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For Honor and Glory
 
Prologue
General Whitaker
 
Grant Whitaker loved to come to the graveyard and the little chapel at the edge of the park.
During the week in the midafternoon, it was quiet and lovely and peaceful. The grass was a dazzling green in the fields surrounding the chapel and graveyard, and beautiful old angels and monuments had been erected for over two hundred years here, making it both haunted and enchanting. It was Saturday, and there had been services that morning at the church, but the services were over; the parishioners were gone and even Father Landry had headed home for the day.
Of course, they were on the edge of an old battlefield that had run red with blood, and because he had been a military man all his life, he also liked to contemplate all the events that played out here.
While he liked to think he would have been a Union man himself, he didn’t know what would have been had he lived at the time of the Civil War. The largest issue, of course, was slavery, and any sane man today knew slavery was wrong. As a military man, he was well aware it still existed in parts of the world. But this was America; the country he had served all his life.
In the 1860s, the country hadn’t even been a hundred years old. A man’s first loyalty had been to his state. The concept was one of united states, but it had been difficult, he knew, for the first of the country’s documents to be written, even down to the Declaration of Independence. Thirteen states had to agree! So . . .
He admired many of the Confederate generals who had also fought in the Mexican war, who had been friends with their Union counterparts at West Point. While he had spent his life for America, he had as much sympathy here for the Confederate dead as he did the Union dead.
He’d always felt a sad empathy for Robert E. Lee. It was said Lee had spent an entire night pacing when Lincoln asked him to lead Union troops. Back to states—in the end he felt he could not take up arms against Virginia. His home had been Arlington; Lee’s wife was George Washington’s step-granddaughter. And to refuse Lincoln to side with Virginia, he knew they had to leave Arlington, her inheritance.
He couldn’t begin to imagine having that conversation with one’s wife!
And this graveyard . . .
Grant wasn’t a man prone to whimsy, but it always seemed ghosts of those long gone came like images in the wind.
He particularly liked to sit on a small stone bench by one of the vaults. It belonged to the Aubrey family and Ethan Aubrey was interred here. His father had owned a nearby farm.
Maryland, while remaining with the Union, had been split. And many a man had chosen to fight with their Southern brethren.
Ethan had died in the area and what was extremely sad was even though he had determined he had to fight for the South, his cousin John Haverhill had fought for the North. They had grown up together, discussing the magazine they wanted to create one day. Instead, Ethan had died near his family home.
Ethan’s body had been found by his cousin John, and John made arrangements that the body was returned to Ethan’s father, and thus he lay here.
Sadly, John had not survived Ethan much longer. He had died from injuries received at Gettysburg, but his commanding officer had seen to it that John’s body had made it home, too. He was buried across the graveyard, in the Haverhill family vault.
Grant sat for a minute where he loved to sit, and then he rose looking around. He hadn’t come today to contemplate war, battles, death, or people.
He was on a mission. Tomorrow was Memorial Day. And he meant to do something before Memorial Day.  While the world was still plagued by a virus, the USA was opening up again. Tomorrow, people would be honoring those who had fought for the country.
His little great granddaughter had been scared on her last trip to church. She’d heard people whispering outside when the services were over, laughing and saying that it was the best plan ever, using a graveyard filled with the dead as a hiding place—and maybe others would join them there, but only after they’d made their money.
He had come to search the graveyard when he knew others wouldn’t be around. He meant to test the iron gates on the vaults, check the stone lids on the above ground tombs, and search around the monuments. His great granddaughter Sara was eleven; she was a smart girl, and while others might not believe her, he did.
He stood and for a minute, he felt the breeze, and felt as if the land itself were hallowed ground, as if something remained, perhaps a memory of history in the very earth. He imagined faces swirling in the wind, those who had died, and those left to live the rest of their lives knowing war was truly horrible, that bloodshed kept pain in the heart, no matter how noble or just a cause.
“Sir! Please, get out of here!”
He clearly heard the whisper but looking around he saw nothing.
Then he did . . .
Too late.
Something slammed against Grant’s head and sent him crashing down on the bench in front of the Aubrey vault. He felt the shocking pain in his temple where he had been hit hard and again as he hit the stone bench as he fell. Blood . . . the blood from where he hit the stone bench.
Thump, thump, thump . . .
It was his heart. He clearly knew his time was coming . . . and he was ready. He had outlived so many of his fellow soldiers, enlisted men and officers, but . . .
He thought he heard a different voice, one so gentle it was like a caress, telling him he had always fought the good fight. It was time for him to lay down his arms.
But he needed a minute! Just a minute!
They were going to get away with it! He had to stop them! But . . .
Blood. He moved and he tried and he managed . . .
A gentle hand swept him away, not into darkness, but into light.
