




Welcome
Welcome to our first issue of The Petticoats & Patriots Magazine!
 
We’re delighted you’re here to help us celebrate our newest sweet romance series, 

Petticoats & Patriots. In this issue, we’ll offer you news about each book, recipes, games, 
and so much more.

 
If you’ve heard of us and have visited our blog, you’ll know that we are a group of 14 

bestselling authors who write western romance, both contemporary and historical. We’ve 
been together a long time—some of us for almost 19 years!—and we’ve written A LOT 
of books combined.

 
But Petticoats & Patriots will be different in that most of the books will not be westerns 

at all. Instead, the first four books will be set during the American Revolutionary War, 
beginning in 1776, and all in the eastern part of the country.

 
With help from a very special locket, our stories will span centuries from those early 

years, through the Civil War, Korean War, clear up to present day when we celebrate our 
nation’s 250th birthday. Each book is inspired by a real-life American patriot. 

 
We’re thrilled that Shanna Hatfield will launch the series with her book, FOR LIBERTY 

AND LOVE. You’ll see how the locket came to be, and its importance to Karen Kay’s 
story, FREEING MISS ABAGAIL. Then onward to HER HEART’S ALLEGIANCE, 
written by Kit Morgan. Sarah Lamb follows with her book, WHISPERS OF TREASON.

 
Our second issue of The Petticoats & Patriots Magazine will be available on July 6.  The 

locket’s journey will continue in the last four books of the series, and well, we’ll tell you 
more then!

 
So relax, enjoy our beautiful magazine, and fall in love with Petticoats & Patriots!
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© 2026 Shanna Hatfield
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This magazine is for your personal enjoyment only. 

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, dis-
tributed, downloaded, decompiled, reverse engineered, transmitted, or 
stored in or introduced into any information storage and retrieval system, 
in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other 
electronic or mechanical methods, now known or hereafter invented, 
without the written permission of the author, except in the case of brief 
quotations embodied in reviews and certain other noncommercial uses 
permitted by copyright law. Please purchase only authorized editions.

Without limiting the author’s and publisher’s exclusive rights, any unau-
thorized use of this publication to train generative artificial intelligence 
(AI) technologies is expressly prohibited.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, 
and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are 
used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or 
dead, business establishments, or actual events is purely coincidental.
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After his death, Martha Washington destroyed most of 
the letters George had written to her over the years. Only 

three letters survived, including this sweet love letter.



1776 — FOR LIBERTY AND LOVE
As the colonies declared their independence, a locket once 
held in Martha Washington’s hands becomes a vessel for spies, 
and a special gift to those with hearts yearning for love.

1777 — FREEING MISS ABAGAIL
She’s bound in servitude and he’s determined to free her. They 
must put their trust in each other to carry love from the shad-
ows into freedom.

1778 — HER HEART’S ALLEGIANCE
As two rival spy rings unknowingly move information through 
the same household, danger lurks around every corner, and a 
partnership could prove fatal.

1781 — WHISPERS OF TREASON
In Revolutionary Virginia, the war rages on, putting lives at 
stake, including Thomas Jefferson’s. Treasonous whispers turn 
to a raging storm of fear, leaving faith as a light the darkness.







an excerpt by

SHANNA HATFIELD
Lucy started to help her mother dish the 

meal, but the bells jangled as someone entered 
the shop.

“I’ll return shortly, Mama,” Lucy said. She 
kissed her mother’s rosy cheek that was flushed 
from the heat in the kitchen.

“Don’t dawdle, Luce,” Cleta Carlson 
warned, although she offered a sweet smile as 
she scooped mashed turnips into a bowl.

Lucy rushed into the shop and drew up short 

at the sight of the man who had stood across 
the street earlier leaning against her workbench. 
Despite being so taken aback by his presence, 
she couldn’t help but admire his muscular form 
and his handsome features.

When he removed his cocked hat and nodded 
politely, her gaze fell on the sun-kissed gold-
en hair of his head, traveled down to expres-
sive brows that raised slightly at her perusal, 
and hesitated at soulful eyes the color of moss 



caught in a beam of sunshine. His full lips and 
defined jawline added to his masculine allure. 
As he straightened and stepped toward her, she 
had the fleeting thought that he moved with 
strength and purpose, as though he was in full 
control of himself and his surroundings.

“Hello, Miss Carlson,” he said in a soft, deep 
voice that made Lucy’s knees feel unexpectedly 
weak.

