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A Companion Short Story for 
Time and Again: Charlotte of Miles Station 

 
If you have already read the original Time and Again: 
Charlotte of Miles Station here’s the part of the story you 
missed—the part about what went on in Charlotte’s 
Attic. 
 
If you haven’t read the book, hopefully, this will whet 
your appetite for the rest of the story. If you decide to 
purchase it, be sure to look for the 2nd edition, which 
was updated and revised in 2013 to include the scenes 
from Charlotte’s Attic and much more. You’ll know 
you have the right edition if its cover matches books 
two & three in the trilogy, Unclaimed Legacy and Every 
Hill and Mountain.  
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Charlotte’s Attic 
 

 

 

Charlotte sat on the sack of cornmeal to rest while 

she waited for Joshua to bring the horse around. She 

was tired, but in a satisfied sort of way. They had 

worked all afternoon at her father’s mill, and now 

they would have enough cornmeal for every 

household in Miles Station for at least a week. It was 

after five and the village was nearly empty. Her sister-

in-law Florence had already closed the mercantile and 

gone home.  

Charlotte needed to go home too to check on 

her upstairs guests and on the two pots of stew 

simmering on the stove. When the Chicago & Alton 

train came in at six, she would serve any passengers 

who wanted a hot meal, including probably a half a 

score of soldiers making their way to or from the 

front lines. She prayed that James, her brothers, and 

Papa—Colonel Jonathan Miles now— would have a 

hot meal, too, wherever they were camped for the 

night.  

She hated the war that was tearing the nation 

apart, and she hated that her men folk were so far 

away from home—near her birthplace, actually. 



 
 

Tennessee was only two states away from Illinois, but 

it might as well be a million miles. Her father’s letters 

were full of the agony of knowing he was fighting 

against cousins and uncles—some of the same guests 

who had thrown rice at the wedding and wished her 

and James God’s blessing.  

But James’ letters were filled with sweet words of 

comfort and dreams of the day he would return and 

everything would be just as it was before the war. 

They would live in their little house in Springfield, 

and on special occasions, they would ride the train to 

Miles Station to visit Papa and her brothers and their 

families.  

Even though she missed them ferociously, 

Charlotte took pride in knowing that she and other 

women in Miles Station were helping to “hold the 

fort,” as James called it. 

Her fifteen-year-old cousin Joshua came around 

the corner leading her gray mare, still wearing the 

scowl he’d first put on when he learned he would be 

staying to run the mill instead of going along with the 

men to fight the rebels in a blue coat with shiny 

buttons. 

Rested, Charlotte rose from her impromptu seat 

and helped Joshua hoist the grain sack onto the 

mare’s back. That is, she wanted to help him, tried to 

help him, but he only frowned at her efforts until she 

relinquished the job to him.  

His masculine pride soothed, Joshua mumbled 

what might have been an apology, and they began the 

short walk to her father’s house. 



 
 

 

 
Unfortunately, the train arrived before Charlotte 

could tend to matters upstairs, and she fretted even as 

she dished up stew for the seven passengers off the 

six o’clock train. Six of them were soldiers, stragglers 

from the 33rd Illinois Infantry Company out of 

Bloomington, bound for Cairo, Illinois for training 

under General Grant.  

“Thank you, ma’am,” Lieutenant Hollis said with 

a tired smile when Charlotte handed him a bowl. 

“You’re very welcome.” When she realized the 

men were waiting politely for her to sit before they 

did, she blushed. “Oh, you all just go on and eat your 

stew before the train takes off without you.” 

The soldiers, not waiting for a second invitation, 

took their seats and picked up their spoons.  

The seventh passenger, Reverend Robbins, 

remained standing and cleared his throat loudly. “Mrs. 

McGuire, it behooves me to insist that we offer our 

gratitude to the Supplier of all blessings before we 

eat.” 

Charlotte blushed again. “Of course, Reverend.” 

When he finished—it was a lofty prayer mostly 

spent reassuring God that his army in blue was up to 

the task of annihilating the South and protecting the 

Union—the men began eating.  