And in His Honor
 
“Special Assistant Director Adam Harrison’s friend, Grant Whitaker, died right there. He was found lying over the small bench by the Aubrey family tomb where Confederate Lieutenant Ethan Aubrey was entombed,” Detective David Carlson explained. He shook his head. “Looked like the old fellow just had a heart attack. The chapel is Anglican and the priest found him when he came in at night to retrieve his notebook. The rectory is a little house across that field. But Father Landry found General Whitaker. He was draped over the bench. The autopsy was just this morning. The conclusion was that the heart attack caused him to pitch over, and he cracked his temple on the stone bench. There was no reason to suspect any kind of foul play. I didn’t call it foul play, and our M.E. didn’t call it foul play. Obviously, we’re trying to extend every courtesy here to you feds, but . . . Grant Whitaker was ninety years old. I do understand the man was friends with Harrison, the head of your FBI unit. I knew Whitaker myself, and he was a fine man. We all hurt when we lose a friend . . . but, come on. He was ninety years old.”
“Or ninety years young,” Angela Hawkins murmured.
Jackson was happy about the fact he’d come here with his very pregnant wife. He guessed there was really only pregnant and not pregnant, but Angela was due in less than eight weeks.
She was an agent in her own right, and in truth, he had believed they would find out an elderly gentleman had died of a heart attack.
But after arriving . . .
Suspicion had set in with him as well, and as of now, he wasn’t sure why.
Carlson paused for a minute. A man in denim overalls and carrying a pail and a rake was coming around the church. He had his baseball cap pulled low over his eyes, but he lifted it when he saw Carlson there.
“Can I help you?” he asked. “It’s Sunday, yes, folks, but Father Landry’s two Sunday services are both over now. Oh! I’m sorry,” he said, noting the detective and recognizing him. “You’re uh, Carlson, with the cops, right? Everything okay here? Do you need my help?”
“Yes, everything is okay, and thank you, we don’t need any help. These are just friends of General Whitaker, come here out of respect. And you’re Morrison—groundskeeper?” Carlson asked.
“Morris. Fred Morris,” the man said. He was probably in his late thirties, Jackson thought, bronzed from his work in the sun, with shaggy brown hair and wiry build. “Groundskeeper. That’s fine—I just keep my eye out for the kids. Picking up trash around here, and well . . . just leaving.” He paused. “Sorry about your friend.”
“Thank you,” Jackson said.
The man nodded and headed on out to a truck parked down the road.
Jackson and Angela waved along with Detective Carlson. 
“It doesn’t matter how old someone is, if their time on this earth is compromised by someone else,” Jackson said, supporting Angela and their determined position to find out exactly what had happened here. “Trust me, if Adam Harrison didn’t have a reason, he wouldn’t have sent us out here.”
They were near the site of the Antietam National Battlefield, run by the park service. But the land where they stood was just off the site, a graveyard by a small Civil War era chapel that still held services. The land around them was beautiful. It was a sunny day in spring, allowing for a blue sky with little puffs of clouds, a gentle breeze, and the soft calls of birds. It was perfect for a picnic, but sadly, Jackson and Angela had come out unofficially because Adam had asked them to do so.
“Grant Whitaker was a retired general. He served in Korea, in Viet Nam, in Desert Storm. He didn’t give a damn about politics, he just loved his country,” Adam had told Jackson when he’d called him in, asking him to please investigate the situation. “He texted me, just before he headed out to the chapel and the graveyard. I’ll tell you his exact words, ‘Something is going on. Sara is a kid, yes, a smart one, and if she heard about something . . . well, I’m not a lawman, just an old soldier. But If I find something, I’ll be calling on you!’”
If Adam was concerned, Jackson was concerned.
“Maybe one of the ghosts gave him a heart attack,” Carlson said with a sigh. He gave them a lopsided grin. “I’m sorry. I’m not making light of this. The national park goes so far—the killing went on a lot farther, and in this area, it was really sad. Fathers and sons and brothers and friends all met here, on opposite sides of the fray. Antietam is considered to have had the bloodiest day of the Civil War, so you get all kinds out here—not to mention teenagers who like to come out of the town areas with beer, and God knows what goes on sometimes even in a graveyard. But that’s acting up—and pranks—not murder. We patrol it all to the best of our ability, and I’ll do what I can for you, but when even the M.E. says that you have a natural death on your hands . . .”  
“Photos. Crime scene photos. You couldn’t have assumed it was a natural death when the body was first discovered, right?”
“Yes, of course, we have photos, though again, we’re not considering it a crime scene. I’ll have them emailed to you. But I can tell you right now he was slumped over the bench, in front of the monument. He was almost lain out with his head on the ground . . .”
He stopped speaking. Angela was kneeling, examining the bench.
“And I’m assuming you saw this, right?” she asked the detective.
“Saw what, Special Agent Hawkins?” Carlson asked.