Or perhaps the weakness came from realiz-
ing she’d stupidly left the ledger open and out 
in plain sight for anyone to read the entries. Not 
that she nor her father had anything to hide, but 
she didn’t think the tall man with a commanding 
bearing had any right to know who purchased 
merchandise in their store.

“May I help you, sir?” Lucy asked in a crisp 
tone as she strode behind the workbench, closed 
the ledger, and slid it onto the shelf where her 
father kept it.

“I came to retrieve something my…” He hes-
itated just long enough for Lucy to grow sus-
picious of his intentions and motives. “… aunt 
left here. A pair of gloves. Aunt Patsy sent me 
to retrieve them.”

Lucy could have easily handed over the 
gloves, which were sitting next to her tools just 
inches from where she stood, but she didn’t. 
Surely, he had to know she’d seen him lingering 
across the street, watching for Patsy.

Did the man mistake her for a complete 
dunce? Or did he think his attractive features 
and a voice that rumbled like a summer thun-
derstorm wrapped in velvet would leave her 
so captivated that she would bow to his every 
whim and wish?

Affronted, she stiffened and lifted her chin. 
“I will give … Patsy the gloves when I next see 
her. If that is not her preference, then please 
bring a note from her to indicate otherwise.”

“I assure you, Miss Carlson, I mean no harm. 
My aunt was quite distressed to realize she’d 

misplaced her gloves. They were a gift from 
someone quite dear to her heart, and it would be 
a tragedy for her to lose them.”

“And I assure you, Mister …” She paused, 
since the man had failed to introduce himself.

“Barton. Burwell Barton at your service,” 
he said with a bow, then offered her a boyish 
grin that caused her stomach to flutter. “But my 
friends call me Branch.”

“Branch,” she repeated, wondering if the 
name had anything to do with the series of bare-
ly noticeable moles on his left cheek that were 
shaped like a curved tree branch.

As though he could read her thoughts, his 
fingers brushed over his cheek. “A mark from 
birth, I suppose. Now, may I please have my 
aunt’s gloves?”

Lucy shook her head. “No, you may not. I 
intend to place them into her hands myself, sir. 
Now, unless I can interest you in a set of buck-
les, or perhaps a snuff box, then I’ll have to ask 
that you depart. My family is waiting for me.”

“My apologies, Miss Carlson.” He backed 
toward the door. “My intent was not to insult or 
upset anyone.”

“Yes, well, I …” When she looked up into his 
face and caught him smiling, it was as though 
all the words she’d planned to say fell back 
down her throat. Mercy, but he was handsome 
with those sharp cheekbones and a bottom lip 
that seemed designed for passionate kisses.

Passionate kisses? Heavens above! What 
was she thinking? For all she knew, this man 
could be one of the king’s spies.

For Liberty and Love
Coming June 16

on Amazon

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0H1JQG598
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0H1JQG598


SHANNAHATFIELD.COM

Author Bio

USA Today bestselling author Shanna Hatfield grew up on a farm where hay fever 
and life lessons were always in season. Today, she blends her rural roots with a love 
for storytelling, crafting sweet, wholesome romances filled with hope, humor, quirky 
characters, and realistic heroes paired with strong, inspiring heroines.

An award-winning author, Shanna delights readers with heartwarming stories that 
celebrate love and laughter. When she’s not writing or baking new recipes, you’ll 
find her cherishing quiet moments at home in the Pacific Northwest with her beloved 
husband—affectionately known as Captain Cavedweller.

Connect with Shanna through her website, follow her on Amazon, or sign up for 
her newsletter!

http://shannahatfield.com
http://shannahatfield.com
https://www.amazon.com/stores/Shanna-Hatfield/author/B0056HPPM0
http://tinyurl.com/shannasnewsletter


“A house is not a home unless it contains food and fire for the mind 
as well as the body.” - Benjamin Franklin

1 cup butter, softened 
1 cup granulated white sugar,   
   plus extra for sprinkling
1 tablespoon rosewater
2 large eggs, lightly beaten
2 tablespoons heavy cream
3 ½ cups all-purpose flour, sifted
1 teaspoon ground nutmeg

Shrewsbury Cakes

Cream the softened butter, sugar, and nutmeg together in a large bowl or 
with an electric mixer until the mixture is light and fluffy.

Whisk the eggs, rosewater, and heavy cream together in a separate bowl 
until combined. Alternately add the sifted flour and the liquid mixture to 
the creamed butter. Mix gradually until a smooth, stiff dough forms.

