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Philadelphia

Spring, 1775

RAIN POURED FROM THE angry sky as if the heavens cried for the loss of an angel. The wind howled; lightning lit the dark sky. Thunder roared with the rage of the storm. Despite being midday, the day seemed like night, but Rebekah Morse cared little for the severity of the weather. She remained unmoved from her spot.

Drenched, her cloak had done little to protect her from the harsh elements. Fresh dirt from the burial spot splattered her sodden feet. Rain dripped off her hood and down her cheek, mingling with the tears she cried. Her eyes stared at the lonely grave...so bare...so cold. Her mother, her precious mother, lay beneath the cold, barren ground.

Only a few months ago, the whole of her world centered on the woman now dead. How quickly all changed in her young life, her brief fifteen years! Now her mother lay beneath the ground and her father...she wasn’t sure where he laid his head at night.

She told no one she had overheard his intention...their intention, the small group of her father’s closest friends working feverishly for the Patriot cause. The thought scared and frightened her beyond belief—her father, her beloved father, risking his life for the cause. She could not sleep because of the worry.

Oh, Mother, I don’t know what to do. Why did you go away? I need you so. 

“Rebekah? Rebekah Morse?”

Rebekah turned to the sound of her name in the pouring rain. A tall figure walked toward her, his face hidden by his rain-soaked hat hanging over his forehead. He clung tightly to his coat, giving little clue to his identity, but Rebekah recognized him immediately.

“Jonathan? What are you doing here?” she asked over the weather.

“Mrs. Jenkins sent me looking for you. She said she thought you might be here. Come. Let’s get out of this rain.”

Rebekah accepted the arm he offered. In minutes, he led her into the home she had been raised. It lay empty and unearthly quiet. She didn’t know when her father would return. He insisted before he left that her siblings and she stay with Dr. Jenkins and his wife. She argued with her father. She was fifteen and capable of looking after her five younger siblings. She had watched over them during her mother’s illness when he had been gone, but her father would have none of it.

Unconscious of her movements, she took her cloak off. Her eyes swept across the small drawing-room. Suddenly, comprehension sank deep within her. She clutched her stomach, for a pain stabbed her. Her mother...her dear, sweet mother was gone forever.

Behind her, Jonathan stomped his boots and shook his coat. “Rebekah, what is wrong? Are you sick?”

Rebekah turned back to Jonathan. He stood in front of her, tall, handsome, oh...so handsome. Even drenched in the rain did little to hide the fact. His sky-blue eyes looked at her uncertainly.

“I am fine. Why, look at me. I should offer you a refreshment...I don’t even have a fire to warm you from the rain...”

Jonathan walked to her, taking her by her shoulders. “Sit. I have no needs. It is you that is worrying me. Mrs. Jenkins is deeply concerned. She says you aren’t eating.”

“I am fine. Truly. I...oh... Jonathan...I miss her so.”

A moment later, she wept into his strong shoulders. He stroked her hair, and soothingly talked to her. At that moment, she took comfort in his arms.

Choking back her tears, she tried to regain her composure. She had no choice. She had to push herself away from him, afraid he might see. She swallowed hard. At least she could salvage her pride.

Of all people to break down in front of, it had to be Jonathan Corbett. Not that it was the first time he had comforted her. He had been there when her mother had taken her last breath, being one of her physicians and close family friend. Jonathan had been a constant presence in those last few weeks.

During those dreadful weeks, her girlhood admiration of the man next to her turned into a new sensation. He touched her heart with the compassion he showed her mother. 

Her mother had seen how Rebekah felt before she died. Rebekah recalled the last words she had spoken to Rebekah alone before Jonathan called her father and siblings into the room.

“He is a good man, Rebekah. It eases me to know you will be cared for...”

Rebekah had wanted nothing more than to ask her mother the meaning of her words, but as fate dictated, the chance vanished. She watched helplessly while her mother struggled with her words and then her breath. The woman who loved her above all else closed her eyes, never to open them again before Rebekah could tell her.