“Angela,” Jackson murmured, crouching down beside her. She was over seven months along with her pregnancy. Crawling down on her hands and knees didn’t seem right.
She didn’t hear him, or she was ignoring him. She looked up, pointing to the side of the bench. “Someone tried to write on the stone—and it looks like they were writing with blood.”
“I told you—the old gentleman cracked his temple. Of course, there’s blood. And I would really appreciate it if you wouldn’t behave as if we’re small town and inept out here!” Carlson said.
Jackson’s head was down by his wife’s then. And she was right. Someone had tried to write on the stone—and it appeared to be the writing was in dried blood.
Angela looked up and gave Detective Carlson one of her great smiles. “Detective, I am sorry, and I don’t mean to be implying anything at all. You’ve done your job, and please! No one is suggesting anything less. But as you know, Adam is . . . well, he’s a caring man and an important one in watching out for strange crimes, too. And Adam has great instincts. General Whitaker texted him before he came out here. He wrote he was going to ferret out what was going on so he could bring in law enforcement.”
Carlson let out a long breath, shaking his head. Angela was much better than he was, Jackson thought, at making a situation smoother. Despite TV shows, they usually did just fine with local law enforcement. But when there was a snag, she was the one who could handle it best.
“The truth is that no matter how you try or how sacred some find a battlefield where thousands upon thousands died, you have that teen element wanting to get frisky. I’m not saying the general didn’t see something; he probably did. Kids acting up. But we already do our best. We get complaints from the church now and then. Seriously—we consider all this hallowed ground, just like Gettysburg. Again, I’m here. I’ll help any way I can. But forgive me, I’m skeptical.” He sighed. “Look, sorry, I grew up in the city and I’m not a believer in the . . . well, this ground is hallowed, not haunted.”               
Jackson stood and helped Angela to her feet. He gave her a fierce “you’re pregnant” frown, but she ignored him. And of course, she’d read a dozen books and they’d all said that exercise was good; and she insisted most women worked until just before their children were born—even up to the time they had to go to the hospital.  She was perfectly healthy, took all her vitamins, and was careful to rest. He was just . . .
A top-notch agent—and a paranoid dad!
“I believe that’s blood on the vault, yes, but with more to it, and, of course, hard to see unless you’re looking for something. And I believe General Whitaker was trying to write something—in his own blood—when he died.”
Carlson didn’t seem like a bad guy; he was just convinced an old man had a walk in a churchyard, had a heart attack, and died.
Jackson had even questioned it when Adam had first called him. General Whitaker had been ninety. A young ninety, but still . . .
Carlson’s phone rang and he answered it, frowning as he listened.
“I’m afraid I need to leave you. If you do find anything, please—”
“Detective, this is your jurisdiction. We will get to you immediately with anything—even if it’s to tell you that we haven’t found a thing and we’re leaving.”
Carlson nodded. “Thanks. I’ll come back by.”
He left them. Angela stared at Jackson.
“You just—let him leave. Jackson,” she said. “Whitaker was trying to write something! Look, I swear that he started with ‘D.’ and that the next letter . . . well, it’s just a line.”
“I think you’re right. But even if we prove he was writing, if we don’t have something else, most people will believe it was going to be a goodbye to his family. And I’m not ignoring it; I’m going to get a sample and get it to our lab along with our own pictures.”
“Jackson, I know that—” Angela began, but she was gently interrupted.
“It’s not safe. Ma’am, your expecting a wee one. You must not be here!”
They both heard the distressed voice. They almost slammed into one another as they turned to see who was speaking.
Detective Carlson was not all the way to his car, but clear as day, Jackson could see the ghost of a Confederate soldier.
“Aubrey, sir, Lieutenant Ethan Aubrey, Army of Northern Virginia. I tried to reach General Whitaker, but . . . you do see me, sir—ma’am?”
Carlson waved to them. They smiled and waved back. Then Carlson turned again and got into his car. Jackson and Angela both managed to ignore the ghost for a minute so they could wave to him as he drove off.
“Ah, yes, of course,” the ghost murmured. “Carlson doesn’t see—and you must not look like crazy people. He has gone, so!”
“Lieutenant, I’m Jackson Crow and this is my wife, Angela Hawkins,” Jackson said.
“How do you do, sir,” Angela said, and asked anxiously, “And yes. We see you clearly.”
“Both of you. Remarkable.”
“There are more,” Angela said softly.
“Yes, of course, so in the world—I’ve seen one other, I believe. Oh, people sense us. Especially here. Those who don’t sense us even . . . sense us. They see the lines of blue and gray, the cavalry and the canon. So sad, the business of war.”
“Yes,” Jackson agreed.
“Can you help us?” Angela asked. “Do you know anything?”
