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* * * * * 
 

Chapter III 
 

Missouri, September 1861 
 
 
For two days of riding, Will and Sonny had maybe spoken five words between each 
other. The memory of their family’s murder was still very much imprinted on their 
minds and neither had the words to try and discuss it. Nor did they feel the need for 
mindless banter. It was simply easier to ride in silence. 
 
Twice Sonny has asked how much further it was to the camp of Will’s regiment, and 
both times Will had answered with “Soon.” Instead of continually pestering his 
cousin, Sonny spent most of the two days watching the trees as they passed by and 
listening keenly for sounds of birds and other animals in the woods, as well as 
possible surprise by a Union raiding party. In some ways, he hoped that Tanney and 
his men would catch up to them, but he knew they would be unprepared if it 
happened. He looked forward to linking up with the regiment so they might provide 
protection. 
 
As the clip-clop of their animal’s hooves beat down on the ground in a steady 
cadence, Sonny began to see the signs of an encampment ahead. He suddenly felt 
an excitement rush through him that had been absent for these past two days. He 
looked at Will riding ahead of him to gather if they were coming upon the right army 
camp and was happy to see that Will was straightening up in his saddle in 
anticipation. 
 
They turned around a bend of trees and Sonny was greeted by row upon row of tents 
lined neatly in a field. There were men sitting in front of most, some playing 
checkers, some cleaning their weapons and some drinking and singing songs. It 
almost appeared as though they were having a party rather than fighting a war, but 
once he got a closer look at the men, he could tell that this was no party. 
 
Each man was filthy from fighting. Mud caked their boots and jackets, and their 
clothes were torn in every way imaginable. Small fires littered the campsite, and 
many men were warming themselves as the sun had gone down and the weather 
seemed crisper. Sonny pulled his own jacket around his chest as he suddenly felt the 
coolness himself. 
 
Will slowly pulled his horse to a stop in front of a larger tent located near the middle 
of the encampment, and carefully dismounted. He handed the reins to Sonny.  
 
“Stay here while I check in with the commander,” he said stoically leaving Sonny to 
continue to look over the soldiers. It did not take long for Will to come back out of 
the tent with a tall, important looking man following him. He saw Will turn around 
again by the horses and salute. 
 
“General Taylor, sir. This is my cousin. His name is James M. Gamble, but we calls 
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him Sonny, sir.” 
 
Will turned and gestured for Sonny to get down off of his horse and stand before the 
General. Sonny did as he was told and tried to copy Will’s salute. General Taylor 
walked up to him and looked down at Sonny, trying to size him up. 
 
“At ease, son. How old are ya?” 
 
Sonny looked at Will before answering. Will nodded for him to reply and Sonny 
answered, “Fifteen, sir. But I’m a lot stronger an that. I been workin’ hard on the 
farm since I was a little boy.” 
 
“It shows, son. Ya look quite fit, that’s for sure. Your cousin here tells me of your 
misfortune. I am deeply saddened to hear of what has transpired with your families.” 
 
The General put his hand on Will’s shoulder as he said this. He bowed his head for a 
moment and then continued, “But the fact is, we still got a war to fight. Now, I know 
both of ya want time to get your emotions together and perhaps even seek revenge 
for this horrible act, but there’ll be time enough for settling accounts in the days 
ahead.” 
 
“Permission to speak, sir?” Will asked, interrupting the General. 
 
“Granted, soldier.” 
 
“I’m ready to rejoin the fightin’ right away, sir. Grief is as you say…easily dealt with 
in battle.” 
 
“I’m pleased to hear ya say it, soldier. And that means that if we encounter this 
ruffian during combat, you are not to leave your station. If some other boy shoots 
him, then this man has received his punishment. We can’t have men trying to settle 
personal scores when it’s order and precision that we lack the most.” 
 
Will stood tall and nodded his head slightly to signal agreement. The General looked 
down at Sonny to see if he understood as well. 
 
“Yes, sir,” Sonny answered with some excitement building inside him. 
 
“Now, what shall we do with ya, son?” the General asked rhetorically. “Your not quite 
old enough to be fightin’ with this here regiment.” 
 
Sonny’s face showed his disappointment and the General was quick to recognize it. 
“Now, now. That doesn’t mean we can’t use ya, son. Why don’t ya go with my man, 
Stephens here and we’ll get ya into a proper uniform. I can always use another aide. 
That ought to keep ya safe for the time being and let ya learn about soldiering.” 
 
The General gestured towards a portly, heavily whiskered man behind him. 
“Stephens, take this young soldier and find him some clothes. We don’t have much 
time so be quick about it.” He turned back to Will. “And you seemed healed up 
enough to rejoin your Missouri boys. Not a moment too soon, I should add. We’re 
movin’ out directly. I’ve just received orders that we’re to march towards Memphis 
and meet up with Jackson’s army. Seems they are havin’ a devil of a time keepin’ 
them Union boys from swarming down through Tennessee. Your Captain will fill ya in 
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on the rest. Don’t fret about your cousin here. I’ll be sure to take good care of him.” 
 
Will saluted again and picked up the reins to his horse. He looked at Sonny to make 
sure he was all right and understood what was happening. Sonny still looked down 
towards the ground, slightly ashamed that he couldn’t be another year older. 
 
“You go on with the man now, Sonny. I’ll catch up with you soon but I got to get 
back to my regiment before we gets to marchin’.” 
 
Sonny looked up at Will and signaled that he understood. A brief moment of sadness 
passed between then once again, but Will was quick to snap out of it and quickly 
hurried away to rejoin his ranks. 
 
Sonny turned in time to see the General head back into the tent and was left 
standing next to the portly Stephens. 
 
“Well, boy. Let’s get you into some fighten’ greys, shall we?” Stephens suggested as 
he led Sonny off to the quartermaster’s tent. Sonny was finally joining the army that 
he had longed for since Dinny had gone off to enlist. It wasn’t quite how he would 
have liked it to happen, but he was ready now. He had no reason to do anything 
different. He was a soldier now. 
 

* * * 
 
Sonny and another boy close to his age were pushing hard at the left wheel of the 
wagon. It was stuck deep in the mud that filled the roadway, as rain had not ceased 
to fall for what seemed days. In truth, it was only approaching hour ten. Still, the 
men were somewhat pleased to be rid of the dust that settled over each of them as 
they marched. But the quagmire that quickly became of the road was far more 
difficult to traverse. 
 
“One, two, three…heave!” 
 
The Sergeant continued to shout as the body of men worked to remove the stuck 
supply wagon. It had budge slightly, and the horses being whipped to help pull it out 
began to move when one slipped his footing and the entire mess of man and wagon 
fell back to where it previously sat. 
 
“Let’s put your back into, now! One, two, three…heave!!!” the shout came again. 
This time, the combination of horse and men pushing sent the wagon forward just 
enough for the wheels to begin turning and gain purchase, and slowly it was 
removed from it’s stuck position. 
 
“That’s the way to do it, boys! That’s how we taught ya back on the farm.” 
 
Sonny stood tall as the rain dripped from his hat, pulled down close to his eyes. He 
blew some sweat and rain from his nose and put his hands on his hips as he 
surveyed their accomplishment, but the Sergeant was not about to let this last. 
 
“What in tarnation do you think your smilin’ at, son? Get back in formation and keep 
up!” 
 
Sonny quickly ran towards the others and started the marching cadence once again 
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with a sharp “yes sir.” He was surrounded by several other young men around his 
age. Some of the older boys were hurt and unable to fight with their previous 
companies. The younger boys, as young as nine as far as Sonny had been able to 
tell, had been serving as cook’s assistants, quartermaster’s assistants, drummers 
and other positions that did not require actual combat. 
 
General Taylor had picked Sonny and two other young men his age to serve as his 
aides, runners and errand boys. But Sonny did not mind. He felt proud to be serving. 
He was excited at the prospect of meeting up with his brother again when they 
reached Memphis. He was trying to think of what he might say to Dinny when he 
first saw him, when he spied a horse and rider quickly approaching from the opposite 
direction. 
 
The rider halted and jumped from his ride, falling into the muck as he did so. With a 
groan, he tried to stand, but screamed in pain even louder. The Sergeant went to 
him and pulled the leather satchel from the riders shoulder. 
 
“Learn how to handle that beast, son. You’ll never make it in my army, that’s for 
sure.” 
 
He unrolled the message and read it’s contents, as his eyes widened, and quickly he 
began to shout orders to other companies of marching soldiers. Two companies from 
the 2nd Louisiana were marching close by and they hurried past Sonny’s position at 
the Sergeant’s call. Their Captain took the message and read it quickly, wasting no 
time before he started shouting his own orders to the men. They marched double 
quick away from Sonny and his fellow soldiers, and the Sergeant approached him. 
 
“Here, take this message back to the General as quickly as ya can. Do you think ya 
can handle a horse better an that one,” he said as he motioned to the former rider 
still laid out on in the mud. 
 
“Yes, sir!”  
 
Sonny mounted the beast, and with a sharp kick to the animal’s backside, he took off 
towards the head of the line where General Taylor and his adjutants were marching. 
It took some time, as the road was very muddy and the ability to get around some of 
the marching companies ahead of him was not always easy, but he persisted and 
eventually reached the front. 
 
He looked around to see if he could see Will and his company, but was unsuccessful. 
Without thinking twice, he dropped from his horse and found the first officer he could 
see. 
 
“Sir, message for General Taylor, sir!” 
 
The officer pointed him towards a group of horses in a nearby clearing, and it was at 
this moment that he realized that the soldiers behind him had stopped marching. He 
ran as much as he walked towards the General, but did not want to seem too over 
eager. However, the blood rushing through his veins betrayed any attempt he could 
muster to remain calm. Upon approaching the General, he was not even given time 
to announce himself. Taylor simply turned; spotted the leather satchel the Sergeant 
had given him and pulled it from Sonny’s shoulder. 
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“Good work, son. Stay here for further orders.” 
 
Sonny snapped to attention and replied with a quick, “Yes sir!” 
 
The General read the words that had been written in reply to his original orders and 
then turned to the portly Stephens. 
 
“See that the Missouri 1st and the Louisiana 1st are brought into line just up ahead 
there, Colonel. Captain Fisk has written that his companies from the Louisiana 2nd 
are quickly moving to the front of the line and we will have them form part of a flank 
if needed. It appeared to only be a cavalry scouting party, but I’m not taking any 
chances.” 
 
“Yes, sir. How long has Colonel Forrest been away?” 
 
“He should be returning at any moment to let us know exactly what we face.” 
General Taylor turned to Sonny. “Perhaps you had better stay close to me, soldier. 
You might learn something,” he said with a slight smile. 
 
Sonny’s nerves began to get the better of him, but he stuffed them deep down inside 
himself. He was about to get his first taste of real war and he would not be robbed of 
this chance due to fear. 
 

* * * 
 
It had seemed hours before Colonel Forrest returned to meet with General Taylor. 
Nathan Bedford Forrest was a dashing, eccentric leader and was proud of his cavalry 
attachment. He was brash at almost all times and Taylor was not entirely fond of him 
it had seemed from their discussion. 
 
Sonny had attempted to listen to their conversation, or argument as it became, but 
the rain had not ceased and made it difficult to overhear anything but the heavy 
patter of drops on the ground. All he could tell was that Forrest had given what 
seemed favorable news and the General was not so pleased. Instead of moving 
forward, the entire army had remained at a halt in the march. There was no advance 
to either fight or keep moving towards New Madrid, their crossing point over the 
Mississippi River. 
 
Now, approaching dawn and with the rain stopped, General Taylor approached 
Sonny. 
 
“Soldier, we are to continue our march towards New Madrid. I want ya to ride with 
me as we will be leadin’ the column and we may still meet the enemy.” 
 
Sonny simply nodded and readied his horse. When the General had given the order, 
the entire army of soldiers behind them began their march once again. Stephens and 
Forrest trotted up ahead of Sonny, with General Taylor next to him watching his two 
Colonels as they advanced. 
 
“General, sir? May I ask a question?” 
 
“Of course, Private Gamble. What is it that ya wish to know?” 
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“Why are we moving forward in march if we may meet the enemy?” 
 
“We came across a scouting party yesterday evenin’ and Colonel Forrest assures me 
that this is all that shall meet us up ahead, if we meet anything. I am not entirely 
satisfied with his assessment, but as we did not have any further notice of the Yanks 
last night, I chose this time of respite from the rains and under cover of fog to 
attempt to pass by them unseen. Hopefully we will be in New Madrid this afternoon 
and on the way to Memphis tomorrow.” 
 
Sonny seemed satisfied by the answer, even though it left doubts in his mind. He 
could tell that the General shared those same doubts from the tone of his voice. He 
continued to ride in silence as he too watched Stephens and Forrest banter back and 
forth in front of them. 
 
After thirty minutes, the front of the column passed out of the cover of woods and 
into a clearing of tall grass that sloped down to a swamp on their right. The General 
gave the order to keep close to the swamp and stay quiet. The first two regiments 
had cleared the woods as well, when the sound of cavalry was heard approaching 
from the small ridge above them. 
 
Immediately, the General ordered a halt to the march and had the men form fighting 
columns. The 1st Missouri, where Will was assigned, and the 1st Louisiana were lined 
up in lines of two to meet whatever was headed their way. Every sound in the fog 
seemed both muted and amplified at the same time. Each time they heard 
something; it would come from nowhere and disappear just as fast into nothingness. 
 
A bugle was sounded, and the sound of the cavalry passed ahead of them, seemingly 
from their right to their left. The General was unable to see anything due to the thick 
fog, and his apprehension was clearly evident to Sonny. They sat on their horses 
close to the bank and Sonny began to wonder if perhaps they were in a bad position. 
 
Colonel Stephens rode up quickly, “General, sir. Forrest has ventured out into this 
soup and informs us that he has spotted two full regiments atop the ridge to our 
north. If we go into battle here, sir, we will surely be pushed into the swamp. We 
must advance, sir, towards New Madrid.” 
 
“Colonel, please do not tell me what we must do. I am your commanding officer. I 
am aware that our position is tenuous, however I do not wish to see our troops 
picked off piecemeal as we march forward.” 
 
“I apologize, sir. But Colonel Forrest assures me that his cavalry can guard our left 
flank as we head on.” 
 