Before Rebekah could tell her beloved mother, she was wrong. Not that Jonathan wasn’t a good man. In Rebekah’s eyes, except for her father, she knew of no one better. No, she wanted to tell her mother that Jonathan could never care for her.

Jonathan had married the most beautiful and flamboyant Catherine, and with the action, Rebekah’s dreams died. The man she loved from afar...and oh, she loved him...could never be returned. No, she would always be as a younger sister to him.

She needed her mother’s arms around her to comfort her...not Jonathan’s. She would never find the comfort she sought in his arms.

She broke from his embrace. Pushing back her hair, she sat back.

“Oh, Jonathan, I don’t know what is wrong with me. I will be fine. It is Father. I know—I heard what he has gone to do. I shouldn’t have, but I heard Dr. Jenkins giving him instructions before he left.” She looked up at him into his caring eyes. “And you...do be careful, Jonathan. It is dangerous.”

A smile emerged on his face. “You need not worry on my account, young lady. I have only signed up to be a surgeon in the Continental Army. I expect to serve, but far from the battlefield, if the war comes. Catherine would allow nothing else. As for your father, have faith in him, Rebekah. He knows what he is doing. You have enough on you.”

She lowered her gaze. “He’s sending us away, Jonathan.”

“Away? Where?”

She reached for her cloak and pulled a letter from the pocket. Soaked, she could not open it but gripped it tightly. “A letter came from my uncle in Charles Town. My mother’s family. He answered Father’s request. Father must have asked him to care for us. He feels...” she paused, choking on the words. “Father feels there are too many of us to impose on the Jenkins’ and he wants to keep us together.”

“Wouldn’t that be better, Rebekah? Alleviate one worry on him. In all likelihood, this dispute in all likelihood will not play out long.”

“I don’t know, Jonathan,” she said. “Uncle Adam wrote he had no issue with my siblings, especially Daniel and Paul. I do believe he sounded quite excited to have them.”

“So you are worried about the younger ones. Don’t. I’m certain if your father believes it’s for the best...”

“No, you don’t understand, Jonathan,” she said, interrupting his words. “He has an issue with me. Father must have written Uncle Adam before because my uncle responded he would relent but only with the greatest reluctance. He said that Father should understand why it would be impossible...”

Jonathan shook his head. “You must have misunderstood. It could not have been you, he has an issue with Rebekah. It couldn’t be. You are only a child.”

“A child no longer.” Her voice faltered. She breathed in deeply. “No, it is more. Things Mother said, which had no meaning at the time, makes me wonder.”

Jonathan pulled her to him once more. He lifted her chin to look into her eyes as one might do a small child to gain his attention.

“Your father would never send you to a place you were not wanted. Trust your father, Rebekah. He is one of the finest men I know. But you are quite right. You are not a child any longer. You have your whole life in front of you. I think you should go to Charles Town. A new life awaits.”

January, 1778

Valley Forge, Pennsylvania
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Chapter One
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A BURST OF BITTER WIND gusted. Dr. Jonathan Corbett yanked his cloak across his chest to protect against the brutal cold. A war raged. No drums thudded, or guns blazed, but death abounded around him. The pines moaned in the darkness but offered scant protection to the elements in this godforsaken winter camp—Valley Forge. Never had he expected to see the conditions that now lay before him.

Jonathan had served well more than two years as a physician for the Continental Army under George Washington. It seemed a lifetime ago when he answered the call for life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness. He remembered being so eager to answer the call. So much had happened since he had.

Morale had been so high back in October with the glorious victory at Saratoga, but it had faded to a point where hopelessness enveloped the rag-tag army. He never imagined the sight that welcomed him into camp when he met up with his unit after Christmas.

The spirit of the men had dwindled lower than the scarce supplies. Small huts that housed the soldiers lined the fields, but the men had no proper clothing for the brutal weather, no meat, limited drinking water, and much less yellow soap to bathe infections. Pray God, how was he supposed to doctor the ill without medicines!