“I know enough to know it’s not safe,” Ethan Aubrey said. “What has gone on . . . well, it’s on the other side of the cemetery.” He appeared to wince. “I can’t cross that line, so it seems.”
“What line?” Jackson asked.
The ghost of the departed Confederate lieutenant pointed to the front of the church. An old stone path led to the front door.
“Seems this side is Confederate dead.” He shrugged. “That’s mainly me. A few other good fellows lie here, but . . . well, they are not here, if you know what I mean.”
“You can’t cross the line?”
“I guess . . . well, maybe peace is a hard thing to acquire. Oh, believe me, I have listened to others for years—and years—now. I’m glad we’re one great country. But . . . I’ve tried. I’ve tried to cross the line. And I cannot. But Whitaker was here . . . I warned him to go, but too late.”
“He was murdered?” Angela asked.
The ghost was thoughtful. “I don’t think murder was the intent. They just meant to knock him out and get out. But the gentleman . . . he gripped his heart. And he fell. And I watched him try to write, but . . .”
“Ahem!”
Jackson had been staring at the ghost of Aubrey intently; he turned at the new arrival. Another man in uniform stood there, this one United States Navy.
The man saluted. They all saluted back. “Chief Petty Officer Roger Banton,” he said, introducing himself. “South Pacific, World War II. And I think I can add a bit of information here.”
“That would be wonderful,” Angela assured him. “Anything that might help!”
Jackson didn’t realize he was frowning, looking from one man to the other. But the ghost of Chief Petty Officer Roger Banton smiled. “We’re friends,” he said, clapping a ghostly hand on Aubrey’s shoulder. “He surrendered years ago!”
Aubrey shook his head. “I didn’t surrender. I recognized slavery is wrong—states rights are still important—and this is one country. I love the country. I’m glad we lost. Except from what I have observed, we still have a long way to go to create a truly equal world in the hearts of all men—and women.”
Angela laughed. “I got it. No problem. But, please, for now—”
“It’s across the church, on the other side, near . . .” Banton began
“My cousin’s family’s vault. We’re not sure what is going on. Sometimes, you just see young people by day. They come to drink beer amid the graves, hiding out from their parents, I imagine. But then you’ll see someone slipping around the vault and then at night . . .”
“Yes?” Angela asked.
Ethan Aubrey looked at her, perplexed. “I don’t mean to be forward, ma’am, but . . . you are with child.”
“I am,” Angela told him.
“And so lovely!” Aubrey said, turning to Jackson. “I don’t mean to be forward in anyway, sir. I just . . .”
Angela laughed, delighted by the man. “Women have come a long way, Lieutenant. We have the vote; we serve in the government.”
Chief Petty Officer Banton gave him a punch in the shoulder. “I told you about that. Come on now, you were talking about equality.”
“Yes, right, but the babe . . .”
“I’m perfectly healthy. I’m pregnant—not ill,” Angela assured him.
“And if I may, without being forward, you’re a most lovely angel with all that beautiful blonde hair! So, you work for the government?” Aubrey asked.
“Yes, it’s allowed,” Banton said, laughing. “Even in my day. ‘Rosy the Riveter!’ Women had to move out into the work force, and they did. And proved in many ways they were equally or more competent. Ethan, get with the twenty-first century!”
“And you—you’re an Indian!” Ethan said to Jackson.
“Half—” Jackson began.
“Native American!” Banton said. “Hey, I try with him all the time.” He grew serious suddenly. “The world is still on something of a shutdown. You won’t have the crowds tomorrow, but people still come here, as I said, especially young people. They go for ‘walks’ but meet here. Social distancing is hard for the young, but others come and walk and enjoy the land, some with masks, some without. And we are close to a neighborhood, so you have bike riders and more. There will be people, hopefully still being very careful, but they will come. It’s Memorial Day weekend. And something is going on in this graveyard. I’ve seen the poor priest, Father Landry. He looks about and shakes his head. He’s alone here, it’s such a small place. I believe he will be getting a deacon, and there is a groundskeeper who comes out now and then. But . . .”
“Something is going on. Something that killed Whitaker, whether intentionally or not,” Aubrey finished. “Please, search the other side.”
Jackson nodded. He looked at Angela who gave him a determined nod as well.
He asked them to wait just a second, snapping pictures of the presumed letter and partial letter that might well have been the beginning of a message, written by a dying man with his own blood.
Then they left Aubrey behind; he and Benton watched them as they headed across the graveyard crossing the stone path.
As they neared the Haverhill vault, they saw another soldier.
This one was in a Union uniform. Jackson knew, of course, it had to be the ghost of John Haverhill, Aubrey’s cousin. Best friend in life—until the war.
He stared at them as they came, stepping aside, watching them.
“John Haverhill?” Jackson asked.
He thought the ghost was about to pass out in shock.
If a ghost could pass out.