Wrap the dough tightly in plastic wrap. Refrigerate it for at least one 
hour so it is firm enough to roll out. Preheat your oven to 375°F and line 
two baking sheets with parchment paper. Roll the dough out on a lightly 
floured surface to a 1/4-inch thickness. Cut into rounds using a 3-inch 
biscuit cutter or the rim of a drinking glass.

Arrange the cakes an inch apart on baking sheets and sprinkle the tops 
lightly with extra sugar. Bake for 8 to 10 minutes, or just until the bottoms 
and edges turn a very light golden brown. Do not overbake; they should 
remain relatively pale.

Allow cakes to rest on baking sheets for two minutes before transferring to 
a wire rack to cool completely. May be stored in an airtight container for 
up to a week, or freeze up to two months.

Yield: about 4 dozen
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Shrewsbury cakes are a traditional, buttery cookie originating 
from Shrewsbury, England, that became highly popular in the 
American colonies as a crisp, shortbread-like “small cake.” 
Known for their long shelf-life, these cookies were typically 
flavored with distinctive historical ingredients like rosewater, 
nutmeg, mace, or caraway seeds. They have a dense, pale 
appearance and a signature brittle texture that snaps when 
broken, making them a favorite companion for tea or cider 
both in the 18th century and today.



If you could have a cup of tea with an author, 
dead or alive, whose work you admire, who 
would that be?  
Gene Stratton-Porter. She wrote with such 

incredible detail and fascinating descriptions, 
I feel like I am right there in the midst of her 
stories, with all my senses alive and engaged. 
I would ask her how she wrote such descriptive 
settings that were exciting, lovely, and felt so 
real they became one of the characters in her 
stories. 

What’s your go-to drink while writing?
Water. I try and drink eight glasses a day. A 

treat would be a cup of Bigelow Vanilla Chai 
tea, Hamley & Sons Paris tea, Dr Pepper, or 
hot chocolate with marshmallows.

If you could give your younger self one 
piece of advice, what would it be?
Believe in yourself and never falter. You are 

capable of so much more than you know, so 
don’t listen to the naysayers, and don’t let the 
Negative Nellies get to you. Just believe with 
all your heart that God’s plans are bigger 
and better than anything you could possibly 
imagine.

What do you enjoy doing when you are not 
writing?
I love to bake. I sometimes experiment and 

make up my own recipes. I also love drooling 
over recipes on Pinterest. In the warm months, 
I enjoy gardening and tending to my flowers. 
My husband and I also enjoy traveling, visit-
ing museums, and browsing through antique 
shops to see if I can find any beautiful dishes 
to add to my ever-expanding collection. 

If someone were to look at your Google 
search history, what would we find? 
I love doing the research for my books.

While I was writing For Liberty and Love, I 
did a lot of research about what life was like 
in 1776, particularly in Philadelphia, where 
the story takes place. I looked up everything 
from what pieces of clothing were called to 
the types of food typically eaten, and words. 
So many words. I wanted to make sure I 
didn’t use words that didn’t exist back then. 

What does patriotism mean to you? 
To me, patriotism means gratitude—for the 

freedoms we enjoy, for the sacrifices made, 
and for the opportunity to live with hope and 
purpose. It’s not about perfection. It’s about 
appreciating the courage, resilience, and ev-
eryday kindness that help shape our country. 
Patriotism isn’t about politics. It’s about re-
membering that the heart of America has al-
ways been found in ordinary people willing 
to love, serve, sacrifice, and stand together. 
That willingness is what makes me love our 
country, and leaves me so grateful for those 
who have sacrificed and served. 

SHANNAHATFIELD.COM

http://shannahatfield.com




an excerpt by

KAREN KAY
He found the thickest and strongest 

branch of the tree, remembering pleas-
antly how he had hidden here in these 
trees in those long ago childhood 
games. He stood for a moment, noticing 
other branches spreading off from this 
one limb, creating a crude sort of seat.

Here, they would pause until the dan-
ger was past.

Murmuring in a low voice, he said, 
“We will stay here until the dogs and 
the men who own them have gone 
away. See there”—he pointed—“how 
there are many branches going outward 



Freeing Miss Abagail
Coming June 23

on Amazon

from this one strong limb? I think we can 
sit here comfortably enough while they 
hunt for you.”

