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Chapter IV 
 

Kentucky, December 1861 
 
Sonny sat silently, looking into the flames of the fire.  He was surrounded by other 
soldiers, but his thoughts were only on Ida and Tanney.  One, a beautiful and innocent 
young woman.  He might have loved her had he been able to find out what love was.  The 
other, an ugly and evil man.  He might have killed him if he knew no loyalties.  But 
Sonny was loyal, and he was a soldier in Jackson’s army. 
 
He went back and forth over the words Jackson had said to him.  They had come out 
almost cold at the end, but there was warmth enough for Sonny to believe his General 
had his best interests in mind.  Sonny would fight on, but he would forevermore be 
changed…colored in his heart. 
 
As he turned briefly from the flames, he spied his brother and Will approaching. 
 
“Sonny, ain’t you heard?” Will asked him. 
 
“What’s happenin’?” 
 
“We got to pull out of here.  I just got the word from General Forrest.  Seems Pope and 
Buell have combined their forces and a General Rosecrans is approaching from the west.  
He must have been the one we met up to Camp Butler.” 
 
Sonny cringed slightly at the mention of the place.  His brother spit some tobacco and 
looked away to allow Sonny a brief moment of privacy.  Will did the same, knowing 
what Sonny was going through. 
 
“So, where we headed?” Sonny asked. 
 
“Well, we got to get past the forces south of us, but Jackson’s ordered Taylor and Forrest 
to keep them occupied while the rest of the army moves north.  From there, hopefully you 
can turn south.  I hear tell it’s Virginy that Jackson’s movin’ to.” 
 
“You?  Ain’t ya comin’ with us?” Sonny asked. 
 
“Nope.  I’m stayin’ with Forrest’s cavalry.  Looks like it’ll be a while ‘fore we see each 
other again.” 
 
“Won’t be too long,” Dinny added. 



 
“Hope not cousin.” 
 
The three of them sat down and stayed quiet for the moment, realizing they would be 
separated far longer than they spoke of.  Sonny was glad that at least his brother would be 
close, but he worried about what would happen to Will. 
 
“You ‘member…” Will started to ask, and then let it drop.  He realized that memories for 
the three of them were not something to be remembered.  Instead, he quickly changed the 
subject, 
 
“I hear General Lee’s been havin’ some success over to Fredericksburg.  McClellan’s 
forces took the first fight, but Lee stood strong and met ‘em again.  Forced them Yankees 
right out a there.” 
 
“That’s good news,” Dinny suggested.  “And if we’s headed thataway, Jackson’s sure to 
keep the pressure on ‘em.” 
 
“Might be over for the summer, ya think?” Will asked. 
 
“I doubt it, Will.  Like to think so, but I doubt it,” Sonny said matter of factly. 
 
They remained quiet for another moment or two and finally Will stood. 
 
“Well fellas…looks like I better get my gear together.  The General wants to take another 
ride out to the east to see how much time we have before Rosecrans is on us.” 
 
He was quiet for a moment, not quite sure how to say goodbye, 
 
“Best just leave it at see ya soon,” Will finally said. 
 
“You bet, cousin,” Dinny answered, looking at Sonny who remained seated and quiet.  
Dinny nudged him and Sonny stood and held out his hand.  Will shook it. 
 
“You keep safe, Will.  And if you see that man, you know what to tell him from us.” 
 
Will nodded and turned to walk away.  He stopped a few yards away and turned again, 
 
“I’ll be missin’ ya, you know.  But I’ll keep ya in my thoughts.” 
 
“Us too, Will.  Surely can’t be long ‘fore we meet up again.  And I’ll take care of this 
one, don’t you worry,” Dinny replied as he motioned towards Sonny. 
 
Will smiled and walked away.  Dinny turned to his brother, 
 



“Well, Sonny boy…guess we better find out what we need to do.  I spect old Jackson got 
some orders for ya.  And I best get my boys ready to get a move on.” 
 
Sonny looked to his brother, “Din…I’m sorry for what I said to ya before.  I didn’t mean 
it.  Ain’t nobodys fault but Tanney’s.  Just angry was all.” 
 
“I know, Sonny.  And I’m sorry for comin’ at ya.  But you kept the fight up purty good.  
Guess I taught you a thing or two after all.” 
 
Sonny patted his brother on his back, “You sure did, Din…you sure did.” 
 
They both walked away from the fire, Dinny to rouse his men and Sonny to see his 
General.  They would be heading east and towards the major theater of the war.  But the 
fight would not be over as quickly as anyone thought.  There was much more in store for 
both of them, and not much of it would be pleasant. 
 

* * * 
 

Tennessee/North Carolina border, February 1862 
 
Sonny sighted the musket as best he could while he steadied it over a rock.  The only 
sound that could be heard was the sound of snow crunching under foot each time the deer 
stepped forward.  The animal would stop each time and look around, knowing something 
was not right but unable to find it’s predator. 
 
When it moved out from behind a grouping of trees, Sonny prepared to fire his weapon 
when suddenly the skittish deer took off, bounding over brush and logs. 
 
“Damn!” Sonny exclaimed. 
 
“Thought you had that ‘un,” Dinny followed. 
 
“How long we been out here?” 
 
“’Bout two hours, I suppose.  Ain’t nearly seen but three of ‘em.  And they’s all skittish 
like at.” 
 
Sonny stood when he heard more snow crunching under foot, but this time the sound was 
made by something other than a deer.  Dinny stood beside him, and it was he that saw the 
troops marching towards them.  At first they thought they might be Union troops, but 
then Dinny recognized Bull Campbell, a North Carolina boy that had been one of his 
closest friends during the first months of the war. 
 
They both hollered out to make their presence known, and walked towards the group.  It 
was when they got closure that they noticed that Bull and two other soldiers had their 
hands tied behind their back. 



 
“What’s goin’ on?” Dinny asked the troops holding them. 
 
“These men are deserters.  Found ‘em while on picket.  And the General ain’t gonna be 
happy neither.  These are Stonewall men,” one of the soldiers answered. 
 
Dinny looked at Bull’s face and could tell that the charge was true.  Bull had already 
started to cry knowing full well that the charge of desertion meant death. 
 
“Step aside, Sergeant.  We’re bringin’ ‘em in.” 
 
Dinny stepped back and let the soldiers pass.  Sonny walked up behind him and put his 
arm around his shoulder, “Guess we better go and see what Jackson’ll do to ‘em.” 
 
“They’re dead, Sonny.  That’s what happens to deserters.” 
 
“How could the General do that?  We’re hard pressed enough to find fighten’ men.” 
 
“Because that’s the law, Sonny.  Ain’t no place for desertion in this here army.  And 
nobody knows that more than Jackson’s men.  Those boys are from Jackson’ first 
Brigade.” 
 
The two started back towards the camp, empty-handed with dinner and of low heart 
knowing they would watch good soldiers die.  Sonny, particularly, was having a hard 
time understanding what this meant. 
 
They walked over the rocky terrain that lead to the make shift camp along the ridges of 
the Appalachian Mountains that separated Tennessee from North Carolina.  The army 
had been forced to march east as the rivers were too heavily guarded by Union soldiers 
and Union scavengers had broken the rails. 
 
Time was slightly in their favor, as both armies had settled for the winter, but marching 
through snow, which had been coming down for four days now, and running out of 
rations, which was soon to occur, was not making their travel any better. 
 
Sonny was not looking forward to explaining to the General why he had not brought 
home any meat, but he did look forward to finding out the General’s reaction to the news 
of desertion.  So far, it had not been a problem, but it did not strike Sonny as strange that 
men would want to travel home, even for a brief period, just to check on their families.  
He had heard from many of the other soldiers that wives and other family members had 
run out of their own food or scarcely had enough money to survive, especially during the 
winter months. 
 
As they walked into camp, they saw the deserters lined up as several officers were 
holding a court martial.  Many of the other soldiers had gathered around to watch the 
proceedings, and Dinny said he wanted to as well. 



 
“I best go tend to the General.  I’ll try and get back soon as I can,” Sonny told his brother. 
 
He walked on to find Jackson’s tent, and on approaching heard the General praying.  He 
waited until he heard him finish, and then announced himself. 
 
“Come in, Corporal.  What do ya bring me?” Jackson said with some delight in his voice. 
 
“Sir.  I regret to say we were unable to shoot a deer.  It’s just too cold, I guess.  They just 
ain’t out today.” 
 
“Well, this is most unpleasant.  I was lookin’ forward to some nice tenderloin this 
evenin’.”  He looked at Sonny’s face and could tell there was more on his mind.  “What 
troubles you, Corporal?” 
 
“General, Sir.  Those men out there…well, how can they be kilt if we need ‘em to fight?” 
 
Jackson sighed and stood from his kneeling position.  He walked over to the front of the 
tent and looked out, and then turned back to Sonny. 
 
“Corporal Gamble.  Do ya not understand what we are fighten’ for?  Do ya not 
understand the importance of maintaining order and discipline?  Of recognizing duty?  
And not just to oneself…to all of us.  Once you join this army, your duty to God is to 
fight alongside his chosen army and not fail the people that are dependin’ on ya.” 
 
He could see that some of this was making sense to Sonny, but not as he wished. 
 
“Those men,” he said as he pointed out of the tent, “those men have not only let me 
down.  They have let you down.  They have let every single man in this army down.  And 
worse, they have let the families that are starving out there, that are doing their best to 
survive down.” 
 
“But they were just goin’ home to help out.  To make sure them families were unharmed 
and fed.” 
 
Jackson sighed again, and walked back to his chair.  He sat and looked up at Sonny. 
 
“I view their actions as a sin against God’s will, soldier.” 
 
Sonny looked into Jackson’s eyes and saw that he was dead serious. 
 
“How can it be a sin to care for your family?” 
 
“That is no sin, Corporal.  But if we lose this war, we will have no place to look after 
after our families.  What will happen if the north loses this war?  They will go home and 
do just that – look after their families.  If we lose, we have no home to go to anymore.  



We will be the slaves.  No, it is God’s will that we fight to protect our country.  It is 
God’s will that we protect all that we hold dear.  If those men truly loved their families, 
they would not go the way of the coward.  They would stand and fight as we have been 
doing this whole time.” 
 
Sonny still looked confused, and the seeming obtuseness angered the General. 
 
“I realize that it is difficult to comprehend, soldier.  But there are simply certain things an 
officer must do.  And one of those things is to ensure that his army is strong and brave.  
That his army maintains discipline and order.  That his men know the difference between 
right and wrong, both in battle and in between.” 
 
“Sir…” Sonny began to say and then stopped.  He looked out of the tent and could see 
the men being lined up in front of a firing squad.  “Sir?” 
 