“Understood Stephens. Please tell the Colonel to carry on. We will move on with the 
rest of the army leavin’ the 1st Missouri and 1st Louisiana to cover our advance. 
When we have passed through this area, you will attend to their retreat behind us. 
Understood?” 
 
“Yes sir!”  
 
Stephens saluted and rode off as the General handed Sonny his field glasses. 
 
“We will ride on, soldier. This way.” 
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Taylor spurred his horse onward towards their destination as the rest of the army 
followed, sans the two regiments left behind to protect the march. Sonny wondered 
what would happen to Will if they were to meet in battle. In this thick fog, and their 
position, he would most certainly be killed. 
 
It was not long before the sounds of gunfire could be heard. Thick smoke was quickly 
added to the already soupy fog and made visibility zero. The General had stopped 
the march once again and ordered the remaining regiments to form lines between 
himself and the potential enemy. He had no way to tell if they were advancing 
towards him or towards Stephens behind them. 
 
Suddenly, a stiff breeze passed between the sounds of soldiers and Sonny, and the 
field of battle was clear before them. On top of a ridge to the north were the two 
Northern regiments detailed in Forrest’s report. Down the slope of the hill, were the 
two Confederate lines. By lines, they each filled their muskets and fired, soldiers 
dropping after each volley. 
 
“Damn! We will but cut down for sure!” the General exclaimed. He was clearly put 
out and angry that his own indecision was probably the cause of this. He took the 
field glasses from Sonny and surveyed the advance of the Yanks. 
 
“They are moving down the hill towards our position.” He barked orders to another 
officer to put the 2nd and 3rd Louisiana into play. He would open up another flank 
and try to envelope the Federals. But as quickly as they were formed up, the sound 
of cavalry came swarming over the ridge and headed towards the newly formed 
lines. 
 
“Damn that Forrest! It’s here where I need him, and he dawdles to the west. Order a 
retreat of those men down there.” 
 
Sonny quickly asked if he might be allowed to deliver the message. 
 
“No son. Not now. It’s too dangerous for ya.” 
 
Instead he sent another of his adjutants to inform Stephens of the order. Sonny held 
up the General’s field glasses and surveyed the field for himself. He spotted Will’s 1st 
Missouri boys and tried hard to look for his cousin. Before he could spot them, the 
sound of cannon fire began, with a ball hitting somewhere behind them. It shook 
Sonny in his saddle and when he put the glasses up again, he was looking straight 
into the Federal line on the ridge. He could see smoke rising from beyond their lines, 
and as it cleared he found that he was staring directly at a familiar form. 
 
“Thomas?” was all Sonny said. 
 
“What’s that, son?” the General asked as he took the glasses back from Sonny. 
 
“Nothing, sir.” Sonny answered, not sure if his eyes betrayed him. 
 
The General was becoming more irate, and the cannon fire was directed to cut off 
any advance east thus spoiling the General’s plans of retreat. Instead of waiting for 
the order to be given to Stephens, he ordered the 2nd and 3rd Louisiana regiments 
to break lines and follow him toward the embattled grays below. 
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“By God, if they won’t retreat towards us, we shall reinforce them and retreat 
together into the swamp.” 
 
The entire army was quickly reformed into marching lines of four and moved back 
down into the valley. The General handed Sonny a piece of paper with his new 
orders. 
 
“I cannot spare ya now, soldier. Speed with all due haste to Colonel Stephens and 
see that he receives this note. Time is of the essence, do ya understand?” 
 
“Yes, sir,” Sonny answered as he took the note and spurred his horse into action. He 
rode hard towards the embattled lines and soon found the portly Stephens barking 
orders of a fighting retreat. Handing the note to Stephens, he quickly dismounted his 
horse and stood behind it to avoid fire. He looked up the ridge and saw the Federals 
advancing on them. Stephens wasted no time and changed his orders to a retreat to 
the south, into the swamp. 
 
“You had better ride with me, soldier. We will meet up with the General to the 
south.” 
 
Both of the lines began their retreat back towards the swamp, giving the field and 
the day to the Yanks. It was a disorganized retreat, with most men breaking ranks 
and running quickly past the Colonel into the swampy waters behind them. 
 
Sonny and the Colonel rode into the waters themselves and were please to find the 
murky water not too deep, though the water did come up to their horse’s underside. 
Cannon fire followed them as they hastily left the field of battle, but soon they were 
protected by the mass of trees and undergrowth. It made movement slow, but after 
some time they met back up with the General. 
 
He was in a heated argument with Colonel Forrest, and Stephens ordered Sonny to 
remain where he was for the moment. Stephens joined the fray and quickly tempers 
subsided. Sonny saw General Taylor motion for him to come forward and he did so. 
As he rode up beside Taylor, the General did not say a word, but rather gestured for 
them to continue moving to the south. 
 
“General, sir?” 
 
“What?” the General snapped. 
 
“Where are we headed now?” 
 
General Taylor turned to face Sonny and his look of anger morphed into a look of 
calm. 
 
“New Madrid is to be abandoned. We shall head for Hopefield, Arkansas now and try 
to cross over into Memphis from there.” 
 
Sonny simply nodded and continued to ride. Without a prompt from Sonny, Taylor 
added, “General Price will surely be annihilated now without reinforcements. He shall 
have to find his own way to Memphis.” 
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* * * 
Tennessee, September 1861 

 
 
After four days of marching through the swamps and lowlands of Arkansas, Taylor’s 
army had finally reached the town of Hopefield, Arkansas. He had ordered every 
ferry, pontoon boat and raft available to take his tired men to the other side and into 
the grand city of Memphis. Taylor had been one of the last to leave the Arkansas 
side, and Sonny had stayed with him. 
 
After loading their horses onto the ferry, Taylor, Sonny and the final regiment slowly 
made their way across the wide Mississippi River. It was not an easy crossing, but 
Sonny remained fixed upon the tall bluffs that greeted them on the other side. 
 
Above the levee were many stately homes stretched out on either side. The buildings 
seemed to hover above the river as if floating in air. The docks themselves were 
busy with soldiers and laborers, loading and unloading supplies, cotton and livestock, 
most to be shipped south to New Orleans, and then hopefully past the blockade of 
Union ships. 
 
Upon reaching the other side, General Taylor and his last regiment unloaded. He 
ordered his officers to find camp space for the night and sent Colonel Stephens to 
inquire about further provisions. Taylor gestured for Sonny to come along with the 
horses, and they proceeded up to Beale Street. 
 
As they walked down the wide avenue, Sonny noticed that the homes and buildings 
here were not as beautiful as they had appeared from the river. They might have 
been beautiful once, but cannon had apparently taken its toll on such splendor and 
now many had begun to crumble under this massive firepower. 
 
Taylor merely shook his head. “What will become of this life of ours? How will we 
ever rebuild if we can even win this struggle?” 
 
Sonny did not answer. He had never seen such magnificent buildings in his life; none 
that even approached their look even in ruins. He felt awe, but was not overly 
impressed. He realized how such largess could so easily be brought down. 
 
Following the General to the square where Beale Street met Front Street, he noticed 
a shabby looking man leaning against one of the buildings. He wore an officer’s 
uniform, and carried a full beard on his face, but just from looking at him, Sonny 
could not tell if he was important or not. He certainly did not seem to carry himself 
as General Taylor did. As they approached him, Sonny noticed that he seemed to be 
watching the busyness of the street in front of him, though his eyes suggested that 
he might be somewhere else. 
 
“General Jackson, sir,” General Taylor said as they stood in front of the man. Taylor 
saluted and Sonny followed suit, as did several officers behind them.  
 
The man returned the salute without looking towards Taylor and replied with a 
simple, “General Taylor, I presume?” 
 
“Yes, sir. We have arrived from Missouri, sir. However, we were unable to meet up 
with General Price at New Madrid and have not heard anything further from him.” 
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General Thomas Jackson turned to Taylor, and noticed Sonny standing next to him. 
“And who is this young soldier, General?” 
 
Sonny watched Jackson size him up quickly and then turn away as he pulled a lemon 
from his coat pocket. As Jackson began to peel it, Taylor answered him, 
 
“This is Private James Gamble, sir. He has been commissioned as an aide after some 
rather unfortunate business back in Missouri. I believe his brother is stationed here 
with you and I am sure our young Private would very much like a chance to speak 
with him.” 
 
“Then we must see that he does. But first, we shall need to meet and discuss what is 
happening here. I regret to inform ya that things are no more fortunate in Memphis, 
General.” 
 
Taylor nodded in assent and followed Jackson as he walked up the street. He began 
to order Sonny to wait for him when Jackson intervened. 
 
“No, tell the young man to join us. I shall need to consult with one of the officers to 
determine which regiment his brother may be assigned to. This way, gentlemen.” 
 
Taylor motioned for him to follow as Sonny tied the horses to a post outside the 
building. They walked a half block further and turned into a large building that 
served as General Jackson’s headquarters. As they passed several doorways, 
Jackson gave orders to a few of the soldiers he passed and then they proceeded to a 
table in the center of the main room. He pointed down to a map laid out in front of 
them. 
 
“This, gentlemen, is our position. Memphis, Tennessee on the banks of the mighty 
Mississippi River.”  
 
Placing one half of the lemon on the table and the other half in his mouth, he then 
pointed to an area just above their stated position. “This is where the Union troops 
have held up for a week and a half, sending cannon fire as often as they can but 
declining to assault.” 
 
General Taylor perused the map and turned to Jackson. 
 
“Where is General Johnston at this time, sir?” 
 
“General Johnston is dead, General Taylor. He died not two weeks ago I am sad to 
inform ya. It is why I am here now. After tangling with the Federals myself in 
Northern Tennessee, I retreated my army to this position” he said as he pointed to 
the map once more. “Johnston’s army met with me just here outside of this junction 
and we set into battle against General Sheridan of the Union Army. Wily little man, 
he is. Chased me clear across the state.” 
 
He was about to continue but was interrupted by an aide. 
 
“General, sir.” 
 
“Yes, Captain…we need to locate one…what’s the name again, soldier?” Jackson 
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asked Sonny. 
 
“Gamble, sir. His name is Dinny Gamble.” 
 
“Yes, please locate a soldier stationed here by the name of Dinny Gamble. I believe 
he is a Sergeant in the volunteer regiment from Missouri. They are assigned to the 
2nd Brigade if I’m not mistaken. Please bring him here at once.” 
 
The Captain saluted and quickly left the room. 
 
“Now…where was I? Ah yes, the scuffle with Sheridan. Well, truth be told it was quite 
a bit more than a scuffle. Rather a near fought thing. We met with him just after 
dawn and fought on for the next two days. However, after dusk of the first evening, I 
was informed that General Johnston had led a charge himself and returned with 
blood streaming down his leg. I asked if he was hurt badly and the soldier told me 
that Albert insisted he was fine. After the fighting subsided for the evening, I went to 
where he lay and found him to be as cold as ice. He had died not ten minutes before 
I reached him. Bled to death.” 
 
Jackson lowered his head and whispered words to himself, and then looked back up 
at the map. 
 
“I have assumed command at the insistence of President Davis and we are to hold 
this city for as long as possible.” 
 
General Taylor surveyed the map and turned to Jackson, “How many are the 
Federals?” 
 
“My scouts tell me they are at least 32,000 men.” 
 
“And how many are we?” 
 
“With your regiments, that should make 25,000,” Jackson said nodding as he 
continued to suck on the lemon and look at the map. He stabbed his finger down 
quickly on a position between the town and the Union camp, “This is where I suggest 
we take it to Sheridan in the days ahead.” 
 
“General, sir,” Taylor interrupted, “My regiments are not fully staffed. I bring you 
only 9,000 soldiers. We were met several times on the way down here, and as I said, 
we were hit hard before New Madrid.” 
 
“Then perhaps our strength is 18,000 to 20,000. It matters not. If we are not 
successful in this next engagement, we shall have to abandon the city. And though 
Davis has ordered us not to, I am afraid we are of little use here. I can think of many 
other uses for these good men other than playing nursemaid to a city of wealthy 
planters.” 
 
General Taylor was about to interrupt again when the Captain entered the room once 
more. Behind him was a tall but dirty soldier. Sonny instantly recognized his brother 
and ran to him without asking permission. 
 
“Sonny??” Dinny asked in amazement. “What in hell are you doin’ here?” 
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Sonny looked up at his brother, as his eyes began to fill with tears. He could not 
think of the words to explain to Dinny what had happened. 
 
“Sonny! Answer me! What has happened? Why has Da let you leave the farm?” 
 
“Dinny…” Sonny began to say. He wiped the tears from his face and looked over at 
the General staff watching their reunion. He steeled himself up and turned back to 
his brother. 
 
“Dinny…Da…Da is dead.” 
 
Dinny was now the one to lack words. He looked his brother up and down to 
determine if perhaps this was some awful joke. But recognizing that Sonny would 
never say such a thing if it were not true, he grabbed Sonny by the shoulders and 
shook him hard. 
 
“What has happened, Sonny? How did he die? Where is Ma...and Uncle Mac? Tell me 
what has happened!” 
 
Sonny wiped more tears from his eyes and began to explain to his brother what had 
transpired back at the farm. It took him some time, as he struggled to tell the story. 
The memories were very fresh in his head, but as the description of them left his 
lips, the visions that he remembered came rushing back so clearly that they tore at 
his heart at each word. 
 
The room stayed quiet as Sonny recited the events. He reached the end, and as he 
told of burying their parents and leaving the others to burn in the house, he broke 
down once again. Dinny could not find words enough to speak on it and General 
Jackson went to them both. He placed a hand on the shoulders of both and bowed 
his head. 
 
“These good people are with the Lord as we speak, soldiers. Your grandfather, being 
a minister guided them to their heavenly rest. There are not words enough to 
express the grief that both of you must feel, and I do not have words that can 
comfort you. But you must look to the Lord for guidance. Only he can direct you to 
that which is just. Only he can assist you in overcoming this terrible, terrible act.” 
 
Jackson turned to the General staff behind him, “Leave us, gentlemen. I shall hold 
service with these young men before we continue any such plans. Now is a time to 
read the words of the Lord and reflect on their meaning.” 
 
The officers shuffled their feet for a moment, but filed out of the room as Jackson 
had requested. He looked back at Sonny and Dinny, and Sonny looked up at the face 
of Thomas Jackson. The General had a slight tear in his own eye as he said, “Let us 
kneel. Allow me to quote some verse that perhaps might assuage your surely terrible 
grief, if I may.” 
 
