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“The Civil War defined us as what we are and it opened us to being what we became, good and bad things... It was the crossroads of our being, and it was a hell of a crossroads.”

―Shelby Foote, The Civil War: A Narrative


This book is dedicated to Anya, Jacob, Sydney, Chloe, Frances, Nikau, Gray, Levon & Felix


An explanatory note from the author. Throughout the story, Union troops are referred to as Federals and Yankees, as well as Union troops. Confederates are also referred to as Rebels or Rebs, and the Confederate States of America is also referred to as the Confederacy. People of that time used these terms interchangeably.


Chapter 1

Victor Bridges received a text message from Mr. Greene: “AP Exam scores are in. Check yours.” He immediately went to the website of the “Acorn People,” as he referred to the College Board, and nervously typed in his password. It wasn’t that he thought he failed the exam, it was just that he feared he hadn’t scored a coveted 5. What if Minerva scored a 5 and he only scored a 4? That would be worse than death itself if his former girlfriend bested him in his favorite subject. The ultimate humiliation. Now that they weren’t dating any longer, their relationship had quickly cooled in the weeks after the Philadelphia trip.

Victor should have scored a 5 on the A.P. Exam. It was fairly easy. After all, the Document Based Question for the United States Advanced Placement Examination was on the Second Continental Congress and the vote for ratification of the Declaration of Independence, the perfect question for their class, since they had been right there at the time of the discussion.

There it was: 5. Beautiful! A wave of relief overcame him. He didn’t think he had written such a great free response essay to the question on the relocation of the Nisei at the start of World War II, having compared the Nisei internment to the Nazis’ “Final Solution.” It wasn’t very American of him, he knew, but darned if he hadn’t seen the parallels, and had postulated that if the United States had lost the war, perhaps the Nisei would have been exterminated like the European Jews had been eliminated by the Germans. After completing the exam, Victor told Mr. Greene what he had written and Mr. Greene did not say a word, but he had raised his bushy eyebrows, which Victor took as a sign of disapproval. He feared that his Nisei essay might have reduced his score to a 4.

Victor received a text from Bette Kromer: “Five!”

“Me 2,” Victor thumbed back. “Minerva? Twins?”

“?”

Victor wanted to text Minerva, but she informed him on the last day of school that she wanted to take a break in their relationship, and she hadn’t spoken to him in over a month. His masculine pride kept him from calling her, even just to say hello. He admitted to himself, but to no one else, that he missed her, he missed talking to her, and he missed holding her hand. He definitely missed kissing her—boy she could kiss—he thought, as an image of Minerva Messinger entered, front and center in his cerebral cortex. Victor had earned a 5 in Biology A.P. as well, but he really didn’t care about Biology after his mini course with Minerva in comparative anatomy, nor did he care about the 4 he earned in English After all, the junior English exam wasn’t literature, it was icky grammar and other crapola. He had a hard time distinguishing a gerund from a gerbil.

A moment later a text from Mr. Greene erased Minerva’s image from his mind as if Greene had pulled up the sheet on an Etch A Sketch, a toy that Victor had loved as a little boy. “Congrats to Bette, Minerva and Victor for acing exam.” So, Minerva earned a 5 as well. No mention of the Anderson twins. Victor wondered if they even scraped by a with a 3. They weren’t the brightest bulbs on the Christmas tree, Victor mused. They’d even gotten Mr. Greene clunked in a bar fight in Philadelphia, and Victor had had to get them back to Cassadaga Area High School safely. Victor was surprised to see that there was a follow-up text from Mr. Greene.

“Would like to congratulate you three at school tomorrow at 4 p.m. if possible. RSVP.”

Maybe they were getting trophies, Victor thought. Or hats. He could use a new hat.


Chapter 2

With his brother off for orientation at North Dakota Wesleyan College, where Junior Bridges had earned a partial scholarship to play football, Victor possessed a car to drive for senior year. Although Junior Bridges rationalized that at North Dakota Wesleyan, he might become a second Carson Wentz, a first-round NFL pick from North Dakota State, the failure of Junior to land a Division 1 scholarship had tarnished the family’s first born in the eyes of his father. Mr. Bridges was an advocate of primogeniture, who had hoped that his heir would achieve the athletic heights that Victor’s father had failed to climb. Certainly, there was not much chance of an NFL future for Junior Bridges via the gridiron of a Division 3 school in Nowhere, North Dakota. And with Junior’s academic acumen, Victor was hard pressed to see what type of career would best suit his Simian sibling. Troglodyte perhaps? Victor mused, knowing his semiliterate older brother would have never have known the synonym for caveman.