“Yes, Corporal.  What is it,” Jackson asked, obviously perturbed. 
 
“I don’t think it’s right.” 
 
“Well, Corporal,” Jackson began to say as he stood “It matters not what ya think.  What 
matters is what ya learn from this.” 
 
He grabbed Sonny’s arm and pulled him from the tent.  He briskly walked him over to 
the firing squad and forced him to watch what happened.  The three men were lined up 
and blindfolds were put over their eyes.  A preacher was saying something to each of 
them that was too soft for Sonny to hear. 
 
Suddenly, the Sergeant at Arms yelled out, “The court’s martial of this army has found 
you guilty of desertion and sentences you to death by firing squad.” 
 
Sonny looked at the men, and each was barely able to contain his grief and what seemed 
guilt.  Bull Campbell himself, one of the largest men Sonny had ever met, was reduced to 
a crying baby.  As Sonny watched these men, he heard the officer shout, 
 
“Detail ready!” 
 
“Aim!” 
 
“FIRE!” 
 
A cloud of smoke burst forth through the air and Sonny watched the men fall backward 
into makeshift graves, already prepared for their eternal slumber.  He bowed his head for 
a moment as he heard the call to shoulder arms.  As he lifted it again, he turned to 
Jackson.  The General was looking straight into his eyes. 
 
“Do ya see, Corporal?” he asked. 



 
Sonny could not answer with his voice, as his mind and heart sank.  Instead, he merely 
nodded his head. 
 
“Then you are dismissed.  You will remember this if the time ever comes for ya to ponder 
such a fate.  I trust that you will think of me more fondly then.” 
 
Jackson turned and walked back to his tent without saying another word.  He left Sonny 
standing there alone.  For the first time, he felt hatred for this man.  It would not last, but 
it would always be there from that point on.  Men were already dying.   In battle was one 
thing, but like this?   
 
He understood the message Jackson wanted him to understand, but he didn’t agree with 
it.  But then he did not agree with this war like Jackson did either.  As he stood there 
watching the General walking away, a few drops of snow dropped onto his lips.  He 
licked it off and instead of tasting water, tasted something metallic.  He shook his head in 
disgust and turned back to the men recently killed.  Watching them lying there, he 
realized he would have to stifle his feelings.  And he would. 
 

* * * 
 

Virginia, March 1862 
 
Sonny stepped off the train at Manassas Junction and watched as Jackson quickly began 
to give orders to his subordinates regarding supplies and most importantly locating 
General Robert E. Lee.   Having finally arrived in Richmond earlier in the month, 
Confederate President Jefferson Davis had ordered Jackson to meet up with Lee and repel 
the Union advance towards the Confederate capital. 
 
Immediately, a rider approached and began conversing with Jackson.  It did not take long 
for him to realize the situation and take action.  To his command staff, he ordered that 
they gather the army together and prepare for the march towards the confederate position.  
To the messenger, he simply said, 
 
“Tell General Lee that we shall be in his sites before the noonday sun.  He shall not have 
to wait any further, I assure ya.” 
 
The rider made no time gathering his things and returning to the commanding General 
Lee.  And Jackson was no less convinced that time was of the essence.  With his army 
prepared to march, they began their trek towards Henry Hill, where the Union army had 
supposedly moved. 
 
Sonny rode along side the General feeling guilty that he was allowed the mount while his 
brother would have to march on foot.  But he found himself fascinated by Jackson’s 
ability to steer his beloved Sorrel while pouring over whatever maps his staff could 
provide for him. 



 
Just over an hour had passed when they came upon the first Confederate forces.  South of 
the battlefield proper, Jackson stopped his army and dismounted his horse.  He motioned 
for his command staff to follow, and Sonny dutifully followed in the event the General 
needed his own assistance. 
 
As they approached a tent set up just over a branch of Bull Run, none other than the 
white-haired leader of the Virginian army greeted them.  Lee stood tall as he greeted his 
finest General, and held out his hand to greet him.  Grasping his forearm to signal his true 
appreciation for Jackson’s arrival, Lee spoke, 
 
“It is none too soon that you have joined us, General Jackson.  We are in need of your 
steadfast resolve and military mind.” 
 
Jackson nodded and exchanged brief pleasantries before the two men entered the tent.  
Not ten minutes passed before he exited once again and ordered his first and second 
brigades to advance north across the branch, towards Henry Hill. 
 
“You will set up a defensive position and provide a second flank against the Union 
attack.  General Lee has suggested that we face a two mile long line, and we shall roll 
them back with utmost haste.” 
 
It took his Generals no time to carry out the order.  Dinny’s company was among those 
called into action.  They would be charged with advancing on the Union position on the 
extreme left flank, and taking out their guns firing upon the Confederate line to the east. 
 
“They may have routed us from our initial position, but they shall not be permitted to 
maintain this line for long,” Jackson demanded. 
 
Sonny followed the General on horseback as he followed the bulk of his remaining army.  
They would set up just to the north and prepare to rush the house situated on the hill once 
the guns had been taken.  As they approached the Confederate line of artillery, the thick 
stench of gunpowder permeated the air. 
 
They emerged from the tree line, and Sonny could instantly see the Union army across 
the rolling hills.  A white house stood upon the slight crest of a hill and Union troops 
occupied the ground both to the left and right of it.  The Confederate line stretched north 
for as far as Sonny could see. 
 
“Corporal, do not let yourself be carried way by the daunting sight of our enemy.  You 
have seen this before, and I should think ya quite prepared.” 
 
“Of course, General,” Sonny started to reply. 
 
“I assume ya shall want to resume your fight?” Jackson asked with a slight hint of 
amusement. 



 
Sonny, unsure of what Jackson found so funny replied with only, “Where ever ya want 
me, sir.  Just give me the order.” 
 
“Then I should think you could stand back with me for the moment and wait.  I have an 
idea that we might advance towards the house once General Ewell’s men have taken the 
guns just there.” 
 
He pointed towards the land just south of the house, where Union artillery was 
bombarding the Confederate line. 
 
“I have already informed General Hill of your involvement.  He was none too pleased to 
be breaking in a new recruit, but I promised him you would be steadfast in your efforts.  
Do not let me down, Corporal.” 
 
“Yes sir,” Sonny said with both delight and trepidation.  He could see that these soldiers, 
both North and South, were battle hardened.  This would not be as easy as he had 
experienced before. 
 
He watched as the plan of attack unfolded.  Dinny and his company were moving up the 
hill and taking heavy fire from Union rifles.  They bravely withstood the smoke and fire 
coming towards them, and within the hour had taken the hill, and the guns.  Moving them 
to face the Union army to their north, the tide of the battle quickly turned. 
 
Sonny watched as Union troops retreated back towards Henry Hill itself, and noticed that 
the guns previously directed to the east were now turned back towards them.  Jackson 
gave the order, 
 
“Advance, General Hill.  Take your men and push that line back.  General Longstreet’s 
men will provide both cover and reinforcements as ya secure the immediate area.” 
 
Sonny gathered his musket and found a place in the line.  With the signal to move 
forward, he began his march.  A Union line set up just ahead of them and let off a volley 
that claimed the lives of the men to both his right and left.  But he kept marching.  An 
order to return fire was given, and Sonny dutifully emptied his powder into the gun and 
readied it to fire.  He stood strong with his line and smoke and ball poured forth onto the 
enemy. 
 
With no time to think, the order was given to continue the advance.  As they marched up 
the hill, shells traveled overhead onto the Union position.  Sonny could see them begin to 
break ranks, but instead of retreating, the only pulled slightly back and reformed their 
position.  He could hear the orders being hollered to the enemy troops. 
 
“Do not falter, men.  Stand strong and hold this advance where it is!” 
 



Sonny took the moment to look back to his left and saw that Dinny and other soldiers 
were approaching.  They would wedge in the Union troops if the did not retreat.  Another 
signal was given to fire and Sonny did so with complete confidence.  It would only be a 
matter of time. 
 
Soon, he saw the Union forces breaking away and retreating back down the hill.  Sonny 
heard the sound of a charge, and he did not hesitate to hold his musket firm, bayonet out 
and ready.  He rushed up the hill alongside his fellow soldiers and immediately found 
himself in the middle of a melee. 
 
From two sides, the Union soldiers were desperately fighting off a charge, and it proved 
to be too much for them.  Sonny pushed his way into the mix, instantly taking the life of a 
Union soldier lunging at him.  He turned and knocked another down with the butt of his 
gun.  Turning it around, he buried it deep into the man’s abdomen. 
 
Smoke clouded the air, making it difficult to see friend from foe.  He went after anything 
that came in his range of sight.  At one point, he heard his name being called.  He turned 
to see his brother running up behind him and another Union soldier take a shot in the gut 
just before he had the chance to run Sonny through. 
 
“Thanks, Din,” Sonny yelled before turning once again to parry a blow from another 
Union soldier.  Knocking him to the ground, Sonny claimed another life.  At least it was 
not his own.  He ceased thinking and ran on instinct.  He saw the Union troops begin to 
pull away from the fight, and Dinny clapped him on the back. 
 
“Hell of a fight, ain’t it brother?” 
 
“Hell yeah!” Sonny yelled back.  “We got them boys on the run.” 
 
“Ain’t over yet,” Dinny said as they heard the order to reform. 
 
Moving towards the crest of the hill, overlooking the Warrington Turnpike, they could 
both see the Northern boys reforming a line and preparing for a counter-attack.  General 
Hill took the lead and sent two waves of soldiers towards them, holding many regiments 
back, among them Dinny’s company and the H company Sonny was fighting with. 
 
Before Sonny was able to see the clash, General Hill rode up behind them, “Secure that 
house, soldiers.” 
 
Dinny and Sonny both ran in the front door and could barely tell if anyone or anything 
was still alive.  It had taken massive fire from artillery, and had been occupied for at least 
two hours.  Dinny immediately began rummaging through the mess that was the 
downstairs, while Sonny ran up the stairs to the second floor. 
 
He pushed open a door at the top of the stairs, and saw a woman lying on the ground.  
Blood rushing from her chest, Sonny fell to the floor and cradled her in his arms. 



 
“Don’t you worry, ma’am.  We’ll get you to safety.” 
 
She barely had enough strength left to look him in the eye and say in a raspy voice, “It is 
too late for that, son.  Too late by far.” 
 
She collapsed in his arms, and he felt the life go out of her.  He did not know what to do 
at first, but heard his brother calling for him.  He released the woman and started back 
down the stairs, taking one last look at the poor victim of this fight. 
 
He ran back down and Dinny held up some papers. 
 
“Looks like they left in a hurry.  We got to have somethin’ here.  The General’s gonna 
like this.” 
 
