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PROLOGUE 
 

In 1889, Johnstown Pennsylvania was a different place to different people.  To most it was the 

symbol of American prosperity, a boomtown riding the wave of the Industrial Revolution.  

Two massive steel mills flanked the town.  Working around the clock, they forged track rails 

and barbed wire at break neck speed.  Coal mines peppered the mountainsides, feeding the 

mills’ insatiable hunger for fuel.  Steel Barons became millionaires in the span of years, 

supplying the United States with its ravenous appetite 

 

To others, Johnstown was a worker’s town, grim and grimy.   The mills resembled labor 

camps, demanding long, back-breaking shifts for miniscule pay.  Unions were not yet 

allowed.  The mills had strictly enforced regulations that stated ‘any persons known to belong 

to any association whose aim is to control wages or stop any part of the works shall be 

promptly discharged.’  So for men, women and their children, daily life was both exhausting 

and thankless.  With few exceptions, they saw little of the prosperity garnered by the steel 

barons.   

 

Johnstown was also an immigrant town, brimming with Irish and German mill workers.  

Newer Italians and Poles were moving in on every train from New York.  Regardless of 

origin, life’s toil went on.  The two mills operated 24 hours a day, 365 days a year, fueled not 

just by coal, but the lifeblood of its workers.  If they fell ill and died, hundreds of others were 

willing to replace them.  Men and women drew strength where they could, from their love for 

each other, a fervent faith in God, and a keen patriotism for America. 

 

Surrounding Johnstown were the forested Allegany Mountains.  They rose on all sides, 

creating a bowl of deep emerald green.  Johnstown and its neighboring villages sat at the 

confluence of two small rivers.  As such, it flooded regularly when the melting mountain 

snow combined with spring rains.  Folks in town grew use to having their first floors flooded.  

Carrying carpets and furniture into attics was an annual ritual.  Waters would eventually 

recede, families would shovel out the mud and life went on.  None of this prepared them for 

when the dam burst. 



SWEPT AWAY 

2 
 

 

Fourteen miles up the Little Conemaugh River stood the aging South Fork Dam.  And behind 

it lay the waters of Lake Conemaugh.  On the shore sat the South Fork Fishing and Hunting 

Club, a mountain retreat for the wealthy and elite of Pittsburgh.  Seeking to escape the smoke 

and congestion of Pittsburgh, they built a Clubhouse and dozens of mansion-size ‘cottages.’  

In the summer months, it became the exclusive place to relax in high style. It was in sharp 

contrast to the congested steel town just a few miles downriver. 

 

When monsoon-like rains came in 1889, the water level rose overnight to the top of the 

breast.  Rumors of the old dam breaking had been tossed about for years.  When desperate 

warnings were sent down the valley, they were either laughed at or ignored.  When the water 

finally reached the top, it began flowing over the breast like a waterfall.  As a crowd watched 

in amazement, the exhausted old dam finally slipped away.  The rocky breast simply 

collapsed like a child pushing a mound of sand. 

 

A wave over forty-five feet high crashed down the narrow valley unchecked.  In its path lay 

four sleepy villages, two steel mills, and the crowded city of Johnstown.  There would be 

minimal warning the monstrous wave was coming.  Not until an ominous roar could be heard 

upriver, and a ghostly mist fell on the skin. Then the first glimpse of the massive brown wave, 

clogged with debris, could be seen rising up the valley.  By then it was too late to do anything.  

In minutes it was upon them, engulfing women, men and children in its watery embrace. 
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PART I  

Thursday, 30 May 1889 

Memorial Day 

 

“We were like those that lived in the shadow of Mt. Vesuvius.  We grew calloused to 

the possibility of danger.”  - George Swank 

 

Chapter 1 

A Clandestine Courtship 

If you could measure impatience on a scale from one to ten, Samuel would have been 

a thirteen.  He was waiting all morning for his father to speak one simple name.  He’d been 

stocking shelves for what seemed like hours, though it had been barely 30 minutes.  Father 

moved like molasses in January as he filled a large wooden crate on the store’s counter.  