“Here”—he sat down with his back to-
ward the trunk of the tree, his legs spread 
out and hanging down on both sides of the 
branch—“sit you now with your backside 
toward me and your legs spread out over 
the branch as I am doing. It will give you 
balance.”

“But, sir, I fear I might fall.”
He grinned at her. “I will ensure you do 

not.”
She then did as he directed, though she 

didn’t lean back against him. She whis-
pered, “Did Mr. Wilson tell you what hap-
pened before he sent you after me?”

“He did not,” answered Skenan. “He told 
me only to find you and to see you safely to 
Fort Stanwix. I am to take you to the com-
mander of the Fort when we arrive there.”

With her voice quivering, Abagail whis-
pered, “I thank you, sir. I fear that, if the 
dogs had found me, they would have torn 
me to pieces. But, if not, and I was taken 
back to the inn, Miss Stockenridge would 
have done so.”

As though her words had alerted him to 
her injuries, he touched one of the places on 
her back where blood was seeping through 
the material of her clothing. She jumped, 
and he, placing an arm around her waist 
when she would have fallen, said, “I will 
attend to your wounds now.”

“Now?” she asked, looking over her 
shoulder.

“Nyoh, yes. They need care now.”
She watched as he leaned over and tore 

off a small branch from one of the nearby  
willow trees, and, placing the bark of the 
tree into his mouth, he chewed the piece 

until she saw he had made an even paste 
out of it and then, gently, still holding onto 
the tree with his right arm, he used his left 
hand to lift up the blouse upon her back and 
spread the paste over her wounds.

He said, “We will let this dry. It will take 
away the bad spirits of the lash. Does it hurt 
very much?”

“Yes, sir, it does.”
“The medicine I have made will soon 

cause even the hurt to become less.”  He 
spoke softly.

After a while, she asked, “I thank you, 
sir, but how long will we have to remain in 
the tree?”

“Until I am certain the men and the dogs 
who hunt you have gone and the danger 
they present is no longer a problem,” he re-
plied.

“This could be a long while,” she mur-
mured.

“Sh-h-h. Quiet now. They come.”

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0H248ZV6F
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0H248ZV6F


Author Bio

Bestselling author of American Historical Romance, Karen Kay is a multi-pub-
lished author of romance and adventure in the Old West, American Indian. She has 
been praised by reviewers and fans alike for bringing insights into the everyday life 
of the American Indian culture of the past. As reviewer, Suzanne Tucker, once wrote, 
“Ms. Kay never fails to capture the pride, the passion, and the spirit of the American 
Indian…”

Karen Kay’s great-grandmother was Choctaw Indian. Ms. Kay is adopted Black-
feet, and she is honored to be able to write about the American Indian culture.

“With the power of romance, I hope to bring about an awareness of the American 
Indian’s concept of honor and what it meant to them to live as free men and free 
women. There are some things that should never be forgotten.”

Visit Karen’s website or find her at Amazon and Facebook

KAREN KAY

https://novels-by-karenkay.com/
https://amzn.to/3RtDClZ
https://www.facebook.com/karenkay.author
https://novels-by-karenkay.com/


“Perseverance and spirit have done wonders in all ages.” 
                                                            - George Washington

CRUST:
1 ¼ cup flour
1/3 cup sugar
½ cup butter

FILLING:
2 eggs
2/3 cup sugar
¾ cup maple syrup
2 tablespoons flour
¼ teaspoon salt
1 ½ teaspoons vanilla

Vermont Maple Bars

Preheat oven to 350 degrees.

Mix together flour, sugar, and butter for crust and press into a 
9” square pan.

Bake at 350 degrees for 25-30 minutes.

Combine eggs, sugar, maple syrup, flour, salt, and vanilla for 
filling, mixing well. Pour filling over the crust.

Bake an additional 25 minutes until filling is set. Remove 
from oven and cool completely before cutting into bars.
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These Vermont Maple Bars 
come from

Branon Maple Orchards in
St. Albans, Vermont



KAREN KAY

What’s your current phone ringtone? 
The ringtones for my phone are church 

bells. Just hearing them lifts me up!

What’s something small that makes your 
day better? 

An email or a letter from a reader makes 
my day better.  Although I’m not sure many 
readers know this: a good word or anything 
positive said about my work always makes 
the day special.

What’s the most fun part of writing? 
The characters are the most fun part of 

writing. Once they are created, they live and 
breathe, and they often do things I’m least 
expecting. I love these little surprises.

Do you listen to music while writing? If 
so, what kind? 