But he stood his ground and said, “You see me? Really see me. You don’t just feel a mist, a breath of chill wind . . . what am I doing? I’m talking to the living. People will think I’m crazy.”
Jackson and Angela grinned at one another.
“We see you, and hear you,” Angela said gently. “I’m Angela Hawkins and this is my husband, Jackson Crow. We’re . . . with the government.”
“What government?” he asked suspiciously.
“The United States of America,” Angela assured him.
He shook his head. “I’m sorry, I’m so sorry. Of course, I’ve seen the passage of time. You’re just the first people who have . . . who have seen me!” He looked back toward the vault. “Victoria! Come on out here, there are people who see us—living people who see us.”
“Oh, darling, everyone feels something on a battlefield or near it, especially in a graveyard this old.”
The ghost speaking seemed to step from the handsome vault with the name ‘Haverhill’ in wrought iron above the arched roof. She came to John Haverhill’s side and took his hand, staring at Angela and Jackson. “Boo!” she said playfully.
“We’re looking for some help,” Angela told her.
The woman frowned and glanced at her husband. “They do see us!”
“Please,” Angela murmured. “Yes, we do see you.”
“Oh, my! I know I’ve frightened others, and I know I’ve given some a sense of peace, a sense of belief. How awful of me, frightening people is sometimes more fun, but of course, I know it’s lovely when they do feel a sense of peace. The priest here is a lovely man! He senses us frequently, but he really is a gentle man of the sweetest faith.”
“Victoria, I’m sure they’d think the good Father a fine man, too, but I don’t think that’s why they’re so interested in us,” John said, staring at Jackson and Angela.
“We’d always be interested in you. The past teaches us where we are and how we might get to the future,” Jackson said.
“We can learn so much,” Angela agreed. Then she took a deep breath. “We believe our friend was murdered. Did you see anything?”
“You’re referring to General Whitaker?” John Haverhill asked.
“They were here that day and the night before.” Victoria whispered to him.
“They who?” Jackson asked quickly.
John shook his head. “Half the world is wearing a mask these days, but this was . . . different. I’m not sure what is going on exactly. But if you examine our vault, you will see the iron gate is not really locked. And there are only four family vaults in the graveyard, so ours was chosen, I believe, because it was easy to break the lock and make it appear to be secure, but it needs only be twisted with something as small as a ladies’ hair pin. We have tried to frighten them. Yes, we’ve done this; we have really tried! But they have no sense of us; they are not frightened of the dead.”
“They constantly defile the Haverhill tomb.” Victoria said indignantly. “The priest is great, but the gentleman who tends to the grounds never sees inside our family mausoleum. He is anxious to pick up the refuse that lies about—and then be on his way. And the wretches using the tomb as their supply depot don’t appear until he and Father Landry have gone. The parish here is so small . . . even then, Father Landry has two services on Sunday, but he is gone by two in the afternoon at the latest. Once he is gone, they come. Like evil black spiders!” Victoria said.
“Evil black spiders?” Jackson asked.
She nodded gravely. “It’s almost as if they are clad in a strange black uniform. They wear black denim pants and long-sleeved black shirt-jackets,” Victoria said. “There’s a name for them—”
“Hoodies,” John advised her.
“Hoodies,” Victoria said sagely. “Now, the spring, so it appears, has remained cool to pleasant, and the teenagers all seem to wear these . . .”
“Hoodies,” John said.
“But,” Victoria continued, “these two wear the black hoodies with black masks. Not for their eyes, but as others wear them today, covering the lower portion of their faces. They slip in and out of the tomb, heedless. They chipped the lid on John’s father’s coffin!” she said.
“And now?” Angela asked softly. “You said they were here yesterday. After Saturday services—and before General Whitaker was found.”
Victoria glanced at John. “They were here,” she said softly. “But we didn’t see what happened with the elderly gentleman. He liked to sit at the bench by the Aubrey mausoleum.”
“My cousin would help you,” John said, his voice thick.
“He did help us—and sent us to you.”
John gave them a rueful smile. “He would,” he said quietly. “Ethan Aubrey was a good man; the issues were complicated. Long before the war, he talked his father into freeing the three slaves they owned. He always felt there was something wrong with any human being owning another human being. But he hated a central government that was stronger than the states. There were good and bad men on both sides, you know,” John said, his last words almost a challenge to them.  John Haverhill shook his head, still retrospective. "We learn so much, so late, and often too late." He smiled ruefully. "Death brings such amazing clarity and vision.  “How do we judge me? One of General William T. Sherman’s famous quotes was ‘The only good Indian is a dead Indian.’ He wrote to his wife when he was stationed in Florida during the Seminole Wars, called the state a wretched, mosquito-infested swamp, but at least while there he was learning how to kill Indians. I may be dead, but I am observant—and today, how despicable and horrible is that? He was an honored Union leader. I am afraid we must face it, his tactics were brutal and to many, despicable. But his statues still abound. So . . . no, in death, I do not judge my cousin because he fought for what he thought was right. I believe there will be judgement, by one who can really read the human heart.”