“I’ll get that fresh bread I promised,” Charlotte 

said. 



 
 

In the kitchen, Joshua was bolting his stew like a 

young dog, but he paused long enough to say, “He 

sure is a jackass.”  

“Joshua! I’m sure your mother wouldn’t like you 

using such language.” Charlotte wiped the 

perspiration from her face and hurried to pile the 

fresh rolls she had baked that morning into two 

baskets.  

He grinned unrepentantly. “You want me to take 

some of those upstairs?”  

“Not just yet. But thank you.”  

The men had wasted no time eating their stew 

and were happy for the rolls, some of which they ate 

and some of which they tucked into pockets for their 

journey. 

Unfortunately, they were in no hurry to leave. 

Their hunger having been assuaged, they seemed 

starved for conversation and peppered her with 

questions about her family. When had her father 

founded Miles Station? Where were he and her 

husband fighting? What was it like running a train 

stop kitchen all alone? Charlotte knew their questions 

were friendly. Perhaps they saw in her the sister or 

cousin they had left behind. But she wished them 

gone, the sooner the better.  

“You should have more than a boy here with 

you, dear,” Reverend Robbins said. 

Charlotte heard a snort from the kitchen. “We’re 

fine,” she answered. “And I have my sisters-in-law 

and neighbors.” 



 
 

“Well, you be on the lookout for runaway 

Negroes,” he said. “They will rob you as soon as look 

at you. And a pretty white woman like you…” 

Charlotte opened her eyes wide. “Surely, they’re 

not stupid enough to run, what with a bounty on their 

heads?”   

“And there’s the prison sentence and a thousand 

dollar fine for those aiding and abetting them,” 

Lieutenant Hollis said, smiling grimly at her. 

“I apologize. I’m sure the citizens of Miles 

Station are law-abiding Christians,” Reverend 

Robbins said.  

“I’m sure they are,” Lieutenant Hollis said. He 

seemed eager to change the subject. “Do you and Mr. 

McGuire have children?”  

“No, we haven’t been so blessed,” Charlotte 

answered. No sooner were the words out of her 

mouth than a child’s faint cry, abruptly shut off, 

drifted down from above.  

“What was that?” Reverend Robbins asked. 

Before Charlotte could think of a suitable 

answer, Joshua stumbled into the dining room 

carrying Whiskers, the cat she had just seen in the 

kitchen sleeping by the stove. “I got her, Charlotte. 

Pesky thing was upstairs crying to be fed.” 

She blinked. “That’s good you brought her down 

then.”  

Lieutenant Hollis stood and gave her a small 

bow. “Thank you for the meal, ma’am.” He took out 

his wallet, as did the other men, and paid her. “My 



 
 

men and I will stretch our legs in the garden before 

we leave, if that’s acceptable.” 

She sent up a prayer of thanks. “Of course.” And 

then she followed as the men filed out.  

Lieutenant Hollis paused on the porch. He 

glanced at the gourd dipper hanging beside the front 

door and then back at her. “You better hurry to feed 

her then.” After putting on his hat, he followed the 

others out. 

Hand at her throat, Charlotte went back inside 

and locked the door behind them. 

Joshua, white-faced, stared at her. “What do we 

do?” 

“We feed the cat.” 

They went back to the kitchen and collected the 

remaining food. Then they climbed the pantry steps, 

which led to her bedroom. And on the opposite wall 

was the door to the attic. She unlatched and opened it 

and then called out softly to reassure those above. 

Joshua went up first, carrying the stew pot, and she 

carried the basket of rolls behind him. 

When she reached the top, she saw three pairs of 

frightened eyes where Sally huddled on the cornhusk 

pallet with her two little boys. The late afternoon sun 

shining through the small windows painted stripes on 

the silent man lying in the corner, making him look all 

the more like the prisoner he and the others were.  

“I be sorry, Miz McGuire,” Sally said. “Little 

Frank hungry. I tole him to shut his mouth afore the 

man catchers git us.” 