Shivering, Jonathan knelt beside the frozen soldier who lay against a tree stump. Jonathan pulled the end of the ragged blanket the soldier clutched tightly to his chest.

Taking time to say a small prayer, he studied the poor soul. Hatless, white crystals powdered his hair; his face seemed like it had been carved in stone. The soldier’s eyes, eerily open, stared back at Jonathan. He took the blanket and laid it across the dead man’s face.

“Like he just went to sleep. Ain’t it, Doc?” a scantily dressed soldier spoke from behind Jonathan’s shoulder. “I told ’im. I said, don’t go to sleep. Ain’t goin’ to wake up.”

“He didn’t,” Jonathan answered the soldier dressed no better than his dead counterpart. Even speaking was difficult in this weather. 

Goddamn cold! He rubbed his hands together. “Who is his commander?”

The soldier shuffled his feet, attempting to keep warm. “Major Gabriel Witherspoon.”

“I’ll inform him.” Jonathan grimaced. He wished to God he didn’t have to have any interaction with Gabriel. At one time, the two had been inseparable, but much had changed since Gabriel had been engaged to his sister, Hannah.

Given Gabriel was a commanding officer, he had little choice. Thank the good Lord, Gabriel was out of camp more often than not; he might luck out and give the information to his lieutenant. “What of his family?”

“Got a mother and sister up in Albany.”

Jonathan made a mental note to write the dead soldier’s family; it was the least he could do. His stomach rumbled. He hadn’t taken the time to eat today. He hadn’t stopped, having been given an impossible task in treating the sick in this camp. He had little medical supplies; even the ones he could treat faced a long recovery battling the freezing temperatures and lack of nutrition.

Moreover, General Washington wanted to inoculate the entire army against smallpox. The task did little to ease the burden on his shoulders. His old professors, Dr. John Cochran and longtime family friend, Dr. Benjamin Jenkins from Philadelphia, were overseeing the long, secretive project, which seemed an impossible task.

“See that he gets buried,” Jonathan said to the sentry. “And you can take his boots. He’s not going to be needing them.”

Tucking his head down, he fought against wind-whipped snow that had begun to fall. He silently trudged back toward the camp through the small grouping of bare trees where the sentries had been stationed to watch over the encampment. The cumbersome winter gave no indication of letting up.

With an early arrival of the blistery season back in December—with freezing temperatures and relentless snowfall—to the January thaw—with water and mud soaking everything—to the present, where the cold and freezing temperatures returned, the army had lost many a good man.

His eyes slit as the frosty wind whipped around him. In the distance, he saw an immense bonfire blaze near the artillery park. He plodded up to the fire, taking, as the others around him, a moment to soak in a semblance of warmth.

“Hey, Jonathan,” a voice called to his side. Millard Hawes, a short, wide-shouldered young man with dark eyes who scarcely looked like a soldier much less like the physician he was, hurried to Jonathan. Rubbing his hands in front of the blaze, he continued. “Where have you been? Dr. Jenkins been askin’ for you.”

“Called out to look at a sentry that froze to death,” Jonathan responded despondently. His eyes fixed on the fire before him. “Soon as I warm up a bit, I got to go report it to his commander. Makes me so mad time and time again when you attend to men who don’t even have adequate boots!” He stopped. Useless talk. How often had he reprimanded the men on their attitude? But something had to turn for the men. He glanced back to his friend. “Am I supposed to be on duty? Thought it was tomorrow...”

“Can’t say about your duty roster, Jonathan. Just Dr. Jenkins wanted to talk to you. Heard him talking to Cochran. Washington wants to send a couple of doctors down to the Carolinas to begin the inoculation sequence we began up here. That is if I heard right...”

“They’re not sending me down there!” The words escaped Jonathan before he caught himself.