They ran back out of the door, and saw that the last advance had been a success.  Sonny 
looked back down the hill and saw Confederate forces surrounding a stone house.  All 
Union artillery was quieted, and Confederate forces were pouring over the hills to the 
north.  He looked up to the ridge north of the stone house and could see the Union army 
in full retreat. 
 
Shouts of joy rang out amongst the troops, and Sonny looked back to the upstairs window 
of the house.  He wasted no time in putting the vision out of his mind, and followed 
Dinny back towards General Jackson. 
 
A victory had been achieved that day, and he was excited to see the reception General 
Lee would most certainly give to Jackson.  He knew his bravery would also be saluted, 
but he knew it came at a price.  But then war always did.  He refused to look at the fallen 
soldiers they passed as they approached Jackson position.  They had known what they 
were getting into.  The woman in that house did not.  She was the real casualty.  But 
Jackson’s voice made this leave his mind once more. 
 
“Corporal, make ready to return to the Junction.  General Lee will need a report.  Hurry 
yourself as I do not wish to keep him waiting.” 
 
Expecting accolades, Sonny was slightly shocked to get such a cool reception, but he had 
come to know this man over the course of the war, and he quickly realized he should 
expect no different.  What truly bothered him was the warm reception his brother got 
when he handed over the Union papers.  But he paid it no mind.  They had won the fight, 
and Dinny deserved some recognition. 
 
He made ready the General’s horse, and found his own to return to the main 
headquarters.  Sonny rode quietly back, thinking on the victory and the woman’s death, 
and hoping slightly that he might even have the chance to meet the great General Lee 
himself.  He found it hard to determine which was more important to him. 
 



* * * 
 

Virginia, May 1862 
 
Sonny sat on a bench outside of the church as he waited for the General to leave Sunday 
services.  Jackson had not been pleased with Sonny for not attending as well, but the 
General realized that he could not make anyone go to church.  And Sonny did not have 
any desire to hear about God or Jesus on this Sunday. 
 
He watched the people of Fredericksburg walking past him, and wondered how much 
they had dealt with in this war.  Twice they had seen the battle cross into their town, and 
twice the Confederate army had been able to push away the Union advance.  Now, just 
five weeks after the battle at Manassas, they were possibly to see yet another fight. 
 
He thought back to the day in late March when he and his brother had returned with 
Jackson to Lee’s headquarters.  General Jackson had suggested that Dinny himself give 
the found papers over to General Lee.  Sonny had been lucky enough to accompany 
Jackson as well. 
 
“General Lee.  This Sergeant has uncovered some information that may be useful to us,” 
Jackson had said. 
 
Lee had taken the documents and looked them over.  After realizing what he had, he 
stood and smiled at Dinny. 
 
“Sergeant?  Do ya know what ya have discovered?” 
 
Dinny, of course, did not.  Lee continued, “You have found the Union plans for their 
upcoming campaign.  It seems that we did not face McClellan in Manassas.” 
 
“How do ya know, General,” Jackson had inquired. 
 
“Because he is currently landing on the peninsula to the south, surely hoping to cut us off 
from Richmond.  Sergeant, I believe this calls for a promotion.  Consider yourself a 2nd 
Lieutenant.  Do ya think you are prepared for such responsibility?” 
 
Dinny had taken no time to answer yes.  Of course, since that time, Dinny had not had the 
chance to prove his readiness in battle as McClellan had landed but not moved.  Lee had 
not said much to Sonny during that meeting, and Sonny did not let it show that he was 
disappointed.  Besides, he was just excited to meet the great General in person. 
 
As he thought back to that day, he also began to think again on the woman that he had 
held just as she died.  For a moment, he thought he pictured his own mother instead.  He 
wished he had been able to hold his mother like that before she died.  No image stood out 
in his mind any clearer than that of his mother on the floor and his father hanging from 



that tree.  He was not sure which was worse.  Before he had a chance to figure it out, he 
was startled by Dinny. 
 
“What ya thinkin’ on?” 
 
Sonny looked up at his brother, dressed in his uniform.  He was proud of what Dinny had 
accomplished.  And he was glad that he himself had not been promoted.  He did not want 
that kind of responsibility. 
 
“Aw, nothin’.  Just settin here watchin’ the folks go by,” Sonny answered.  “Is the service 
over?” 
 
“Jest about.  You know Jackson.  He’s always the last one out.” 
 
“What do ya suppose the word is up to Washington?”  Sonny asked. 
 
“Don’t rightly know.  Ain’t heard nothin’ from Longstreet since the first of the month.  
Probably not a good sign.” 
 
General Longstreet had been given the command of an army to pursue the retreating 
Union forces as they fled back to Washington, D.C.  Lee and Jackson had remained and 
traveled south to keep McClellan’s army from approaching Richmond.  The last word 
anyone had heard from Longstreet was that the Union was on the run and he was closing 
in on the Union capital.  Several smaller battles had taken place but the Confederates had 
kept their foe on the retreat. 
 
The door to the church opened and the congregation of officers began filing out.  Finally 
Generals Jackson and Lee emerged, and stopped by Sonny and Dinny. 
 
“General Lee, you remember the Gamble boys, do ya not?” 
 
“Yes, I believe I do,” Lee replied.  “How have you found your new position, 
Lieutenant?” 
 
Dinny stood and saluted. “Just fine, General, just fine.” 
 
“No need for that.  At ease soldier.  I do wish that our opposing General would give ya 
the opportunity to lead in battle, but he does not move still.”  He turned to Jackson, “I 
believe if he does not move soon, sir, then we shall have to make him.” 
 
As he smiled briefly, Jackson answered, “I am at the ready for whatever action is needed, 
General.  I am quite prepared to move him from his static position if you so desire it.  I 
have never cared for sitting still too long.  It is not good for one’s constitution.” 
 
Lee gave a slight chuckle and then worry came over his face as he replied, “Yes, but we 
should need to hear what has become of General Longstreet.  If he has taken Washington, 



then we have won.  I cannot imagine their will to continue this war if their capital has 
fallen.” 
 
Jackson noticed Sonny still seated and looking the other way. 
 
“Does our conversation bore ya, Corporal?” 
 
Sonny stood, “No, sir.  But I don’t figure I can be of any use in what yall’s talkin’ about.” 
 
Jackson turned back to Lee, “I’m not sure ya remember the other Gamble, sir.  He’s been 
invaluable to me since he came into my service back in Tennessee.” 
 
“I see,” Lee responded.  “You are quite young to be a soldier, are ya not?” 
 
“Sixteen now, sir.  I’m older than my years General.” 
 
“He and his brother have been through quite a bit of hardship, General Lee.  They have 
lost their family.  A truly horrible circumstance.” 
 
“Then you’re family is here with us, soldier.  Providence has deemed it so, as it so often 
does, would ya not agree General Jackson.” 
 
“Yes, General.  I believe you are correct.” 
 
As they stood talking, a group of cavalry came riding through the main street of town and 
stopped in front of Lee and Jackson.  The leader dropped from his horse and ran towards 
General Lee. 
 
“Sir, I bring news from the north.  Longstreet is on his way back.” 
 
“What has happened?” Lee asked with some worry. 
 
“He met a strong force near your home sir, and was beaten back.  It appears McClellan is 
back in the capital.” 
 
“Back in the capital?  We did not receive news that he had left the peninsula.” 
 
Lee turned to Jackson, “Have Stuart scout down the Rappahannock again, General.  We 
must know what strength we face.” 
 
Jackson gestured for Sonny to follow as he saluted and walked towards his command 
tent.  The stagnation of the last month would end, and Sonny did not know if he was 
moving north towards Manassas again, or if they would be traveling south to face 
whatever army might be left.  Either way, he knew he would be seeing more action, and 
this time, the excitement before the fight did not enter his mind.  Instead, he wondered 
what awful thing he would witness next. 



 
* * * 

 
Virginia, June 1862 

 
Sonny stood next to Jackson as they waited for General J.E.B. Stuart to meet with the 
General Staff.  General Lee sat pensively in a chair looking over maps, as Jackson stood 
watching out the window.  He turned quickly when he saw the cavalry leader approach, 
 
“General Lee, Stuart returns with our report.” 
 
Stuart walked through the front door of the make shift headquarters and knocked his 
boots against the threshold.  He removed his hat, the feather placed in it cutting the air 
with speed.  He gracefully brought it to his chest and walked directly towards General 
Lee. 
 
“Sirs, I have seen the enemy and McClellan is not a part of their ranks.  Instead, it seems 
Burnside has taken command of this invasion army.  If I were to guess, I would say they 
are no more than 50,000 men.” 
 
Lee smiled when he heard the news.  But quickly, his smile turned downwards again. 
 
“If McClellan is not with this army, then I must wonder where he does preside at the 
moment.  Surely he has not been recalled.” 
 
General Longstreet, who had since returned from facing McClellan near Washington, 
D.C. added his own thoughts. 
 
“He has certainly not been recalled, General Lee.  His numbers were far higher than that 
which we face from the south.  It was by the grace of God that we were able to escape 
with most of our numbers still in tact.” 
 
“And the skill of their General, sir.  Do not underestimate yourself,” Lee followed. 
 
Jackson stepped in, “Gentlemen, it appears we have two armies to deal with.  One of 
strength from the north, and one of lesser order from the south.  We might face Burnside 
and defeat him, but our numbers will be depleted and we must still face a greater army if 
we wish to keep them from the capital.” 
 
“Quite so, General Jackson,” Lee said as he stood.  Sonny noticed that he walked around 
the table with grace and yet seemed to have some trepidation about him.  The General 
looked down at a map spread out on the table in front of the staff.  He drew a line with his 
finger from the bottom edge to the top.  Looking up at the ceiling for a moment, he 
slowly brought his head back down to look Jackson in the face. 
 



“If we meet McClellan first, then we will have knocked the wind from the body.  Then 
we may attack the limbs with a possible strength.  But we must have more numbers.” 
 
“Are there more numbers, sir?” Longstreet inquired. 
 
“Yes, General.  There was a small force left behind in Richmond in the event of some 
unknown factor.  They are only 20,000, but combined with General Jackson’s men and 
the remaining army of Virginia, we might stand a chance.” 
 
“But time will be of the essence, once more,” Longstreet worried. 
 
“Yes, General.  But it is not only time we face, but Union leadership…” General Stuart 
began to say. 
 
Lee interrupted him, “Do not presume that we have an upper-hand in this department, sir.  
Slow and methodical they may be, but they do possess superior numbers, and that will 
always win out if used accordingly.  But I do agree that we must use our time to our 
advantage.  We must move to better ground and try to confront McClellan before he 
brings his grand army to bear upon Richmond.  We can only do so if we meet him first.” 
 