Yes, indeed, I do listen to music when 
I’m creatively writing (not usually when 
I’m editing, though).  I love music of all 
genres: from country, to classics, to opera 
(Mario Lanza and Jeanette MacDonald 
and Nelson Eddy), to rock and roll and the 
Beatles, to pop music from the past, and 
pop music of today.  I also love American 
Indian music.  Music is the beauty of one’s 
soul, I think. 

What’s the best writing advice you’ve 
ever received? 

Just write.  Just write and write and write 
and write and while you’re writing, forget 
about sentence structure, spelling, grammar.  
Just tell your story.

Do you have a favorite American histori-
cal era to write or read about? 

I love the 1800’s – the entire century.  To 
me it was probably what a free country 
would look like – minus the wars.

Favorite movie or comfort show? 
There are so many that, like books, it’s hard 

to pick only one.  But, I’d say the 1930’s op-
eretta movie, NAUGHTY MARIETTA, with 
Jeanette MacDonald and Nelson Eddy. Or the 
movie...wait for it...BBC’s version of PRIDE 
& PREJUDICE with Colin Firth and Jennifer 
Ehle. Or perhaps the 1930’s movie SUSAN-
NAH OF THE MOUNTIES with Shirley 
Temple and Martin Goodrider.  And last, but 
not least, MAD ABOUT MUSIC with Dean-
na Durbin and Herbert Marshall.

Who is a historical figure you admire 
most, and why? 

Thomas Jefferson and Benjamin Frank-
lin, as well as James Wilson, who played a 
major part in the passing of the Declaration 
of Independence.  And, of course, George 
Mason, who is the man we have to thank for 
the first ten Amendments to the Constitution.

What’s one hope you have for the future 
of America?  

That America should continue to be a 
beacon of Hope and Freedom for the entire 
world.  May it and the idea of living free 
from tyranny never be forgotten.

https://novels-by-karenkay.com/




an excerpt by

KIT MORGAN
Anna Turner hung another sheet on the 

line. She had two baskets of wet laundry to 
see to and hoped it didn’t decide to rain later.

Then again, maybe it should.
There was a hanging today. The main 

streets would be clogged with people by now, 
and she was grateful she didn’t need to ven-
ture into town anytime soon. She hated days 
like this.

Anna reached into the basket, shook out 
another sheet, and pinned it to the line. She’d 
better hurry. Mrs. Fenwick expected help with 
the midday meal soon.

Mercy, the other maid, hauled out another 
basket and set it at Anna’s feet. “This is the 
last of it. I’m sorry I can’t help you. Mrs. Fen-
wick has me peeling potatoes.”

“That’s all right,” Anna said. “I’ll manage. 



Go on and help her. As soon as I finish here, 
I’ll come in.”

She reached for a hand towel and hung it 
neatly beside the sheet.

“Very well.” Mercy hurried back toward 
the house.

Anna returned to work. “Sheet, sheet, tow-
el, towel, sheet, towel,” she recited silently.

She hung the linens in careful order. She’d 
been doing this for over a month and still 
wasn’t certain she’d made the right choice. 
At times, fear gripped her so hard she could 
scarcely breathe. Yet deep down, Anna knew 
this was the right thing to do.

Simple household tasks as a means of com-
munication were her contribution to the war 
against the British. But on days like today, 
when they were hanging spies while she was 
hanging laundry, it gave her pause.

Still, she continued.
Anna hung Mr. Pembroke’s handkerchiefs 

between several dish towels before moving on 
to the second basket. While the laundry dried, 
someone would cut through the alley behind 
the house, read the message on the first line, 
and leave. A hedge separated the servants’ 
yard from the alley. People cut through there 
now and then. It was nothing unusual.

So it wasn’t long before Anna heard the 
clop of approaching hooves. She had to hurry.

Thankfully, Captain Whitby, the British of-
ficer staying with Mr. and Mrs. Pembroke, was 
attending the hanging. Still, Anna breathed 
easier knowing she’d gotten the message up 
in time.

Now for the second basket.
She went back to work, her heart thunder-

ing as the hoofbeats drew near and stopped. 
Anna didn’t dare look up. She didn’t want to 
know who carried the messages or where they 
ended up. She already knew far too much. So 

did Mercy and Elias, the Pembrokes’ foot-
man.

Anna froze. Normally, the rider would al-
ready be gone by now. Whoever collected the 
message was always quick and efficient, nev-
er lingering longer than necessary.