Without a word, the three of them knelt on the ground. Jackson closed his eyes and 
began to recite from memory verses from the Bible. Sonny and Dinny both looked at 
him for a moment, and then both closed their eyes as well, remembering what it was 
like. For over an hour, they remained like this and prayed. 
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* * * 
 
Evening had descended upon the city of Memphis, and Sonny sat with his brother 
and cousin by a campfire as they ate a dinner of beans and cornbread. It was the 
best meal Sonny and Will had tasted in two weeks. If they thought about 
comparisons with meals they had taken with their family before the tragedy, neither 
of them showed it. Both were simply happy to be with Dinny again and relieved to 
know that he was still alive and had even risen in rank. 
 
“So how’d you get them stripes anyway, Din?” Will asked as he shoveled another 
spoonful of beans into his mouth. 
 
Dinny chewed his food and contemplated answering. He had been quiet since he and 
Sonny had left General Jackson, and he seemed reticent to make conversation still. 
Sonny could tell that he had yet to grasp the truth about their family, but he knew 
that the only thing to help it was to think of other things. 
 
“Yeah, Din. Will tells me your some kind of hero. I knew you would be. How many 
battles you been in, huh?” 
 
Dinny smiled briefly and swallowed. 
 
“Hard to tell, offhand. They tend to run together now.” He looked up and thought to 
himself for a moment. “Maybe ten…twelve.” 
 
“Wow!” Sonny’s face lit up and the respect he felt for his older brother was evident. 
“’Bout how many you kill so far?” 
 
Dinny did not smile at this question. “Dunno,” was all he said in reply. 
 
Will could tell his discomfort and changed the line of questioning. 
 
“Well tell us ‘bout ol’ Jackson then. What’s he like?” 
 
Sonny was curious about this too. He had only spent that hour praying with the 
General, but he already felt a deep respect for him, even if he remained a mystery. 
 
“Not much to tell, really. He’s a damn fighter. Ain’t nobody gone after them Feds like 
him yet. We ain’t been too lucky with winning battles and such, but we ain’t really 
lost none, either. Jackson just knows what he’s doin’.” 
 
“He’s a sight, that’s for sure,” Sonny chimed in. “He don’t look like no General, 
neither.” 
 
“Well, he fights like one. We calls him ‘Stonewall’ on account of how he sits upright 
in his saddle out in front during a fight. Ain’t nothin’ gonna budge him, that’s fer 
sure. And ain’t none of us gonna shy away neither if’n he ain’t. All kinds of fire rain 
down on him, and he just sits there like he’s taken in the view or somethin’.” 
 
“Get hiself kilt thataway,” Will suggested. 
 
“Naw, not yet. An I don’t think he gonna, neither. It’s a real sight boys.” 
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Dinny obviously held Jackson in high esteem and the other two could understand 
why. They remained silent for a while as they ate until some commotion disrupted 
the soldiers’ supper. 
 
They turned towards the rustling and saw a column of Confederates marching into 
the city from the North. Immediately, Will and Dinny recognized the General at the 
lead. 
 
“Why, that’s old Sterling Price, ain’t it Din?” Will asked. 
 
“Sure is. Ain’t seen him since Wilson’s Creek.” 
 
They watched the soldiers march all the way to the front of Jackson’s headquarters 
and Price ordered his men to halt and wait. He lowered himself from his mount and 
saluted the guards outside of the building as he entered. He was not inside for more 
than ten minutes before Colonel Stephens exited and walked towards Sonny, Will 
and Dinny. 
 
“Private Gamble, fetch General Taylor and bring him to headquarters at once.” 
 
The Colonel turned and walked back to the building as Sonny saluted and ran 
towards General Taylor’s quarters located in one of the older houses by the river. He 
roused the General from a nap and told him what had happened and quickly Taylor 
dressed and followed Sonny back to Jackson’s headquarters. 
 
They entered the building and walked towards the main room, and Taylor ordered 
Sonny to wait for him by the door while the General staff met. Sonny did as he was 
told and stood tall. He could just barely hear what was said inside, but the longer he 
listened, the clearer it seemed to get. 
 
Immediately upon entering, Taylor and Price greeted one another, and Sonny heard 
Jackson explain Price’s presence. 
 
“The General has informed me that New Madrid and Island No. 10 are lost to us now. 
He has gathered his 3,000 remaining soldiers and made a harrowing journey to meet 
us here.” 
 
“Who is in command of the Union forces that opposed ya, General?” he heard Taylor 
ask. 
 
“Pope,” came the reply. 
 
Sonny turned and looked through the crack where the door met the hinges and could 
see fairly well into the room. He noticed that the General’s were also joined by 
Colonel Forrest, and he was the one that had answered. He saw Forrest point to the 
map laid out on the table and continue, “He has completely fortified southern 
Missouri and now surely works to make the New Madrid bend accessible to Union 
ships. It will not be long before they sail right down the Mississippi.” 
 
“And directly to us, gentlemen,” Jackson followed. “If we remain here, soon we shall 
be under full siege without an escape route. This I cannot allow.” 
 
“And what do you propose, General?” Price replied. 
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Jackson studied the map in detail for a few moments, and then looked up at Forrest. 
 
“How many men would you require in order to disrupt supply lines between here and 
here?” he motioned towards two positions on the map. 
 
Forrest studied the map himself and answered, “3,000 perhaps…maybe less.” 
 
“And how many cavalry do we have at the moment, General Taylor?” Jackson asked. 
 
Taylor said something too low to understand to Price and then replied, “With mine, 
what’s left of General Price’s forces and yours, I should say perhaps a total of 8,000. 
That may be generous, however.” 
 
“Then Colonel Forrest…you shall have 3,000 to make your way north. We shall 
attempt to meet Sheridan here, just outside the city while ya move east towards the 
Tennessee River. You shall then begin your raids to the north and meet up with us 
here, around Forts Henry and Donelson. They have been occupied by the Federals, 
but most likely not as heavily armed since Sheridan has moved so far south.” 
 
“General, that only leaves us with 19,000 troops to meet with Sheridan’s forces. How 
can you expect to claim victory with those odds?” Price asked. 
 
“Because we must,” came Jackson’s tart reply. 
 
Price rolled his eyes at this response, and Jackson was noticeably offended. 
 
“Is there any other alternative, General? Joe Johnston has already been pushed 
south out of Manassas Junction, and has lost command to General Lee. No doubt a 
better leader of men, sirs, but I understand McClellan’s forces to be far superior to 
whatever Lee maintains guarding Richmond. It will not be long before the Mississippi 
River is full with Union forces and this too will be lost to us. Our only hope is to take 
advantage of Sheridan’s over reach. I suggest we prepare ourselves for the 
inevitable and push our way out of here.” 
 
Taylor remained quiet, and Price was sufficiently rebutted to do likewise. Forrest 
puffed himself up and placed his hat upon his head, “General Jackson, sir. I will not 
let you down, be assured of that. Please allow me to gather the best of the cavalry to 
the number you have prescribed and we shall be off by noon tomorrow.” 
 
Jackson nodded his head and replied, “If you do not fail, sir, your shall make 
General.” 
 
This gave Forrest even more reason to be proud and he saluted and bounded from 
the room, startling Sonny just in time for him to turn and not look too suspicious. It 
seemed Sonny was about to see what ‘Stonewall’ Jackson was really like in battle, 
and the excitement was barely containable. The meeting soon ended after a few 
more plans were made, and Sonny could not wait to tell his brother and cousin what 
was about to happen. Soon he was to see more than a mere skirmish. Soon he was 
about to see real battle, and it would be one he would never forget. 
 
 
 



 16

* * * 
Tennessee, October 1861 

 
It was the morning of October 1st. Autumn was receding in West Tennessee and the 
ground was cold enough for steam to rise from the warm earth below. Just two days 
earlier, Colonel Forrest had begun his escape to the east from the city of Memphis, 
and General Jackson had reformed what men he had left into workable formations to 
try and safeguard Forrest’s exit. 
 
The Confederates were lucky in that they had ready access to the high ground that 
the Chickasaw Bluffs provided them. Jackson had deployed General Gideon Pillow of 
Taylor’s former army with a brigade made up of the 1st and 2nd Louisiana 
regiments. They had set up artillery in the best position to defend themselves, and 
his two regiments were to hold in reserve, provide a left flank and guard the artillery 
meant to bombard the Union forces stationed around the bridge over the Wolf River. 
 
Taylor himself had been given second in command under Jackson, even though he 
was only a Brigadier General. He had shown his worth as a commander and Jackson 
found his organizational skill to be far superior to that of General Price, who in turn 
had been given command of the two Missouri regiments totaling another 4,000 men. 
Dinny Gamble served as a Sergeant in Company D, and was to lead a platoon with 
an important mission. 
 
Jackson’s plan of battle was to attempt and draw Sheridan’s forces out from their 
encampment with a surprise attack at dawn and feint a retreat at the appropriate 
time. General Braxton Bragg had been given command of this brigade, and he had 
the 1st and 2nd Tennessee and the 3rd Louisiana in which to carry it out. The latter 
two were to be held in reserve to counter-attack when Price’s troops had crossed a 
tributary creek through the woods to the east. 
 
The idea was to pivot Price’s forces after the feint in the hopes of surrounding 
Sheridan’s army. Jackson knew he was taking a risk in the hopes that Sheridan 
would deploy Don Carlos Buell’s division through those woods in order to do the 
same to him, and thus keeping them from the main avenue of battle. If Sheridan did 
not, the entire plan would remain in a stalemate, with both armies simply trading 
ground. But even if it failed, Jackson had planned his route of escape, and Forrest 
would still be able to move north and attempt his raids on the Union supply lines. 
 
Sonny rode with Generals Taylor and Jackson to the ground between Bragg and 
Price. They would be able to see most of the field of battle from a slight ridge, and 
Jackson had deployed his remaining artillery here to fire upon the approaching Union 
forces. The remaining cavalry, now split into two and commanded by Colonel Joseph 
Shelby and Colonel John Morgan, accompanied them. 
 
As they approached the Old Path Road that led towards Sheridan’s position near 
Woodstock, just ten miles outside of the city, Jackson ordered Morgan to deploy to 
Bragg’s left flank. Shelby would stay in reserve on the right. He made sure to 
mention to both, 
 
“Do not allow your men to be instigated by the initial retreat. Remember, this is what 
we want General Sheridan to think. He must chase us for this plan to work.” 
 
Both Colonels nodded and saluted as they moved to position their cavalry. As the 
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morning approached 8 am, Jackson gave the word that artillery fire should begin. 
This would surely provide the perfect wake up call to his opponent. As each battery 
of cannon upon the bluff began their relentless volley of solid shot towards the Union 
encampment, General Bragg’s first regiment began their march down the road and 
into harm’s way. 
 
Sonny watched with eagerness as the battle began to unfold. He was barely able to 
see up on the bluff, but he could not mistake the smoke that rose with each shot. 
Jackson ordered his own attachment of artillery to join in the volley in order to signal 
perhaps more strength than they really had. The sound was deafening to Sonny, but 
his heart rate made him forget about it in quick time. 
 
He looked to his right and watched as his brother’s company, and the others of the 
2nd Missouri moved into place behind a wooden fence up the hill from the creek. 
They would not move until Union forces approached them, but this was the moment 
Sonny was hardly able to wait for. He longed to see his brother in action, and Taylor 
could sense his excitement. 
 
“Private. Watch yourself, please. I doubt General Sheridan shares in your 
enthusiasm.” 
 
Sonny nodded and tried to hide his smile. Bragg’s force was slowly moving up the 
road, and the initial skirmishers were almost upon the first Federal forces guarding 
the bridge. By now, Sheridan had realized what was happening and had begun to 
move his main force across the bridge, some 10,000 men strong, while also holding 
some back in reserve. 
 
The remainder of the 1st Tennessee was on the move as well, when the first shots 
rang out. Both sides fired volleys and quickly Sonny watched men fall within a few 
hundred yards of one another. Artillery fire continued to hammer away at the bridge 
that crossed over the Wolf River in the hopes of taking it out and thus depriving 
Sheridan of his full force. One after another, the cannons exploded with smoke, but 
none had zeroed in on their target. More Union troops, roused from their morning 
business, began to move forward. 
 
Jackson knew that it would be sometime before Sheridan attempted to cross through 
the woods to the east. He remained calm in his saddle with his right arm high in the 
air as his horse, Little Sorrel, moved back and forth with the noise. Jackson was 
exactly as his brother had said, as calm and collected as if he was eating his 
breakfast. This was merely a show for him, or as some referred to it, a ball. His 
soldiers were dancers on the field; slowly moving left and right to the music of 
gunfire, clouded only by the smoke that filled the air. 
 
The minutes and hours of that morning seemed to roll by quickly for Sonny. He could 
not decide where to steady his gaze. Did he want to watch the action unfold in front 
of him, or did he want to have his sight focused on his brother’s company when it 
made first contact? He wanted to turn and watch each shot from the artillery on the 
bluff, yet his attention was repeatedly attracted to Jackson’s perhaps foolish plan 
below on the Old Path Road. 
 
Jackson sent orders to Bragg to begin movement of the 2nd Tennessee to show 
Sheridan that he was not so easily beat, as the 1st was taking a heavy pounding 
from Union infantry and their own guns. Quickly Sonny saw them move into action. 
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Within an hour of their first meeting, Jackson was almost ready to begin the feint. 
And then he turned suddenly to his right. 
 
Down the ridge, shots rang out from behind the wooden fence. General Price had 
made contact with the enemy and they were slowly attempting to move up the hill. 
Just as Jackson had assumed, Sheridan had sent Buell’s forces to circle around. 
Sonny wondered why Sheridan did not have the same thoughts as Jackson. Surely 
he must realize that the great Stonewall would not leave such an avenue open for his 
opponent to exploit. 
 
He watched intently as Price ordered his men to remain steady. They held the 
advantage of ground, firing down upon the Union forces attempting to take the 
position. Jackson showed perhaps overconfidence at this moment, and quickly 
motioned to his runner, 
 
“Tell Bragg to begin. It is time.” 
 