Customers constantly interrupted him with purchases or humdrum chit-chat.   

Harriet Ferguson wanted to know why the price of cornmeal had gone up again.  She 

was a recent widow who fretted nervously with her greying hair, always tucking and re-

tucking it into her bonnet.  Her two young children ran unchecked throughout the general 

store. 

“Price is set in Chicago,” father explained. “I’ve no control over it.”   

“Willie Heidenthal and Daisy Stufft are getting married today,” she added, for no 

apparent reason. 

“That so? Then, you’ll be needin’ a wedding present.” 

She blushed and fiddled nervously with her bonnet, apparently flattered he thought she 

was going.  “Me? No, I’m not invited, barely know them.” 

Then why the hell did you even bring it up? Samuel thought in frustration.  Take your 

cornmeal and skedaddle!  

But his father, keen to keep his regulars happy, was always willing to chat.  It was 

when their conversations drifted to the mundane that it drove Samuel crazy.  
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“Looks like it’s goin’ ta rain on da parade today,” an older gent by the name of Lars 

Hoffman remarked.   A corncob pipe bobbed between a set of yellowed false teeth.  All he 

purchased was a fistful of tobacco, which he stuffed into a leather pouch.   

“It might,” father answered, “wish they’d cancel the whole thing.” 

“What’s that?”  The man shoved a tarnished ear trumpet into an ear. 

“Said I wish they’d cancel the whole damn thing,” father shouted. 

“Why ya say a damn fool thing like dat?” 

Father shrugged.  “Takes away customers.” 

Gladys Knopp, the snobbish choir director from the Lutheran church, stepped forward 

next. She waved a chubby hand in front of her nose.  “The mill smoke is exceptionally bad 

today, especially down by the river.”  She was buying a large paper bag of sweets, claiming it 

was for her nieces during the parade.  Samuel had no doubt the bag would be half empty 

before it even got into the hands of the little girls. 

“Ja,” father agreed, “hard to breathe on days like this.  Got some pretty kerchiefs by 

the window.  That’ll do the trick.” 

“In what colors?” 

“All kinds, you look.” 

Samuel felt like screaming.  ‘Leave the man alone!’  He knew he’d probably mis-

stocked a few items in his distracted state.  Father would get on him about it later for sure.  

Not only about the bad stocking but everything else he did wrong today.  Rarely a day went 

by that his father didn’t find fault in most things he did.  Father wouldn’t even let Samuel fill 

the orders he delivered throughout Johnstown.  He was nineteen years old, yet his father 

treated him like a schoolboy in shorts.   

Finally, the most recent customer left the counter and four blessed words came out of 

Father’s mouth.  “Samuel!  Delivery for Walkers.” 

Samuel burst from the stock room and into the store.  He yanked his apron off and let 

it drift to the floor.  “Ready to go.” 

His father smirked.  “Thought you might be.  You done stocking back there?” 

“Yea … well, almost … just got a bit more to do.” 

His father scowled.  “Should make you finish before making deliveries.” 
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Samuel’s face fell.  “But Papa, the Walkers are expecting this.  And they’re our richest 

customer.” 

“And that’s only reason I’m lettin’ you go.  Gottverdammt Samuel, when’re you 

gonna learn to finish job first time I tell you?” 

“I’ll finish it when I get back.” 

“I know you will.  Cause if you don’t, you won’t be goin’ to parade like you want.” 

“What? You said I could go!” 

“You heard me.  No parade until all of today’s chores are done.” 

A number of customers began turning their heads to catch a bit of the ensuing drama.  

The store was small enough to catch every word.  Samuel felt mortified.  He was being 

chastised like a schoolboy in front of his teacher.  “Including the barn?” 

Father poked a finger at his chest.  “Especially the barn.” 

Mucking the stalls and feeding the animals took the better part of the day.  Then he’d 

smell like manure for the parade.   That would not do, especially today, when he planned to 

meet with Abigail.   “But Papa, I …” 

“I know you Samuel.  You’ll end up spendin’ rest of day at parade and I won’t see you 

till sundown.”   