He had no desire to go south. No, he thought, not with the rumors circulating about the tension against the British, but between the colonists themselves. It was as if they were in a civil war—cruel and vicious acts committed by both sides if the rumors were to be believed.

The only blessing Jonathan mustered at this hellhole was the distance between him and his family. Williamsburg lay three hundred miles south; compared with Saratoga or, for that matter, the Carolinas, the three hundred miles was a cakewalk. A vision of his small son flashed before his eyes. Little William, the reason he continued on this quest, lived with Lydia, his sister-in-law back in Williamsburg. His only reason. He had lost so much over the last few years...

“Lord Almighty! The men would riot if they lost their Fightin’ Doc. After the way you tore through Saratoga, don’t think Washington wants you out of camp.”

Jonathan focused on the flames, recalling the time when he cared for nothing, not even his own life. When word came of Catherine’s death... the beautiful, tragic, Catherine, his adored wife until... he couldn’t think of her still without oppressive grief gripping his soul.

“Then who?”

“If I heard right, Dr. Jenkins volunteered and Floyd Keyser. He’s from North Carolina someplace. Wants to go back that way.”

“Makes sense,” Jonathan said simply. A sudden blast of icy wind swirled around, flaming the fire. “Can’t believe I would choose this over the warmth of the South.”

“What we’re used to, I suppose,” Hawes put in. “But even though I can say I’m used to the snow and cold up in Boston, I didn’t have to live out in it.”

Jonathan nodded in agreement. Winters in Williamsburg never seemed this brutal. Glancing up, he caught sight of officers walking up to one of the far huts.

“Is that Phil Smithson? Ah, the day’s not as bad as I feared.” He slapped Hawes on the back. “I’ll quickly give him my information and then go find Dr. Jenkins. I’ll see you back at the hut, or are you on tonight?”

“Not tonight. If you hurry back, maybe I’ll throw together some fire cakes for supper.”

“Funny guy,” Jonathan shot back at him. Firecakes seemed to be the source of nutrition for most in camp. They had it most nights.

Jonathan hurried his steps, calling out to the lieutenant before he entered the hut. “Lieutenant. A moment only!”

Lieutenant Phil Smithson paused. “Dr. Corbett, what can I do for you?”

“Wanted to report a death in your unit. A Private Israel Baden. Out on patrol. Froze to death.”

Lieutenant Smithson frowned deeply. “Damn! If it’s not a fever, it’s the cold!” He blew air out of his mouth, fogging the area around him. “A good kid. I thought I told him to stay in yesterday.”

Jonathan studied the officer. Lieutenant Smithson was Gabriel’s next in command. Gabriel surrounded himself with competent personnel, and Smithson was no different, a fine officer from Jonathan’s observation. Unfortunately, he couldn’t say the same about his former friend. Jonathan learned the hard way Gabriel survived on other people’s abilities, much like a parasite.

“I understand he had family. I wanted to write...”

“No need. I will handle the letter. He was my man. Thank you,” Lieutenant Smithson said. He opened the door to his hut wide, hesitating slightly. “Do you want to come inside? I have some brandy. Might warm you up a tad. I was hoping it would me.”

“Wish I could. I have to go find...”

“No, I think you should,” Lieutenant Smithson advised thoughtfully. He looked back over his shoulder and beckoned Jonathan. “I have wanted to talk with you. Come on in before we get interrupted.”

* * * *
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FLAMES FLICKERED TO a growing fire, not sufficiently warming the room, but the brandy took the chill out of the air for Jonathan. He eyed the lieutenant in silence over the top of his glass and drank the entire contents. Placing his glass down, he cleared his throat.

“So, Lieutenant, do you have a complaint I can help you with? Although I have to warn you, I don’t have much to treat anyone with as of late.”

Lieutenant Smithson shook his head. “Fewer complaints than most. No, it concerns you that I asked you in.” He walked to the small window. Staring out into the darkness, he sighed as if he carried a weight on his back. He turned back to Jonathan. “I waver because if the Major knows I have talked with you...You know him.”