But this rider remained.
Anna hung a sheet and peeked around it. 

“Oh no,” she muttered. That wasn’t the usu-
al courier. In fact, she recognized him. Anna 
ducked back behind the sheet, pulse pound-
ing.

Nathaniel Reed.
He worked as a courier for the British and 

had called at the house several times to speak 
with Captain Whitby. Anna risked another 
glance. Mr. Reed still sat astride his horse, 
staring at the laundry.

Or was he staring at her? Did he suspect 
what they were doing? Was she about to be 
arrested and hanged like the poor souls meet-
ing that fate today?

Her throat tightened. Anna reached for a 
tablecloth and forced herself to hang it with 
steady hands. Then she made the mistake of 
looking up.

Her eyes locked with Nathaniel Reed’s. 
She smiled politely, gave him a small nod, 
and returned to her work. Everything must 
appear ordinary. Just a maid hanging laundry.

She didn’t look at him again, and after a 
long moment, she finally heard him continue 
down the alley.

Her Heart’s Allegiance
Coming June 30

on Amazon

https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B0H24GGJZZ
https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B0H24GGJZZ
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Author Bio

USA Today bestselling author Kit Morgan, aka Geralyn Beauchamp, is a versatile 
author of over 200 books and counting! 

Whether she’s writing historical, contemporary, romantic suspense or time travel 
with a twist, her books deliver pure fun and romance! Kit’s stories are whimsical, 
inspirational, sweet and clean stories that depict a strong sense of family and com-
munity. Her characters will seem like old friends, and readers have fallen in love with 
entire towns Kit has created and never tire of visiting them.

Connect with Kit on Facebook, Amazon, or Instagram

https://www.facebook.com/AuthorKMorgan/
https://amzn.to/2MUqQHY
https://www.instagram.com/authorkit.morgan/


“The shortest road to men’s hearts is down their throats.” 
                                                            - John Adams

½ cup unsalted butter, more for 
     pan
2 cups all-purpose flour, more 
   for pan
¼ teaspoon baking soda
2 teaspoons baking powder
½ teaspoon ground ginger
1 teaspoon ground cinnamon
½ teaspoon  salt
2 eggs
1½ cups dark molasses
Freshly whipped cream, for 
    serving

Dark Molasses Gingerbread 
           with Whipped Cream        

Preheat oven to 350 degrees. Butter and flour an 8-by-8-by-2-
inch baking pan. Set aside.

Sift flour, baking soda, and baking powder into a large mixing 
bowl. Blend in spices and salt with a wire whisk.

In a small pan, bring 1 cup water to a boil. Melt ½ cup butter 
in it, then whisk water into flour mixture. Beat eggs and add to 
mixture, along with molasses. Whisk until well blended. Pour 
into pan.

Bake for 35 to 45 minutes or until a skewer plunged into 
center comes out with no trace of raw batter. Interior will be 
moist. Serve warm with freshly whipped cream.
Yield: 6 to 8 servings

This cake is also delicious the day after it is baked. The spices 
meld and the texture gets even more like a steamed pudding.
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Early European gingerbread relied on expensive honey or 
sugar. In the 1700s, American bakers substituted these with 
cheap molasses. This single ingredient swap made ginger-
bread highly affordable and gave the cake its signature moist 
texture.
George Washington’s mother, Mary Ball Washington, was 

famous for her gingerbread cake recipe and served it to the 
Marquis de Lafayette during his historic visit to Virginia, 
earning it the nickname “Lafayette Gingerbread.”



KIT MORGAN

Do you write at home, in a café, or 
somewhere else?   

I write at home, and all over the house 
and outside in the backyard, too. I can’t 
just sit at a desk in one room and write.

What’s something you’ve always wanted 
to learn? 

French! My daughter speaks it and is 
thinking of moving to France.

What’s your dream writing retreat loca-
tion? 

Hmmm, some cabin on a lake maybe. 
That or a hut on a tropical beach…

What’s one thing always within reach 
while you write? 

Water. Notepad and pen.

Who is your auto-buy author? 
K.M. Shea.

Morning person or night owl?  
Both, actually. I can pop right up in the 

morning and often don’t go to bed until 
midnight.

What’s your favorite way to unwind 
after a long day? 

Playing some mindless game on my iPad. 
I call it my brain dump.

What genre do you love reading (besides 
what you write)? 

Currently closed door romantasy, cozy 
fantasy and cozy paranormal. 