John looked at Jackson, his expression worried.  
"I'm sorry! No offense meant!"
"None taken," Jackson assured him. “He seemed to be a fine man.”
“My darling,” Victoria said, “I believe these good people are fighting their own brand of war—against the criminals who are defiling out graveyard, and perhaps this is a small event, but . . .”
“Within ourselves, the battle we wage is right against wrong,” Angela assured her.
“Oh!” Victoria said, as if suddenly realizing Angela was well along in her pregnancy. “Gentle lady, should you need to rest upon my father-in-law’s tomb, center there in the mausoleum, you would be more than welcome! And if the babe were near to coming—”
“I have time, and I’m not at all tired,” Angela assured her quickly. “But here is the quandary. Is there anything in the mausoleum now?”
“No, at least, I don’t believe so,” John said. “But I’ve tried to listen to the two when they talk. I fear they may come back. They’ve talked about ‘great possibilities’ on Memorial Day, and tomorrow is Memorial Day. It won’t be huge here as it sometimes is . . . well, near here. We’re not in what has become the National Battlefield Park. We’re rather a background.”
“And Memorial Day!” Victoria said angrily. “When we honor those who did and do put their lives on the line for their country! Of course, it was Decoration Day, and before that . . . well, from all I’ve heard, many places claim to have started it! Confederate women placed flowers on graves, and freed black slaves did an amazing job, digging up Union dead in Charleston and giving them proper burials. Because here it is—wherever it began, the day honors men—and women now, too—who gave their last full measure, or are willing to do so to defend and uphold a cause! We honor those who fight for country and honor, justice . . . decency for us all! And to think poor General Whitaker died here, I’m certain, still fighting for honor and justice . . .”
Her voice trailed.
Angela looked at Jackson. “If someone is hiding something in the Haverhill family mausoleum, I’m willing to bet it’s drugs. And if there’s going to be a celebration, even if they try for social distancing, you’re talking a lot of customers.”
“Jackson,” Angela said, “that’s it. General Whitaker drew a ‘D.’ Someone is using this place to stash drugs, dig them out and sell them when it’s quiet, when the priest is gone.”
“But there is nothing here now—or may we look?” Jackson asked.
John Haverhill smiled at that. “Dear Sir, we manage to touch some now and then, and we do frighten those with a bit of a sense of us, but I could hardly stop you!”
“I’d still like your approval,” Jackson said.
“Please!” John said, indicating the door.
Jackson reached into his pocket searching for the little case he carried. He had a fine wedge and hoped it would work on the lock.
It did.
He and Angela, followed by John and Victoria Haverhill, stepped into the small, old family mausoleum.
“My father’s tomb,” John noted.
While along the two walls there were many sealed tombs, in the center of the small space, there were just two. The first belonged to Ronald Haverhill—John’s father and the next was that of Elizabeth Haverhill.
Jackson looked at John who nodded. “My mother. Over to the left, there is an inscription to my grandfather; he fought in the Revolutionary War.”
Angela had turned on her phone light. “You’ve quite a family!” she assured John.
“I do, but . . .”
“But?” she asked politely.
“John wants to see Ethan. We know he is here, too, still. John wants to embrace him, and it seems the war still keeps us apart.”
“I’m so sorry,” Angela murmured. “Now, if you were hiding drugs . . .”
She began to look around the mausoleum with her little penlight.
As she did so, there was a strange banging sound from outside. Angela started for the gate to the tomb. Jackson caught her arm.
“See what you can find here. I’ll be back.”
He slipped out the gate; something had happened on the other side of the stone path, toward the rear of the little church.
*
Angela stood inside the gate, watching as Jackson hurried away.
The afternoon was gone; night had fallen, and out here, there was little but moonlight and what light fell over the distance from the battlefield park.
She should have gone with him! If he didn’t come back soon . . .
“You’re worried,” Victoria said softly to her.
“I am. Jackson is . . . he is an amazing law enforcement officer. And man. He’s quick, alert, he can move like a gho—”
John laughed. “Like a ghost?”
Angela shrugged. “Yes, but—”
“No man is an island,” John said.
“But you take risks, too,” Victoria said softly. “Even now.”
“I’m careful!” Angela whispered. Was she? They had set out to take the drive, and most probably, allay Adam’s fears about his friend. She hadn’t known General Whitaker in life, but when Adam told them Whitaker had suspected something foul going on . . .
“There!” John said suddenly.
Angela looked out.
About ten feet away, a young woman was sitting on a gravestone—shaking. She looked around miserably, a soft sob escaping her.