 
 

“I’m sorry, Little Frank,” Charlotte said. “It took 

much longer than I thought to bring you your 

supper.” 

Charlotte had plenty of work waiting for her 

downstairs, but she knew it was pure agony for them 

to be confined there with nothing to do but wait, 

hoping that Mr. Bartlett would come soon to take 

them on to the next safe stop. 

“How would you boys like a story while you have 

your supper?” 

Eyes sparkling, they nodded excitedly.  

“Once upon a time, there were three little pigs,” 

Charlotte said with a smile. “The first little pig…” 

 

 
 

Charlotte stood on the porch beside Joshua, 

praying Sally and the boys on their way down the dark 

road. “It’s always hard to see them go,” she said, 

brushing a tear from her cheek.  

“Every time.” 

Charlotte had grown particularly close to Sally’s 

boys and now she would just have to trust God to 

take them safely on.  

The sound of the cart’s wheels was barely out of 

hearing when Joshua whispered, “Listen!” 

Someone was singing softly in the woods behind 

the house. Charlotte listened carefully for a moment 

and then smiled. The song was Amazing Grace, one of 



 
 

the signals area conductors had agreed upon, in 

Jemmy’s unmistakable out-of-tune rendition.  

“Indeed, how sweet the sound,” Charlotte said. 

They hurried through the front door and on to 

the kitchen. She lowered the wick on her worktable 

lantern until the room was as dim as she could make 

it. Jemmy came in leading three men. They varied in 

age and physical condition, but all wore the same 

expression she had come to recognize as a 

combination of hunger, exhaustion, and wariness.  

“That makes two trips in one week, Jemmy,” 

Charlotte said. “Your poor legs must be tired.” 

He tipped his cap. “Only nine miles to Shake Rag 

Corner, Miss Charlotte.” 

“Who are our guests?” 

“This here’s Lucky, Andrew, and Wilson, Miss 

Charlotte.” 

 “Welcome to Miles Station.” She smiled kindly 

at the men, but they didn’t see it. They had been 

trained from birth, she knew, to keep their eyes 

averted from a white woman’s face. “Follow me.” She 

led the three men to the pantry and opened the door 

to the stairway. “It’s steep. Mind your step.” 

They climbed the stairs after her, weariness 

obvious in their shuffling gait. She opened the door at 

the top, and they went into her dark bedroom. She 

turned with her lantern and saw that the men’s eyes 

had gone panicky and wild, like horses’ did when 

scenting smoke. Forgetting that rule about looking at 

a white woman could mean fifty lashes. How much 



 
 

worse would the punishment be for entering her 

bedroom?  

She hated to frighten them so, but she also knew 

that if anyone came snooping around looking for 

runaways, they’d never imagine in a thousand years 

that she’d allow Negro men into her room. 

“It’s all right. Don’t be afraid.” She went across 

to the door that led to the attic. “Up this way.” 

These stairs were even steeper, and she kept one 

hand on the rail. When she got to the top, she 

covered her lantern to keep the light as low as 

possible. It wouldn’t do for anyone outside to begin 

wondering what she was doing in the attic in the 

middle of the night.  

Even so, there was enough light to see the big 

man in the corner turn away on his pallet as he did 

every time she came to the attic. There hadn’t been 

room for him on the cart with Sally and the boys, and 

besides, his feet were still too ravaged from his 

barefoot trip half-way across the state to Miles 

Station. 

She showed the three men the cornhusk pallets 

in the corner that Sally and the boys had used. Eying 

the other man cautiously, Lucky, Andrew, and Wilson 

settled onto them.  

Joshua brought leftover cornbread and salt pork 

and distributed it to the newcomers. They began 

wolfing it down. As always, Charlotte was distressed 

to see that degree of hunger.  



 
 

While the men ate, she went to her wooden 

trunk to retrieve her journal and pen. Then she sat 

down on the trunk and studied her guests. 

“I have stories in this book,” she said. “Stories 

about the people who come through here. Would 

anyone like to tell me his story?” 

The three men stole nervous but curious glances 

at her.  