“I know Major Witherspoon quite well. Too well, some might say,” Jonathan answered him candidly. His curiosity piqued. “I believe I have made known my feelings for the Major on numerous occasions.”

A wave of hatred swept through Jonathan, thinking of his nemesis. The two grew up side by side, the best of friends, but Gabriel had ambitions, ambitions that drove a wedge between the two men, what Gabriel had done to him compared little with what he had done to Hannah. What kind of man deserts his fiancée to further his career! 

Jonathan could never forgive Gabriel for tricking Hannah into staying in New York to play a dangerous game, which almost cost Hannah her life. Moreover, Gabriel had been rewarded with a promotion and a wealthy bride.

Lieutenant Smithson seemed to be in deep thought. He pursed his lips and chose his words carefully. “Saying that it is my hope this conversation stays between the two of us.”

“You have my word,” Jonathan pledged.

“Have you met the new inspector-general, Baron von Steuben?”

Jonathan nodded. Baron Friedrich Wilhelm Ludolf Gerhard Augustin von Steuben had been brought in to train the troops, a big and formidable man who spoke only broken English. Jonathan had little dealings with him, but what he heard he liked. The dominant man had a daunting task before him to whip this bunch of misfits into well-trained troops.

“I have seen him. I haven’t had the pleasure of meeting him face to face. I have been extremely busy the last few days.”

“I suppose you have been, but...” Lieutenant Smithson paused. “He has begun training musket drills and marching. He wants the units to be well-trained, efficient. The pressure is on all the officers to produce high-quality units. During these discussions, Major Witherspoon has requested your transfer into our unit.”

The room fell into silence. Jonathan stared at the lieutenant in complete and utter shock. “My God, he did not! He knows I can’t abide the sight of him. I would never...” He stopped and reached for the decanter and poured himself another drink, downing the whole glass. Lieutenant Smithson stepped over and poured himself another.

“If you know him well, you will understand he has his reasons. I have begun to understand him better and better with each passing day. Let us say, you aren’t the only one to have endured the misfortune of being his acquaintance.”

“It makes no sense. He knows I would never agree...”

“Come now, Doctor. He will arrange it so you can’t refuse without harming yourself in the process. He has already laid out the foundation with General Washington. I have heard him myself telling numerous tales of your youth.”

“It would be foolish on his part.”

“To further himself. For a reason unbeknownst to the Major, you are high on the general’s list. He highly regards your family. General Washington has made that abundantly clear many times. With all the Major’s faults, he is extremely observant. Your leave at Christmas didn’t go unnoticed.”

“I had just lost my wife, my...” Jonathan said, and then he stopped. He couldn’t go into the whole of the story. Too many lives depended on secrecy.

“As many others do, but it is none of my affair. I thought only to warn you of the possibility. You might be able to pose your position before the rearrangements. Afterward, as you know, it will be difficult. I know you mostly by reputation, but I don’t think the arrangements that the Major is trying to fix will be beneficial to you. I, myself, am trying to maneuver my own transfer.”

Jonathan swirled the empty glass in his hand. He looked up at the lieutenant. “I’m not certain why you volunteered the information, but you have my undying gratitude.”

* * * *
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FAR TO THE NORTHEAST, a reddish tinge surfaced over the horizon. In the hushed glow of the morning sky, Jonathan stepped down off the open wagon.

Frozen from the long trek up to the hospital, he shivered in the dawn wind. Gritty-eyed, he frowned and pushed through the door to the large three-story building, which lay ten miles northeast from camp at Yellow Springs.

Poor conditions at camp caused an overwhelming amount of sick men. The cold didn’t allow for baths, and poor hygiene caused even more problems. Moreover, there weren’t enough medical supplies to care for all the sick men. The burden of caring for his patients weighed heavily on Jonathan, but this morn, his concern lay in a different direction. Lieutenant Smithson’s words resonated within him.