“Withdrawal,” Angela murmured.
“Withdrawal from . . .”
“Drugs. They’ve been stashing and selling drugs here. The girl needs a hospital. I have to get out to her.”
“But you don’t know what—”
“It looks like she was on benzos, or perhaps that’s even heroin withdrawal.” Angela paused. “I know she can die.” Angela was about to start out when she felt such a powerful touch from John Haverhill that it felt almost physical.
“No!” he whispered.
And she saw why. A man in black denim jeans, a black hoodie, and a black mask was hurrying stealthily toward the girl along the stone path and then over.
“Damn you!” The girl tried to stand and fell. “Please . . . help me. I have to have something, please, please, please—”
“Did you bring the money?” the figure asked.
“I—I don’t have the money. But I’ll get it, but—”
“I need the money. The stuff doesn’t grow on trees. Wait, it does grow on bushes, I think, maybe. Who cares—money doesn’t grow on trees. I need the money!”
Angela fumbled with her cell phone; she couldn’t call Jackson; the call would be heard.
They needed more anyway.
That morning, she’d set Detective Carlson’s number in her phone, and she sent it as quickly as she could.
His answer seemed loud.
He had a bad time understanding her when she tried to whisper lest she be heard.
“It’s drugs—D for drugs!” she snapped into the phone. “We need an ambulance, but I don’t know if the seller is armed or not.”
“Where are you?”
“In a tomb . . . family mausoleum.”
“I’m on my way; calling emergency,” Carlson said.
It flashed through Angela’s mind she might have just done the worst thing.
What if Carlson was in on it?
She couldn’t believe it, but she would be prepared. The girl was getting worse. The man in the hoodie was speaking to her and saying, “Damn, Jeannie, how much . . . what, you couldn’t just be recreational? You’re in a major league meltdown, girl.”
“I need more!” she screamed. “Please, can’t you see? I’m dying!”
“Then hurry up!” the man said, looking around. “Die—before you implicate us!”
Another figure came running up from the road along the path.
“What’s going on? Did you get the stash? We need it. What the hell is she doing here like this?”
“Dying—and not quickly enough,” the first figure said. He was looking around. He found what he sought, a heavy piece of broken cement near one of the graveyard’s angels.
He was going to slam it down on the girl’s head.
And make it look like she, too, had fallen . . . to a cop it could be made to appear she had come to the church, looking for the priest, perhaps, and then fallen and seized and cracked her head again and again . . .
“I know the second man. It’s Jimmy Clark. He’s not that bad a kid, I don’t know how—I haven’t seen him near the vault before!”
Angela drew her Glock and walked out of the tomb.
“Drop that!” she commanded. “Get far away from the girl!”
The figure in the hoodie froze; then dropped the boulder.
“Oh, no, oh, no!” The second boy in front of her cried.
The one John had identified as Jimmy Clark. He was terrified. He turned to run as fast as he could.
The man with the rock swore, reaching for his gun. Angela fired, hitting his wrist with her Glock before he could shoot.
But even as he fell back, dropping his weapon and screaming, John Haverhill called out a warning.
“Angela!”
Someone was at her back—with the muzzle of a gun pointed against her head. “You know, killing isn’t really fun for me. And this bitch is going to die one way or another—”
“Not if she gets medical help,” Angela said.
This time, she recognized the voice. She’d seen the man earlier. It was the groundskeeper, Fred Morris.
“That’s just the point, she can’t. You came down to honor an old friend, huh?” he jeered. “What kind of a cop are you?”
Where the hell was Jackson?
“Special Agent Angela Hawkins. I can’t imagine the prison term—or death sentence—that might fall your way, killing a revered general, a girl who is barely an adult—and a federal agent!” Angela snapped.
“I’ve got to get Jackson,” she heard John murmur.
“He’s on the—the other side!” Victoria whispered.
John didn’t have to leave. They saw Ethan Aubrey was racing toward them. For a moment, it seemed he hit a wall.
Then he plunged through it.
Freddie Morris laughed. “Oh, lady, get serious! Why the hell did you hang around here? Stupid woman. I’ll bet you thought you were going to find something right? Ah, yeah, some of the drugs are still there. Right at the bottom of the tomb with that silly old war boy. But Jeannie doesn’t have any more money, and it’s too late for her I’m afraid. And you. Tomorrow is a big day. People again! Our sales-in-the-woods shop is going to flourish. Oh, don’t worry about me. They won’t find you here, so don’t worry. Just poor Jeannie here.”
Jeannie was on the ground. Her shaking was growing worse. She was about to seize.
But the ghost of Ethan Aubrey had made it to them. He was unseen at first, but he raced around to the back of Fred Morris and grabbed his hand with pure effort, and to Angela’s surprise and pleasure, she saw the hand moved.
Fred Morris fired a wild shot.