The runner was off, his horse galloping as quickly as it could down the slight slope of 
the ridge. Cannon fire rang out behind Sonny and he turned in his saddle to watch 
plumes of smoke rise into the air. It seemed as though the entire battlefield was 
filling up with the white heat of the two side’s barrage, and he began to have 
difficulty distinguishing the blue from the gray. 
 
Taylor circled his horse around and rode up beside Jackson. 
 
“I’m not sure they will follow if they are able to take the right. Sheridan surely 
realizes that he can remain static for the moment. He has no need to follow.” 
 
“He will follow, General. I have been up against him several times already. I know 
his ways. He is no typical Federal, sir. He knows when to press an advantage.” 
 
“But is this such an advantage for him? Look to Price. His men are barely holding 
their own, General.” 
 
Taylor was rightly concerned as Union forces were making gains up the hill towards 
the fence. Even with the better accuracy of the Southern soldiers, Buell’s men were 
simply too many. Jackson became noticeably irritated. 
 
“Why does Price not spur his men on? Does he not know to show them the way?” 
Jackson said with exasperation.  
 
Taylor said nothing in reply, and Jackson had soon had enough. He quickly spurred 
his horse into action and took off down the lines. Upon reaching the reserve Price 
had begun to deploy, Jackson began to shout to the men, “You must stand and fight. 
Do not allow their numbers to sway ya. Remember that you are proud southern 
men! We must not allow them to gain the advantage!” 
 
He rode back and forth, up and down the line. General Price raced to his side to try 
and assure Jackson that his men would not falter. Taylor motioned for Sonny to 
follow him as he too took off in that direction. He stopped halfway, when he saw that 
the tide began to turn. 
 
Once both of the Missouri regiments were in line and firing downhill, the Union troops 
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lost their momentum. The boys in gray were using any weapon they had at their 
disposal, smoothbores, shotguns, pistols and the like. The sheer amount of fire 
raining down below forced Buell to call a halt to his advance and retreat back down 
the hill. 
 
Jackson gave out a cry for the brave soldiers to follow. 
 
“Do not let up, men! Now is not the time for cowardice. Now is the time to prove 
your bravery and do your service for God almighty!” 
 
With a fierce rebel yell that pierced the air, they moved from their entrenched 
position and almost tumbled down the hill. Sonny looked back to his left and saw 
that Sheridan was indeed attempting to advance down the Old Path road. Bragg had 
reformed lines and with his full attachment, began to send volley after volley towards 
the approaching Union line. 
 
“MAKE READY! TAKE AIM!! FIRE!!!” 
 
Time after time, Sonny heard these words rise through the air. It was a wonder that 
he heard anything over the noise of the cannon behind him, but the combined efforts 
of the company Captains rose above it all. 
 
He turned to his right again and it was then that he noticed that things began to turn 
once more. Buell had not fully retreated. Instead, his men held a line before they 
reached the creek, waiting for further reinforcements. Sonny looked down the road 
again and saw that the bridge was almost completely destroyed. How had they made 
their way to Buell’s aid? 
 
He turned to Taylor, and the look upon the General’s face was ashen. He quickly 
spurred his horse into action as he yelled behind him, “It’s Pope come from the 
north. He brings troops to push us back. Ready the cavalry!!” 
 
Sonny dug his leg into his own horse and followed, turning around slightly just in 
time to see Shelby’s cavalry follow. As he was turning back towards Taylor and 
Jackson below, he was able to see that Pillow had even thrown part his own force 
into the mess that was the Old Path Road. 
 
As Sonny and Taylor reached Price and Jackson just above the fence, he heard 
Jackson yell out, “Let them feel steel, soldiers! Show them no mercy!!” Jackson’s 
face betrayed his words, and Sonny could tell that things were turning against them. 
He looked down the hill and his eyes instantly fell on his own brother. How and why, 
he was not sure, but he looked just in time to see Dinny take a shot and fall 
backward towards the ground. 
 
There were no words to describe what happened next. Sonny had no idea what was 
going through his own mind, but rather instinct simply took over. He pulled his 
sidearm from its holster and jumped from his mount. He hurdled the fence in front of 
their position and ran down the hill towards where Dinny had fallen. Musket balls 
raced past him in all directions, and the melee that was North and South enveloped 
him. 
 
He did not hear Jackson order Shelby’s cavalry into action. He did not notice the 
Union lines charging towards him. When he looked up to see a Corporal dressed in 
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blue heading his way, he simply turned and fired. The man fell before him and Sonny 
moved on. He was almost to where he had seen Dinny fall and for no reason, he 
looked again towards the Union lines and fired several more times. His gun was now 
empty, and his instinct told him to pick up a rifle musket since abandoned by its 
owner. Charging towards Dinny, he quickly fell to his knees when upon him. 
 
Pope’s reinforcements had begun to push the Confederate forces back up the hill. 
Sonny looked up to find a line of blue rushing up the hill and directly towards him. 
One man had already reached him and Sonny lifted the musket to show steel. The 
bayonet buried itself deep in the man’s abdomen. Sonny released the weapon and 
turned towards his brother. 
 
Dinny’s eyes were closed, and suddenly the sound of the battle around him ceased. 
Quiet invaded and all that remained in focus was Dinny’s breath. He was still alive. 
They had not killed him. He smacked his brother’s face to get him to open his eyes. 
Dinny did not open them. Sonny felt around his neck, where blood was forming 
rapidly. He found a wound and placed his hand over it. 
 
The sound came rushing back as Shelby’s cavalry galloped past, their sabers raised 
and pistols firing. The men under Pope and Buell were momentarily stopped, and 
Sonny took this moment to look up the hill. Approaching him on horseback was 
Colonel Stephens, directing his horse far better than a man of his size might be 
expected to. Swiftly upon the two brothers, Stephens swung his leg over the side 
and touched ground with a thud. He helped Sonny lift Dinny onto the back of the 
horse and then commanded Sonny to get into the saddle. 
 
“You go! I will make my way back on foot. Go, now!!” 
 
Sonny did not hesitate, jumping into the saddle and turning the horse back up the 
hill. Time seemed to stop for him and all that mattered was that his brother was 
safe. The screaming of men, the rush of bullets flying past him, or the roar of cannon 
did not exist. He reached the crest of the hill and Taylor led him down the other side. 
 
“Soldier that is NOT how we maintain order in this army! You do NOT rush into battle 
unless ordered!!” 
 
Taylor was furious. Sonny barely paid him any attention. He dropped from the horse 
and pulled Dinny down with him. He cradled his brother in his arms and realized that 
Dinny’s eyes were now open. 
 
“You trying to break my neck?” Dinny asked quietly. 
 
“No…” Sonny said as his eyes began to well up with tears. 
 
“You stop that now. You too old to be cryin’” Dinny said to him. 
 
Sonny did as he was told. Dinny was right. He had seen too much to allow tears to 
overtake him anymore. 
 
“What’s happening down there?” Dinny asked. 
 
“Nothin’,” Sonny answered. “Nothin’ at all. You just rest for a spell. We’ll win it. Don’t 
you worry.” 
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“I wouldn’t say that quite yet, Private,” a voice said standing over them. 
 
Sonny looked up to see General Jackson returning the gaze. 
 
“Mighty brave, young soldier. Mighty brave. But let’s try to do it when ordered next 
time, shall we?” 
 
Sonny nodded and turned back to his brother. He heard Jackson order a full retreat 
immediately after, and soon the bulk of what was left of his army was moving 
towards the east. 
 
It would take a few hours to disentangle the Confederates from the Federal troops, 
but eventually General Sterling Price was left with a hollow force of 5,000 men to 
attempt and hold Memphis while the remaining 7,000 skirted away first to the south 
and then east towards the Tennessee River. 
 
7,000 Confederate soldiers had either died or been captured by the enemy. Sheridan 
would decline to pursue, both because he wished to take Memphis and be done with 
it, and because he had suffered almost as many casualties himself. 
 
Jackson had lost the day, but gained a true soldier in his midst. He would forever 
more hold Sonny Gamble with respect, and it would not be long before General 
Richard Taylor had to give up his aide. Though Stonewall Jackson would still not let 
Sonny join a true company in his army, he would now watch over him personally. 
Sonny had proved himself by his actions in saving his brother, and in the process 
gained something that he would not fully recognize for many years to come. 
 

* * * 
 
Sonny knelt on the floor as he wiped his brother’s face once again. His wound was 
not a bad one, but it had done more than scratch the surface of the skin on his neck. 
The doctor had been able to dislodge the ball from where it rested under the skin, 
but Dinny’s neck ached and the bleeding had caused him to lose much strength. He 
lay on a pew in the wooden church at Shiloh, as did several others who had been 
able to escape the loss near Memphis. 
 
Generals Jackson and Taylor had set up temporary headquarters here until Colonel 
Morgan’s cavalry could return to inform them if any Union General was following. 
They knew that Sheridan had stayed to take Memphis, but Jackson was concerned 
that either Buell or Pope had pursued. 
 
As Sonny pushed the wet cloth back under water and rung it out again, the door of 
the church swung open and the dashing John Hunt Morgan entered. His black, knee-
high boots were covered with dirt, and he was noticeably out of breath. He pulled his 
hat from his head, curling one side in his hand, and he stood before General Jackson 
with a smile on his face. 
 
“They do not pursue, General…not that any of my boys can see. We have ridden up 
and down the length of ground between here and Collierville, and there is no sign of 
‘em.” 
 
General Jackson nodded and turned to his second. 
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“Then we are free to move at the moment, it seems. But we will need to get north 
with speed.” 
 
“General, is there no word from Forrest?” Taylor asked. 
 
“Yes, he sends word that he has raided several depots along the Memphis & Ohio 
Railroad. It appears our initial plan is at least a success. However, it will not be long 
before Sheridan sends troops to halt these incursions. I have sent him orders to 
move north himself and in a fortnight to head east to Nashville. That is where we 
must travel ourselves.” 
 
“Should I ready the troops to make for Pittsburgh’s Landing, sir?” 
 
“No. We shall sleep here for the night and travel in the morning. These men are tired 
and will have a lengthy trip up the Tennessee and to Nashville after that. I intend to 
march them hard for time is of the essence in order to re-provision in Nashville in 
time to meet Forrest and move north en masse. However, Colonel Morgan, I would 
like for you to take your cavalry and join with Forrest as soon as ya can. He can use 
all the men he can get at this time, and your reinforcements should be welcome 
indeed, I should think.” 
 
Morgan stood tall and bowed slightly. After saluting, he turned and left the room. 
Taylor studied a map in front of them for a few moments and then spoke, 
 
“So you will move ahead with your plan, General?” 
 
“I will, sir” was all Jackson said in reply. He sat in a chair and pulled a lemon from 
his pocket, signaling that he was finished speaking. Taylor took the hint and followed 
Morgan from the room to meet with the other commanders. 
 
Sonny watched him leave with a slight sense of relief. He had not been in Taylor’s 
good graces since his stunt on the battlefield, and Taylor had ridden him hard since. 
He feared more orders would be forthcoming, but the General had left him alone for 
the moment to tend to his brother. Sonny wiped Dinny’s forehead again and watched 
him sleep. 
 
After some time had passed, he looked up to General Jackson as he sat quietly 
reading a book, occasionally spitting pieces of pulp from his mouth. Sonny took this 
moment to slip by and out of the church. He wanted some air after having watched 
over Dinny and the other injured soldiers for so long. Before he could reach the door, 
however, he was stopped by Jackson’s steady voice. 
 
“You know, Private, that you could have easily been killed on that field of battle.” 
 
Sonny turned to the General and saw that Jackson was still concentrated on his 
book. 
 
“I didn’t think ‘bout what I was doin’, sir. All I saw was my brother fallin’ to the 
ground and I had to help him.” 
 
Jackson turned his eyes up to Sonny without moving his head, “If it were up to me, I 
would promote ya. We need more men of such caliber. But it is not my place at the 
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moment.” 
 
“I ‘preciate that, General,” Sonny replied, ashamed and almost joyful at the same 
time. 
 
“In fact,” Jackson continued, “I have taken steps to remedy that situation.” 
 
Sonny did not speak, and General Jackson lowered his book into his lap. He sat 
looking Sonny over for a moment, and then resumed reading his book as he said; “I 
have informed General Taylor that you shall work for me from now on. I can use a 
man of your obvious worth, both as an aide, and if I should ever need a rescue 
myself.” 
 
Sonny saw the corners of Jackson’s lips rise slightly and then resume their normal 
serious position. He was still not sure what to say, but not wanting to seem weak or 
cowardly blurted out, “I shall not fail you, General. This I promise.” 
 
“I know you won’t soldier.” 
 
Sonny stood there, not sure whether to leave or ask the General if there was 
anything he wanted. He was excited about the prospect of working for Jackson and 
being out from under Taylor after the way the General had acted towards him. After 
a few moments of watching Jackson read, he finally heard him saw, “You are 
dismissed Private.” Jackson still did not look up from his book. 
 
Sonny walked out into the fresh evening air and looked to the sky just as the last bit 
of sun was dipping below the clouds. He walked around the side of the church and 
sat on a log as he allowed the cool evening breeze to wash over him. He was not 
sure why the General had taken to him, but he was proud that he had somehow 
proved himself. He was determined to continue such and would do whatever he 
could not to let Jackson down in any way. He had no idea what lay in store for him, 
but he was ready for whatever that might be. 
 

* * * 
 
Will sat on a log by the fire frying up salt pork for their breakfast. Sonny had joined 
him this cold morning while General Jackson met with Generals Taylor and Bragg. 
The fire crackled underneath the skillet and Sonny looked forward to mixing up his 
cornmeal with the left over fat. He had just recently had his first taste of sloosh and 
found it to be quite good, or as good as any food could be during the war. 
 
“All right, had over your plate. Go ahead and eat this while I mix in the cornmeal,” 
Will said as Sonny’s belly began to growl with hunger. He quickly took his plate back 
from Will and began to devour the fried pork. Soon, Will had finished mixing the fat 
into the cornmeal and had fried it into round cakes. He made sure they were good 
and brown and served them up to Sonny as well. 
 
Will sat back and began to pick at his own food. 
 
“So how much longer you figure it’ll be till we’s up to Bowlin’ Green” he asked. 
 
