harris and I own the sawmill." Robert looked down at eight-year-old Dilue. "Dilue, if it's alright with your father, would you like to come up close and see how everything works?"

"Daddy! Daddy, can we go?" Dilue excitedly asked.

"How can I say no, Dilue? Sure, we can go."

Pleasant, Robert, his two sons, and Dilue embarked on a comprehensive tour of the sawmill operations. It ranked among the most enjoyable experiences Dilue has had since arriving in Texas.

When Pleasant and Dilue returned home, Dilue rushed inside to share all the details of the sawmill with her mother. She described how the wood and bark were cleaned. Granville approached her. "Sis, do you think I could go and see it next time we go to town?"

Pleasant approached them. "Gran, I'll talk to Robert Wilson next time I get the chance and see if you can join the tour too."

The Rose family sat down, enjoyed supper, and settled in for the evening. Maggie realized she had been in Harrisburg long enough to discuss matters concerning their stay. Pleasant dozed off in a rocker while Maggie knitted a sweater for Elba. "Dear, everything here in Harrisburg is so different from St. Louis. There are no churches, preachers, or even a schoolhouse. There's not even a jail or courthouse."

"Well, dear, remember when we first arrived. Andrew didn't want anything for his house, and John Lytle said he didn't want any money to help us move. The people here are friendly and helpful—it's like one big happy family. We simply have no need for a jail; everybody is honest."

"Pleasant, I love your optimism, no crime, and everyone's honesty. Sounds wonderful," Maggie remarked.

Dave Harris rode up to the house the next day, and Pleasant greeted him at the front steps. "Hello, Dave. How are you this morning?"

"Just fine, Doc. I wanted to let you know that a funeral will be in town. One of the town's men has passed, and the service will be at noon."

After Dave left, Granville and Dilue hurried to their mother, wearing sad expressions. Granville asked, "Mama, how will they bury the man without a hearse and carriages?"

"I'm not sure, son, but we'll find out later today. You and Dilue go get cleaned up and put on fresh clothes."

They rode to the edge of town, where a crowd had gathered. John Lytle slowly approached with his cart and oxen, carrying the man's body. Men, women, and children walked behind the wagon. Dilue, Granville, Maggie, Pleasant, and Elba joined the people. James had arrived earlier and conversed with some men on the other side of the road. No one was certain who the deceased man was.

Word had it that he came to Texas several years ago with the Harris brothers. Davis Choate conducted the funeral service. The man, although ill, had received exceptional care from kind members of the community. Almost all the settlers in town would miss him.

In June, Albert Gallatin, Pleasant's friend from St. Louis, arrived at the house with a horse tied up outside. Pleasant greeted him on the front steps as Albert dismounted.

"Hello, Albert. What are you up to today? Trying to avoid the sun?"

"You're right, Pleasant. I think summer arrived early. Some of my sheep are already dying from heatstroke. There's not much shade for them in our scorching weather. Anyway, friend, thank you for helping my daughter recover a few weeks ago. I'd like to repay you by offering this horse. Is that alright?"

"Oh, Albert, you really don't have to do that. You're such a good friend, and I was happy to help your daughters. They're doing much better now," Pleasant expressed his gratitude.

"Nonsense, Pleasant. You need to get back to your doctoring, and you should have the means to do so," Albert insisted.

"Well, what can I say? I'll gladly accept your offer. You're right, Albert. It's time for me to move on and resume my medical practice. I need to make a living, and I don't think I'm cut out to be a farmer," Pleasant chuckled, noting the absence of calluses on his palms from plowing.

On the first day of July, Pleasant entered one of the dry goods stores in Harrisburg. The next shipment of groceries and other items from New Orleans wouldn't arrive until the fall. Pleasant had brought plenty of flour with him, which he sold to the stores for the people in Harrisburg eagerly awaiting the September delivery.

As he left the dry goods store one afternoon, he noticed a commotion at the mouth of Buffalo Bayou. He glanced at the banks and saw Robert Wilson standing with a group of men. "Robert, what's happening out in the water?"