Only one thing rang clear in his mind: he could never serve under Gabriel. No. He would kill him first! Without question, he believed Lieutenant Smithson.

Jonathan knew Gabriel better than anyone. Gabriel never wasted an opportunity to better his position. He swore this was one plan Gabriel would not be able to maneuver him into accepting.

Jonathan climbed the stairs to the second floor, where two large wards were revealed. The beds were filled with soldiers with one ailment or another. A hoarse rasping came from a young soldier whose cot was near the door. A sudden, painful coughing fit seized the lad, who looked as if he had barely passed puberty. Recognizing the lad as being admitted yesterday, Jonathan approached the patient.

One touch told Jonathan a fever raged within the fledgling soldier. Pneumonia. The lad struggled to breathe. Too weak to raise his head, he managed a faint smile for Jonathan.

Jonathan learned long ago not to show his emotions. He returned the smile and wished desperately for something to make the youth comfortable. From the corner of his eye, he caught sight of a gentile mature lady strolling up to his side.

A warm smile greeted Jonathan and his patient. “Dr. Corbett, so nice to see you this early morn. I hope you don’t mind if I sit and read to the private.”

“I believe it will be most welcome, Mrs. Washington,” Jonathan greeted General Washington’s wife, Martha Washington. The distinguished older woman had joined her husband at the Potts’ house only a couple of weeks ago. She had let her presence be known as she was now in the hospital. The one thing that remained constant was the Washingtons. Even through the hardships of the winter, General Washington remained high in the hearts of the soldiers, vocally and physically supporting his men the best he could—and the soldiers realized that fact.

“I won’t leave him,” she said simply when Jonathan pulled a chair up for her to sit.

Jonathan nodded in acknowledgment. The lady understood the lad hadn’t much longer upon this earth. He withdrew back to the corridor.

Nothing left for him to do; it wasn’t in his hands now. So much wasn’t within his control.

* * * *
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CLIMBING ANOTHER FLIGHT of stairs, Jonathan continued down the corridor to Dr. Jenkins’ small office. The door was open. He found the doctor clutching to the side of his desk, grimacing sharply. The tiny-boned man with a distinctly pointed chin winced as he eased into his chair. He gripped his leg and propped it up on a footstool.

Jonathan cleared his throat. “Dr. Jenkins, I was told you were looking for me.”

The elderly man raised his head. The kindly tired eyes lit when he recognized Jonathan. “Come in. Come in. You look like hell. Boy, you got to start taking care of yourself.”

“You’re talking to me?” Jonathan eyed his mentor and looked down at the man’s leg. “Giving you trouble again?”

“No more, no less.” Dr. Jenkins shrugged. He gestured with his hand for Jonathan to close the door. “This damn gout. Flares up at the worst of times.”

In silence, Jonathan complied. He watched in confusion while Dr. Jenkins searched through a large stack of papers. An old and dear family friend of his father’s, Jonathan had stayed with Dr. Jenkins and his wife while he finished his education in Philadelphia. Moreover, Jonathan could never repay Dr. Jenkins for the care he gave his family during that dark period when his entire world exploded around him.

Briefly, his mind wandered back to the time before the call for independence. The life he had known before the war was only a distant memory—the peaceful existence in Williamsburg where his father owned a silversmith store. Fervor for the cause surged strongly within him and his family, standing solidly behind the Patriot stance. His father and brother cruelly paid the ultimate sacrifice for their conviction for that cause, having been hanged as spies at the beginning of the hostilities—betrayed by Jonathan’s father-in-law, Joseph Gannon.

Hatred oozed from his being on the thought of Gannon, who betrayed the whole network. Responsible for more than just his father’s and brother’s death, he had the blood of Rodger Morse and Delibes on his hands. But Joseph Gannon had also paid for his betrayal, but not by his hands. Jonathan regretted that. He wanted to have been the one to drain the life out of the man—the man who destroyed his family.