“But if we meet him and Burnside at the same time, surely we will be cleaned off the 
battlefield,” Longstreet countered. 
 
“Time, General.  Time and knowledge.  That is what we have in our favor,” Jackson 
interrupted.  “General Burnside is most certainly waiting for orders from DC.  If we can 
move without him suspecting, then we have a chance to meet with McClellan alone.  Our 
numbers are still less, but we might be able to find a suitable position and allow 
reinforcements from the south, no matter how meager.” 
 
Sonny was in awe of these men as they bandied about their feelings on the upcoming 
battle.  He watched as General Lee listened to each man in turn, and noticed the attitudes 
of those that were of rank to speak.  Longstreet, the ever cautious one.  Stuart, the brash 
one.  Jackson, the genius who had seen both wins and losses during this war but was 
never willing to concede defeat in total.  Lee was their leader, no doubt.  He was able to 
take each for what it was worth and create a situation that worked towards their favor. 
 
“Gentlemen, this is our plan,” he began after a few more moments of reflection.   
 
“General Longstreet. You will take 50,000 men and move north to slow McClellan’s 
movement.  This will allow us time to gain position and wait for reinforcements.” 
 
Longstreet nodded without complaint.  He knew his General would not place his troops 
in harms way unless it was necessary. 
 



“General Jackson.  You and I will move north towards Manassas Junction once again and 
place ourselves directly in the path of the Union army.  We must find position that allows 
us to meet both McClellan and Burnside if he gains the knowledge of our movements.” 
 
Jackson reacted exactly as Longstreet had.  Lee commanded this type of love and respect. 
 
“General Stuart, you will follow with your cavalry and let us know if General Burnside 
moves along with us.  We must know his position at all times, do ya understand?” 
 
Stuart bowed deep and returned his hat to his head when he stood erect once more.  “You 
may count on me, General.  I will not fail ya.” 
 
“Then we have established our plan of defense, Generals.  This will be the moment of 
truth.  If we take this fight, then we stand a chance to meet the remainder of the Union 
forces that have invaded our country.  If we fail, then Providence has deemed it so and 
we may never have the strength to return to the battlefield…and our sacrifice, no matter 
how honorable, will be for naught.” 
 
The entire room erupted with huzzahs and cheers.  Lee allowed himself a moment to 
smile and then dismissed his men.  Jackson turned to Sonny, 
 
“Corporal, prepare a room for me to meet with Generals Hill and Ewell.  We must be of 
the same mind to carry this out, and there is no time to waste.” 
 
“Yes sir,” Sonny said as he saluted and walked from the room.  He remained in awe of 
the moment he had just witnessed, but he could not help but think that no matter how 
incredible the leadership and knowledge of war might be in that room, they still did not 
possess the numbers to affect the outcome as they wished.  And he and his brother would 
be part of that outcome, whichever way it turned out. 
 
He would fight his fight, but hoped that perhaps the Union army would not do the same.  
A wasted thought, he knew, but the only one that allowed him to think that perhaps they 
all might escape without great harm and true sacrifice. 
 

* * * 
 
After arriving in Manassas Junction once more, Lee and Jackson decided to continue 
north to perhaps meet with McClellan’s forces near the site of the previous battles, 
always wary of Burnside’s approach from the south.  There was still no word from Stuart 
as to the whereabouts of these forces, and Lee was getting angrier by the moment. 
 
Just the day before, they had arrived near Henry Hill and Chinn Ridge.  Jackson had 
suggested that they move further north to take position on Stony Ridge, as it offered a 
natural defense of an Unfinished Railroad Grade in which his men could set up a 
perimeter.  Several divisions had also taken up position by the Brawner Farm, south of 
them, just north of the Warrington Turnpike that split the battlefield. 



 
If Burnside were coming, he would most certainly be taking the Manassas-Sudley Road.  
Though he would gain position on Henry and Matthews Hill, his force was smaller and 
both Lee and Jackson agreed that he would choose to fight if he encountered the 
Confederate army.  He would try to take the Confederate position before McClellan’s 
arrival, and they were determined not to allow him that victory. 
 
Still, they wanted to face McClellan first, but the Union commander had not surfaced.  
The two great Generals sat on their horses, Lee looking out over the land before him, 
hoping to spy some signal that told him of the Union advance.  Had he looked further 
south, he might have seen it. 
 
Around noon, sounds could be heard off to the southeast.  A courier soon arrived from 
Ewell’s Division who was positioned in that area. 
 
“General, sir,” the courier said as he frantically removed some papers from his saddlebag.   
 
“We have met with some resistance to the south, near Brawner Farm and the turnpike.  
General Ewell has engaged them, but he suggests that there are more to the north, 
perhaps as far as Sudley Mill.” 
 
Lee raised his field glasses again and saw what he had missed before.  Small flashes in 
the distance that were slowly making their way north as the courier had explained.  He 
looked to Jackson, 
 
“It seems we have met the enemy, and it is not the one we desired to meet.” 
 
“But fight we will, General.  If this is God’s plan, then we must take victory now and 
quickly before McClellan arrives.” 
 
“I whole-heartedly agree with ya General Jackson.  Make sure we have positioned 
ourselves as you suggested, and order General Ewell to take that right flank.  We must 
swivel around as a door moves on its hinges, and close this field off to them.  I will 
redirect regiments stationed on Stoney Ridge to assist in that effort.” 
 
Jackson snapped off a quick salute and directed Sonny to follow him on horseback.  They 
rode towards Brawner Farm and quickly Jackson found General Ewell. 
 
“General Ewell, you will move all of your men to cut off this flank and establish a longer 
line moving east.  General Lee will provide ya with more assistance to do such.  General 
Hill’s men will provide Burnside with enough trouble to keep him from reinforcing to his 
south.” 
 
“It shall be done, General.  But how did Burnside arrive so quickly?” 
 



“We do not know, General.  But one cannot bother with questions when there is a fight to 
be won.  Quickly now.” 
 
Ewell charged off to carry out his duty, and Jackson looked at Sonny. 
 
“Corporal, I am in need of your services today as a runner.  Is that clear?” 
 
Sonny nodded, somewhat thankful that he might stay out of the action directly.  He had 
now seen enough of the fight that it no longer carried the satisfaction and excitement that 
it once held over him. 
 
“I know it disappoints, son.  But you will be doing an even greater service by making 
sure my Generals are in contact with myself and General Lee.” 
 
“I have no issue with the decision, General,” Sonny answered him.  “If this is what ya ask 
of me, then this is what I will do.” 
 
“I’m pleased to hear it.  Now let us rejoin General Lee on the ridge.  It will not be long 
before Burnside realizes the strength he faces, and we shall have to adjust to his moves.” 
 
As they rode back, without as much haste as they had on the way there, Sonny asked 
General Jackson, 
 
“I know that ya don’t think this is a time for questions, sir.  But General Ewell does ask a 
good one.  How did these forces get here without us hearing word of it from General 
Stuart?” 
 
“I am unable to answer the query, Corporal.  It is one in which I have desire to know the 
answer.  I do hope the gallant fool has not gone off on another raid in defiance of his 
strict orders.  This is why there must be order and discipline, Corporal.  We must be able 
to count on orders being carried out, especially when we are the hunted and on the 
defensive.  The enemy has the good fortune of being able to make a mistake.  For us, but 
one will suffice to lose the day.” 
 
He spurred his horse further and quickened his pace.  Sonny followed as he thought of 
Jackson’s words.  When they arrived back at General Lee, he was pacing up and down a 
patch of treeless land that had a good view of part of the battleground.  When he saw 
Jackson arrive, he quickly made his way to him. 
 
“Burnside has most definitely moved towards Sudley Mill.  I understand our soldiers are 
facing heavy fire on our left flank.” 
 
“Ewell is in action as we speak, General.  I have no doubt of his courage and ability.  Let 
him give Burnside something to think about before he commits his forces in breaking us 
to the north.” 
 



Lee sighed but nodded in assent.  He knew that Jackson was correct.  They both surveyed 
what they were able to see from this distance, and Jackson turned back to Sonny. 
 
“Corporal, take a message to General Hill.  Tell him to hold his ground at all costs.  Even 
if he sees a chance to move, he is not to leave his position.  They can fire on him all day, 
but they are not to move him back one inch.” 
 
Sonny did not hesitate, and was off with a swift kick to his horse’s side.  He could hear 
the sound of artillery firing, and smoke was occasionally passing as it drifted in the 
breeze.  He was not looking forward to having to tell Hill of his orders, but he would not 
waiver in his charge. 
 
When he found Hill’s Division command, he dropped from his horse and located the 
General. 
 
“General Hill, sir.” 
 
“Yes Corporal?” Hill asked, already perturbed that someone dared divert his attention 
from the battle. 
 
“I bring orders from General Jackson.” 
 
After Sonny told Hill of his orders, the General was visibly irritated.  To no one in 
particular, Hill said out loud, “Of course it is easy for you to say, isn’t it Tom Fool.  You 
sit cozy on the hill while I toil down here amongst the action.” 
 
Realizing that he was speaking in the presence of a lesser rank, he quickly gave his 
response. 
 
“You may tell the General that he need not worry about our will to fight.  If Burnside 
crosses this line,” he continued as he drew a line in the dirt with his boot, “then he is 
Christ himself returned.  You make sure and tell the General those exact words.” 
 
He walked off with a smirk on his face and Sonny wasted no time in returning to get 
more orders.  When he returned to Jackson’s side, he and Lee were discussing a push 
Burnside was attempting to make in the middle. 
 
“He means to try and split us, I presume.  Does he not know how dug in our position is?”  
Lee asked. 
 
“If he does not, General, then he will find out soon enough.” 
 
As Jackson said these words, he pointed down through the area known as the deep cut.  
As the fog of war was brushed away by the wind, Sonny could easily see line after line 
trying to advance towards their position, and each time they were mowed down as if a 



strong wind was blowing them back.  It was a breath-taking sight.  Lee watched on as 
well, and Sonny heard him say,  
 
“It is well that war is so terrible, or we should get too fond of it.” 
 

* * * 
 
The rest of the day moved past in much the same way.  Burnside could not decide where 
to mass his force, and subsequently, all of them were pushed back, save in the north by 
Sudley Mill where A.P. Hill was beating back wave after wave of Union soldiers.  Lee 
and Jackson had watched the southern flank swivel around as directed, and had moved 
their own vantage point to Chinn Ridge to the south. 
 
The day had gone so well, that Henry Hill had been taken with little hardship, and the 
only thing remaining undone was the taking of Matthews Hill to it’s north.  Both would 
provide Lee with crucial position to take on the combined might of what was left of 
Burnside and McClellan’s eventual forces. 
 