“You could close up during the parade.  Every other store in town does it.” 

“Ha!  Not everyone goes to stupid parade.” 

“It’s not stupid.  It’s the one day this town does anything different.” 

It was like this every day.  He had no time for a life outside the store.  Every spare 

minute he managed to generate his Papa or Mama seemed to fill with yet another task.   His 

life was squeezed into this store, just like Johnstown was squeezed into the valley. Neither 

one fit.  He felt his face getting hot. Arguing with his father was like shouting at a wall.   

Samuel grabbed the box with both arms and headed for the back door.  “Fine, I’ll 

deliver the supplies and tend the barn and give up watching a parade that happens only once a 

year.  Guess I shouldn’t count on having fun on Christmas either.” 

His father glanced over his shoulder at the customers.  “You hush up and mind your 

mouth.” 
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The crate was full of flour, salt, potatoes, and other staples and weighed well over 

sixty pounds.  He was so angry he barely noticed.  His arms had grown quite strong working 

at the store.  It was one of the few positives in his opinion.  There were always supplies to 

fetch from the train station and deliveries to customers.  His chest had grown so much his 

Mama had to let out his shirts twice in the last year.  At least he’d stop growing taller, not that 

he couldn’t use a pair of pants an inch longer.  At nineteen, he assumed his height had reached 

its max at six feet.   

“I need you back here on the double,” his father shouted after him.  “Memorial Day’s 

always busy.” 

“I will be,” he muttered. 

“I mean it Samuel!  No lollygagging!” 

He was already out the back door.  “I said I will be!” 

Samuel dropped the box in the back of their wagon.  With one push he sent it sailing 

to the front.  The top few potatoes bounced out of their sack. 

“Dammit,” he shouted.  “Dammit, dammit, dammit!”   With each curse he kicked the 

back of the store wall.  Hot air burst from his nose like an angry bull.  “Every time, every 

single time!”  He paced back and forth, trying to calm himself with deep breaths.  He did not 

want his face flushed at the Walker house. 

He caught movement above him and glanced up.  His mother was looking down at 

him from an upstairs window.  They lived above the store and couldn’t afford a separate 

home.  She did not look mad.  His mother rarely got angry.  She appeared only sad instead.  

Great, he thought, I’ve disappointed her as well.  All she wanted was peace in the family yet 

Samuel and his father rarely provided that.  She gave him his privacy and turned away.  

Before climbing aboard, Samuel checked his sandy blond hair in a rear window.  It 

was thick and wavy and he had to use his fingers to make it remotely presentable.  Mama 

always said someday girls were going to run their fingers through it, but right now he hated 

his hair.  It never did what he wanted it to do.  Samuel rubbed the blond stubble on his chin 

and cursed himself for not shaving this morning.  The old straight razor Papa gave him nicked 

him more often than not.  Too late now, he thought.  He tucked in his tan shirt, dusted off his 
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work trousers and adjusted his suspenders.  He wished he could wear his nicer Sunday 

clothes, but that would be strange, delivering supplies dressed up.   

Samuel climbed quickly aboard the wagon and looked overhead.  Low grey clouds 

were blowing in from the west.   They did not look friendly.  He hoped old man Hoffman was 

wrong about the weather. 

“Please don’t rain, please, please don’t rain.” 

He had too much riding on today to have the parade postponed.  Samuel flicked the 

reins and their two horses stepped slowly into action.   

“Come on girls,” he urged, but the old plow horses moved at their own speed.  He 

moaned and slouched forward in the seat.  It seemed the whole world was conspiring against 

him today.  Papa wouldn’t buy new horses until one of these pathetic creatures died.  Samuel 

had found numerous younger horses, at bargain prices throughout the valley, but Papa was too 

stubborn.  He often thought of taking a shovel to the heads of these nags, but couldn’t bring 

himself to do it.  They were good old girls.  It wasn’t their fault Papa worked them to death 

when they should be retired in some pasture.   “Come on Sally. Come on Sadie.”  He looked 

down the alley. “Oh please still be there, please still be there.” 

