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Chapter 3

T he blaring bugler alerted the camp with the forma-
tion-on-the-double code, and all the troops rushed to their 

assigned areas. Major Steph stormed out of the General’s tent with 
the other executive staff, and all headed in different directions.

Arriving at the 99ths location, he commanded, “Men, we got a 
situation. Three regiments, including the Triple-Two, are on the 
verge of being massacred. Rebels got them trapped on multiple 
fronts with a counter-offensive. A group of 80 troops from the 
Triple-Two are caught in a canyon, with the rebs blocking the only 
exit and closing in on them two miles south of here. We’re charged 
with freeing as many of them as we can.

“Sharpshooters, be ready for the call—we’re going to need 
you first. Cpl. Harris, you’re in charge. Your mission—is at your 
discretion. Get your group, your gear, and get going now! Squads 
A and C, you’re going to take the point. The rest of you, be ready 
for orders once we arrive. We leave in 10 minutes. We rain down 
hell in 30 minutes. On my mark. Mark! Dismissed!”

The 99th fell out of formation, as each squad received directions 
from their squad leader.

“Squad E, meet me in the armory in three minutes. Cpl. Harris, 
stand by,” James ordered. He moved close to Bobby and whis-
pered, “Cpl. Harris. I think it’s time you unload your Confederate 
Commander-cide on their asses.”

“Yes, sir, Cpl. Scott, sir! I agree,” Bobby replied with a full-face 
grin and ran in another direction.
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The 99th’s nine sharpshooters arrived at the scene and began 
setting up.

“Time?” asked Bobby.
“Eighteen minutes, fifteen seconds on my mark—Mark!” 

answered Pvt. Ward.
“All right, gentlemen. We got about eleven minutes to get ready 

to rain down hell. Let’s be ready in five minutes.”
Bobby set up the Confederate Commander-cide in the 

middle of the sharpshooters’ line. He then peered through the 
field glasses and observed the situation. Blocked on three sides 
by a deep, fast-moving river in the back and extremely vertical 
canyon walls on both sides, the 222nd’s dilemma was apparent. 
The rifle and cannon fire from the rebels were constant. And the 
only exit was blocked by the Rebels, and they were marching 
toward them.

“Okay, men. The rebs don’t know we’re here yet. After the first 
round, we will have their attention. So, we gotta be ready to shoot 
and move. And we got to hit our marks the first time. I’ll get the 
Colonel to the right. Sharper, you get the one to the left. The rest 
of you gotta get a sharpshooter.”

“Pick them out, call them out, and then take them out,” the 
men chimed.

“Exactly. They’re going to be looking for us then, which is a 
good thing because that means they won’t be aiming at the Triple-
Two. We’re going to break up, too. Sharper, I’m going to take these 
three, and we’re going to shift to the left to get the sharpshooters 
in a crossfire. You and the other four shift to the right and do the 
same. Any questions?”

“Yeah. What the hell is that you got, Bobby? I mean, Cpl. 
Harris, sir?” Pvt. Sharper asked.

“I call it the Confederate Commander-cide. Just like homicide 
is killing one person, and genocide is killing a lot of people. This 
baby here brings commanders in range. I can shoot farther, with 
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more accuracy and more power. They can try to hide, but they 
can’t run from the Confederate Commander-cide!”

“Ooo, I want one!” declared Pvt. Sharper.
“This is the only one for now. Time!”
“Twenty-five minutes, thirty seconds on my mark. Mark.”
“Okay, men. We will rain down hell at the 29-minute mark. 

Countdown from 2830, Pvt. Ward.”
“Yes, sir.”
“Stand by.”

3

Maj. Steph and Sgt. Oliver scanned the scene. One hundred 
yards behind the enemy, they realized the challenge. They would 
need to break through the rebels’ forces to give the Triple-Two an 
escape route.

“Okay, men. We’re going to drop some shells on their cannon 
crews, and then direct rifle fire toward the center of their line. We 
will deliver two rounds. Squads A and C, you are our righteous 
spear. On my command, I need you to charge full force right at 
the center of their line. Cannons, when they charge, re-direct your 
artillery to the ends of their line. The rest of you, fire at will. The 
sharpshooters should open up in less than a minute. Let’s rain 
down hell! Stand by,” Maj. Steph commanded.
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“Twenty-eight, twenty-nine, thirty. Thirty-one, thirty-two. 
Thirty-three . . .”
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“Squad E, stand ready. Bite off the top. Pour in the powder. 
Bite off the bottom. Put in the slug. . . . ”

“. . . 99th Mass, let’s kick some reb ass! . . .”
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“. . . Forty-six, forty-seven, forty-eight . . .”

3

“. . . Pack it in. Cock back the hammer. Aim. Cuddle and 
squeeze. . . .”

“. . . you’re righteous, you’re ready. You’re fighting for your right 
to be men! . . .”
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“. . . fifty-six, fifty-seven, fifty-eight . . .”
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“. . . Steady, Squad E, steady . . .”
“. . . on my mark!”
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“. . . Fire!” Cpl. Harris ordered.
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“Countdown—fifteen, fourteen, thirteen, twelve, eleven, ten . . .”
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“Great shooting, men! Hustle to your next spot, and fire at will. 
I repeat, fire at will!”
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“. . . five, four, three, two, one—rain down hell, 99th! Fire!”
Two hours later, the 99th Massachusetts Infantry Regiment 

broke through the Confederates’ defenses and opened up an 
escape route for the 222nd, rescuing 63 of their 80 soldiers from 
the clutches of disaster.
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