“Not sure. I know the General hopes to make it by the first of November, but that’s 
jest a couple a days. We ain’t seen much of Billy Yank between here and Nashville 
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though, so I figure we’ll make it soon enough.” 
 
Sonny scooped up the last of his food into his mouth and swallowed it almost whole. 
 
“You best chew your food, Sonny boy. You’ll choke otherwise. Sides, you ain’t gonna 
get no more this mornin’ so you best savor what ya got.” 
 
They both smiled and laughed for a moment. 
 
“So how’s your brother doin’?” Will asked. 
 
“He’s mended pretty much. Still tired, but you know Din. He’s keepin’ up best he 
can. The march ain’t been too bad for him since ‘ol Taylor let him ride most of the 
way. He wadn’t about to stay in Nashville, that’s fer sure.” 
 
“Nah, I spect not. He don’t wanna miss no action, though I don’t know why. You’d 
think he’d a had enough of it after some of the fightin’ he’s seen.” 
 
“Well, Dinny ain’t no coward, that’s the truth. He ain’t gonna let a little neck scratch 
keep him out.” 
 
Will nodded and finished up his own food. They stayed quiet for a moment before 
Will started asking Sonny what he’d heard from the Generals. 
 
“So Jackson thinks he can take the fight up north in Kentucky, eh?” 
 
“Yeah, that’s what he’s figurin’. I heard him and Taylor talkin’ bout taking the depot 
where the Nashville Railroad meets up with the Memphis & Ohio. Guess they figure 
we can keep them boys down in Memphis and such without supplies. I know Forrest 
done a fair job keepin’ ‘em on the move.” 
 
“He sure did have some fellas with him when they rode in last week. I don’t know 
how he does it.” 
 
“He busted ‘em out of a stockade them Yankees had ‘em in up to Fort Donalson, 
that’s what I heard. ‘Bout 500 of ‘em. Sure will come in handy if we meet much 
resistance near Bowlin’ Green.” 
 
“You got that right. And them boys look hard, too.” 
 
“Sure did,” Sonny agreed as he blew on his hands for warmth. The morning chill had 
not lessoned much, and it did not look to get much better as the months moved 
towards the end of the year. 
 
Will began cleaning the skillet and packing up some of his gear since they would be 
moving on soon. Sonny was about to get up and go see what chores Jackson had for 
him when they both heard a musket fire. They quickly turned to see what had 
happened, and readied themselves in case they were under attack. But they soon 
realized that it had only been an accident. 
 
However, the firing of the musket had startled some of the horses and several of 
them had come unhitched. As they quickly rode off, Sonny and Will could see that 
most of the soldiers were paying attention to the boy who had mistakenly fired his 
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weapon rather than the loose horses. Will looked at Sonny, and Sonny returned his 
gaze with a slight smile. 
 
“You wanna show these boys how it’s done, cousin?” 
 
“You bet Will. Ain’t tried to rope a horse in months. Let’s go.” 
 
They both raced over to the remaining horses and grabbed some rope. As each 
quickly tied off one end to make a loop, they climbed onto horses and took off after 
the escaping animals. Racing with speed to catch up, Will was upon his first. He 
twirled the rope in the air until it seemed to hover there in an open circle. When he 
was close enough, he flicked his wrist and the rope flew forward and found it’s way 
around his intended horse’s neck. He snatched back on the rope and the horse was 
soon under control. 
 
Sonny raced passed him and circled around two other horses, causing them to run 
back the way they had come. He did the same with his rope, and soon had them 
corralled as well. Between them, they had gathered the remaining horses into a 
group and were leading them back towards the camp. 
 
As they approached, Sonny could see General Jackson standing there with his hands 
on his hips. He was shaking his head and looking with curiosity at Sonny and his 
cousin. As Sonny pulled to a stop and got down from his horse, the General walked 
over to him and put his hand on his shoulder. 
 
“Gamble, I don’t know where ya learned to do that, but if I don’t watch out, General 
Forrest will want ya with his cavalry. I’ve of a mind to suggest it myself.” 
 
“No sir, General. I’m happy where I’m at if it’s all the same to you.” 
 
“I see. Well, if ya done foolin’ around this mornin’, we had better get the rest of the 
gear packed up and ready to move. Carry on soldier.” 
 
Sonny nodded and hitched his horse to a tree. He shot a smile over to Will and then 
quickly caught up with General Jackson who had already turned and walked away 
from the scene. He did as he was told and quickly had the General’s gear packed and 
loaded onto the wagon. 
 
As they began their march north once again, Sonny trotted behind the General and 
smiled. He appreciated the little excitement of the morning, and though he was not 
sure why Jackson could be so impressed and cold at the same time, he knew he had 
showed him something special. He trotted forward and passed the General slightly, 
and though he did not know it, Jackson was smiling as well. 
 

* * * 
Kentucky, November 1861 

 
Jackson’s army had reached Bowling Green, Kentucky without much issue. His 
assumption that the Union Army of the West had over stretched itself was entirely 
correct. With only a few small skirmishes, the taking of Bowling Green had been a 
complete success and now Jackson set up camp in and around the city in order to 
plan his next push. 
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He had sent General Forrest north with a scouting party, and had split the remaining 
army into two. Half stayed in Bowling Green and the other half he sent with General 
Taylor. They were to secure to railroad line in the south coming in from Tennessee. 
He also sent Sonny along in order to relay any message if Taylor met a hostile force. 
He also wanted Sonny to keep an eye on Taylor as the relationship between the two 
Generals had soured since Memphis.  
 
Taylor blamed the loss there on Jackson, and was not confident about a winter 
campaign in the north. He had advocated securing Nashville and keeping the Union 
from pushing east. Jackson listened to his second in command, but would not change 
his mind. 
 
Instead, Taylor was now ten miles south of Bowling Green and had ordered his 
troops to secure the railroad leading into the city and to set up defensive works just 
to the south and west. Sonny followed along with General Taylor throughout the day 
of November 10th. Taylor had not said much, but nodded as he inspected the work 
being done. 
 
At 10am on this day, the first sounds of gunfire could be heard on the southern end 
of the defensive line. Taylor immediately ordered Shelby’s cavalry to scout the 
position and find out what force they were facing. Within an hour, he returned. 
 
“General, sir. I have counted a fairly large army approaching us from Russellville. 
Their skirmishers have already met our pickets.” 
 
“Can you determine who is leading this thrust, Colonel?” an exasperated Taylor 
asked. 
 
“It appears to be Buell, sir. But I cannot be sure.” 
 
“How many do we face, in your estimation?” 
 
“I’d say perhaps 6,000, sir. They are packed tightly and advanced rapidly.” 
 
Taylor thought for a moment and then ordered Shelby to position his cavalry behind 
a main line to be set up just south. 
 
“And tell General Stephens to meet me here at once,” Taylor ordered as the Colonel 
rode away. Soon the portly Stephens, who had recently been promoted, trotted up a 
small hill leading from the railroad tracks. Taylor had set up a temporary 
headquarters on a knoll overlooking the small town of Rockfield. 
 
Stephens rode up beside the General and the two fell into deep discussion as Sonny 
tried to tell where the battle was beginning to take place. He could see the defensive 
position falling into place below them, as two companies of Louisiana troops formed 
lines behind whatever structure they could find. A second line was formed just over 
the railroad track itself, and he could see artillery moving into position just behind 
them. 
 
Sonny was startled when Taylor called out to him, 
 
“Private Gamble! Please join us for a moment.” 
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Sonny maneuvered his horse to answer the General’s command. As he pulled up 
beside Taylor, the General handed him a note and instructed him to take it to 
General Smith’s troops positioned just to their west. 
 
“See that he gets this as soon as ya can. I want those men to sweep around and 
hem Buell in if possible. We can waste no time, do ya understand?” 
 
Sonny answered ‘yes’ and tore off to deliver his note. He tried to hold back anger, as 
it had sounded as though Taylor did not trust that he would do as told. Sonny 
realized that his actions at Memphis had soured Taylor’s opinion of him, but he had 
never failed to answer a direct order, and had always delivered messages with 
utmost speed. 
 
Still, he convinced himself, it did not matter. His job was to ensure that Taylor’s 
force was not defeated, or so he told himself. Rapidly approaching Smith’s force, he 
found the General and delivered his message. The General did as ordered, and soon 
his men were on the move. 
 
By noon, Sonny had returned to General Taylor’s side and noticed that the General 
was still out of sorts. He dared not intrude to ask what was wrong, but remained 
quiet and awaited further instructions. He assumed that he would be sent back to 
Bowling Green to explain to Jackson what was happening. But this order was not 
given. 
 
Smith’s troops had done as told and had formed lines to Buell’s west. Between him 
and the Louisiana forces below, Buell was stymied. Both sides traded several volleys, 
but neither attempted to advance. Taylor began to wonder if perhaps Buell did not 
have the strength. 
 
“I think he has split his forces as well, General Stephens. What do you think?” 
 
Stephens lowered his field glasses and nodded. “I believe you are correct, sir. Look, 
Buell remains dug in towards both lines. He awaits our movement before he strikes.” 
 
“This will be easier than I thought,” Taylor answered with some smugness. He turned 
in his saddle and called for Shelby to meet with him. Once Shelby had arrived, he 
was ordered to make a charge towards Buell’s left flank. He would advance Smith’s 
men to follow. 
 
The afternoon was going well for Taylor. The Shelby charge had pushed Buell back 
on his left and Smith dutifully followed to maintain their position. But as the hour 
approached 2pm, Taylor was informed that Smith had been pushed back to his 
original position. 
 
“How did he accomplish that? Damn it all!” 
 
Sonny anticipated his order to ride back to Bowling Green at any moment. It would 
be simple to bring in reinforcements and would win the day with ease, Sonny 
thought. But still, he waited. 
 
Taylor ordered Smith to advance again and hold his line this time. But once Smith 
received the order, he sent back a runner explaining that there was simply too much 
opposition for him to do so. 
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“Damn the man,” Taylor shouted. “Have part of the Louisiana 2nd move west to 
meet with him, and tell him to advance!” 
 
Suddenly Sonny spoke, “Sir, might ya want me to ride back and inform General 
Jackson?” 
 
“Be still, Private. When I want your advice, I’ll ask for it.” 
 
Taylor was visibly angry and Sonny realized that he had overstepped his position. 
But still, the outlook of the battle below them was not going as Taylor had planned. 
Smith received his added numbers and attempted to advance once again as the line 
just below them held their defense, but Buell had shifted most of his strength to 
meet the western advance. 
 
Taylor irritably shifted in his saddle as he saw Buell’s forces push Smith back, and 
this time they kept moving. Buell was pushing right past their original defensive line. 
 
“Sir, he must not have split his forces as you suspected,” Stephens announced. 
 
“Thank you, General. I was not sure if you had noticed,” Taylor said with extreme 
sarcasm. “Perhaps you would like to go tell him how troublesome he has become?” 
 
Stephens remained quiet, and Sonny followed suit. He was prepared to ride at any 
moment and briefly thought about disobeying Taylor and calling on Jackson anyway. 
But he knew that Jackson would not be happy with such a breach in the chain of 
command. So he waited. 
 
By a quarter to three, Buell had successfully pushed Smith’s forces back and was 
close to forming a V around the Confederate position. Taylor was furious and was 
about to call for Shelby’s cavalry to charge Buell’s right flank when the sounds of 
troops could be heard from the north. 
 
Sonny turned in his saddle and saw the dust rising from over a hill. He was not sure 
if Buell had somehow surrounded them, or if by some miracle, Jackson had sent 
reinforcements. It turned out to be the later. 
 
Within twenty minutes, three southern divisions had joined the lines guarding the 
railroad itself, and another had steadied Smith to the west. Shelby had been joined 
by some of Morgan’s cavalry and they had successfully charged Buell’s right flank 
causing him to pull troops away from his western push. 
 
Jackson slowly trotted up the hill and looked out over the field of battle before 
turning to General Taylor. 
 
“Did ya have plans to call on me, General? Or did ya assume this could be won by 
yourself?” 
 
Taylor hemmed and hawed for a few moments until Jackson raised his hand to quiet 
him. 
 
“Please, General. Do not try to make excuses. Could ya not tell that your position 
was not strong? I have a hard time believing that.” 
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“Sir, I was just about to call for you,” Taylor then changed tactics to try and agree 
with Jackson. 
 
“Well, it matters not. We are here and it appears that we will now finish this off 
without further bloodshed. But I am concerned with what has happened because we 
cannot afford to lose men due to pride. I will not have it, do ya hear me General?” 
 
Taylor did not answer right away, clearly stung. Jackson asked him once more and 
Taylor quickly answered in the affirmative this time. He shot an angry look towards 
Sonny as he did so. 
 
By 4pm, the battle was affectively over with Buell pushed back two miles south of his 
original position. The Union commander had ordered a retreat soon after and 
Jackson issued commands to remain at the ready in case of another attack the 
following day. He suggested that General Stephens remain to oversee the defense 
and hold the railroad, while he and General Taylor returned to the city of Bowling 
Green and await Forrest’s return from scouting the north. 
 
They would need to determine their next push, either east and further into Kentucky, 
or west and possibly into Illinois. As well, Jackson would have a few more choice 
words to say to General Taylor. But Sonny would not be present for this dressing 
down. He was rather saddened by that fact. He saw the weakness shown by Taylor 
and knew that it would be severe. He had been correct and the General wrong. But 
he was not about to gloat. He simply remained quiet and filed it away for further 
used if needed. 
 
There would be no further Union encroachment on Bowling Green for the next 
month. Before Christmas came, the southern forces invading the north would cut off 
all supply to the Union’s western army. Jackson would order a surprising move, and 
Sonny would play a large role in it. 
 

* * * 
 
The month of November had gone by quietly. General Jackson was secure knowing 
that by holding Bowling Green, supplies would be few heading down into Tennessee. 
But there were other railroads that ran down towards Memphis, and Jackson had 
given General Nathan Bedford Forrest a free hand planning raids meant to disrupt 
them. 
 
As the season turned towards winter, with frost soon appearing upon the morning 
ground, life in the town and surrounding camp became rather mundane. It was in 
this spirit that Jackson declared a great feast of thanks for their victory in Bowling 
Green and success in stalling Union supplies, hoping to boost the men’s spirits. 
 