“It’s all right,” she said. “You don’t have to 

worry about me being here.” 

That only seemed to remind them of the peril of 

looking at her, and they turned away again. 

“Someday, I’ll have all the stories published, and 

people—white people—will know what you went 

through. Why you went North. Who wants to tell me 

first?” 

The men rustled on their pallets but said nothing. 

“Won’t you help me?” 

The smallest of them, a wiry man of about thirty 

years of age, braved a glance at her. 

“Good,” she said. “It’s quite all right to look at 

me. You’re Lucky, right?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

She dipped her pen and wrote the name in her 

journal. “Where are you from, Lucky?”  

“I belonged to Master Rawlings at Cedar Grove.” 

“Is that in Missouri?” 

He looked confused and averted his eyes again. 

“That’s all right. Tell me your story. And, Lucky? 

You don’t ever have to call that man Master again.” 



 
 

“He a mean man, Master Rawlings—that man. I 

got my share of beatings just like everyone, but when 

he start in on my Ceely…well, I couldn’t let him do 

that. I hear her screaming from clear out in the 

cornfield where I was chopping weeds. When I got 

up to the yard that man was whipping her—whipping 

her hard. He say she lazy and useless. Say she ruin his 

good shirts. I saw she must a forgot to stir the wash 

kettle. That man, he done flung the shirts on the 

ground. They be ruined sure—with black scorch 

marks and dirt. And Ceely’s blood splattered all over 

‘em.” 

“What did you do, Lucky?” 

He ran his hands over his eyes as if to erase the 

memory in his head. 

“She was on the ground screaming so. The whip 

had done cut through her dress. And I saw I still had 

the hoe in my hand…and I hit Mas—that man.” 

“Did you kill him?” 

“No, but I hurt him bad. Then Ceely, she laid 

there looking all wide-eyed at me. She say I have to 

run or he kill me.” Lucky hung his head. “I didn’t want 

to leave her. She say she can’t run but I can. So I did.” 

Charlotte watched a teardrop fall from his chin 

onto his knee. Hearing their stories never seemed to 

get any easier, but she steeled herself to the task. She 

could help them best by keeping her emotions in 

check—at least until she recorded the story. 

“Lucky, I’ll say a prayer for your wife Ceely. I’ll 

ask God to help her. Maybe she’ll join you one day.” 



 
 

“Ma’am, Ceely ain’t my wife. She my child. She 

be six.” 

Charlotte bolted up from the trunk and turned 

away from the men. She took in and huffed out 

several shuddering breaths, concentrating on not 

crying. Crying was useless and would only hamper her 

efforts. Then she drew her hanky from her pocket, 

wiped her eyes, blew her nose, and went back to sit 

on the trunk. 

Taking up her journal and pen again, she looked 

at the men. “Who wants to go next?” 

Andrew looked everywhere but at her, like a 

schoolboy unprepared to recite the lesson to his 

teacher. But the youngest of them, the one named 

Wilson, returned her gaze. When she saw the pity in 

his eyes—pity for her—she nearly lost her composure 

all over again. “Will you tell me your story?” 

“Yes, ma’am. Only please don’t cry, ma’am. I 

haven’t been whipped in all my life. Thank you, 

ma’am for writing the book. Can you write in it about 

the cold and hunger? The children are only given 

coarse shirts to wear, even in winter, and there’s never 

enough food.  

“I was seven when I got my first trousers, and 

that was only so I could go up to the big house and 

work the pulley on the fans to keep the flies away 

while the family ate. I couldn’t stop looking at all the 

food on the table, especially the ginger cakes they ate 

for dessert.” 

 He closed his eyes and took in a huge breath as 

if he could still see and smell the cakes.  



 
 

For a while the only sound was the scratching of 

Charlotte’s pen as she wrote Wilson’s account in the 

journal. At last she finished and looked up. “Forgive 

me, Wilson, but you sound different.” 

“My mistress was kind, ma’am. She taught me to 

read and write. Master Reeves got so angry when he 

found out. I heard him tell her that once a man knew 

how to read he was forever unfit to be a slave.” 