Although it was only mid-July, juniors were busy sanding off the names of the recent graduates from the parking places and repainting their own senior names onto the coveted fall parking spots. Victor dutifully parked in the space marked “Victor Bridges.” It was the moment he felt like a senior. Finally, at the top of the heap, he thought. The late Mary Beard, a dead historian, made herself visible to Victor. Wearing a flapper’s short dress and playing with a pearl necklace coquettishly, the deceased historian’s outfit reminded Victor that she could be a bit daffy at times. Certainly flighty, Victor thought, smiling at his pun as the former historian floated over to say hello. She was something of a grandmotherly ghost, he thought.

“Hello Mrs. Beard. Where is Charles…is he haunting Carpenter’s Hall again?”

Her husband Charles, also deceased, had once been the nation’s foremost historian for his theory on the economic reasons for the Constitution, a hypothesis which had fallen from favor with modern historians. Charles had a penchant for haunting not only the halls and classrooms of Cassadaga Area High School, but Philadelphia’s historical buildings as well. The dead historians who haunted the high school only made themselves visible to members of the History Channelers, a select group of Mr. Greene’s Advanced Placement students. The Beards had served as guides to colonial Philadelphia in the last trip to the past, albeit not without incident. Too bad Mr. Greene had been grounded and forbidden to use Tesla’s time travel device, as Victor had hoped for a senior trip to the past. He really wanted to meet Harriet Tubman and help her retrieve a slave on the Underground Railroad.

Mary Beard smiled at Victor and said, “No, no, nothing so adventurous for my old Charley. He’s up at the Cassadaga Hotel eavesdropping on a séance.” The Cassadaga Hotel was the center for mediums and psychics and consequently the area was a destination for hundreds of ghosts, especially in the winter months. Victor had no idea why ghosts, like Northern tourists, flocked to Florida in the winter, but they did. “We’re banned from travel outside Florida, Victor,” Mary Beard lamented and then added, “There sure are some cute boys here today.” Mrs. Beard, Victor knew, loved to flirt.

“We had a fun time on our last trip, didn’t we, Mary?”

“That we did. I still am not sure how we wound up helping to make Benedict Arnold the second president of the United States though,” she mused. “Must have been that Peggy Shippen girl. What brings you out to school during summer vacation, my boy?”

“Mr. Greene wants to see me...well he wants to see Bette and Minerva, too,” Victor admitted, frowning when he added Minerva’s name.

“So things aren’t going well with Miss Messinger, Victor?” Mary Beard smiled knowingly. “I thought you two hit it off pretty well on our trip to Philadelphia. No more canoodling, my boy, I gather.”

Victor shrugged. “I don’t understand women, Mary.”

“The male lament,” Mrs. Beard chuckled. “Been going on ever since Adam wondered why Eve gave him that apple. Women are mysterious, enigmatic creatures Victor,” Mary advised. “At least to men. Word among us dead folks has it that your teacher was cleared and can travel. I saw Shelby Foote float over to Mr. Greene’s portable earlier.”

“Mr. Foote, really?”

“It was either him or Bruce Catton. I mix up my Civil War historians; they all look alike to me.”

Civil war historians, Victor thought, painfully remembering how he chased John Wilkes Booth across the stage at Ford’s Theater on his first trip to the past. It was not Victor’s finest moment, as he had tried to interfere with history. What was going on? Why was Shelby Dade Foote Jr. involved?

*

Victor walked out to the portable. Bette and Minerva were already sitting at desks. Darn, Minerva looked lovely, not a pimple on her face. He frowned at his own stupid thought, which made Minerva think he was frowning at her, and she erased the welcoming smile from her face. She looked away in distain and returned to a booklet she was reading: The Diary of a Lady of Gettysburg. Minerva had become something of a fan of women’s Civil War diaries and had even read Mary Chestnut’s lengthy diary of the war. Minerva, for her part was playing coy, holding the booklet to cover her face but peeking out at Victor every now and then. The boy unnerved her, but darned if she still didn’t care for him.

“Hello Victor!” Bette Kromer shouted cheerfully. “How do you like my do?” asked Bette, referring to her short summer haircut. She looked like G.I. Jane, he thought.

“Ah nice,” replied Victor with a little white lie.

“Beastly hot this summer, so I thought I would get scalped,” Bette said.

Minerva ignored Bette’s banter.

“Uh huh,” said Victor with a polite smile at Bette, but he wasn’t paying attention to Miss Kromer. Not with Minerva in the room. He focused his eyes on Minerva Messinger’s haughty, indifferent face, not letting his eyes drift down to her chest, for he knew how she hated that about boys, but it was difficult to keep his gaze upright, and when she turned her head away, he glanced downward quickly, nearly sighing.

Then he silently nodded to his classmates and Bette nodded back and a peeved Minerva pretended to ignore him. Mr. Greene was going to teach European Advanced Placement in the fall and Victor would be in the class, although he wasn’t certain that Bette and Minerva had enrolled. Victor took a seat on the other side of Bette, as geographically as far away from Minerva as possible in the portable classroom.