One of the town’s wealthier families were southern sympathizers and had readily 
offered their home to host a fanciful dinner for Jackson and his officers. Being a 
Jackson aide also allowed Sonny to be invited and he had been ill at ease for most of 
the meal. When dishes were served to him, he was not sure how to respond. He 
looked at the many different utensils in front of him and had no idea which to use.  
 
Luckily, the owner’s daughter, not but a year or so younger than Sonny sat next to 
him and whispered every so often when he was making a mistake. She would do so 
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with a slight giggle and a smile, and Sonny would feel even more uncomfortable. In 
fact, the only time that he felt any comfort at all would be during Jackson’s opening 
blessing of the meal. This he remembered from his own upbringing and it made him 
feel safe. 
 
As he ate the bountiful turkey stuffed with cornbread and rich cranberry sauce made 
with large, juicy cranberries, he would feel guilty knowing that Will and Dinny were 
missing such a delicious meal. He made a special note of every bit of it, however, for 
he was certain to tell them all about it. 
 
The conversation taking place during the meal stayed away from discussions of the 
war, but rather focused on more normal activities. They discussed the previous 
season’s take from the fields, and the prospect for the next. They discussed the floral 
arrangements done up so beautifully by Mrs. Snow, the owner’s wife. They discussed 
anything that was not war and death, hunger and bone-chilling cold that their 
eastern forces were most likely experiencing, or soon would. 
 
Jackson smiled uncharacteristically throughout the entire meal. He did not speak 
much, but rather nodded when spoken to. He was asked about his wife, but he 
declined to say much other that he missed her terribly and hoped to see her soon. 
Generals Taylor and Bragg had been much more outspoken about their lives prior to 
the war, but Sonny tuned them out, intent on focusing on his manners and the feast 
before him. 
 
As the officers and other invited guests finished eating, Mr. Snow suggested that 
they all retire to the sitting room, as Mrs. Snow was a rather accomplished piano 
player and had little need to play the past few months. She was excited to regale the 
men with her musical renditions, and Sonny smiled throughout as he listened to her 
wonderful playing.  
 
After she finished, Sonny sat still, alone in a chair looking out the front window. He 
was startled when Ida Snow, his dining assistant, sat down in the chair opposite him 
and simply looked at him without saying a word. He reached up to tip his cap until 
he realized that he was not wearing one. 
 
“Ma’am. I…that was a truly wonderful meal. I am very proud to have had such 
a…had the pleasure to have eatin’…” he stumbled his words to the point that she 
nodded, and replied, 
 
“You needn’t bother with niceties, Mr. Gamble. Or should I call ya by your rank? 
What is your rank again, sir?” 
 
“Umm, well, I’s…I mean, I was just made a Corporal actually.” 
 
“Really,” she exclaimed with enthusiasm. “Whatever braveness did ya show for such 
a promotion?” 
 
“Ahh…nothin’ really…I mean, nothing really. I work for the General there and he 
seems to hold me in a fairly good favor, I suppose.” 
 
“Well, if it is because of your gentle nature, or kind look, then I can understand.” 
 
Sonny’s face began to turn red as he started to feel an attraction to Ida. 



 31

 
“How have your folks been gettin' along with all that’s goin’ on…I mean…” 
 
“Ya needn’t feel as though ya must correct yourself Corporal. I can understand ya 
perfectly well, and find your manner of speech endearing. It’s quite precious 
actually.” 
 
“Precious?” he asked, wondering if he heard her correctly. 
 
“Very,” she replied coyly and smiled. “So tell me of your family, Corporal.” 
 
Sonny stayed quiet for a moment, not sure what to say, and then decided there was 
no reason to keep it a secret. 
 
“They’re gone, Miss. I’m afraid we lost ‘em not but a few months ago.” 
 
“Oh, I am so sorry to hear of that. Ya said ‘we’. Do ya have siblings?” 
 
“Yes ma’am. There’s my brother and I have a cousin too. He’s just been assigned to 
General Forrest’s cavalry and they’s been out runnin’ raids on the railroad lines to 
the west.” 
 
“My, how exciting. I do hope he makes it back safely.” 
 
“Yes, ma’am,” was all Sonny could think of as a reply. They both sat there silently for 
a moment, her waiting for Sonny to strike up further conversation and he hoping she 
would do likewise. He brushed the legs of his uniform and picked up his hat from the 
table and began playing with it. 
 
“Ya don’t have to leave, do ya Corporal?” she asked thinking that was a signal for 
him to go. 
 
“Oh, no ma’am. I…this is a right purty house you got. I don’t reckon I ever seen such 
a place.” 
 
“No?” 
 
“No ma’am. There was some big houses down to Memphis, but this here sure buries 
‘em.” 
 
He started to smile and then thought his comment was uneducated and stopped. 
 
“Well, it’s been in our family for several years. My grandfather built it. It’s one of the 
first in these parts, before the area was truly settled.” 
 
Sonny did not know how to respond and wanted to kick himself. Here she was trying 
to show him her interest and he could think of nothing proper to say. Before he could 
respond with another comment that did not satisfy, General Jackson saved him. 
 
“Corporal Gamble. I do hope you’ve been entertaining the fair Miss Snow rather than 
boring her with tales of battle.” 
 
“Oh, General,” she replied, “Nothing could be further from the truth. Your Corporal is 
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a right gentleman. He has been a pleasure to converse with.” 
 
“Splendid. Just splendid. Unfortunately, I shall have to tear him away from ya as we 
must return to the camp. But I am sure our young man here might be inclined to 
discuss such matters with ya again at some later date. Yes Corporal?” 
 
“Yes sir, oh yes.” Sonny stood and turned to Ida Snow. He took her gloved hand as 
she offered it and instinctively gave it a slight kiss. He had seen it done before and 
the gesture seemed appropriate. She fluttered he eyelashes in response and bowed 
her head ever so slightly. “Miss,” he said as he left her sitting in the chair. 
 
Jackson followed behind him and thanked their hosts as they left the house. He 
walked down the front steps behind Sonny and could barely contain his laughter at 
the young man’s woefully inadequate courting methods. 
 
“I shall have to teach ya a thing or two before our time together is through, young 
Gamble. But I shall leave well enough alone for this evening. I dare not embarrass 
ya further,” Jackson said as he climbed onto his horse. 
 
Sonny was thankful for the reprieve from blushing further and followed the General 
and his officers back to camp with a certain young lady on his mind. But it was soon 
disturbed as they returned to find General Forrest standing and waiting for Jackson. 
 
“General, sir. We have news for ya.” 
 
Jackson calmly dismounted his horse and removed his gloves. He handed the reins 
to another of his aides and followed Forrest into the command tent. Sonny tied his 
own horse up and went in search of Will. Finding him quickly, as the cavalry unit had 
not been back for very long, he saw Will shoveling the remains of the camp feast into 
his mouth. 
 
“What’s happened, Will? What’s the news that Forrest come to tell the General?” 
 
“Sonny…” Will began to say between large bites, “You ain’t gonna believe this. But 
them Yanks have a prison up to the northwest.” 
 
“A prison? Ya mean for our boys?” 
 
“You bet. There must be one or two thousand up there, by General Forrest’s 
reckonin’. He wants to break ‘em out and take the supplies while he’s at it.” 
 
“How many soldiers do ya think are there?” 
 
“Don’t rightly know, but ya know ‘ol Forrest. He don’t care ‘bout no odds. He just 
does it anyway. But that ain’t the best part, Sonny-boy.” 
 
Sonny perked up with further interest. 
 
“You ain’t gonna be able to guess who I done saw while we was raidin’ that last 
train.” 
 
He waited for Sonny to guess, which did not follow. Finally giving up, Will squinted 
his eyes, swallowed the food in his mouth and said with cool certainty, “Bill Tanney.” 
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* * * 

Wyoming Territory, 1881 
 
“I’LL KILL HIM!!” Sonny screamed out into the night, waking Doc Foster from his 
sleep. The Doc stood and looked down at Sonny who was writhing on the bed. His 
face was drenched with sweat and he mumbled to himself in his sleep. Doc Foster 
found a rag and blotted Sonny’s forehead and neck. 
 
Corrina ran into the room quickly after hearing Sonny’s shout. Bert followed her as 
he had been trying to convince his sister to get some sleep. She would have none of 
it, and this latest outburst would make sure of that. 
 
“What is it, Doctor?” 
 
“Oh, the poor fella’s just dreaming. I told you this fever would take some time to 
work its way through. But I am fearful that he’s not getting any restful sleep.” 
 
The Doc looked around the room for a moment, consumed with a thought. 
 
“Dear, hand me that bottle…just there on the counter. Yes, that’s it.” 
 
Corrina handed the bottle to him as Doc Foster gestured for Bert to go to the other 
side of Sonny’s bed. 
 
“Help me hold his head up, Bert. He’ll sleep well after a dose of this. I can assure 
you of that.” 
 
As the Doc poured an amount into Sonny’s mouth, Corrina asked, “What are you 
giving him, Doctor?” 
 
“Oh, just a bit of Laudanium. He might still dream a bit, and odd ones at that, but 
he’ll sleep better.” 
 
He re-corked the bottle and Bert gently laid Sonny’s head back onto the bed. Sonny 
seemed to find some calm soon after and Doc Foster told Corrina to listen to her 
brother. 
 
“You best get some sleep, young miss. There’s plenty more to wait through and 
there’s no reason for you to get sick with worry. I’ll be here with him.” 
 
She left the room with tears in her eyes. Bert tried to console her, but he was unable 
to make her think of anything other than Sonny. The Doc sat back down and 
watched, as Sonny seemed to find some calmer sleep. Soon, he too would drift off 
and begin dreaming. But his dreams would be nothing like Sonny’s. Nothing like 
them at all. 

* * * 
Illinois, December 1861 

 
Sonny and Will trotted along beside one another. The air surrounding them was cold, 
even though the sun was out. If the steam coming from their horses nose did not 
make them sure of it, the occasional gusts of wind certainly did. Sonny was glad he 
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brought his heavy coat, for many of the men had discarded theirs earlier in the 
fighting and some of them now wished they had not. 
 
Will had explained to Sonny how he had seen Bill Tanney. After Forrest’s cavalry had 
raided a train just west of the Kentucky state line, they had pulled away and 
gathered themselves on a ridge overlooking their work. General Forrest had taken 
the chance to look back and see the damage and the Union attempts to gather what 
was left. Through his field glasses, he had seen another group of mounted soldiers 
ride up and assist. He motioned to a few of his subordinates to look as well, to see if 
any of them recognized the band of riders. 
 
One of the Captains knew that Will was from Missouri and asked him to look. When 
Will was able to gain good sight of them, it was then that he recognized old Tanney 
riding out in front. Will had told Sonny how haughty he appeared, barking orders and 
riding his horse up and down the length of the raided train. 
 
There was also the matter of stolen documents that listed the prison at Camp Butler 
to the north, just outside of Springfield, Illinois. They had all noticed that the band of 
riders had several men chained together that followed them. Forrest was sure that 
they were attempting to get these men on board in order to free Tanney’s men to go 
out and gather up further prisoners. 
 
After returning to the camp at Bowling Green, Forrest had argued strongly to 
attempt a raid on this prison, not just to free the imprisoned troops, but also for the 
valuable supplies that might be stored at the camp. Perhaps even a few pieces of 
artillery might be found. 
 
Jackson had been skeptical of the venture, but Taylor had weighed in on Forrest’s 
side, as strange as that seemed to all of the General staff. Taylor volunteered to 
mount up a part of his brigade and join with Forrest in the trip. They would add 
strength in case the number of Union troops was higher than Forrest anticipated and 
also provide arms to guard the cavalry as they gathered up the desired loot. 
 
Jackson eventually relented, as there had been no further attacks from Buell and 
with winter setting in, he did not anticipate any more until at least the first of the 
year. Still, he kept the majority of his army stationed around Bowling Green. Forrest 
was allowed to take half of his cavalry corps, and Taylor to pick only the best riders 
from his group. 
 
However, one soldier would owe his ticket on this trip to the special relationship he 
had developed with General Jackson. Sonny had heard about the planning from Will 
and gone directly to Jackson immediately. It took two days to finally wear the old 
Stonewall down, but eventually he crumbled, more to cease the constant pestering 
than anything else. Besides, it did not sound like a very dangerous mission, as 
Jackson knew that most of the Union forces in the west had been sent south with 
Sheridan and Pope, and whatever raw recruits that had joined up since would still be 
green. 
 
It was with this satisfaction that Sonny rode with a smile even with the wind 
constantly nipping at his face and neck. He pulled the collar of his heavy coat up 
around his face and trotted along without saying a word. He only hoped that he and 
Will would be fortunate enough to catch Tanney delivering prisoners when they 
reached Camp Butler. It was a long shot, but they knew of no other way to find their 
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nemesis in this great war. 
 
The trip had taken some time, as they had needed to cross the Ohio River and cover 
a good deal of ground. Further, they were forced to remain on constant guard as 
they were in enemy territory. But General Forrest was a master at using the terrain 
to shield his men from the enemy’s watch. Because of this reason, and perhaps 
because of the recent falling out, Jackson had given Forrest command over the 
combined forces. Taylor had not been pleased with being skipped over, but it was 
required for the plan to be carried out. He was a professional soldier and took it 
without much complaining, other than to Stephens of course. 
 
Not much was said between Sonny and Will throughout the trip. They had talked 
some of Dinny and his recovery. Dinny had returned to his former strength and was 
learning tactical maneuvers in the hopes of being promoted. Time spent in recovery 
had assisted him to read all he could, and Sonny had been helpful by borrowing 
books from General Jackson for that purpose. 
 
Will had heard of Sonny’s dinner with the young daughter of the Snow’s and had 
asked Sonny about it several times, but each time Sonny only replied with a shrug of 
his shoulders and looking the other way. Will was unable to see the slight smile on 
his face when he did so. 
 
On the afternoon of the thirteenth day, Forrest called out to his men. 
 
“We are here, soldiers. Those of ya going on the raid, drop all your heavier items. 
We shall need to be as quick as we can in securing the place. Leave them with 
General Taylor’s men and form up down the hill.” 
 
His men did so, including Will. Sonny helped gather the items together and then 
mounted his horse again. Taylor had instructed the rest of the men to hold at the 
ready in the event they might be needed. 
 