Samuel headed down west Locust Street, then zigzagged south onto Main Street.  The 

avenue was already a bee hive of activity between street vendors getting ready for the parade 

and folks dressing up store fronts in red, white and blue bunting.  He dodged a handsome cab 

carrying two well-dressed conventioneers and shouted at the driver.  The Hibernians were in 

town holding their annual convention.  Every hotel in the valley was full, including those in 

Woodvale across the river.  The saloons were full as well, each one bursting at the seams 

between the conventioneers and millworkers.  Samuel smirked.  That meant the brothels 

weren’t hurting for business either.  He pushed an image of the scantily dressed harlots out of 

his mind.  Where he was headed he didn’t need that kind of distraction.   

Business owners like his father loved conventions, but the coppers hated them.  It was 

worse than St. Patty’s Day as far as the number of drunken brawls that broke out.  The 

newspaper would blame it on the Irish or the Italians.  He’d be hearing the blowing of police 

whistles well into the night. The city jail would be jammed full for sure.   
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Samuel stared overhead again.  Past the tree branches, low gray clouds filled the entire 

sky, drifting rapidly from west to east.  Not even a hint of blue sky poked through.  It didn’t 

look like promising weather for this afternoon’s parade.  He prayed they wouldn’t cancel it 

for drizzle.  Today was far too important.  The parade offered him a rare opportunity he 

couldn’t pass up. It still had risks, but truth be known, he was nearly beyond caring.  He was 

tired of sneaking about like some immigrant hobo. That didn’t mean he wasn’t nervous, but 

the time had come to act like a man. 

 

* * * 

 

 Abigail stared out the kitchen window for the fourth time, straining her neck to see to 

the alley behind her house.  She chewed on her lower lip and fought the urge to stand up and 

go to the window.  That would only bring more attention to her.  The last thing she needed 

was suspicious eyes or prying questions - the eyes being from her sister, and the questions 

from her mother. 

 “Abby, you still eatin’ that porridge?  My God you are the slowest eater I ever did see, 

next to Gertie of course.”  The family’s cook stood over the cast iron sink, working the hand 

pump to wash the breakfast plates. Her strong brown forearms pumped the handle until a 

steady stream of cold water spurted out.  

 Abigail rolled her eyes but kept the expression hidden.  “I’m fine Maddie.” 

 “Yea but that porridge must be stone cold by now, and hard as clay.” 

 Abigail shoved her spoon into the cereal and it stood straight up.  The cook was right.  

She dug a spoonful out and brought it to her lips.  Ugh, nothing worse than cold, thick 

porridge.  She shoved it in her mouth and struggled to swallow.  “It’s fine.” 

 “Your mama’s goin’ ta call for you soon and when she realizes you’re dilly dallying 

over breakfast it ain’t gonna be pretty.” 

 “I am not dilly dallying.” 

 “Yes she is,” Gertie added from across the table.  Her younger sister sat with a similar 

bowl of half-eaten porridge, “She’s waiting for Samuel to show up.” 

 Abigail blushed.  “I most certainly am not.” 
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 “Yes you are!” 

 “Hush Gertie, I don’t see you eating your breakfast either.” 

 Gertie beamed a mischievous grin.  “Course not, cause I’m dilly-dallying.” 

 Abigail rolled her eyes.  Gertie was only six but had the precociousness of a twelve 

year old   She wished there was a clock in the kitchen.  The nearest one was a Regulator 

hanging in the hallway.  She could hear the soft ticks of it pendulum. 

 “Exactly,” Maddie added, “taking half an hour to eat a bowl of my good porridge.” 

 Abigail checked out the window for a fifth time.  She saw movement out in the alley 

and perked up.  It was a delivery wagon for sure.  The rider jumped down and turned to the 

house.  Abigail’s heart rate increased.  It was Samuel; there was no mistaking his broad frame.  

