
 He pushed her away, gently, but firmly. 

 

 “Rose, we must talk.” 

 

 “What is the matter my love?” 

 

 “There is something, that we must discuss,” Dixon said. “It is that same old 

question we have wrestled with from the beginning.” 

 

 Her face showed panic. 

 

 “What? What are you saying, Thomas?” 

 

 “I have struggled with my conscious for too long.” 

 

 “Our relationship is an abomination before God. We can not, as Christians allow 

it to continue.” 

 

 “Thomas, we love each other!” 

 

 “We must end this, Rose.” 

 

  

 She began to cry. She put her stomach on her belly and sat down. “Oh, Thomas.” 

 

 She was killing him.  

 

 “What of our child, Thomas? What of him?” 

 

 “We must come clean,” Dixon said. “We must tell your husband—“ 

 

 Her face twisted in pain. “Oh, Thomas!” 

 

 She fell over into the couch, face first. 

 

 “How can you do this to me?” 

 

 He knelt next to her. “Please, Rose. Listen. It is for the best. How can our love 

continue to exist as we live it? We living a lie. I can not live with that. Surely you can not 

either.” 

 

 “We had discussed running away.” 

 

 Dixon shook his head. “An impossibility. No matter where we go, no matter what 

we do—we can not escape our conscious. We must preserve what is left of our dignity.” 

 



 “God damn you and your dignity!” 

 

 Dixon shook his head. “Rose. We must . . .” 

 

 She sobbed. She grabbed hold of his lapel and put her head against his chest. “Oh 

please, Thomas. Do not do this me.” Her whole body convulsed. “Please . . . I love you . . 

.” 

 

 Dixon felt his own tears coming to his eyes. For a moment, he felt like giving in, 

but he held firm. He patted her shoulders. 

 

 “It is for the best, Rose. I am so sorry.” 

 

 

 She quit snuffling. Her body became more rigid. He patter her, not sure what to 

expect next.  

 

She brought her face up. It was hard twisted. The tears of sorrow were now tears 

of rage. Her hand trembled as she crumbled his lapel into her fist. Her voice turned deep 

and threatening. 

“Thomas, if you do this, I promise you, you will never have my love again. 

Never. Do you understand me? Never.” 

 

 Dixon gave a nod. “I understand.” 

 

 “Rose, we must discuss how we will broach the subject to Colonel Gideon. . .” 

 

 She got up and walked out of the room. 

 

 “Rose…” 

 

 Dixon went after her. 

 

 “Rose!” 

 

 She exited the door and hurried to the carriage. She stepped inside without 

looking back. 

 

 

 