Forrest’s cavalry set off down the hill towards the Camp, as if they were making a 
charge. Slow at first, with increasing speed as they gained momentum. The camp 
was not very large. There appeared to be two large barracks and a stable set off to 
the side. Tents had been set up behind the barracks and the entire camp was 
bordered by a small spring-fed lake to the west. There was one other rectangular 
building that ran the length on the opposite side of a central courtyard, and Taylor 
presumed that it either housed the armaments or possibly a hospital for the 
wounded. In prisons, disease and sickness would kill a man quicker than any labor or 
torture might. 
 
As Forrest’s cavalry reached their destination, they were met by a small showing of 
force that was quickly brushed aside. There were very few infantry assigned to the 
prison and there had been no cavalry assigned at all. The horses simply bowled them 
over in the rush past the gate. Once inside, Sonny could hear the firing of guns and 
the occasional clash of steel, but within less than an hour, one of Forrest’s aides rode 
back to Taylor’s position to tell him that the camp was secured. 
 
Taylor turned his horse around and shouted to the remaining soldiers, 
 
“I want half of ya to secure the perimeter and the other half to assist General Forrest 
in scavenging around the camp. Let his soldiers work on springing our boys. Is that 
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clear?” 
 
Sonny and the rest of the men called out “Sir, yes sir” in unison and went about their 
business. As Sonny reached the camp, he chose the long rectangular building to 
search in. Several of the other soldiers followed him as he entered from a side door 
with his pistol drawn. He did not feel like taking any chances. 
 
It was dark and musty inside. There were a set of offices directly in front of him and 
a set of double doors hung crudely to his right. He saw several sets of off white 
gowns hanging on hooks by the doors and assumed that Taylor had been right about 
this being a hospital, or at least a place for the sick. The rest of the men went about 
searching in the offices as Sonny turned towards the double doors. When he walked 
through them, however, he grew sick at the smell. 
 
Retching without a chance to hold it back, he wiped his mouth and covered his nose. 
The room smelled like rotten cheese and the sound of moaning made it even worse. 
A man stood at the other end of the room, with a mask over his mouth. He quickly 
turned to Sonny, 
 
“Who the devil are you?” 
 
Sonny raised his weapon and walked over to him. 
 
“I’m a soldier in the Confederate army. Who the hell are you?” 
 
The man was taken aback. 
 
“I am a doctor. I have no weapon. I told your commander that I was simply looking 
after these wounded soldiers. They are not harmful. Half of them have lost a limb, or 
more.” 
 
Sonny looked around and found the doctor was right. 
 
“You go stand over there,” he said pointing towards the corner. Sonny walked up and 
down the rows of beds and finally stopped in front of one. The soldier lying in the 
bed was bandaged around his left side. He appeared to have no left arm anymore, 
and the sheet half covered his face. But the portion that Sonny could see made his 
eyes grow large. 
 
“Thomas?” 
 
The body did not answer. Sonny walked up beside the bed and pulled the sheet 
down to see the entire face. He was sure of it. This was his best friend, though 
looking far worse than he had ever seen him. His blond hair was matted to his head 
and his face was showing signs of needing a shave. Sonny started to think about 
shaving and realized that he had not needed to start doing it yet. He shook his head 
to bring him back out of his daze and placed his hand on Thomas’s head. 
 
“Thomas…d’ya hear me?” 
 
Thomas slowly opened his eyes and looked up at Sonny. He did not show any 
recognition. 
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“Thomas, it’s Sonny…Sonny Gamble. Ya member me?” 
 
Thomas started to turn his head from side to side to signal no and then stopped. He 
spoke softly, 
 
“Son…Sonny? Is that you?” 
 
“Yeah, Thomas. I’m here. What you gone and done?” 
 
“They…they took my arm.” 
 
Sonny did not know how to respond. 
 
“It’ll be all right. They’ll probably let ya go on home once ya get healed up.” 
 
“Ain’t gonna grow another arm.” 
 
“No…I spect not. But ya ain’t got to fight no more. At least there’s that. Ain’t gonna 
get yerself kilt.” 
 
“Might as well have,” Thomas said softly, clearly dejected. 
 
“Aw, now you stop that kind a talk. You don’t know how bad it can get,” Sonny 
replied as he found he was getting irritated. How could Thomas say such a thing 
when his parents were probably still alive somewhere. 
 
“I suppose. What are ya doin’ here, Sonny?” 
 
“We’s raidin’ the place. Don’t ya know I gone and signed up?” 
 
“Signed up with who?” 
 
“With the South, Thomas. You knowed I was gonna sooner or later, and Da…well, he 
ain’t here to stop me no more.” 
 
Thomas closed his eyes and shook his head. He clearly did not understand what 
Sonny was saying to him. 
 
“Soldier, he’s in a great deal of pain. We have him on rather heavy morphine,” the 
doctor interrupted. Sonny quickly leveled his gun at the doctor’s direction. 
 
“You just stay where ya are,” he said as he felt tears begin to well up in his eyes. He 
fought them quickly and they stopped. As he was about to ask Thomas about the 
rest of his family, one of the Captains burst into the room. 
 
“Corporal, you gather up the medical supplies in here and move back out to where 
General Taylor has set up a defensive position. We have company.” 
 
Sonny did not think twice. He did not want to see Thomas like this anymore, and 
another part of his brain registered that maybe his wish had come true. Maybe the 
visitor was Tanney. Maybe he was to have his chance for revenge after all. 
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* * * 
 
Sonny gathered up whatever medical supplies he could find, making sure to keep an 
eye on the doctor. He started to leave the room and took one last look at Thomas, 
lying pitifully in his bed. What has this war brought? He thought to himself. He did 
not wave to his friend, but left him silently in his misery. 
 
Sonny quickly found himself outside and watched for a moment as many of the 
former prisoners were led through the yard and out the gates. He looked around and 
saw a line of Union guards up against a wall, held at gunpoint. He did not wait 
around to see their fate. He made his way back to where Taylor had set up and 
found his horse. Loading the supplies into his saddlebags, he mounted and trotted to 
Taylor’s position. 
 
Taylor sat on his own horse overlooking the down slope of a hill that led to a 
grouping of trees. Forrest was next to him doing likewise. 
 
“How many are there General,” Forrest questioned. 
 
“It only appears to be a small group of irregulars. But they also have a line of our 
men.” 
 
Sonny peered down the slope himself and could faintly make out a large grouping of 
horse and riders and a line of perhaps five men, walking along in single file on the 
edge of the woods. He was startled when Will rode up beside him. 
 
“It’s gotta be Tanney, kid. Gotta be.” 
 
“D’ya think Will? Could we be that lucky?” 
 
“Luck’s got nothin’ to do with it. This here is fate.” 
 
Sonny did not have time to reply before Forrest had ordered several of his cavalry 
into a line to prepare for a possible charge. Taylor swung his horse around. 
 
“I do not think it’s necessary, General. It’s a small band. They do not stand a chance 
against us. Besides, wait for your scout to return. He will let us know how many they 
truly are. If there are more, then we shall stand and fight in order to make our 
journey back unchallenged. But these men could not hold us up for long, I am sure.” 
 
“I agree with ya, General Taylor. But I’ll not be caught at the unready. And I’ve a 
mind to go down there and free those men myself. Perhaps we had better start a 
party back with the prisoners. Those men are in no condition to fight.” 
 
“Agreed General.” Taylor barked a few orders and sent a party of mounted infantry 
to accompany the tired and hungry former prisoners back east towards Bowling 
Green. Some had found horses, but many of the men had to walk. There had not 
been as many as Forrest had assumed, but this was still an additional 500 soldiers to 
bolster Jackson’s army. Of course, that meant more mouths to feed as well. But 
Forrest and Taylor were more interested in the irregulars. 
 
As they sat waiting on their horses, Sonny grew more anxious. If there were to be a 
fight, how would he be able to get into it? There was no way to strike his blow at 
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Tanney if he was stuck on the ridge with Taylor. But he was not about to disobey 
orders, and especially not with Taylor. 
 
Before he could get another thought in, however, they all heard the sound of gunfire 
from down the slope of the hill. Turning to look, they all witnessed the line of 
prisoners fall to the ground in front of Tanney and his riders. They had shot them. 
Were they trying to provoke the Southerners into a fight? If so, they were about to 
get one. 
 
Forrest cursed as a rider galloped quickly to his side. 
 
“General, sir. I have scouted ten miles to the south and I regret to inform ya that we 
face a not so small army approaching. I’d say they have maybe 3,000 with them.” 
 
“There is no need to be sorry of that fact, soldier. I relish the thought of comparing 
our skills with them today,” Forrest said with an air of superiority. “What say ya 
General Taylor?” 
 
Taylor did not take long to reply, “General Forrest, we are of comparable strength. 
But only if our combined forces are brought to bear upon them. I should leave the 
planning up to you, but ya have my men at your ready.” 
 
“Fine,” Forrest replied with a scowl. 
 
Forrest began ordering his best cavalry to make ready for a leading charge as Taylor 
ordered a double line set up to show an initial volley of fire. He gave the order that 
the remainder of his forces be split and merged with the rest of Forrest’s cavalry. 
 
After a half hour, the men were set up and Sonny found himself assigned to a mixed 
group of mounted soldiers and cavalry comprising a right flank. He only had his 
pistol as a weapon, but if the Forrest plan went off correctly, he would not need more 
than that. He looked over at Forrest and saw Will at the ready closely behind him. 
Will would get the first crack at meeting with Tanney, if Tanney was man enough to 
stand and fight. 
 
Looking back down the slope, he saw they first soldiers of the main Union force 
beginning to form a line at the edge of the woods. They would not be able to make a 
charge if they stayed this way. But Forrest was ready. 
 
“Infantry! Prepare for march. We shall go out and meet them if they will not come to 
us.” 
 
Two lines of infantry began a march down the slope, and as predicted, the Union 
forces stood their ground. Forrest used his own cavalry attachment to bolster the line 
in an unorthodox maneuver. Trotting slowly, the sound of Forrest giving the order to 
make ready and fire was given and a cloud of smoke began to fill the air between the 
two sides. 
 
The Union side did likewise and given their strength, had the better of the volley. 
Several of the southern side fell to the ground, now useless to the fight. Forrest had 
made sure to conceal his flanks so that the Union commander would presume that 
he was facing a much smaller force. At the instant of the first volley, Forrest ordered 
his main cavalry to wheel around and charge the line. As they did so, he ordered the 
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remaining infantry to make a head on charge into the center of the Union position. 
 
The Union line began to unravel as they witnessed two separate charges coming 
towards them. As they began to fall back into the woods, Forrest quickly halted the 
charges and ordered his own men back. 
 
“Fall back, men! Fall back!” 
 
A soldier beside Sonny asked, “What in hell is Forrest doing? He has them on the 
run!” 
 
Sonny knew better. He had listened to Taylor and Forrest discuss the plan and this 
was precisely as Forrest had called it. The Union force saw the Southerners falling 
back and steadied their line again. They began a forward march out into the open 
field, with infantry and mounted soldiers behind them. 
 
Forrest wheeled around on his horse, and stood his ground on the midpoint of the 
slope. He was unflappable and proud on his mount, like a stone statue in the middle 
of a field. 
 
He raised his saber into the air and held it there, completing the picture. His raised 
arm waited for the Union forces to find a midpoint in the open field, and as they 
settled into another firing line, perhaps to take a solid shot towards Forrest himself, 
he lowered the blade and was quickly surrounded by his main cavalry arm. 
 
“Charge!” he yelled and the entire line of cavalry roared with a blood curdling rebel 
yell. Slowly at first but quickly gaining speed on this short charge, the horses 
bounded down the slope once again. The Union line got off a quick line of shot before 
the southern horsemen were on top of them. 
 
Slashing of steel and the firing of guns could be heard and Sonny began to get 
irritated as he worried that his moment may still elude him. Then he heard the order. 
 
“Men! Make ready for charge!” Taylor shouted to his subordinates who relayed the 
order to each flank. This was the moment for Forrest’s plan to finally be called into 
play. A bird, flying overhead, would have seen a melee in the center and a line of 
mounted riders approaching from two opposite sides. Not for the last time, would 
Forrest use this pincer movement to great success. 
 
Sonny spurred his horse into action. His gun raised and the ground beneath him 
becoming more and more difficult to make out, he quickly found himself bowling 
over Union infantry, stampeded under the foot of the horses. He fired quickly, 
towards anything in blue that came at him. He tried to look around to spot Tanney, 
or at least Will. 
 
And then he spied his target. He watched as Tanney single handedly took down two 
separate Confederates with two quick swings of his blade. He was barking orders to 
his own mounted men and slashing at any opposing soldier that moved his way. 
 
Sonny looked towards the center and saw Will maneuvering towards Tanney. He too 
had spotted him and was attempting to move in for the kill. Sonny fell into action. He 
moved forward and was surprised by a Union soldier who pulled at his waist and 
quickly took him from his mount. He had just time enough after falling to the ground 
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to roll away from his horse and raise his pistol. One shot was all he needed to kill the 
main coming at him with a bayonet. 
 
He stood and turned his head left and right. His pistol was now empty and he would 
need a weapon. He saw a dead cavalryman lying on the ground near him. He 
elbowed his way through the fierce hand-to-hand combat, throwing punches as he 
went. He pried the saber from the dead man’s hand and quickly began to slash at 
opponents. 
 
One, two, then three men found their lives ended as Sonny moved back towards 
where he had seen his foe. He saw a riderless horse, wandering in the mix, 
seemingly unable to determine if it should run or stand still. Neighing and raising its 
front legs, it seemed to be fighting too. Sonny ran to it and grabbed the reins. He 
jumped into the saddle with a swift and fluid motion and surveyed the landscape now 
visible to him. Spotting Will with ease, as he had been unable to move from his 
position, he spurred the horse towards him. A sharp pain dug into his right leg and 
he looked down to see the tip of a bayonet slice at his leg. He brought the heavy 
blade down on top of the man who had stabbed him and moved on without a second 
thought. 
 
Slicing his way towards Will, he finally moved in next to him. He heard Will shout and 
saw him point, “Over there! He’s moving away!! He’s over there!!” 
 
Sonny turned in the direction that Will was pointing and saw Tanney gathering his 
riders and moving out of the action. Sonny turned his horse in that direction. As he 
began to move that way, he heard the sound of a retreat being ordered. Who had 
called for it? North or South? His question was quickly answered as the remaining 
men in blue began pulling out of the fight. 
 