Even on a cloudy day, his blond hair seemed to shine like a wheat field.  He reached into the 

rear of the wagon and pulled out a large crate of goods. Abigail sat up straight and smoothed 

out her apricot colored dress.  It was one of her favorite morning dresses and she hoped 

Samuel liked as well.  She checked her hair to make sure the wrap she’d fretted on so long 

this morning was still in place.    

 Unfortunately, Gertie noticed her primping and looked out the window.  “Hah, told ya 

so.  Here he comes.  Here comes Samuel.” 

Samuel began walking up the back yard.  Abigail was always amazed at how he could 

carry those huge boxes like they were made of paper.  When she heard the thump of his 

footfalls on the back porch, her heart beat twice as fast in her chest.   

 The knock at the door got Maddie’s attention.  “That’ll be my delivery.”  She wiped 

her hands on her apron and opened it.  “Morning Samuel, come on in.” 

 Samuel stood on the porch, his frame taking up much of the doorway.  Abigail 

immediately noticed his bare arms.  He had rolled up his sleeves, exposing his naked biceps. 

They bulged like grapefruits beneath his skin.  His forearms were covered with short hairs the 

same color blond as his head. She thought of what it would feel like to rub her fingers through 

that wavy hair and immediately started to blush.   

 “You can just set it down over there.” 

 Samuel entered the kitchen and saw Abigail sitting at the table.  A look of relief 

seemed to wash over his handsome face, followed by a broad smile.  “Morning Miss Abigail.” 
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 Abigail smiled back, too broadly at first, then gained control and kept it more 

appropriate.  “Good morning Samuel.”  As always, she was struck by his ice blue eyes, she 

knew of no one else that had eyes that color.  They seemed to shine as if lit from behind. 

 “Good morning Samuel,” Gertie echoed. 

 Samuel smiled at the girl.  “Why good morning to you too Miss Gertrude. Aren’t you 

looking exceptionally pretty today?” 

 Gertie giggled and hid her face in her hands. 

 He turned and placed the box on the counter.  In the few seconds she had, Abigail 

feasted her eyes on his muscular back and tight workman’s trousers. It seemed like his 

suspenders could barely make it over his shoulders.  Once again her pulse quickened and she 

felt her face begin to flush.  Oh no, no, no, she thought, not that, not now.  Then she’d look 

like a foolish school girl.  She was beyond that now, having just turned eighteen and 

graduating this past spring.  She glanced down at her porridge, hoping he’d not notice her 

reddening face. 

 Samuel turned to face her.  As always, her mind involuntarily began to wonder what 

he’d look like without that shirt on.  The top two buttons were open, revealing the top of his 

smooth muscular chest.  She had a brief image of Samuel standing at a riverbank, slowly 

undressing to go skinny dipping on a hot summer day.  She hid behind a tall bush where he 

couldn’t see her.  As each piece of clothing fell to the grass, more and more of his muscles 

were revealed - naked chest and back, with glistening trickles of sweat running down his skin.  

Then his bare feet and long, broad legs, until finally the last piece dropped and … Oh my 

gosh, what was she doing?!  Now was not the time.  She continued to flush and averted her 

eyes. 

 “How’s your morning going?” Samuel asked. 

 She poked at the cereal in her bowl.  “Oh just fine, thank you.” 

 “It’ll be finer when she’s done that porridge,” the cook added. 

 “Maddie hush!” 

 “Oliver’s coming back from college today,” Samuel added. 

 “I know.  He sent me a telegram.  It will be good to see him.”  
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Oliver Fielding had been Samuel’s best friend since childhood and Abigail’s neighbor.  

The two boys had been inseparable until Oliver went off to Dartmouth last fall.  The Walkers 

and Fieldings moved in the same social circles.  Oliver’s father was the most prominent 

lawyer in town representing the South Fork Hunting and Fishing Club.  Abigail’s father 

owned a chain of Walker’s Emporiums throughout Pennsylvania. 

 “I’m meeting him at the train station in an hour.”   

Getting a chance to see both Samuel and Oliver would make the weekend just about 

perfect, she thought.  “Hard to believe he’s been gone since Christmas.” 

Samuel shifted his weight, obviously weighing his words carefully.  “Will you be 

headed out to the parade today?” 