Mr. Greene walked in, dressed as usual in shirt and tie, although his shirt was a tad rumpled and his hair was characteristically unkempt. Minerva and Bette had talked about giving Mr. Greene a makeover, but the very idea had set them to laughing. Mr. Greene was what he was: an eccentric.

“I want to congratulate you three for your perfect scores,” Greene began. “I also wanted to announce that I have finished my sentence of time travel probation given to me by the dead historians and I am now free to visit the past. In honor of your achievement, and as members of the History Channelers, I would like you to accompany me to hear Abraham Lincoln deliver the Gettysburg Address in person. How appropriate that you are reading Sarah Broadhead’s diary today, Minerva…for I want to make a trip back to late November of 1863 to Gettysburg, Pennsylvania. After the battle. We don’t need to be going there during the battle, that’s for sure. It is too dangerous. You will notice that my Dunlap broadside of the Declaration of Independence is missing from the billboard. I recently sold it to acquire some antebellum double-eagle gold pieces, as I would like to pick up a few Civil War souvenirs while I am in town. I would like to leave a week from today at 7 a.m. and be back after Lincoln boards the train back to Washington in the evening of that day, which is the 19th of November 1863. Of course, you don’t have to come, but if you want to keep the club alive…and the twins will not be coming so I doubt if anyone will be hanging out in taverns or starting brawls… I certainly hope not. So just a one-day trip, any takers?

“Heck yeah,” Victor said.

“I’m in, Mr. Greene, said Bette, adding a caveat. “But I will need to research female attire of the period.”

“Of course, Bette,” Greene said. “We all shall have to do that. Sometimes I wonder how the world got on without Google or eBay. What about you, Minerva?”

“I don’t know, Mr. Greene.”

“C’mon, Minerva,” Bette said. “It will be fun. I want to find out if Abe really had a high-pitched voice and if he really wore homemade gray socks when he rode the horse in the cemetery dedication parade like Carl Sandberg says. I don’t think he was as hunky as Daniel Day Lewis though,” said Bette, in a reference to the actor who portrayed the Great Emancipator in the Oscar-winning movie Lincoln.

“We were thinking of doing some visits to colleges,” Minerva said.

“You aren’t doing that until August,” Bette said. She frowned at her friend.

Minerva said nothing. Silence filled the portable.

Victor wondered if he should encourage Minerva. He wanted her on the trip, but he figured if he encouraged her, she definitely would say no. Since he had scored a 5 on the A.P. Psychology exam, he decided to do a little reverse psychology on Minerva Messinger.

“Don’t bother, Bette. I don’t think she could handle another trip; she barely survived the last one.”

Minerva swiveled her head. She scowled at Victor and said, “Ha, Mr. Bridges. Bette and I saved you stupid boys on the last trip. I’m in, Mr. Greene.”

Mission accomplished, and a lot faster than Tom Cruise completed his missions, Victor thought. He wanted to smile, he wanted to cheer, but he said only, “whatever,” in a feigned, resigned voice.

“Okay, then it is settled. I will provide each one of you with two twenty-dollar gold pieces for you to do a bit of antique shopping if you like. Could be a real Antiques Road Show or Pawn Stars,” Mr. Greene added.

Victor knew that Mr. Greene binge-watched Pawn Stars on the History Channel whenever he got the chance, but Victor thought the show was too staged, and he didn’t really care for it. However, he kept his opinion to himself, not wanting to rankle his favorite teacher.

“Mr. Greene, will one of the ghosts accompany us on the trip?”

“Shelby Foote has agreed to accompany us. I was hoping to contact Carl Sandberg, but I was informed that he only haunts in Illinois. Too bad, as he was the authority on Lincoln.”

“Shelby Foote!” Bette objected. “Mr. Greene, we nearly crashed into the half-completed Washington Monument when he guided us to 1865.”

“That was my driving, Bette. I was absent-mindedly looking for the completed monument and I forgot they ran out of funds in 1854 and the monument was only a quarter of its present height, and looked more like a Mayan ruin than an obelisk,” Greene replied. “Besides, no one knows the Civil War better than Mr. Foote. I think he and Bruce Catton are the finest historians on the Civil War period. Of course, no one knows Mr. Lincoln better than Mr. Sandberg, but he is not only dead, but obstinate and prefers to haunt the University of Chicago. Can’t really blame him. The University of Chicago is a fine school. We are fortunate that Mr. Foote agreed to a second trip with us. Mr. Catton may come as well. Then we will have two great, albeit dead, Civil War historians. As a matter of fact, the Dead Historians Club insists that Mr. Foote be our guide, and the Beards have been banished from time travel tours for five years as they were rather useless, especially Charles Beard. It was determined that had the Beards chaperoned us properly we would not have changed the past nor have been forced to go back and amend our actions.”