“It does not hearten me to think of what follows,” Lee had said, “But I would very much 
like to see Longstreet approach from the north and surround our foe today.  But I suppose 
that is too much for favor to grant us.” 
 

* * * 
 
As night fell, the action stopped between the two sides, yet Burnside had not given up the 
day.  He refused to leave his position upon Matthews Hill and no more could be done 
about it during the night.  Lee had called a war council to discuss the actions of the 
following day.  When his commanders had convened, his first question was, 
 
“What has become of our Cavalry commander, gentlemen?  Where is Stuart?” 
 
One of Stuart’s closer friends amongst the staff spoke up in his defense, suggesting that 
perhaps he had stumbled upon further forces to the south.  “He may, in fact, be in need of 
our assistance.” 
 
Lee quickly moved past that explanation.  Jackson spoke of his thought that perhaps 
Stuart had found an unmanned supply dump and decided upon a raid. 
 
“He may very well have, General.  But that was not the order he was given.  I cannot trust 
a man to control others who does not control himself.” 
 
“However, General,” Jackson continued, trying to raise Lee’s spirits, “We have pushed 
Burnside back and he is soon defeated.” 
 



“But not yet,” Lee said, irritated.  “We must have that position, or we will never be able 
to stand against the larger army I am sure is heading this way.  And what of our brave 
Longstreet?  Has Providence taken him from the field?” 
 
“I must believe that the Lord would not be so harsh, General.  We shall be in his presence 
soon.” 
 
“In whose presence, General?” A.P. Hill spoke out, “Longstreet or the Lord’s?” 
 
There was some slight laughter in the room, but a cold look from Jackson and raised 
eyebrows by Lee quieted both the room and Hill.  Lee looked down at a map showing 
their position. 
 
“Why will the man not move away?” 
 
Hill spoke again, perhaps to make up for his poor choice of humor, “If I know Old Burn, 
General, he will wait on that hill until George McClellan himself orders him off.  Always 
was a pertinacious sort, even back at West Point.” 
 
“Yes, you are correct.  Thank you General Hill,” Lee responded with genuine gratitude.  
He looked at the maps as if he might bore a hole in them and then slammed his finger 
down on the center, directly on top of Matthews Hill. 
 
“This is our objective.” 
 
He drew his finger across the position. 
 
“General Burnside may not want to move, but he will.  In fact, gentlemen, he will move 
tomorrow.  We have him exactly where we want him, and his strength is even lesser than 
it was at the days start.  We will move all of our forces, both from here in the north and 
from here in the south, and flank his every move.  A direct charge will take that hill in the 
center, and we will crush him where he sits waiting for his command.” 
 
The room erupted in shouts and cheers, but Lee held his hand up to quiet them.  He 
continued as he raised an eyebrow and smiled, 
 
“Gentlemen, rather than wait for General Longstreet to return to us…we shall go to meet 
him instead!” 
 

* * * 
 
Before he even opened his eyes, Sonny could hear the man next to him snoring.  He 
rolled over and instinctively, the entire tent of six men did like wise.  When he opened his 
eyes, he realized that the sun was on its way up and decided that he had slept enough.  
Lucky for him, or rather his tent mates, he was on the end. Sonny gently got out of the 
tent and stretched his arms and legs as he looked up to the sky. 



 
He could tell it would be a clear day.  The sky was already turning a brilliant shade of 
blue.  He watched as a bird, high overhead, circled around and around.  At first, he 
thought it might be an eagle, but then realized it was too large.  Immediately, he realized 
what it really was and turned to look out over the previous day’s battlefield. 
 
From his vantage point, he was able to see most of the way down the ridge towards the 
turnpike, almost to the stone house that sat at the intersection of the turnpike and the 
Sudley Road.  Covering the landscape was body after body of dead soldiers, Confederate 
and Union alike.  During the night, soldiers had begun to collect the wounded, but the 
carnage was simply too much to try and collect the dead. 
 
Sonny turned away from the sight with disgust.  He set his gaze towards the house where 
General Lee was keeping his headquarters, and saw Lee talking to General George 
Pickett, a Division commander in Longstreet’s Corps left with the main army when 
Longstreet moved North to help bolster Lee’s strength.  He did not think much of it, and 
on instinct headed towards General Jackson’s command tent. 
 
As he approached, he saw Jackson’s black cook already started the morning fire for what 
little coffee there was and the General’s breakfast. 
 
“Mornin’ Jim, is the General awake yet?” 
 
Jim looked up at him, his smile ever apparent.  “Good mornin’ to ya sir.  Don’t rightly 
knows if the General’s up and about, but I heards him stirrin’.” 
 
“Don’t call me sir, if ya please.  Ain’t no need for that Jim.” 
 
Jim nodded, unsure if he had said something he should not have or if Sonny was just 
being polite. 
 
“I’ll go in and check on him,” Sonny said as he walked up to Jackson’s tent. 
 
“General Jackson?  You awake yet?” 
 
From inside the tent, Jackson’s voice replied in the affirmative and Sonny lifted the flap 
and walked in.  Jackson was on his knees, praying.  It appeared that Jackson had been up 
for some time, as he was already dressed, and maps and books were open on his field 
desk.  Sonny waited for the General to complete his praying, as he stood in silence. 
 
Jackson rose from the ground and turned to face Sonny. 
 
“I must congratulate you on your performance yesterday.  You were at the ready as I 
needed ya and kept a speedy pace.  I shall need the same from ya today.  Our effort this 
afternoon will be even harder, as we must take that hill.” 
 



Sonny nodded, without much facial reaction. 
 
“Is there something botherin’ ya, Corporal?”  Jackson asked, somewhat past trying to 
cope with Sonny’s changing moods of late, but still interested in helping him if he could. 
 
“No’m, can’t say that there is.  Jest saw them bodies on the field this mornin’.  A lot of 
death, sir.  A lot of death.” 
 
“Battle has a way of seeing that, soldier.  There is no way around it.  Either you let the 
enemy kill you, or you kill them completely.  There is no other way to win, especially in 
this fight of ours.” 
 
“I understand, General.” 
 
Satisfied that no further discussion was warranted, Jackson walked past Sonny and out of 
the tent.  Sonny followed, not needing a command to do so.  As they both walked out into 
the morning air, General Pickett was approaching. 
 
“Good mornin’, General,” Pickett said with a chipper spirit. 
 
“General Pickett,” Jackson responded with a tip of the head.  “How does the mornin’ find 
you, sir?” 
 
“Well, General.  Quite well.  I am sure you have not yet had the opportunity to speak 
with General Lee, but I have just offered my services to lead the charge today.” 
 
“General.  That is most welcome news.  It is certainly hard business, and to know a man 
of your caliber and spirit is volunteerin’ for the chore will certainly add to the willingness 
for the men to follow ya.  But what has prompted such a request?  Certainly Hill has men 
for the job.  I had assumed it would be General Early.” 
 
“I happen to know that General Casey is commanding the men that sit atop that hill, 
General.  We have served together in the past, and I feel that it is only my duty to carry 
out such an effort.  I know his tactics well, and I should not want any other man to kill 
him as it would not be right.” 
 
“You sound certain of the end result, General.  I would not be so certain if I were you,” 
Jackson warned. 
 
“I trust my men, General.  I know their capabilities and how to motivate them.  We shall 
have the hill by nightfall, I can assure ya.” 
 
Pickett saluted Jackson, and Jackson returned it. 
 
“God be with ya, General.  Trust in the Lord to bring you through this day.” 
 



Pickett nodded his head, and turned on his heels to gather his men and prepare for the 
charge. 
 
“Corporal Gamble, I want ya to take these orders to Colonel Crutchfield.  We shall need 
to begin the bombardment of their position soon.  Return to me after you have done so.” 
 
Jackson handed Sonny a folded note and turned toward his breakfast.  Sonny did as he 
was told and found the Colonel.  After relaying Jackson’s orders, he passed by several 
companies marching north.  One of them was Dinny’s.  Sonny began walking next to 
them and finally caught up with his brother. 
 
“Where ya headed, Din?” 
 
“We’s joinin’ General Hill up to Sudley Mill.  We are the left flank on today’s charge.  
How ‘bout you, Sonny.  You gonna be in it today?” 
 
“No’m.  I spect the General will have me runnin’ ‘em today jest like yesterday.” 
 
“That’s too bad, Sonny.  Ain’t too many chances to be remembered, and I have a feelin’ 
today’s gonna be remembered for a long time to come.” 
 
Dinny had a big smile on his face, and even though Sonny tried to join him in his 
enthusiasm, he was not able to. 
 
“Gotta head on out, Sonny.  You keep a watch of yerself today.  I’ll catch up with ya 
when it’s over, ya hear?” 
 
The company kept marching as Sonny stopped.  He watched them march down Chinn 
Ridge and head back towards the railroad grade.  He felt a knot in his gut that told him 
Dinny might be right, but not quite how he expected to be.  He thought of Pickett’s 
assurance to Jackson and felt that to be somewhat hollow as well.  This day would not 
end as either of them thought. 
 
The roar of guns startled him as they began to rain down an intense barrage on the enemy 
position atop Matthews Hill.  Quickly, Sonny made his way back to Jackson’s side.  He 
found him talking with General Lee.  Allowing the two General’s some privacy as they 
discussed matters, Sonny was soon beckoned over and told to stay close.  The men would 
not be moving anytime soon.  Lee planned to pound them good before committing to the 
charge. 
 
The Union battery had not let Lee’s guns go unanswered, and had begun firing on 
Confederate positions soon after they were awakened by the Confederate artillery.  The 
back and forth went on well past ten when finally the guns atop Matthews Hill quieted.  
Still, the artillery of Crutchfield kept up with their work.  By noon, Lee felt that sufficient 
damage had been done, and was of the opinion that perhaps the Union artillery might be 
out of ammunition.  This was his reasoning that they had stopped answering with their 



guns.  Jackson counseled him to not be so sure of that, and Lee nodded as if to say he was 
not that haughty. 
 
“Of course, you are correct General Jackson.  We must not allow ourselves to be 
overcome with joy when the real fighting has yet to begin.” 
 
Turning to one of his own aides, he announced, “You may tell General Pickett to 
commence with his charge when he is ready.” 
 
Lee looked back over the field and a smile came across his face. 
 
“We must take out their position and be done with them.  You have given your orders to 
Generals Hill and Ewell, correct, General Jackson?” 
 
“Yes, sir.  Ewell has his men in position to hold his flank, and has positioned guns atop 
Henry Hill to assist in the charge.  General Hill has the added numbers to support the 
charge on the center with a flanking move on Burnside’s right.  It is through the woods, 
but if any man can get his boys through, it is General Hill.” 
 