 “Of course, won’t everyone?”  

 Samuel nodded.  “I’ll be watching from the corner of Main and Market.” 

 Main and Market she repeated to herself.  She still had to come up with a way to 

separate herself from her family and head off on her own.  That would not be easy as Father 

insisted the entire family watch the parade from their store front. 

 “Expect I’ll be seeing you at some point then,” Samuel added with forced casualness.  

He tried to push his wavy blond hair behind an ear but it immediately bounced back.  She 

noticed he needed a shave but it only made him look more masculine. 

 “Most likely.  We will be heading down to the veteran’s cemetery of course. Father 

and Mr. Fielding will be giving speeches.”  

 Samuel nodded. 

 “Do we have to go the cemetery?” Gertie added.  “That place is spooky.” 

 “Yes, Father will insist on it.” 

 “What if there are ghosts?” 

 Abigail sighed.  Gertie was at the stage where everything scared her - the dark, the 

immigrants, the rivers.  “There are no such things as ghosts.  All those dead people are in 

heaven now.” 

 “Or in hell.” 

 “Gertrude Walker! I should wash your mouth with soap for saying that.” 

 “Why? Father says it all the time and a lot of other bad words too like …” 
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 “Stop it!”  Abigail shouted.  Oh God, this was humiliating. Why did her sister have to 

be here?  Gertie could be so childish. 

 Samuel tried unsuccessfully to hide a smile.  The corners of his mouth creased into 

small dimples. 

 “Well, thank your father for the delivery,” Maddie interrupted.  “I know he must be as 

busy as a bee on the holiday.” 

 “Yes Ma’am.  He refuses to close the store, even during the parade.” 

 Maddie caught the way the two of them had locked eyes on each other.  “Well, I guess 

you better be on your way then.” 

 “What?  Oh, yes Ma’am, guess I better.”  He nodded to her again.  “Nice seeing you 

Miss Abigail.” 

 She resisted the urge to grab one of his strong hands and hold him back.  “You too 

Samuel.” 

 “You too Samuel,” Gertie echoed with a giggle. 

 He turned and disappeared out the back door.  She watched him walk back to the 

wagon.  Abigail exhaled loudly.  Had she been holding her breath the entire time?  She felt 

almost dizzy.  Samuel had that effect on her lately. 

 Maddie chuckled and went about emptying the box. 

 “What?” Abigail asked. 

 “Oh just the way the two of you look at each other every time he comes by.” 

 “I’m sure I don’t know what you mean.” 

 “Abby’s sweet on him,” Gertie said. 

 “I am not!  And don’t you dare repeat that to anyone else in this house.” 

 Gertie responded by sticking out her tongue. 

“All right,” Maddie interrupted, “that’s enough.  I’m guessing you two are done that 

porridge?” 

 Abigail pushed the bowl away from her.  The lump in the bottom turned her stomach.  

“Yes.” 

Maddie fetched both bowls.  “Well the birds will appreciate what you two don’t.”   
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“I’m going to get ready for the parade,” Gertie announced.  “Father’s promised me a 

candied apple.”  She ran out of the kitchen.   

They heard her feet as she dashed up the stairs to her play room   “Porridge served its 

purpose, didn’t it?” 

 Abigail felt flustered.  “Once again, I don’t know what you mean.” 

 Maddie laughed again.  “Course you don’t.  Hangin’ round till handsome young 

Samuel Wulff comes by.” 

“That was just a coincidence.” 

“Course it was.  Funny how you always seem to know when old Maddie’s getting a 

delivery from Wulff’s Store.” 

She knew Maddie would catch on sooner or later. There wasn’t a thing that went on in 

their house she didn’t eventually figure out.  Good thing she kept it all to herself.  Abigail 

stood up.  “Can I have an apple for Corey?” 

Maddie sighed.  “That horse of yours eats better than I do.  Go on, take one.  Just don’t 

dawdle in the stable for too long.  You know your Momma’s goin’ to want to leave for the 

parade early.  And she’s goin’ to want to check on how you and your sister are dressed.” 

