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Chapter 1

A month after the injured were stabilized, they were sent home 
for recuperation. Colonel Sonnie Evers, a 50-year-old career 

medical doctor, was in command. Leaving with a caravan of eight 
wagons, each with a team of four horses, plus six spare horses, the 
group headed out. There were 25 injured, eight soldier escorts, 
and three medical staff in addition to Dr. Evers. They traveled for 
three days until they met up with a riverboat, the Lillie Belle, and 
cruised along the Ohio River for a week.

“Hey. I’m Lucas,” said one of James’s travel companions. He sat 
down across from James, who was gazing south, past him, and out 
toward the north shore of Kentucky. Lucas sat there with a grin 
as wide as the Ohio River, which seemed out of place below the 
black patch covering his left eye, and the vicious scar that traveled 
from his left temple, across his cheek, and on to the right corner 
of his mouth.

“Hey! Lucas! My name. It’s Lucas,” he repeated as he gave an 
exaggerated wave and that same grin.

“James. My name is James Scott. James Robert Scott,” he replied 
without emotion.

“Well, okay, Mr. James-Robert-Scott. Lucas Hollis my name. 
From the 188th Maine. How ’bout you?”

“How about me what?”
“Not how or what—where you from? What regiment?”
James looked directly into his face and softly replied, “The 99th 

Massachusetts.”
“Oh. Oh, my God. I—I’m sorry,” he replied.
They traveled in silence for the rest of the day.
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The caravan left the boat at Pomeroy, Ohio, and, for the next sev-
eral days, traveled south and then eastward through the Shenandoah 
Valley, and then north and eastward. The war was deep in the South 
by now, and the Mason-Dixon Line was relatively safe for travel. 
Isolated pockets of Confederate troops and highwaymen offered 
the most danger, but the soldiers were on watch.

Dr. Evers, as usual, chronicled this journey with a quill.
“. . . There was one good thing about the flooding in Pennsylvania 

that made us get off the ship at Pomeroy. The chance to experience 
United States history up close and personal. Antietam, the deadliest 
site in this war so far, now lay before and around us. The turning 
point in this godforsaken war, it ended the first excursion into the 
North by the Confederacy. But that’s not why it makes it into my 
personal journal. The battle took several weeks to complete, but 
that’s of little note, too. Traveling past, through, and over it, the 
sounds of a thousand wounded and dying cries echoing all around 
us. Especially in the dark stillness of the night. Even the animals 
of the area seem to announce to travelers the carnage that took 
place here.

“Five thousand Americans died here in one day. Another ten 
thousand soldiers died later as a result of being wounded that day, a 
painfully excruciating death of dysentery and the like. It makes my 
journal because it is the deadliest day ever in United States history. 
I pray this will be the limit on the carnage we perpetrate on each 
other. And I tried my best to patch up shattered and broken men. 
I swear. I tried. Blue or Gray, it didn’t matter. Didn’t matter none. 
Those days still haunt me and perhaps forever will. Col. Sonnie 
Evers, Maryland. January 17, 1865.”

The campsite, nestled against several large boulders, hummed 
with subdued activity. The campfires glowed and crackled, send-
ing embers floating and light illuminating. The sentries kept one 
eye on the darkness beyond the site and the other on the joyous 
happenings within the arc of safety. The earlier snowfall, which 
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dusted nature with a brilliant coat of white, teamed with a clean, 
brisk breeze that ushered in a feeling of newness and hope. Col. 
Evers came out of his tent and made his rounds, checking on the 
wounded who were out, as dialogue and music continued.

“Shoot, I’m glad we stopped early. Them twelve-to-fifteen-hour 
days travelin’ was hell on my backside,” Merrill said as he stretched 
out on the ground near one of the fires.

“Yonder that way a crick that be small most times,” added Steve. 
“Gits mighty big wit the snow we got earlier, if it melt. Reckon 
that’s why we stopped.”

Lucas humorously interjected, “Hey! You gonna play cards 
tonight—or just play wit ’em? C’mon! Deal!”

“We still waitin’ on James.”
“Oh, I’ll git him. James!”
James, recovering from his injuries, sat in one of the wagons 

and woefully peeked at his healing wounds.
Damn! I’m going to live. Now I got to tell them. But what? Uh, 

Mrs., Mr. Harris, uh, Bobby died. I mean—Mama—Daddy, uh, 
Bobby died. He, he. . . . Nah! Umm, during the battle, when. . . . 
Nah! I mean uh, damn! What am I going to say? I killed your son! I 
killed Bobby?!

“Hey, James, you coming outta there? Or do I gotta come in 
and get ya’?” Lucas yelled.

How in the hell can he be so happy? Shit, he lost an eye! He acting 
like everything is okay! Bobby’s dead. He lost an eye. Got that scar 
on his face. But maybe like Dr. Mitchell’s whistling. And he’s telling 
these jokes like, like, huh, like Bobby would. Bobby. I miss you, man. 
God, I miss you.

“All right, James. I’m coming in there after you.”
Regaining his composure, James poked his head out of the 

wagon and said, “Yeah, yeah. A man can’t have a bit of quiet time? 
Y’all ready to lose your money that bad?”

“Come on out here. Show us how it’s done, then,” added Merrill.
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“In a minute, if that’s okay with you, Luke!”
“I think that’ll be fine, James. Just you hurry on up.”
Help me, Lord. Give me the words.
James exited the wagon, looked skyward, and admired the starry 

view as he wondered how this situation, this Civil War, this War 
Between the States, was viewed by the heavens. He looked around 
the campsite at this ragtag group of survivors and wondered what 
fate awaited them all. Here on Earth and in heaven—for those 
who would get there.

How does heaven view this war, this Civil War? Huh, if there 
was ever an oxymoron. Civil War! Nah, Prof. Marinelli, there’s no 
amount of Civil Engineering that can make this war civil, polite, 
courteous, or gallant. Huh, I wonder how the heavens view this war? 
As a disgraceful conflict between brothers? A righteous attempt to free 
an enslaved and subjugated people? Or does Heaven see it as something 
entirely different?

And how does Heaven view me and what I did? And how will 
Boston view me? It’s been more than two months now. The Boston area 
must be in shock. First the 54th, and now us. Now the 99th. Will they 
be happy to see me? There were only two survivors from Boston, and 
they were hurt earlier and sent home. I’m the only Boston survivor of 
the massacre, and I’m not even from Boston.

“Heavenly Father. How great Thou art. Thank You for my life. 
I don’t know why You saved me on that field in Tennessee. Give 
me the words to tell Bobby’s family. Amen,” James whispered as 
he approached the group of card players.

“Ready to play some cards wit us, James?” Merrill asked.
“Yeah, yeah. I’m ready. Deal me in. And don’t try to cheat, 

Lucas,” he replied as he sat down.
“Oh, James. I’m hurt.”