“I quite agree with ya, sir.” 
 
Lee spurred his horse and began trotting along the lines held back from the charge.  He 
bolstered the men’s spirits by stopping and talking with a few of them.  As Pickett got his 
men underway, Lee returned to watch the action from the top of the ridge. 
 
Looking down the slope of the hill, Sonny watched as columns formed lines and the 
regimental colors lifted their banners high in the air.  He was unsure of the numbers 
involved in the charge, but he was sure he had never seen so many men massed together 
in his life.  Just the men on the initial lines seemed huge, without even counting the ones 
held back in reserve. 
 
The distance that they had to cover was no small thing and the sense of anticipation this 
built was intense.  Pickett’s men marched down the middle, supported on either side by 
his brigade commanders.  The sound of them moving forward in unison was loud enough 
for Sonny to hear it from where he sat on his mount.  The Union had constructed 
makeshift barricades overnight, and between that and several wood fences, they were in a 
strong position to repel the eventual charge, but they waited to fire their muskets. 
 
As the charge gained momentum, eventually the sound of guns firing could be heard and 
smoke filled the air.  Both sides volleyed back and forth, and wave after wave of 
Confederate troops moved up the hill to take the Union barricade.  Men made it all the 
way to the top and were shot not five feet from the enemy.  All along the Hill, 
Confederates were answered with a resounding “no” as the Union forces bravely held 
their position. 
 



After two hours, General Jackson turned to Sonny.  Clearly irritated, he ordered Sonny to 
locate General Hill and make sure that the General was on the move along Burnside’s 
right flank.  Sonny wasted no time, as he had done the day before, to find Hill’s 
command.  He found him just east of Sudley Mill barking orders to his commanders to 
keep moving and not let up the pressure. 
 
“I have no time for Jackson’s concern, right now, Corporal.  Can ya not see we are in 
action?”  Hill had responded to Sonny as he relayed General Jackson’s words. 
 
He had barely had the chance to say another word when a large force emerged from the 
trees to the north.  At the lead was General Longstreet. 
 
“Well, Pete.  Damn near time ya favored us with your presence.  We found quite the fight 
in case ya could not hear,” was the greeting that Hill gave to Longstreet. 
 
“I fear the matter is to get worse immediately.  I have tried to hold off McClellan’s force 
as long as I could, but they outnumbered me almost four to one.  There was nothing 
further that I could do.” 
 
“How long before they reach us?” 
 
“With the next hour, I am sure of it.  We must protect our flank or they will fold us up 
like an accordion.” 
 
“I have all of my men moving forward, General.  Can ya set up a defense to the north?” 
 
“I will leave General Hood’s Division above the railroad grade, but I must move the rest 
of my men to the south.  And I must get to General Lee to find out what has happened 
here.” 
 
“Well I can tell ya what’s happenin’ here, Pete.  Pickett’s charged up the damn hill and 
been pushed back every time.  Burnside’s up there and he’s got it closed shut like a girl 
on Sunday mornin’.” 
 
Longstreet sent a runner to relay orders to Hood and took the rest of his Corps back 
towards Chinn Ridge and General Lee.  Sonny waited for further orders from Hill to take 
back to Jackson.  General Hill looked at him and said, 
 
“If ya really want to be of service to your General, you can move up and locate Colonel 
Orten’s Regiment.  I have not heard of their progress for some time now and his 
movement is most crucial.  If ya are unable to locate him, then find one of his Company 
commanders and make sure they are aware of the situation along the main line of charge.  
If they are not advancing, then ya tell them that I will personally see them court 
martialed.  Do ya understand, Corporal?” 
 



Sonny saluted and went off in search of Colonel Orten as he was instructed.  He was sure 
Jackson would agree that he would be useful in this effort.  Crossing over the Sudley 
Road, Sonny approached what appeared to be a group of officers.  He dismounted from 
his horse and went to them. 
 
“Sirs, General Hill sends word that this line must be in movement.” 
 
They looked at him with some amusement, especially after Sonny relayed the remainder 
of Hill’s message. 
 
“Corporal,” one of the Colonels answered, “We are on the move, rest assured.  But in the 
event you are unable to see the reality of the situation, which by your rank I assume you 
do not, we can move no further.  Their position is much too secure at present.” 
 
Sonny stood silently, unsure if he should wait for orders from them, or return to Hill and 
let him know what they said.  Before he could figure it out, a canister screamed overhead 
and landed not far from where the Colonels stood.  One of them was injured, and the 
others had scattered to avoid the shot.  Sonny, too, had taken cover and when he found 
his feet again, he heard a Colonel barking orders for his men to pull back. 
 
Sonny knew that this would not please either General Hill or General Jackson.  He made 
his way up the lines and finally found some soldiers he recognized from Dinny’s 
regiment.  Approaching one of them, he asked where Colonel Orten was. 
 
“Ain’t seen him in hours,” came the reply.  When he asked about the second in 
command, he got the same answer.  Finally, he saw several men running back through the 
woods from their position on the front lines.  Among them was Dinny’s Company 
Captain. 
 
“Sir, I am unable to locate the commanders of this regiment, but I have orders from 
Generel Hill that we are not to pull back.  General Longstreet has arrived to assist us,” he 
told the Captain, conveniently leaving out the part about McClellan’s advance. 
 
“They ain’t around cause they’s dead, Corporal.  Good to hear that Longstreet has made 
his way back, but that can only mean that the Union has reinforcements comin’.  We 
can’t hold out against that.” 
 
Sonny was dejected.  He could not order these men to move, and he knew he needed to 
get back to the Generals and let them know.  But something inside his head told him to 
ask about his brother.  The reply from the Captain was not what he wanted to hear. 
 
“My Company and every other one has sent line after line through those woods and out 
onto the field.  Not even half have returned, Corporal.  I’m sorry to tell ya that Lieutenant 
Gamble did not return either.  I know he was in the third wave, but did not come back 
with the others.” 
 



Sonny saluted and made off as if he was returning to General Hill.  But before he reached 
the road, he turned and headed back through the woods.  He could hear the Union 
artillery firing, and as he emerged on the other side of the woods, he could plainly see the 
field of battle. 
 
Looking up the hill, he saw hundreds of Confederate bodies that littered the ground.  
Pockets of soldiers were holding off a Union advance down the hill, but many were doing 
their best to just stay alive.  Men on their stomachs were using the bodies of their fellow 
soldiers as cover to fire behind.  A line of soldiers appeared from the tree line to Sonny’s 
left.  They began their march up the hill in solid line, but as the crack of musket fire went 
off, they were picked off one by one.  Still, they remained orderly.  The made their way 
to a position and halted, finding suitable ground to cover another wave that followed 
behind them. 
 
Sonny followed them, picking up a weapon from a dead private’s hands.  He began 
surveying the bodies as he passed them, careful not to move too far forward and become 
a target for the Union guns.  He was possibly halfway between the tree line and the 
forward advance of the Confederates, when he saw one of Dinny’s Sergeants.  Crawling 
on his belly by now, he moved towards him on his elbows. 
 
The Sergeant was barely alive, but was able to tell Sonny that Dinny had been on his left 
when they headed out.  Sonny left him lying there and crawled, hollering Dinny’s name.  
He had no idea how long he had been out there, but long enough for several more line to 
pass him on their way to support the front.  As the sun began to crawl down to just above 
the tree line, Sonny heard his name shouted back at him. 
 
He crawled towards the sound, and hardly realized that he was crawling forward, and 
closer to the soldiers holding the Union off.  He did not see Dinny when he passed him, 
but he felt something tugging at his leg and turned to see his brother lying on his back, 
shot in the stomach.  Blood had soaked through his shirt and coat. 
 
“Din…Din.  We got to get you out a here.” 
 
“Cain’t walk Sonny.  And you cain’t carry me.  We’s too close to the line.” 
 
Sonny knew it was true.  Occasionally he could here the sound of shot hitting the bodies 
around him, the sharp thud as it killed men that were already dead.  Sonny pulled a few of 
the bodies over to create a wall between them and the enemy guns. 
 
“You cain’t stay out here Sonny.  Got to get back.  They’ll kill you too if’n you don’t.” 
 
“Ain’t goin’ anywhere without ya, Dinny.” 
 
He pulled his brother too him and turned onto his back, unsure of what to do.  They 
stayed like that for what seemed like hours.  The troops holding off a Union charge had 



secured a forward position, and Sonny began to cringe each time he heard a volley let off.  
He was sure they would run out of ammunition if this kept up. 
 
He didn’t know what Jackson, or Hill, or Longstreet or any of them might be doing at 
that moment.  And he didn’t care.  He only knew that he had to find a way to get his 
brother off of that battlefield. 
 
“Sonny?” Dinny had asked, almost delirious. 
 
“Yeah, Din.  What is it?” 
 
“I think I’m gonna see Da.” 
 
“Don’t you say that,” Sonny demanded.  “Damn you, don’t you dare say that!” 
 
He held Dinny close and watched the sun drop below the trees.  He thought that maybe 
under cover of darkness, he might be able to lift Dinny and carry him off.  As nighttime 
covered the sky in blackness, Sonny looked up at the stars.  He wished he had learned 
about them.  His Da had always told him he would teach him, but he never got the 
chance. 
 
He let his mind drift back to his younger years, as the volley of both sides firing on one 
another decreased but never stopped.  They would fight on like this through the night and 
into the third day of this battle.  The crack of musket-rifles became almost soothing, 
constant, assuring.  He held Dinny close to him, and tried to stay awake, but sleep 
eventually overtook him.  He would not sleep long, but there was simply nothing else for 
him to do.  Maybe in the morning, Dinny thought.  Maybe they would send someone out 
to get them.   
 
Sonny was not yet aware that McClellan had joined up with Burnside and was currently 
moving on Lee from the South.  The only reason he and his brother were able to stay 
where they were was because McClellan was waiting to secure his flanks before he 
advanced down the center and took the field.  But it would not be long, most likely first 
thing in the morning.  Sonny didn’t know what would happen, but he would deal with 
that when he awoke. 
 

* * * 
 

Wyoming Territory, 1881 
 
Corrina looked down at Sonny as he lay sleeping.  She had tried to get some rest, but her 
thoughts continually kept coming back to him.  She could not bear to stay away from 
Sonny, and so came to see his side.  She brushed the hair away from his face and placed a 
damp cloth on his forehead, hoping that he would pull through this fever. 
 