  

 Abigail walked down through the back yard.  She tried her best to keep a causal step 

in case anyone might be watching from a window.  Ah, there goes Abigail again, they might 

think, out to the stables.  She does spoil that horse of hers.  Abigail could smell Samuel as she 

walked, a faint mix of clean laundry and perspiration.  It made her nose tingle.  She opened 

the stable door and entered the dark interior.  Stalls ran down both sides where the Walker’s 

four horses were kept: two for the carriage, one for father, and one for Abigail.  None of her 

sisters had any interest in horses like she did.   

In the center sat the family’s black carriage, large enough to carry six comfortably.  It 

had an accordion style roof that could be folded over in the rain.  Her horse Corey nickered is 

his stall, recognizing his owner’s arrival.  His chestnut head popped out at her.  She handed 

the apple to the horse and stroked his nose.  “Here you go boy.”  Normally she’d spend a good 

portion of the morning grooming Corey, but not today.  She proceeded to walk by him and 

exit out the opposite doors. 
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 Standing there in alleyway next to his wagon stood Samuel.  Somehow out here, away 

from the house, he looked even more alluring.  Perhaps it was the daring act of meeting him 

in secret that made him seem bolder in appearance.  Perhaps it was simply that she could 

drink in his figure without having to steal glances.  It was like he had an aura of masculinity 

around him.  The arch of his shoulders, the curve of his backside, everything seemed to 

radiate it.  Abigail felt her heart rate increase again.  It was a twisty mixture of both nerves 

and desire.  Samuel was not the first boy to show interest in her.  She’d experienced her fair 

share of suitors, both bold and shy.  At first she was flattered, then a bit flirtatious.  But 

Samuel was different.  With him, the emotions she felt were much deeper. 

She smiled and walked up to him.  He instantly took her hands, one in each of his and 

smiled back.  They were rough and calloused but she like them that way.  Just his touch made 

her arms tingle up to her shoulders. He smelled like sweet hay and sawdust. 

 “I’m glad you waited,” she started. 

 “I’m glad you came.” 

 Before another word could be said, he leaned down and pressed his lips lightly against 

hers.  They were warm and moist.  Without even thinking, she stood on her toes to press her 

own against his.  He squeezed both her hands and the dry warmth enveloped them.  The 

sensation made her warm all over, including places that made her blush once again.  Not that 

she wanted to stop.  Abigail closed her eyes.  The kiss reflected their growing passion, as if 

their lips were now glued. There was barely an inch separating their bodies.  She could feel 

the heat of his skin.  

They separated and she gasped in a breath.  Samuel looked flushed as well.  It was 

only then she thought to check the alleyway to see if anyone saw them.  That was very 

careless indeed.  Thankfully it was deserted.   

This was not their first kiss.  These rendezvous had become a regular occurrence this 

spring. It started with shy conversations whenever they bumped into each other.  Then when it 

was obvious their attraction was mutual, Samuel would take her hand before they parted.  

Their next meeting she offered him the other.  Then came their first awkward kiss, a bold 

move only possible because no chaperone was present.  Of course, all those meetings took 

place here or in the stable.  Abigail knew her family would frown upon any relationship with 
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a boy outside their class, even worse from a German family.  So rather than ask for 

permission, they kept it a secret all spring.   

Such a relationship could not stay hidden forever and they both knew it would die 

otherwise.  So they came to the reluctant decision to tell their families.  It would be far easier 

for Samuel than for Abigail.  His parents would be wary no doubt, but he hoped they would 

ultimately support him.  She knew what Father and Mother’s reaction would be, so it would 

take a great deal of convincing on her part. 

 “So today is the day.” 

 Samuel was obviously nervous.  “I guess so.” 

 “We should meet away from the Emporium and then arrive together.” 

 “If you think that’ll help.” 

 “I’m not sure anything will help as far as Father is concerned, but it will help with Ma-

ma.”  Abigail smiled and squeezed his hands.  “After all, you will be my first official courter.”  