Do you enjoy small-town celebrations 
like parades or rodeos? 

Yes! My hometown has several parades 
every year, and the neighboring town host 
rodeos.

Do you have a favorite American histor-
ical era to write or read about? 

Westerns. 1860-1900. Though I think I’ll 
start writing in the Edwardian era now and 
perhaps dabble in the Regency era. 





an excerpt by

SARAH LAMB
Anna bent low over her horse, exhaustion fill-

ing her as Wisp kept her pace steady at a walk. 
Anna’s legs weren’t used to so much riding, and 
the muscles quivered. Sweat had formed on her, 
and she knew her hair had come loose from the 
long braid she’d so carefully put it in the day 
before.

Her only thought now was reaching the camp 
where General Lafayette was, telling him the 

information she had, and then collapsing into 
sleep.

It didn’t matter the time of day, there had 
been multiple British patrols. She’d gone 
through four checkpoints, each frightening her 
more than the last. Anna wasn’t ashamed to ad-
mit, at the last one, she’d started to cry.

The Redcoat had been so disgusted as she’d 
tried to blabber about why she was there that 



he’d waved her through with scarcely a glance 
at her papers.  

“Just a little more,” Anna said to Wisp, 
though her voice was more a croak. She’d run 
out of water hours before, and both she and the 
mare were parched. If they didn’t arrive soon, 
she wasn’t sure how much more the horse could 
do.

Surely it wasn’t much further. She’d fol-
lowed the road, and had not left it, no matter 
how tempted she’d been to save time or avoid 
patrols.

Anna wasn’t sure the last time she’d stayed 
up until this hour. It had to be the middle of the 
night. Perhaps just hours before dawn. Yawns 
were escaping her more frequently. Even though 
she was terrified, her body craved the comfort 
of a moment’s rest.

Suddenly, she sat upright and pushed back 
the strands of hair that fell into her face. Just 
ahead, she could see lights. The flickering light 
of campfire and a few smaller orbs bobbing, 
which might mean lanterns.

Anna hesitated, then determination filled her 
as she rode toward the light. There was simply 
no other choice.

Before she’d gone much further, a voice 
shouted, “Halt!” A soldier wearing blue came 
into view, and she relaxed.

Anna obeyed the order and held still, though 
she called out, “Please, sir, I seek General La-
fayette. Is this where the marquis is at camp?”

A lantern drew closer and shone on her face. 
The brightness made Anna squint. When the 
man didn’t answer, she offered, “My name is 
Anna Randolph. I come at the behest of…” then 
she stopped. She shouldn’t say. She was only to 
tell the phrase to the marquis himself. But how 
was she to get past?

“I deliver a message from Albermarle Bar-
racks and Major James Coleman,” she said.

“Is that so?” the man said, his voice crisp, 
despite the lateness of the hour. “Why did he not 
come himself? Or send soldiers?”

Anna drew herself to her full height. “That 
information is not for you, sir. I will speak only 
to the Marquis de Lafayette.”

“Listen to the demanding little woman,” the 
man said, laughing.

“She said Randolph,” another said, joining 
him. “Related to the governor, most likely. Does 
it surprise you she’s demanding?”

“No,” the first man said with a shake of his 
head. “These Virginians are all the same.”

Anna’s cheeks burned, even in the dark, but 
she held her tongue, unwilling to argue unless 
she must.

A man stepped forward, one she’d not no-
ticed yet, and said, “To be safe, we will bring 
her to him. He is still awake. I’ll take her. How-
ever, keep her horse.”

Anna slid from her mare and said, “Please, 
might she have a drink? Neither of us have had 
anything since sunset.”

“I’ll see to it, Miss,” a boy said, rushing over.
“Her name is Wisp,” Anna said, as she was 

led away. “Please take care of her.”
The boy didn’t answer, but Anna hoped he’d 

heed her request.
Silently, she followed the man through the 

camp. It was quiet at this hour. A few men sat 
by fires, others patrolled, but there was a silence 
that spoke of the calm before a storm. Or per-
haps that was just her own fear, knowing what 
she carried.
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“We never repent of having eaten too little.” 
 - Thomas Jefferson

Macaroni & Cheese

Preheat the oven to 450°F. 

Butter a 13 x 9 glass baking dish and set aside. In a large pot of boiling 
water, cook the noodles until tender, about 8-10 minutes. Drain, but do not 
rinse.