His blood boiled on the thought of that man. In truth, though, Gannon’s treasonous behavior wasn’t what sent Jonathan’s life spiraling out of control. It had been Catherine, Gannon’s daughter, his wife.

Oh, God, he had loved her, worshipped her, and she—betrayed him. Catherine had informed her father that Hannah had been the one to discover his treachery and was responsible for his downfall. The information almost cost Hannah her life: Hannah, who bravely spied on the British in the most dangerous circumstances.

Caught in service with the Continental Army, Jonathan asked Dr. Jenkins to look after his small family. Unfaltering in his efforts, Dr. Jenkins had seen to the disturbed Catherine and little William’s welfare. When Gannon made a move to withdraw Catherine and little William, Dr. Jenkins had done all in his power to care for Jonathan’s family. Thank the good Lord!  Dr. Jenkins informed Peter Lanson, who at the time worked with the network. Catherine lost her life in a tragic drowning, but his son, William, had been spared through the efforts of his sister-in-law, Lydia, Lanson, and Dr. Jenkins. Without them all, he wouldn’t have his son.

Lydia tried to convey to Jonathan that Catherine was deranged, confused, but nothing changed the fact Catherine betrayed him. He had given her everything. He hated her and vowed never to allow himself to feel for another in that way—ever.

Looking up from rummaging through the papers, Dr. Jenkins handed Jonathan a letter. “Wanted to tell you before I left. Received a letter from Daniel Morse. I have to get down to Charles Town. I will be leaving shortly. There’s so much going on here with the General wanting documentation on each soldier, the smallpox inoculations...”

Jonathan held his hand up to halt Dr. Jenkins’ words. “You’re not thinking of going down there. You’re in no shape.”

“The General said the same thing,” Dr. Jenkins acknowledged. “Wasn’t happy with my decision, but I have no choice. Somebody’s got to go. The gout will pass. I told General Washington if it was the smallpox vaccinations, the whole of the inoculations have been under way here for a time, as you are well aware. I offered to do the same down South.”

“Then what of Mrs. Jenkins? She is already pushed out of her home with the British occupation of Philadelphia. You’re going to leave her alone?”

“She wants me to go. It was her idea,” Dr. Jenkins replied, grimacing again when he straightened himself in the chair.

“I’m confused.”

“Read the letter. It’s Rebekah ...the Morse children,” Dr. Jenkins sighed heavily. “We were never fortunate enough to have children, and Ettie has always had a soft spot for Rebekah. I suppose she isn’t a child now, but Ettie is concerned about her.”

Jonathan held the letter up and gazed at its direction. Odd. Daniel’s words rambled, but in the contents, one thing was clear: his concern for his sister.

His eyes narrowed and gazed over at Dr. Jenkins. “This means what?”

Dr. Jenkins set his jaw, and anguish swept across his face. Wearily he shook his head, bracing himself back in his chair. He pointed to another letter on his desk, crinkled and worn from use.

“I wrote the uncle, Adam Reed. I’ve had little contact with the man for the last year, not only due to the war. Rebekah’s letters have been infrequent. I haven’t heard from her in months. To be honest, with everything going on around us, I failed to connect the lack of communication with a possible issue until Daniel’s letter.

“Reed wrote me back and told me Rebekah was his concern, not mine, and would greatly appreciate it if I would not bother his family in the future. There is no need to have further contact with Ettie or me! He has simply dismissed me. Dismissed me!” Dr. Jenkins half snarled, half cried. “She never wanted to go. She herself struggled to accept her father’s murder and never recovered from her mother’s death.

“I told myself we respected Rodger’s wishes. He wanted to send his children to Priscilla’s family after her death. Priscilla was close to her sister, Helen, before she married Rodger. Rodger said Helen wrote when Priscilla was so ill expressing her wish to help. He didn’t want anyone burdened with caring for six children. He wanted them to stay together, but we would have loved to have kept Rebekah. From the moment she arrived...her letters didn’t seem right. She felt guilty after Sara passed away. Seemed like the whole of the world lay on her shoulders.”