Another fierce yell pierced the air as the southerners realized they had won. The 
fighting did not stop right away and Sonny took the moment to continue towards 
Tanney. He sliced down on an escaping Union soldier and trampled another as he 
maneuvered his horse towards his target. He was almost to him when he heard the 
sound of Forrest ordering his own men to stand their ground and not pursue. He 
hesitated for a moment. Should he continue on anyway? Tanney was not but twenty 
feet away from him. 
 
He heard the order again and looked back at Forrest. Another Union soldier ran past 
him and in anger, Sonny brought the blade down on top of him. He turned again and 
looked back to Tanney. For one brief moment, their eyes met, and the smile on the 
brutish man’s face brought Sonny’s blood to a boil. He whipped his horse around and 
was about to dig his foot into his horse’s side when someone grabbed the reins of his 
horse. 
 
Sonny lifted the saber and was prepared to strike and then realized it was Will. 
 
“Leave it, Sonny boy. There’ll be another day.” 
 
“I can get to him, Will! Lemme go!” 
 
“Leave it!” Will shouted at him. “You can’t kill him if’n yer dead!”  
 
Sonny lowered the saber and quickly took off back up the hill on his horse. He was 
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furious. He had Tanney right there in front of him and he did not use the chance. He 
rode back to the top of the hill and was greeted by General Taylor.  
 
“If I had known you were such a fighter, I would have assigned you to infantry in the 
beginning, Corporal.” 
 
Sonny did not say a word. He simply saluted the General and rode past him. He 
turned his horse once he had reached the apex of the hill and looked back out over 
the field of battle. Men lay dead in the middle, a graveyard of blue and gray. The 
retreated Union soldiers had since moved back into the woods and the Confederates 
were gathering the wounded and moving back towards the camp. 
 
After an hour, they had reformed and began moving back east. Half of the combined 
force had been killed in the skirmish, but Forrest rode at the lead with a smile of 
satisfaction on his face. The comparison with the look upon Sonny’s face could not be 
sharper. He did not say a word. His only thought was a repeating image in his head. 
That amused and haughty grin upon Tanney’s face. Did he even know what he was 
grinning about? Did he have any idea that he had escaped vengeance? 
 
Never again, Sonny thought. Never again. 
 

* * * 
 
The trip back from Camp Butler had been slow and unsteady. Those made to walk 
found it hard to keep up, especially as they were undernourished and winter was 
setting in harshly. Still, they kept moving. 
 
General Forrest had sent scouts to make sure if they were followed or not, and they 
had returned with an answer the General did not want to hear. Yes, they were 
following and they were gaining ground as well. 
 
Sonny did not pay attention to any of this. He had not been able to erase the image 
of Tanney from his mind, accompanied by the image of Thomas lying helpless in his 
hospital bed without a left arm. Sonny thought of his parents in the final moments 
and what they must have felt. And he thought of the sight of his brother falling to 
the ground when shot outside of Memphis. 
 
Will had not dared to speak to him throughout the trip. He sensed that Sonny was 
coming to terms with himself about something and could feel the coldness from his 
cousin. 
 
After nearly two weeks of riding, they had crossed the Ohio River once more and 
found themselves close to Bowling Green again. But as they got closer, the sound of 
artillery fire was distinct in the air. Arriving into the town, they were immediately 
greeted with the news that Memphis had fallen in early December and now Sheridan 
had sent Union General Pope north with a large force of troops. 
 
They had met in battle not a week before the return of Taylor and Forrest’s men and 
it had resulted in a stalemate, for the moment. Now Pope had the southern side of 
the town and outlying area under siege. He had pushed Jackson’s defenses to within 
three miles of the town itself and was fast closing in. 
 
Taylor and Forrest had quickly gone to meet with General Jackson, while Sonny 
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simply rode past them, without a care for what was happening. Will let him go. 
Sonny would find Dinny eventually and his brother would talk to him. 
 
The camp was just barely out of the town itself. And everyone had begun 
preparations for Christmas, now only a few days away. But the sudden interruption 
of this Christian spirit had reduced both the town and the decorations to so much 
rubble. Sonny finally reached the hitch and tied up his horse. He got down from his 
saddle, and upon turning around, was greeted by his brother. 
 
“Well, what happened? Did ya get him?” 
 
Sonny didn’t say a word and walked past his brother with a scowl on his face. He 
didn’t know where he was going exactly, but he knew he did not want to talk to 
Dinny. Dinny persisted. Catching up with his brother, he swung him around, 
 
“What’s the matter with ya? Figured you’d be more excited after all that?” 
 
“Excited 'bout what?” Sonny quickly answered. 
 
“You been talkin’ ‘bout wantin’ to get into battle for months now. Well, now ya gone 
and done it. What happened?” 
 
“People died. I kilt ‘em. And Tanney is still out there somewhere. That all you wanted 
to know?” 
 
Sonny began walking away again and Dinny caught up once more. 
 
“What in hell is your problem brother? I know that battle ain’t purty, but it looks like 
you came out just fine. Sometimes you just got to look past the killin’ and remember 
what you’s fightin’ fer.” 
 
“What? What are we fightin’ fer? Hell if I know anymore.” 
 
“I spect killin’ Tanney’s one of the reasons.” 
 
“And I failed at that. Got anythin’ else?” 
 
“How ‘bout fer yer country? Ain’t that there a reason?” 
 
“My country? Well…Thomas…he went and fought for his country and look where it 
got him. Blown half to bits.” 
 
“You saw Thomas Bowers?” 
 
“Yeah, and he ain’t doin’ so well.” 
 
Dinny bowed his head for a moment. He shook it in disgust or dismay, or maybe 
both. He looked back at his younger brother and figured he’d see tears. Instead, he 
saw rage coming from Sonny’s eyes. 
 
“Sonny, I know this ain’t been easy fer ya. Ain’t been easy on any of us. But you 
can’t let that image stick with ya. Ya got to put it out of yer head, ya understand?” 
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“I can’t put it out, Din. Can’t put any of it out. I see Da, hangin’ there. I see Ma lyin’ 
on the floor with a gun in her hand. I see Margaret and Nellie holdin’ each other like 
they could protect each other…protect…hmph! Maybe if you wasn’t off fightin’ fer 
your country you might have been there to protect ‘em.” 
 
Dinny balled up his fist and knocked Sonny flat on the ground. He didn’t think twice 
about it. He jumped on top of him and hit him again. Sonny pushed him off and got 
up again. He saw Dinny coming at him and he fought back. All the anger inside him 
came out with each blow that he landed. But Dinny was not a coward and he gave as 
good as he got. 
 
They fought with each other, fist flying after fist, rolling around on the ground like 
two schoolyard fighters. They might not have stopped had it not been for the 
General Jackson breaking them up. He pushed them away from one another as the 
other soldiers, who had gathered around, held them off of each other. 
 
“What is this? I’d prefer if you soldiers could save this for the enemy. We are friends 
of one another, are we not? Must we use our fists to solve our problems at a time 
like this? Can ya not see that the town is under fire? I am ashamed of both of ya. 
Sergeant, carry on with your duties. And you, Corporal. Come with me.” 
 
Sonny did not take his eyes off of Dinny as he walked away. He saw the anger now 
apparent in his brother, but he suddenly realized that for the first time, he had been 
able to hold his own. Dinny couldn’t lick him anymore. And this was the only thing 
that made him feel better about the comment that he knew was out of line. He 
turned away and followed Jackson to his command tent. 
 
As they entered, Jackson went straight for his chair next to a table filled with maps. 
He brushed his hands over them in an angry gesture, sweeping them to a heap on 
the floor. He sat and exhaled deeply, as if he was releasing month’s worth of tension. 
He looked at Sonny but did not say a word. 
 
Sonny looked back at him at first, waiting for his reprimand, but when it did not 
come right away he turned his eyes to the floor. This was when Jackson spoke up. 
 
“What do ya mean setting such an example in front of my soldiers? How dare ya 
think that was any sort of way for one of my men to act towards his fellow man? 
What were ya thinkin’ Corporal?” 
 
When Sonny did not speak up right away, Jackson hollered, “Answer me, soldier?! I 
demand that ya tell me what was goin’ through your mind!” 
 
“Sir, I…” 
 
“And don’t give me excuses, Corporal. I’ll see ya lose that rank but fast!” 
 
“I said somethin’ to my brother…somethin’...out of line. I deserved it.” 
 
Jackson’s demeanor changed. He calmed a bit and looked Sonny up and down. 
 
“Well, I’d say you got what was comin’ to ya. I dare not ask what the words were 
that ya spoke so indecently to your brother, but you will apologize to him. And when 
we have removed ourselves from this current engagement, you will be reprimanded 



 45

further. Is that clear, Corporal?” 
 
“Sir. Yes, sir,” Sonny answered, ashamed that he had let Jackson down. 
 
“And I understand your little vendetta has come into play? General Taylor tells me ya 
fought bravely and fiercely, but I wonder if not also recklessly. I see that ya 
sustained a few scares from the skirmish.” 
 
“Bill Tanney was there, General. I felt it would be justified to act on him while we 
was fightin’ the rest of ‘em.” 
 
“I’ll not have ya killed, Corporal Gamble. Not while I am around. I cannot explain to 
ya why I find myself taken to carin’ for ya, but I have no children of my own. And 
you without parents, God rest their souls…I feel it is my duty. And as long as it is, I 
shall see ya safe. Is that clear?” 
 
“General, sir…I preciate that. I truly do. But I ain’t a boy no more. I can’t say as I’m 
real excited about the war, but I can’t sit on the side and watch others get kilt. My 
parents died, maybe cause of this war, maybe not. But they’s dead now and I got to 
do somethin’ with my life other than mourn for ‘em.” 
 
“You are of course correct, soldier.” 
 
Jackson thought on it for a moment. He reached down and picked up the maps from 
the floor, placing them gently on the table once more. He reached into to his hip 
pocket and removed a small black book, his personal bible. After reflecting on it for a 
moment more, he spoke again. 
 
“If ya feel so strongly about it, Corporal, then we shall see that you may fight. But 
only with proper action and not this wildness ya show in chasin’ after some demon. 
The man’s time will come someday, either by your hand or the hand of another. Do 
your duty to me and your country, Corporal Gamble, and you shall find your own 
salvation without his death.” 
 
Sonny nodded and stood still waiting for Jackson to relieve him. 
 
“Perhaps it would do ya well to check on the family Snow. I have not been able to 
myself since this mess started and I do worry about them, especially their lovely 
daughter. You are dismissed, Corporal. But you will think about what I have said to 
ya.” 
 
“Yes, sir,” Sonny said as he saluted and then left the tent. 
 
He felt a certain sense of relief. The meeting with Jackson had knocked some sense 
back into him and he could see more clearly that it was not his actions that had been 
reckless, but his mindset. The General was right. Sonny realized he had to figure out 
his own path in this war, in this life. 
 
He was still confused, but perhaps a visit with Ida would help to lift his spirits. He 
would talk with Dinny later. Dinny would need a chance to cool down too before the 
apology. He set off towards the Snow house on the eastern part of the city. 
 
As he walked, he thought of Ida’s pretty dark hair. It was as straight as could be, 
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and parted just to the left. She wore a bow in the back, and it had matched her 
dress that evening. He could not remember seeing anyone that ever looked prettier, 
except for maybe his own mother. Perhaps Kitty Bowers, but she had been older. Ida 
Snow was closer to Sonny’s age. And she seemed more innocent. Not touched by 
such worldly things. He wanted to feel that innocence himself. Perhaps she would 
help him. 
 
As he got closer to the house, he saw smoke rising into the air. People were rushing 
around with buckets of water and were tossing it on the flaming embers of where the 
house once stood. It had taken shellfire and had crumbled under the heavy weight of 
such massed firepower. 
 
Sonny ran to a Captain barking orders. 
 
“What’s happened, sir?” 
 
The Captain answered without looking at him, “It’s been hit, can’t ya see? Damn shot 
came down just as they were sittin’ down to supper. Not a survivor among ‘em. 
General Jackson been talkin’ about pullin’ out. Looks like we’re gonna have to now if 
they’s targeting civilians.” 
 
Sonny stood in shock. 
 
“What do ya mean, no survivors? What about…” and then he stopped himself. Two 
corporals were pulling a body from the rubble and Sonny could clearly see a blue 
bow brightly shining among the gray and sooty mess. The body they were carrying 
was Ida Snow. 
 
He ran to them and watched as they lay her on a blanket. He knelt down beside her 
and brushed the grime and dirt from her face. She looked peaceful enough, but 
Sonny’s heart began to ache. He instinctively began thinking of all the other dead 
bodies he had seen now. His mother and father, his nieces and aunt and uncle. His 
grandfather. The men that he had killed already in battle. What was the number? 
Seven? Ten? 
 
He looked back down at her. He wanted to cry but no tears came. He felt his face 
grow tight with anger, blood rushing to his brain. His eyes began to glaze over and 
he had to struggle to clear them. He focused again on Ida, but this time her hair 
wasn’t straight or black. It was a mess of brown and red curls. She looked older all 
of the sudden and her dark skin turned pale, but a healthy pale with redness in her 
cheeks. Her bosom had filled out and her dress seemed simpler. In fact, she wasn’t 
covered in dirt anymore, but was as clean as could be except… 

* * * 
Wyoming Territory, 1881 

 
“CORRINA!!” Sonny shouted as he opened his eyes. He looked up at the ceiling and 
had to struggle to focus. He lifted his head filling with pain as he did so. He looked 
over the room and saw Doc Foster sitting in his chair, his head back, asleep. He tried 
to crane his neck to see out the window and realized that it was night. Pain shot 
through his shoulder and leg. 
 
He had been dreaming. He wasn’t in the middle of the war anymore. He was in 
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Wyoming Territory and had been shot. The memory of it was hazy, as was his vision 
still. And the faces in his mind were not clear, but he knew who they were – Tanney, 
Will, Jackson and Taylor…Thomas and Dinny. 
 
And then suddenly the face of Ida Snow came back to him and this was as clear as a 
bell. He saw her, as she had been that one night at dinner, innocent and lovely and 
full of questions and charm. And as he thought about her, one lone tear fell from his 
eye. 
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