Excerpt from Under the Tulip Poplar:


Prologue

Taylor farm, outside Nashville, Tennessee - Mid-September, 1813


“Rebekah, send Elinor out to gather the eggs this morning. I need you to help your father with the corn. He got behind when he went to that rally yesterday. ”


Rebekah Taylor watched as her mother plucked little Donny out of his crib and cradled him in her arms. She could understand her mother’s happy expression. Donny was an adorable bundle. They all spent time cooing over him to get him to show his tiny dimples.


“Hurry up now. The weather is getting cooler and we don’t need to risk losing our crop to an early freeze.” Faith Taylor smiled as Donny gurgled, one tiny hand swinging through the air as if he was waving goodbye.


“Yes, ma’am.” Rebekah tried to keep the disappointment out of her voice. If she was out in the field with her father she might miss seeing Asher if he came for a visit. And she had the feeling he was planning to stop by. The weather was gorgeous, and besides, it had been nearly a week since his last visit. She didn’t know how much longer she could keep their news secret.


Not that her parents didn’t suspect the truth. She and Asher had been sitting together in church for almost a year now. Everyone knew that the two of them had been keeping company since last spring when he came back from the College of William and Mary in Virginia. But how was he supposed to see her if she couldn’t even stay home and wait for him? She would have asked the question out loud except for the distracted look on her mother’s face. Pastor’s words from last Sunday rang in her ears: Every Christian has the duty of putting the needs of others first. According to him that was the way to make certain all needs were met according to God’s plan.


Rebekah handed the egg basket into the waiting hands of her six-year-old sister. Elinor’s dark eyes sparkled and she grinned widely, showing the gap between her front teeth. She was nearly dancing with the excitement of her new responsibility. The basket dangled from one hand and she held her skirt up with the other as she fairly danced out of the cabin.


Rebekah sighed and carefully removed the apron she’d donned this morning in an attempt to look more dignified in case of a caller. It would never survive a day of field work. She folded it and placed it in the chest at the end of her cot. Another sigh. How could she manage to be where Asher could find her and still do as her parents wished?


Slow footsteps took her to the door. Rebekah sighed once more.


“Whatever is the matter with you? You sound like one of those fancy Scottish musicians. Remember? What did they call those big instruments?”


Rebekah thought back to the magical night. Her whole family had spent a long weekend in Nashville while her father bartered with the local merchants. How excited she had been when her father had allowed Asher’s parents to pay for all of them to attend a special concert. She remembered the way his eyes looked in the dark theater and the feel of his strong arm under her hand as he helped her to her seat. A blush suffused her cheeks. “I...they were bagpipes.”  


“That’s right.” Her mother turned to look at Rebekah. “And why are you blushing? Could it be thoughts of a certain young man...”


Rebekah ducked her head and reached for the door. She was outside and halfway across the yard before her mother could finish the gentle teasing. She drank in the cool air, breathing deep. It was so good to be alive on a beautiful day like today, even if she might have to miss seeing Asher. Maybe he would come looking for her. She halted for a moment as another thought struck her—maybe that was the real reason Mother had sent her out to work in the fields with her father. Maybe it would be better if Asher had to come looking for her.