In a large bowl, whisk the milk, flour, salt, and pepper until blended. Stir 
in 1½ cup Parmesan, 1½ cup mozzarella, and 1½ cup Romano cheese. Add 
the noodles and butter and toss to coat. 

Transfer the noodle mixture to the prepared baking dish. Sprinkle the 
remaining Parmesan, mozzarella, and Romano cheese over the noodle 
mixture.

Bake until the cheese begins to lightly brown on top, about 12-14 minutes. 
Let stand for 10 minutes before serving. Season with salt and pepper to 
taste and enjoy!

FROM THE KITCHEN OF

Sarah
    Lamb
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On one of his travels to Europe, Thomas Jefferson was served 
macaroni and cheese, promptly fell in love with it, and brought a 
machine to make pasta with him to America, along with a macaro-
ni mold, and arranged for crates of Parmesan cheese to be shipped 
back to the United States. 
The first time it was served at a White House state dinner in 1802, it 

was called macaroni pie. Because macaroni noodles and Parmesan 
cheese were completely new food items to most Americans, the 
dinner guests were confused by the cheesy baked dish and were 
not impressed. Which is a little amusing since mac and cheese 
would become one of America’s most beloved comfort foods.

16 ounces large elbow macaroni
3 cups milk 
2 teaspoons all-purpose flour 
½ teaspoon salt 
¼ teaspoon freshly ground black
    pepper 
2 cups (packed) freshly shredded 
   Parmesan 
2 cups (packed) grated mozzarella 
2 cups (packed) Romano cheese 
2 tablespoons butter



Morning person or night owl?  
Night owl.

Do you have a favorite American 
historical era to write or read about? 

I love the Revolutionary War period. 
I had many ancestors, right here in 
Virginia, who fought on both sides. I 
feel fortunate to live in an area that’s 
rich with history, and even more blessed 
that I’ve gotten to visit so many of 
those places. 

Do you prefer a tidy desk or creative 
chaos? 

I’m a creative chaos person, through 
and through.

Beach, mountains, or countryside? 
Countryside. 

Do you collect anything? 
I collect Disney pins. I absolutely 

adore them. 

Who is a historical figure you ad-
mire most, and why? 

I have far too many to mention, but 
while I am grateful for all the men 
who have their place in history, I’m 
even more grateful for the women who 
fought for women’s rights and work-
er’s rights. 

Do you enjoy cooking or baking 
more? 

Baking! 

Do you write at home, in a café, or 
somewhere else? 

I write anywhere I can. At home, 
in our noisy living room, in medical 
waiting rooms, in my car, and outside 
in our screened-in gazebo, when I 
have the chance. 

Do you listen to music while writ-
ing? If so, what kind? 

I do not. I like quiet. 

Favorite season—and why? 
I like summer. Warm days, cold 

drinks, and the sun out until late. 
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1776 — Philadelphia, Pennsylvania
He hides his secrets beneath a cocked hat and a soldier’s oath. She’s 
determined to unmask the man behind the easygoing smile. In a world 
of coded letters and divided loyalties, can they trust their hearts to lead 
them to love and liberty?

Coming June 16

1777 — Saratoga, New York
Escaping cruelty, an indentured servant finds love when she must rely 
on an Oneida Indian to bring her safely though embattled woodlands to 
help a fort under siege.

Coming June 23

PETTICOATSANDPISTOLS.COM
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1781 — Charlottesville, Virginia
In a world where women are meant to wait and worry, Anna Randolph 
will ride into the heart of danger to prove that sometimes the most peril-
ous mission requires not just courage, but love.

Coming July 7

1778 — Long Island, New York
A courageous maid aiding the Revolution clashes with a mysterious 
British courier who could expose her or prove to be fighting for the 
same cause.

Coming June 30

1863 — Roswell, Georgia
She was labeled a traitor. He vowed to uphold the Union. Will love be 
enough to overcome their differences?

Coming July 14

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0H1SHPH9L
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0H24GGJZZ


2026 — Holiday, Oregon
He’s honoring a promise to the fallen. She’s uncovering a legacy 
of 250 years of family secrets. Together, they’re proving that while 
independence is a right, love is the greatest freedom of all.

Coming August 4

1876 — Hawthorn, Texas
She wants to honor the past. He just wants to forget it. Together, 
they’ll discover what honor truly means.

Coming July 21

1953 — Halsey, Nebraska
He fought for freedom. She fought to save him. Together, they fought 
for love. 

Coming July 28
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