A second later, his hand exploded.
Jackson was there, standing by the side of the church. He’d always had a damned good aim.
Angela met his eyes in the pale moonlight covering the graveyard. He ran to her as they heard sirens ripping through the air. For a moment he held her, shaking. Then he dropped down to the ground, seeking a twig, sliding it across the mouth of the shaking girl lest she bite her tongue.
Carlson arrived with two cars of officers behind him. EMTs rushed from their vehicles, and the little chapel and churchyard became chaos.
The girl, Jeannie, was quickly whisked away to the hospital.
Fred Morris screamed that it was all Jimmy—he’d talked them into it. Angela didn’t know Jimmy or the truth, but she trusted the ghost of John Haverhill. She said she didn’t know what the boy’s involvement was, but he hadn’t wanted to be part of death or murder.
Fred Morris’s accomplice turned out to be a friend from the nearby city. He’d made the connection with the supplier. His name was Steven Young, and he had a cousin out in the rural area where he’d met and joined up with Fred.
Fred . . . who had known about the peace and beauty of the little chapel and graveyard—and known as well there was no one there at night.
And Fred was even holding out on his so-called partners in crime. There was another stash in the back of the church, shoved into the hollow of a wingless angel.
Carlson’s men searched and retrieved the drugs. It was when Jackson had followed the noise they’d heard he’d seen Fred Morris, changed into his black hoodie, running from a broken angel where he’d checked his stash. Jackson had seen him leave and rushed around the back of the church to come up on the Haverhill Mausoleum by the other side.
Returning just in time. But without the ghost of Ethan Aubrey, would it have been on time?
They would never know. 
“I didn’t kill anyone!” Fred Morris protested as he was cuffed to be taken away. “I just hit the old geezer—not my fault he died! He was ninety, for God’s sake!”
“But life is precious; any life is precious,” Angela murmured.
The man gave her a deadly stare. If he was going to say something back, he didn’t. He suddenly turned pale.
She saw the ghost of Victoria Haverhill had stepped forward to slap him soundly in the face.
He didn’t see her or hear her . . .
But maybe he felt just a bit of the cold taste of death.
It was after midnight when the ambulance and the police cars were gone. Angela and Jackson stood with just Detective Carlson as he shook his head.
“Well, you—and Adam—have my sound apologies. There was something going on. And General Whitaker fought his fight for justice to the end. May the great gentleman rest in peace. He wanted to be buried here; I know his family will help me see to it that it happens.”
“That’s great, Detective, thank you,” Angela said.
“You people come to me with anything. Anything at all,” Carlson said.
“We will. And you’re free to call us with anything at all, too.”
Carlson nodded. “Well, son of a gun. Happy Memorial Day, people. It’s after midnight. And maybe we’ll get to really honor our military folk around here now. You have a place to stay? Are you heading back?”
“It’s late, but we’ll just drive home. It’s only about seventy miles and we have a very responsible young son at home, but we still want to get back to him. Thank you,” Jackson told him.
Carlson still waited. Then he seemed to realize they wanted a few minutes alone in the place.
“Don’t stay too late!” he warned. “Father Landry is going to be here bright and early, blessing his graveyard. He loves this place.” He was quiet for a minute. “I told him not to come out at midnight, though I had to tell him what was going on. He thanks you, too. Though how the hell you managed all this with them slipping around in black in the night—”
“Ah, the ghosts of the honored dead!” Angela told him, smiling.
Detective Carlson nodded to them and headed back to the road.
The moon was beautiful. It cast a strange and eerie glow across the landscape.
Angela thought she saw them, hordes of soldiers, marching . . .
Some would live. Some would die. All would leave a legacy for military men and women to come.
Jackson set an arm on her shoulder. He looked out into the night, at what they saw . . . the remnants of the past.
They turned back.
And there, in the moonlight, they saw the cousins had met again at last, after life, happiness, bitterness, war, and death.
They embraced.
Victoria Haverhill waved to Angela and Jackson. She stepped forward to join in the embrace with the men.
The moonlight shifted, and they were gone.
“Memorial Day, and we honor those who served. The Civil War was so brutal, but from it we learned—slowly and with bitter lessons still going on—to become a great country,” Angela murmured.
“Happy Memorial Day to us all.”
As accustomed as she was to the dead, Angela jumped.
There was a hand on her other shoulder—and it wasn’t Jackson’s.
“Happy Memorial Day!”
She turned. It was the ghost of General Whitaker.
He grinned at her. “Those two . . . well, they deserved to go on. As for me . . . I guess I’m sticking around to keep things tip top! You tell old Adam that I thank him, eh? And he can still come out and see me, and he told me once he can see Josh now . . . maybe he’ll see me. But from one old soldier to another, you make sure you tell him this—happy Memorial Day! And thank him, and you, for making it so!”
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