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A rose by any other name…Silas McCormack shook his head as he realized he was quoting poetry. Or was 

that Shakespeare? He wasn’t sure about the poetry, but he was sure that Rose was special. 

What he didn’t know was how he would he would do this knowing that he would be leaving for Navy boot 

camp in six days. In six short day and he would be leaving his home, his town, his girl for what would most likely 

be the warfront.  

Silas was only 14 years old when Japan bombed Pearl Harbor, but it made a big impression on his life. In the 

three short years since, the war had been brutal. Some of the older boys in town had volunteered early on. 

Some came home physically unscathed. Some came home injured. Others came home in a flag-draped box. 

Those made biggest impact impact on young Silas’ heart.  

Silas wasn’t sure what to think about the war. He hated the fighting and hatred that was going on around 

the world, but he loved America and the patriotism he had seen. He knew he had to enlist. Even at 17 years old 

he knew it was his patriotic duty to serve his country. His oldest brother, James, had done the same the day 

after the Pearl Harbor attack. 

The urgency that came with the war would have to wait, however. Tonight Silas’ thoughts were only for the 

young lady he’d met only five weeks earlier.  

As Silas sat in his pickup, he questioned why the world had to be so unfair and why hadn’t he met Rose 

before he enlisted? He was also thankful that God had brought Rose into his life, even though he himself 

thought it a bit late. The thoughts battled for dominance in his mind.  
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Deep inside, he knew that meeting Rose before he enlisted wouldn’t have changed his decision in the end. 

But I would have had a choice! I would have thought about it more. I would have had a reason to stay in this little 

country town and keep working at the store.  

Silas had been a fixture in McCormick’s paint store since he was a baby. He started working, unofficially, at 7 

years old, when he learned to make change at cash register. His father had been so proud of his young son for 

his abilities with mathematics. But his joy didn’t compare to his chest-pounding pride for his youngest upon his 

enlistment in the Navy. The men in the community, old and young alike, who stopped into McCormack’s Paint 

Store to buy supplies or for a cup of coffee and to catch up on the war news would slap Silas on the back and 

congratulate him for making such an adult decision. Mrs. McCormack’s opinion was a different story. She wasn’t 

convinced that her son, her baby, made a good decision. She wept for days after he announced his enlistment. 

But now the young man had another adult decision to make.  

Looking around at the bright blue sky, Silas mentally noted how nice it was getting off work before sunset; 

especially nice this time of year when the sun sets earlier and earlier each day. He slammed his pickup truck 

door closed and gently removed the small, wooden box from his jacket pocket and looked at it once more. He 

knew every little nook and cranny of the box. He should. He carved it. The questions whirled around in his mind. 

Would he be able to do this not knowing what the future might hold? Is this what’s best for him? More 

importantly, is this what Rose wants?  

Rose was the most beautiful girl Silas had ever met. Her long, straight, red hair framed her lightly freckled 

cheeks and baby blue eyes. Silas had known the first time he met her that he was in love, but the beauty of 

those eyes didn’t hold a candle to the inner beauty he had come to see in his Rose.  

However, standing squarely between Silas and Rose was the war and the bullets and the pain that war 

brought with it. The two teens had courted knowing that one day soon he would have to leave. They had been 

determined to make the most of their few weeks together before Silas boarded the train for Great Lakes, not 
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knowing when, or if, he would return. And they did. The determination they had and their young love trumped 

all fears.  

At the painful thought of having to take those steps from the train station to the passenger cars, Silas closed 

his eyes and held tightly to the wooden box in his hands. He remembered his and Rose’s short time together. He 

remembered their first date at the Pineywoods Café, and how they’d had to share a burger and soda because he 

hadn’t been paid yet for his week’s work at the paint store. He remembered how Rosie’s bright blue eyes 

sparkled when she laughed at his lame jokes. He remembered the first time he reached across the table and 

clumsily placed his hand on top of hers, and she didn’t pull her hand away. He remembered. 

As Silas sat alone in his car, he thought about the box and how much time he’d spent the last two weeks 

carving the butterfly on the lid. The significance of the contents weighed heavy on him. As a tear escaped and 

slowly rolled down his cheek, the young man struggled to keep his composure. 

The daylight was turning to dusk and Silas smiled as the neighborhood kids had already begun to gather 

down the street for their Friday night game of flashlight tag. He listened to their laughter and squeals. He 

watched and dreamed of playing with the kids just one more time. Maybe one day with his own son.  

The sun had disappeared over the horizon, and Silas knew it was time to make another life changing 

decision. Even though he’d been sitting in the parking lot a short 15 minutes, it seemed like an eternity. He knew 

this decision was too important to rush. He seriously considered taking the butterfly box back home and leaving 

it on his dresser for when he returned from boot camp, or war. He didn’t know which. He wanted it to keep it 

close. He wanted Rosie close.  

Silas carefully placed the box in his coat pocket and turned the key on his old jalopy. The old engine needed 

a few minutes to warm up in the chilly night. He slowly steered the vehicle out of the gravel parking lot and 

down Oak Street, away from his father’s store.  
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He shifted the engine into neutral and coasted the last 100 yards or so to come to rest in front of the yellow 

house where his Rosie lived. The silence Silas sought through coasting the last part of his journey was 

interrupted as his pickup sputtered and shook when he turned off the engine.  

I need to fix that before I leave. Silas had a list of things he needed to do before he got on the train for boot 

camp next week. Fixing his truck was the least of those items on the list.  

The front door of little house opened and Rose greeted him with her usual quiet “Hello Si”. But tonight, she 

seemed different. She was standing there like she’d done so many times before, but she seemed prettier than 

usual; if that’s even possible. To Silas’s eye, she was glowing. 

When Silas reached the stairs leading up to the porch and to Rose, he knew that his heart could wait no 

longer and his decision was made. He slowly removed the box from his pocket and opened the butterfly lid.  

“Rose, I have loved you since the night we met. I know we’re still just kids, but will you marry me? Will you 

be my bride?”  

The boy, the man, the sailor gently kissed his Rosie, then gently slid the diamond and ruby ring onto her 

slender finger. They didn’t know what the future would bring, but knew they were in love and would be the rest 

of their years on this earth.  

  

I hope you’ve enjoyed meeting Silas & Rose. You’ll learn more about their lives in Independence Day (October 
2017), the first book in The Piper’s Grove series.  
 

Visit my website jodishumway.wordpress.com to meet other writers and keep up with the progress of the 

Piper’s Grove series. I think you’ll fall in love with the people of Piper’s Grove just as I have. 
 
Should you have questions or comments, you can email me at jodishumway.author@gmail.com. 
 
 

Visit jodishumway.wordpress.com to meet more people from Piper’s Grove. 

mailto:jodishumway.author@gmail.com