She looked over at Doc Foster, snoring in his chair.  It was amazing that anyone could 
sleep through that, but Sonny was off somewhere else.  He could not hear one word or 
sound that came from this room.  She brushed her hand along his cheek, and felt him 
quiver.  She tried to listen closely, and when she was close enough to Sonny’s face, she 
could swear that she heard him crying, almost at a whimper. 
 
As she looked at him again, she could see tears coming from his eyes.  Her heart nearly 
broke wondering what saddened this man she loved so much.  What pain could have 
possibly brought him such misery and sorrow?  He had never told her anything of his life 
before he met her, but alluded to some things.  Whatever it was, it tore at his very soul.  If 
only he would wake up and be all right.  She would take care of him then.  She would do 
whatever she could to help heal his pain. 
 

* * * 
 

Virginia, June 1862 
 
Sonny slowly opened his eyes, at first not sure if he was awake.  The first ball that struck 
near him told that he was.  As he listened, he did not hear another for some time.  The 
shooting must have slowed down throughout the night.  It was still dark out, and he was 
shivering from the cold.  He pulled Dinny closer to him and his brother only responded 
with a groan.  He was still alive. 
 
Softly, Sonny whispered, 
 
“Din?  You awake?” 
 
He did not hear an answer, so he asked again, slightly louder. 
 
“Yeah,” Dinny finally responded.  “Don’t feel too good though.” 
 
“Don’t you worry, brother.  I’m gonna get you out a here.” 
 
Dinny started to laugh but had to stop. 
 
“I’d like to see that,” he said with forced breath. 
 
Sonny just held him close and listed to the early morning sounds.  The birds began to 
chirp, and the crickets slowly stopped their movement, all broken up by the occasional 
shot from the Union.  After some time, Dinny spoke again, 
 
“Sonny?  I ever tell you how Ma and Da met?” 
 
“No’m.  Don’t guess so.  Da never did, neither.” 
 



“He told me a long time ago.  You member that day when the fella came through on his 
way to California?” 
 
“Yeah,” Sonny responded, though he really did not. 
 
“After supper, Da and I set out on the porch and he told me.” 
 
“What he say?” 
 
It was quiet for a moment, but before Sonny could ask again, Dinny answered, 
 
“Da came over ‘bout 1815 I guess.  He weren’t but about five years old.  His Da had 
passed in Ireland…Galway.  That’s where he was from.  An his Ma had passed on the 
boat over.  She fell sick and by the time they docked in New York City, she was gone.” 
 
Sonny just let Dinny talk.  It was good to hear his voice.  That meant he was still alive.  
And he was interested in this story of his parents, even though thinking about them was 
painful, and hearing Dinny struggle to talk was even more so. 
 
“Da lived in an orphanage at first, but eventually got some work, though not much.  Ain’t 
nobody want to hire an Irishman, or an Irish boy for that matter, least that’s the way he 
told me.  But he stuck it out for fifteen years ‘fore he finally got sick of it and decided to 
move south.  Went to Savannah in Georgia.  You know where that is?” 
 
“Yeah, Da showed me on a map once.  On the coast,” Sonny answered as he brushed the 
hair away from Dinny’s forehead. 
 
“Things were better for him down south.  He got some work on the docks, and ever’ now 
and then he could get some fieldwork.  But he was still looked upon as a foreigner, even 
though he’d been here awhile.  One day, he was so down, he decided to walk into a 
church.” 
 
“A church?” 
 
“Yeah, that’s what he told me.  Said he didn’t care what they preached or who they were.  
Jest wanted to see if maybe God had some answers for him.  And he did.” 
 
“What happened?” 
 
Dinny was quiet for a moment, and then tried to adjust his position. 
 
“Stay still Din.  Don’t get too worked up or them boys’ll see us.” 
 
“I know, Sonny.  Jest needed to move a bit.” 
 



After some silence, he continued, “So Da walks into this church and there’s our grandpa 
preachin.  He’s goin’ on about the Lord and such, and then they get to singin’.  It was 
then that he first saw Ma.  Da said she couldn’t have been more than sixteen years old, 
but she was the purtiest thing he ever did see.” 
 
Sonny thought about that and could see how his father could think that way.  His mother 
was a beautiful woman.   Oh how he missed her. 
 
“So Da goes up to the Reverend and tells him he’s an able bodied worker an if the 
Reverend got any work needs doin’ then he’s his man.  I guess the Reverend could see 
what state he was in.  Reverend McElderry was an immigrant too.  He come from up 
Ulster way, in the north of Ireland.  Scots-Irish I think.”  Dinny coughed and Sonny tried 
to tell him it was OK and he didn’t need to continue. 
 
“Save your strength, Dinny.” 
 
“No…no.  I got to tell ya this,” Dinny insisted.  “Da went to work for the Reverend, and 
the next year Ma had fallen’ for him.  Guess that was his plan.” 
 
Dinny started to chuckle a bit at that. 
 
“Purty sly of him, ain’t it?” 
 
“Yeah, I guess so,” Sonny agreed, and he knew it was.  He smiled a bit himself. 
 
“So they got married that spring, jest as the Cherokee lottery was giving away some land 
to the west.  Da had enough money to purchase some and that was his first farm.  Stayed 
there until Uncle Mac lost everything in the flood of ’44.  Then they all moved to 
Missouri.  Guess I was around five when that happened.  And you came along not long 
after we moved.” 
 
Dinny looked up at Sonny, and Sonny returned the gaze.  It was difficult to make out his 
brother’s features in the early morning light, but he could see the look was one of 
sadness. 
 
“Sonny?” 
 
“Yeah Din?” 
 
“I’m gonna see Da.” 
 
“I told you…”  Sonny started to say again but Dinny cut him off. 
 
“It’s happenen’.  Ain’t nothin’ we can do about it.” 
 



Sonny could hear a gurgle in Dinny’s throat as he said this.  He had to think fast and by 
instinct, he gathered up all his strength and got up.  He lifted Dinny on his back and over 
his shoulders.  Grabbing his feet and arms, he started running as he said to Dinny, 
 
“You hang in there Goddammit.  You hold on an I’ll take you in.” 
 
Dinny did not say a word. 
 
The Union soldiers on the hill may not have seen Sonny’s movement, but they heard it all 
the same as several musket-rifles fired in their direction.  Sonny just ran.  Each step he 
took brought the weight on his shoulders down on him and soon he was running on pure 
adrenaline alone.  He was close to tears as he thought about what Dinny had said twice 
now.  It could not happen.  There was no way he would lose the last member of his 
immediate family. 
 
The morning light had grown stronger, and a fog covered the ground, making it difficult 
for Sonny to see.  But he thought to himself that if he couldn’t see, then neither could the 
Union soldiers.  The sound of cannon fire made him think maybe he was wrong.  Could 
they be shooting at him too?  But when he heard the other Confederate troops following 
him, he knew it was much more than that.  The Union was starting their attack. 
 
Sonny kept moving, just trying to get over the road and into the tree line on the other 
side.  He crossed the road, as many Confederate soldiers began to take up defensive 
position in order to repel any immediate charge by the Union forces.  They all turned to 
watch this young Corporal with a wounded soldier on his back, and a few of them even 
yelled after him in praise. 
 
Sonny finally reached the road and crossed over.  Running up the hill, his legs were close 
to giving out on him, the weight on his shoulders almost unbearable.  He moved into the 
trees and fell to the ground on his back.  Dinny fell off and slumped to the ground 
without a sound.  Near him, Sonny heard a rustling.  Sonny started to pull his pistol when 
he heard, 
 
“Please…please don’t shoot.” 
 
Sonny looked up and there was a Private dusting the dirt off of himself as he stood. 
 
“Don’t shoot me, please,” he said again. 
 
“I ain’t gonna shoot,” Sonny said quickly as he pulled himself off the ground and turned 
to face his brother.  The Private dropped to the ground with him as they both looked over 
Dinny’s body. 
 
“He all right?” the Private asked. 
 



Sonny did not answer as he felt Dinny’s neck hoping to feel a pulse.  When he did not, he 
stood up and backed away from the body.  The Private was confused.  He felt at Dinny’s 
neck as Sonny had done. 
 
“He ain’t there.  Think he’s gone,” was all he could say. 
 
Sonny started to shake his head back and forth.  This could not be.  How could he lose his 
brother with everything else that had happened?  He dropped to the ground once again 
and pulled Dinny’s body close to him.  He hugged his brother as if that act alone might 
bring him back.  But it did not.  Dinny was dead. 
 
“We gotta move,” the Private said trying to make Sonny realize that Union forces were 
approaching. 
 
Sonny looked up at him, and then back down at Dinny.  He let go of his brother and stood 
once more.  He was torn about what to do and finally made his choice.  He turned and 
walked away.  He could hear the Private calling after him, but the sound of cannon fire 
and Union troops rushing their position drowned it out.  He walked faster and finally 
made his way back behind the lines, getting a hand from Confederate troops dug in 
behind the unfinished railroad bed once more. 
 
Sonny walked slowly up the hill as if the battle was not happening.  He came upon a few 
officers and one of them recognized Sonny. 
 
“Corporal Gamble!” 
 
Sonny turned to face him. 
 
“My God, General Jackson assumed you had been killed.” 
 
Sonny did not say a word. 
 
“General Jackson is commanding the fighting retreat just to the south.  Here.  Take this to 
him.  I need him to know we have reached our position.” 
 
By instinct, Sonny took the piece of paper and headed off in the direction that the Colonel 
pointed.  His mind raced with many thoughts, but the reprimand that he would get from 
General Jackson was not one of them.   When he finally approached the General, he saw 
Jackson shouting orders for artillery brigades to move up the hill and for soldiers to dig in 
to defend their position. 
 
“General Jackson.  Colonel Thomas sent me with this.” 
 
Sonny handed the paper to Jackson as Jackson looked down at him in disbelief. 
 
“Where have ya been, Corporal?” the General said in anger and some frustration. 



 
When Sonny did not answer, Jackson jumped down from his horse and grabbed Sonny by 
the shoulders. 
 
“I thought ya amongst the dead and here you are bringin’ me notices now?  Could there 
be anything more careless?  We are fightin for our lives and you disappear for the night?  
I told ya I was in need of your actions and ya fail me like this?” 
 
“My brother is dead, sir,” was Sonny’s only reply. 
 
Jackson was taken aback at first, but would not let go of his anger. 
 
“Perhaps if you had done your duty, he would not be.  We might have been able to call a 
retreat sooner.  We might not be in such a confused state!  Do ya know that General 
Stuart has finally returned after three days of keeping General Lee blind?  It is such 
reckless behavior that puts us in such a state now.  Stuart can get away with such action, 
but not you, boy.” 
 