"There's a large steamboat that sank in the middle. It belongs to someone in Galveston named David Burnet. Bronson and his boys have been working tirelessly to remove the boat and salvage whatever they can," Robert explained.

"How long have they been at it?"

"At least two weeks now. Sometimes, it's amusing to watch them. The other day, I observed about twenty oxen with ropes tied to them, all pulling and trying to move the boat underwater. It reminded me of that nursery rhyme."

Humpty Dumpty sat on a wall,

Humpty Dumpty had a great fall.

Four-score Men and Four-score more,

Couldn’t make Humpty Dumpty where he was before.

I don't know what triggered that thought, but trying to move that boat out of the water is as impossible as having twenty or a hundred oxen. It's never going to happen. The boat is sunk, and that's how it will stay." He chuckled, his smile deepening.

"Well, you have to give them credit. They're really giving it their all. Their determination deserves praise."

"I suppose you're right. I should head home, Robert, and bring a few things for Maggie. I'll see you next time in town."

"Later, Doc."

Pleasant returned home and brought some supplies for Maggie. He sat down to rest and wrote a letter to his brother, Washington Rose, back in St. Louis. As always, he extended an invitation for him and his wife to come to Texas, though they hadn't accepted the invitation yet.

Meanwhile, Maggie was busy preparing their evening meal, using some of the items Pleasant had brought from the store in town. Elba and Dilue rushed to their mother, catching their breath from playing in front of the house. They both held a pail.

Elba gasped for air. "Mother, can Dilue and I go gather dewberries? We'll stay close to the house. Can we?"

"Alright, but you must change your clothes and put on something already stained. No matter what you say, you always get berry juices on your clothes. Change your clothes, and then you can go."

Dilue's heart danced with excitement. Her first taste of Texas dewberries had her longing for the blueberry cobbler her mother made from those delicious berries. "Come on, Elba, let's go!"

Dilue and Elba ventured toward a grove of trees and discovered one bush after another, filled with dewberries, extending away from the house. The sweet scent of white flowers had faded in July, and now an array of dewberries adorned the August brambles in various colors. From bitter green to blood red, all the way to the soft, sweet blackberries. They began picking until their pails overflowed with the delightful fruit. "Elba, look at my bucket. It's completely full." Both girls glanced at their hands, noticing the remnants of squished fruit, leaving behind stained and sticky fingers.

"Mine too, sis. We're going to have a fantastic cobbler tonight." Broad smiles appeared on both girls' faces.

"I can't wait." Joy bubbled in her laughter and sparkled in her eyes.

"Me neither!" Satisfaction curved her mouth.

Lost in thoughts of how much they would enjoy their mother's cobbler for supper, they set their buckets down to rest their arms. As silence settled over their previously lively conversation, they gazed in different directions.

"Dilue," Elba paused, scanning their surroundings. "I'm scared. Where are we?" No buildings were in sight. Only tall pine trees obstructed the setting sun, enclosing the two girls.

"Oh, my God, please help us. Where are we? Guide us back home." Elba struggled to steady her racing pulse.

"Sister, have faith. God will show us the way. Take a deep breath and stop crying." Dilue abruptly halted, her heart pounding in her chest.

Doubt crept into their voices, laden with fear. “How is faith going to help us find our way?” they wondered aloud, their words echoing in the dense forest. 

The towering green trees seemed to close in on them, creating an ominous atmosphere. Pine cones were scattered across the ground, a stark reminder of their disorientation. Everything appeared identical, a maze of uncertainty that gripped their young minds. With no familiar landmarks to cling to, desperation set in. The silence was shattered by the haunting howl of a coyote, intensifying their unease. Their hearts raced, thumping in their chests, as adrenaline coursed through their veins, preventing them from succumbing to the frozen fear that enveloped the landscape. In this desolate setting, their only guide was the waning sun, casting long shadows that hinted at the approaching darkness. They knew that once the sun dipped below the horizon in a few hours, they would be left shivering under the cold gaze of the stars, utterly alone."

At that moment, as Dilue and Elba continued their meandering through the piney woods, they stopped. "Look, Dilue. I told you to have faith. There, over there, is a path. Let's follow it. It must lead somewhere we can ask for directions."
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