Wilson chuckled softly. “I knew then that he had just 

given away the secret of how white men keep black 

men enslaved. Mistress was forbidden to teach me 

anymore. But she made sure I had books, whenever 

she could sneak them to me. And she kept badgering 

her husband until, at last, he set me free.”  

He dug into his tattered coat and pulled out a 

folded paper, which he opened carefully and held out 

for her to see. At the top of the document in large 

letters was the title Certificate of Freedom.  

Wilson didn’t offer to let her hold it. She didn’t 

blame him. She wouldn’t have let it out of her hands 

either. He refolded the document and tucked it safely 

back in his pocket.  

“But, Wilson, why did you leave? With your 

certificate, you could live free anywhere. And you 

certainly don’t have to hide in my attic.” 

He smiled sadly at her, almost as if he pitied her 

again. “I stayed there for a while. But it’s not safe, 

ma’am, even with the freedom papers. Not until I get 

farther north. I want to go to Chicago. I hear there 

are folks there trying to help. I thought…well maybe 

I can help too.” 



 
 

“I’m sure you’ll be a tremendous addition to the 

cause of abolition, Wilson. There are so many brave 

men and women fighting to end slavery. And fiery, 

too.” Charlotte chuckled. “I read in The Liberator just 

this morning that Mr. William Lloyd Garrison stood 

right up in the Senate and railed against what he calls 

the ‘popular but pernicious doctrine of gradual abolition.’” 

She saw that Wilson and the other men with him 

didn’t understand the words. But somehow she 

sensed that the silent man in the dim corner did. She 

couldn’t make out his face in the shadows, but she 

saw that he sat leaning against the wall, alert. 

“Mr. Garrison means slavery should be ended 

right away,” she said, “not gradually like so many 

people want.” 

Charlotte rose from the trunk and tucked the 

journal and her pen and ink bottle safely inside it. 

“Please rest now.” She smiled at Andrew. “Perhaps 

tomorrow you will tell me your story. “Yours, too,” 

she said to the man in the corner. “But for now, I’ve 

got to go downstairs. We’ll get word to Mr. Bartlett 

and he’ll get here soon as he can. Maybe tomorrow 

night. You won’t have long to wait.” 

Just as she was about to descend the stairs, the 

man in the shadows spoke at last, his voice rusty as a 

bucket of nails in the rain.  

“For Mr. Bartlett—or for abolition?” 

Charlotte smiled sadly. “For both, I pray.” 

 

 



 
 

 

The End 

 

So, there, dear reader, you have it—the 
missing story from Time and Again. Now 
you’re ready for Unclaimed Legacy, the 
second book in the trilogy, and then Every 
Hill and Mountain, the third. 
 

Wait! You say you didn’t take my advice? You 

went ahead and read Charlotte’s Attic before 

reading Time and Again? Tssk-tssk. Well, the 

only thing to do is get your copy of Time 

and Again so you can meet Abby, Merrideth, 

and John. You’ll want to know all about how 

they discovered how to “time-surf” back to 

Charlotte’s time before going on to the next 

book in the trilogy. I warned you. 

 

 

You can read the story behind the story for all 

my books on my website: 

 

www.DeborahHeal.com 

 

While you’re there, sign up for V.I.P. Perks 

to get insider news on the release of 

http://www.amazon.com/Unclaimed-Legacy-Deborah-Heal/dp/1478311495/ref=la_B00760M3OS_1_2?ie=UTF8&qid=1362856320&sr=1-2
http://www.amazon.com/Every-Hill-Mountain-Time-Again/dp/1482609169/ref=sr_1_1?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1362856364&sr=1-1&keywords=Every+Hill+and+Mountain
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upcoming books and when they will be free 

or reduced. 

 

If you like my books, please post reviews for 

them on Amazon.com and other places books 

are listed. Having lots of reviews really helps 

the books become more “findable.”  

 

And please visit (and “like”) me on my 

Facebook author’s page. 

 

http://www.facebook.com/DeborahHeal 
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