Jonathan was at a loss for words. With all the turmoil surrounding everyone, Dr. Jenkins’ response seemed illogical. “You are willing to travel down to Charles Town because this Reed doesn’t want you to send letters to his wards? Wait. Wait until the tide of the war turns. You are in no shape.”

“There is more to this, Jonathan. Daniel would never have written without cause. I owe it to Rodger as I owed it to your father.”

His abrupt reply resonated within Jonathan. The words hit home. Would he have his son now if the response to his situation had been questioned? Any hesitation at all, his son would have been doomed.

Dr. Jenkins heaved a sigh. “I’m an old man, Jonathan. I know it may seem foolish, but relieve me of one worry. While I’m gone, look in on Ettie. I need to know...”

The elderly man’s voice quivered with emotion. Jonathan studied the man with a concerned look in his eyes. He pondered the situation silently. He rose and crossed the room to his mentor.

“I owe Rodger Morse also. As I do many others,” Jonathan said. Dear Lord, have I gone mad? He wondered before he uttered his next words. Whatever the reasons, the words spewed out, and once said, he would not retract them. “What if I volunteer?”

January, 1778

Charles Town, South Carolina
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Chapter Two
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THE DAY BEFORE HER eighteenth birthday, Rebekah Morse found herself standing outside the grand white Georgian dwelling in which she lived on King Street. The smell of the great fire which left most of the harbor area in smoking ruins still clung in the air, leaving the city encased in a brown haze. 

Fortunately, none of the handsome residences along King Street suffered any damage. Rebekah studied the house for a moment before she closed the wrought iron gate. Far grander than her Philadelphia home, she now laid her head down in a house where elegance graced every wall. Satin curtains hung over the windows, Dutch linens covered the dining table set with imported china, and silver goblets were filled with the richest of wines. 

Three years had passed since fate dictated she leave Philadelphia and all she had ever known. Her life had changed; she had changed. Three years! An eternity. Many lives had been altered by the turmoil that had led to the war with the British, a war that had taken her beloved father’s life. Three years since she made the promise to keep her family together...

Never could she have imagined when she left Philadelphia the life she would encounter in Charles Town, her mother’s home. A miserable place in her mind! No matter the strange weather to endure from boisterous winds and heavy rains to the sweltering heat of the summer, it was nothing compared with the raging sickness that seemed endemic of this area. Aunt Helen assured her when all survived the first sickly months that all would be fine.

“Once you survive the seasoning, it will be one less worry upon you,” she told Rebekah.

How wrong Aunt Helen had been! Not long after her aunt uttered those auspicious words had Rebekah not only lost her youngest sister, Sara, to the sickness, but her aunt as well...her mother’s sister who served as a barrier between her uncle and herself. If she had only stayed in Philadelphia! 

She shook her head. She would not let the past gnaw at her this day. Her complaints were small compared with others, she reminded herself. The war had taken its toll on many in the North. Here in Charles Town, the war seemed a distant memory. No, Charles Town was an entity in itself, with its own dangers.... Never had she imagined the reprehensible behavior exhibited among people considered civilized. 

When she lived in Philadelphia, she felt the call for independence, people willing to give up their lives for the cause...for freedom...for liberty. Here in Charles Town, she wondered whether any felt the cause. Instead, they used it for their own gain or an excuse to inflict vengeance on another. 

The fire that burned inside her for freedom had long since died. She hadn’t the time. Besides, she was late. She needed to hurry or she wouldn’t be able to see Ian and Katie. The note had been delivered over an hour ago.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
e R ,CGNJ
WINDS OF BETRAYAL
BOOK TWO s z

_—C‘C\\Dégég//ﬁ

JERRT HINES

AUTHOR OF WINDS OF CHANGE AND
THE SOUTHERN LEGACY SERIES





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