Her parents would not allow her to have one until she was out of school. 

 Samuel looked away and stared at his boots.  “And a poor German one at that.” 

 She grabbed his arms.  “Don’t think like that.  Your family’s status has nothing to do 

with it.” 

 He met her eyes with his.  Even filled with trepidation, the ice blue color gave her 

chills.  “You know it will,” he said. 

 “Yes, and I’m sure Father will say no at first, but do not let that discourage you.  Don’t 

let him bully you.  I’m sure we can convince him in the end.” 

 Samuel looked unconvinced. “How sure?” 

 Abigail bit her lower lip.  How sure was she?  Was she living in a fantasy world where 

her parents would welcome Samuel with open arms?  No, of course not.  But she was sure 

that with persistence they would eventually give in. 

 She touched the lock of blond hair hanging down in his face and tucked it behind an 

ear.  It felt as soft as silk.  Her fingertips lingered on his cheek.  She had never done that 

before but it seemed perfectly natural.  “Don’t worry, you know we have to do this.” 
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 Samuel nodded, but only half- heartedly.  They kissed one last time.  It was a nervous 

one, but their arms did manage to encircle each other.  That was when they heard a gasp - a 

little girl’s gasp. 

Abigail spun around.  There in the doorway to the stable stood Gertie, one hand over her 

mouth in shock. 

 “Gertie!  What are you doing out here?” 

 “You kissed him!” 

 “Hush now.  Answer my question.” 

 “You kissed Samuel!” She was bouncing on her toes, about to burst.  “I’m gonna tell.” 

 Abigail and Samuel exchanged nervous glances, then she walked over to the girl. She 

had to deal with this quickly before her sister bolted inside.  “No you’re not.  What are you 

doing out here?” 

 “I saw you leave and followed you.” 

 Abigail sighed and knelt down in front of her sister.  “Now you listen here Gertie, you 

must tell no one about this.” 

 “You’re gonna be in such trouble with Father and Ma-ma.” 

 “I know that, that’s why you mustn’t tell them.” 

 “Are you two in love?” 

 Abigail brushed aside the question, but not before it lodged in her brain. Was she? 

Was she in love with Samuel?  “Never mind that.  Samuel intends to ask father’s permission 

to court me today at the parade.  So the little kiss you saw is perfectly acceptable.” 

 She swayed back and forth.  “I don’t think so.” 

 “It most certainly is.” 

“Then why can’t I tell?” 

 Abigail could not allow anything to spoil their plans.  Father learning about these 

rendezvous would most certainly spoil it.  “Cause then you’ll have to admit to being in the 

alley.  And you know father has forbid you from being back here.” 

 She could see the wheels of logic turning in her sister’s head, weighing the glee from 

telling vs. the punishment.  Abigail gave her even more of a reason.  “He won’t take a switch 

to me anymore, but you know he will to you.” 



SWEPT AWAY 

17 
 

 Gertie’s face went pale.  “Alright.” 

 “You’ll keep this our secret?” 

 She puffed out her lower lip and nodded reluctantly.  “Yes.” 

 Abigail stood back up.  “Good, now run along inside before Ma-ma misses you.  Go 

on now.” 

 Her sister trudged back in wearing such a slouch it was a wonder her dress didn’t slide 

off her shoulders. 

 “Do you think she’ll say anything?”  Samuel asked. 

 “I don’t think so.  She hates the switch more than anything.” 

 “I hope you’re right.”   

 She hugged him again.  She couldn’t help herself.  Again it felt like the most natural 

move in the world.  “I am, don’t worry.”  

Samuel hugged her back, wrapping his long arms around her waist.  She wanted to rest 

her face in his chest and hold him even harder.  But the longer they stayed out there exposed, 

the more chance they might be seen. 

He boarded the wagon and took the reins.  “Don’t forget.  I’ll meet you at Main and 

Market at 2 o’clock, outside the Merchant Hotel.”   

 She nodded. Samuel’s nervousness was infectious.  It felt like she was going to a trial 

instead.  “Outside the Merchant.  I’ll be there.” 