Sonny looked at General Jackson, but his eyes were glazed over.  Infuriated, Jackson 
commanded him to find a horse and retreat back to the command area where General Lee 
had set up. 
 
“I haven’t the time to tell ya just how disappointed I am in ya, Corporal.  But you shall be 
punished.  You may forget about the rank ya wear on your shoulder, Private.  And if we 
were not in such a position, I would have ya arrested and court martialed.  Horrible!  You 
have cost us dearly, soldier.  The blood of all of these men and that of your brother is on 
your shoulders.  It is too bad!  TOO BAD!  How…”  Jackson stopped before he finished 
the thought. 
 
He pointed for Sonny to move once again and got back on his horse to continue directing 
orders to his troops.  Sonny did as he was told and barely thought of what the General 
had said to him.  But he did think about his last words.  The General was right.  It was his 
fault.  He was not sure of what other action he should have taken, but any other action 
would have possibly saved his brother.  Jackson had called him horrible, and he certainly 
must be. 
 
He found a horse and rode back to where Jackson had commanded him to stay.  He 
continued to think of his brother, the things he had told Sonny just before he died and the 
words of his General.  He was horrible.  He had let Dinny die.  He had failed.  And not 
one tear fell from his eye. 
 

 
 
 
 
 



* * * 
 

Virginia, September 1862 
 
The Autumn chill in the air told Sonny that winter would soon be upon them once more, 
and he was not sure if he could make it through another one under these conditions.  For 
three months, ever since the losing battle at Manassas, General Jackson had staged a risky 
and bold campaign throughout the Shenandoah Valley.  Raiding enemy supplies when 
possible, Jackson had been able to quickly move his army to keep Burnside’s pursuing 
force occupied.   
 
Lee had taken the remaining force and retreated back towards Richmond, blocking the 
Union from invading the capital.  Word had not been heard from him in a week, but the 
Confederates knew that McClellan had not yet staged his attack on Richmond.  What he 
was waiting for, no one knew, but Jackson had used the time well.  The supplies had been 
plentiful, thanks to Burnside’s slower army and habit of leaving too long a supply train, 
and the weather had been favorable allowing quicker movement than would have been 
possible had there been weeks of rain or an early chill. 
 
But Sonny knew what the winter was like in this army, and he had little desire to go 
through another.  And his treatment by Jackson played a large role in this.  Ever since 
their encounter at Manassas, Jackson had hardly said a word to Sonny.  Instead of using 
him as a runner, Jackson had him assigned to his personal detail to work alongside Jim.  
It had not been hard work, but Sonny did miss his personal interaction with the General.   
 
However, he knew why it was lacking, and he was not about to apologize for anything he 
had done.  Of course, that’s if he ever thought about it.  The minute a thought about his 
brother came into his head, Sonny snuffed it out quickly.  He refused to think about it.  
He would strike up a conversation about something utterly mundane, or he would engage 
in training with one of the other soldiers who was teaching him how to use a saber 
effectively.   
 
And every time he saw the General, there was a silence, or a quick order - concise and to 
the point.  There was no small talk, no concern about Sonny’s life in the army, no warmth 
at all as the General likely looked on Sonny as a traitor.  Better to be ignored than killed, 
Sonny often thought. 
 
There was little difference this day, as Sonny had spent the morning polishing the 
General’s saddle and caring for his horse’s feet.  Afterwards, Sonny walked back to the 
campfire Jim kept near Jackson’s tent.  As he sat down on a log, he let out a deep sigh. 
 
“What’s got ya so down, Mister Gamble?” Jim asked as he was grinding coffee beans 
they had found in their last raid. 
 



Sonny stayed quiet for a moment, trying to think of the best thing to say to Jim that 
would stop the conversation quickly.  Nothing came to him so instead he simply replied, 
“Nothin’.” 
 
“Now don’t you give that to me.  I knows when I hears a man that’s weary, and that’s 
you today.” 
 
Sonny looked over to Jim and as ever, he was smiling.  “Don’t want to talk about it.  
Sorry.  Jest tryin’ to keep my mind on other things.  And Jim?  Call me Sonny…please.” 
 
“Well, Sonny.  I’d say you’s in need of some pick me up.  Too bad all we got’s this here 
corn mash.  Don’t rightly know where we picked it up, but you’s welcome to it if’n you 
need a little.” 
 
“That’s mighty nice of ya, Jim. Don’t think the General would like it too much though.” 
 
“He don’t have to know.” 
 
“But he would find out, knowin’ my luck.” 
 
Jim scratched his chin for a second before responding.  He placed the grounds beside him 
on the log and put his large hand on Sonny’s shoulder. 
 
“What’s goin’ on with you and General Jackson?  Been a couple a months, I guess, and 
you and he don’t rightly get along anymore.  Thought he was like a father to ya.  What 
happened?” 
 
Everything began to rush back into Sonny’s head.  Why wouldn’t Jim just drop it? Sonny 
didn’t want to seem rude, but he did not want to talk about this either.  He started to get 
up, but Jim stopped him. 
 
“Don’t you let that fester.  Understand?  It’ll rot away inside ya.” 
 
“Look, it’s just that…I don’t want to go into it.  Just let it be, OK Jim?” 
 
“It’s your voice, boss.  Ain’t got to waste it if’n ya don’t want to.  Just thought I’d lend an 
ear if ya needed one.” 
 
“Well I don’t,” Sonny said at a much louder volume than he intended.  He knew it was 
wrong, but he continued, “Been runnin’ around this damn country for a year now and 
ain’t done nothin’ but kill and watch others be killed.  Families dead.  Friends too.  
Everyone that means anything dies in this damn war and ain’t nobody doin’ a damn thing 
to stop it.  All we do is keep runnin’.  How long ‘fore we get caught?  And then what 
happens? Get strung up, I suppose.  They’ll kill us one way or t’other. We’re just passin’ 
time till they do.” 
 



He started to walk away, but Jim stood and called after him, “Sonny. Don’t you know 
what’s goin’ on here?  Ain’t you got an idea that maybe fightin’ is the only way to stop 
it?  If we show force, they realize we means it.  Least that’s the way I figures it.  Course, 
I ain’t got to fight like you do.” 
 
Sonny turned and looked at Jim with some disbelief.  “How can you sit here and say 
that?”  
 
“And why not?” Jim quickly followed. 
 
“Don’t you know that you are near the only free black man in this army?  And the only 
reason you got that is because Jackson done it.  Darn near every other man here would 
rather spit at ya than take the food ya make.  And that’s how ya make out the war?” 
 
Jim let his smile drop as he spoke, “Sonny.  Every man got to make his own way in the 
world.  Ain’t nobody gonna do it for him.  I know what I gots here and what I ain’t gots. 
And most of what I gots, I gots on my own on account of working with…not for…but 
with the General.  Now you can look on that as me lyin’ to myself, and maybe you’re 
right.  But it gets me through my days.  And they’re pretty good ones, too.  A man can sit 
and let every stinkin’ thought in his head rot out, or he can get some courage and move 
them thoughts out hiself.  I ain’t one to let my misery control me. Are you?” 
 
And with that, Jim went back to grinding his coffee grounds, his smile returning and a 
song escaping his lips as a whistle. 
 
Sonny did not say a thing.  But he thought about what Jim had said as he walked away.  
He did not get very far before he heard a voice calling after him. 
 
“Private?  Private!!” 
 
He turned to see General Jackson approaching him on horseback, a large metal box 
dragging behind him tied to his saddle with rope.  He stopped his horse and got down, 
circling around to retrieve the box.  Dropping it at Sonny’s feet, Jackson turned on his 
heals and began to walk away saying behind him “Make sure ya go through that box with 
a fine tooth comb.  I don’t want to find we’ve missed important information through 
slothfulness.  And take care of the horse too.  Bring me what ya find as soon as you are 
done.” 
 
Sonny did not let the curses he was thinking escape from his mouth.  Rather, he picked 
up the rope attached to the box and dragged it behind him as he went to tie up Jackson’s 
horse.  When he was done, he returned to the box and busted the lock open with a rock.  
He began searching through the papers inside, looking for any sign of governmental 
insignia.  He had seen enough official documents to know what to look for by now. 
 
But instead of finding anything of importance to the General, he found a newspaper.  
Though a couple of months dated, he was keen to see what else was going on in the war, 



and perhaps in the world.  Before reading anything else, he noticed a speech reprinted on 
the front page.  He began to read and realized what it was probably about. 
 
Four score and seven years ago our fathers brought forth on this continent, a new nation, 

conceived in Liberty, and dedicated to the proposition that all men are created equal. 
Now we are engaged in a great civil war, testing whether that nation, or any nation so 
conceived and so dedicated, can long endure. We are met on a great battle-field of that 
war. We have come to dedicate a portion of that field, as a final resting place for those 
who here gave their lives that that nation might live. It is altogether fitting and proper 

that we should do this. 
 

But, in a larger sense, we can not dedicate -- we can not consecrate -- we can not hallow 
-- this ground. The brave men, living and dead, who struggled here, have consecrated it, 

far above our poor power to add or detract. The world will little note, nor long remember 
what we say here, but it can never forget what they did here. It is for us the living, rather, 
to be dedicated here to the unfinished work which they who fought here have thus far so 

nobly advanced. It is rather for us to be here dedicated to the great task remaining before 
us -- that from these honored dead we take increased devotion to that cause for which 

they gave the last full measure of devotion -- that we here highly resolve that these dead 
shall not have died in vain -- that this nation, under God, shall have a new birth of 

freedom -- and that government of the people, by the people, for the people, shall not 
perish from the earth. 

 
When he was done reading, he looked at the bottom of the speech and noted that it had 
been given by Abraham Lincoln at a tour of the recently taken battlefield of Manassas.  
He was surprised to note that Lincoln had visited and thought it slightly foolish.  But he 
found he had a respect for the words spoken by this man.  Perhaps it was the words 
spoken about the dead – those that had made the sacrifice.  Had not his brother done that?  
And yet, here was Sonny.  Not near as brave or headstrong as Dinny.  And Sonny still 
lived. 
 
He shook his head to drain the thoughts, even though he knew it would not work.  When 
they would not go away, he busied himself looking for other papers to bring to the 
General.  Tossing several other papers on the ground that looked to be of little 
importance, Sonny finally came to something that looked authentic.  Reading it over, he 
saw that troop figures were mentioned – at least 15,000.  He saw a name listed to lead 
them – a man named Grant.  And he saw a destination described – Fredericksburg. 
 
He had no idea how important this document would be, or what it would lead to, but he 
wasted little time in taking it to General Jackson.  He did not care if it brought him back 
into the General’s good graces.  If anything, he hoped that it might be something that 
would assist in ending the war, and letting him go home…wherever that was. 
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