Victor thought Mr. Greene’s judgment of the Beards was a bit harsh. Victor wondered if he should say a word on behalf of Mary Beard, but his courage deserted him. Frankly, he realized, Mary wasn’t much help. He had no trouble criticizing her husband aloud, however.

“Yes, all Mr. Beard wanted to do was haunt Carpenter’s Hall,” Victor agreed.

“Now, I assigned you Residents of History and I am going out on a limb here, but I assume you girls read the recollections of Mary and Robert Freimuth, and that Victor hasn’t.”

The girls nodded approvingly.

Victor blushed.

“I want you to read it before we leave, Victor, or you are not going. It will familiarize you with some of the people of Gettysburg that we may run into, especially with David McConaughy.” 

“John Burns was a hoot,” Bette said. “The old codger grabbed his gun and joined the battle. He was almost a hundred years old!”

“Mr. Burns was sixty-nine, Bette,” corrected Mr. Greene, ever the pedagogue. But we are going to Gettysburg months after the battle, although John Burns does sit beside Abraham Lincoln at the church service after the cemetery dedication where President Lincoln delivered the Gettysburg Address. Burns became one of the most famous men in America. Famous Civil War photographer Mathew Brady went out of his way to meet him and immortalize Burns with an iconic photograph, which made the old man even more famous. In retrospect, I believe Mathew Brady should have photographed David McConaughy, an attorney who ran a group of spies known as the Adams Rifles. McConaughy had the foresight to buy up the battlefield land shortly after the battle to preserve the hallowed ground for posterity. Without McConaughy, there would be no preserved battlefield today. Gettysburg is the most visited Civil War site in the nation, thanks to the vision of McConaughy, a man who has been overlooked by historians, in my opinion.

Victor knew his teacher had strong opinions on history, especially on the Warren Commission’s investigation of John F. Kennedy’s assassination. “I don’t think we should tell anyone we are from Florida, Mr. Greene,” Victor suggested. “Florida was part of the Confederacy, and the people in Gettysburg will think we are Rebels.”

Greene nodded. “Good idea, Victor. There will be people from all over the North at Gettysburg for the ceremony. I think we should say we are from Philadelphia or New York City, as there were hundreds of people from those locations attending the ceremony. We could be a church youth group and I could be the pastor,” Greene said. “I think I should be a Lutheran minister considering the Lutheran Theological Seminary that was located at Gettysburg.”

“That’s a good idea, Mr. Greene,” Bette said.

Mr. Greene smiled. “A confession. I did my undergraduate work at Gettysburg College. But in 1863, my alma mater was known as Pennsylvania College and was open only to males. There was a finishing school in Gettysburg for young women, however.”

“Ugh,” Minerva said.

“Sexists,” Bette added.

“They sure were, Bette,” Greene agreed. “Those were the times. Women couldn’t vote either. The men ran everything.”

“No wonder there was a war,” Bette said, drolly rolling her eyes. “Men were in charge. Too much testosterone.”

Mr. Greene only smiled. Bette could have been Betty Friedan’s granddaughter. “So, let’s meet here again in a week in proper costumes for the period. Girls, you can find hoop skirt dresses on eBay, but you will have to rush the order. The weather will be sunny and the temperature will be in the high 50s, so a shawl might be in order. Victor, you can go to eBay as well. Girls, don’t worry about your shoes, your gowns will cover your footwear, so wear comfortable shoes. We aren’t so lucky, Victor.” 

Mr. Greene walked to a closet in the back of the portable classroom and brought out his intended outfit. He chose a derby in place of the top hat, and added a cane, which he demonstrated was, in reality, a sword cane. He pulled the handle from its sheath inside the hickory and a concealed blade came forth. The sword cane was a walking stick, but it was also a weapon, Victor realized. He immediately wanted a sword cane of his own. Mr. Greene wore buttons on the trousers in lieu of a zipper, and a customary waistcoat and a starched collar shirt which required “stays” to keep the white collar in place, which completed Mr. Greene’s haberdashery.

“I will look dapper when I don my threads,” Mr. Greene smiled.


Chapter 3

As the students entered the portable they found Mr. Greene, derby atop his head, looking like a dashing dandy in his trousers, held up by suspenders and covered by a waistcoat. He took his sword cane and nudged his derby to a rakish tilt. He wore Civil War–era frame spectacles with the circular lenses.

“Suave, Mr. G,” Bette said. “Very suave.”

He passed around a bottle of peppermint oil. “Everyone take a drop and place it on a finger and then apply that finger to your top upper lip. There may be a residual stench in the Gettysburg area even months after the battle from the rotting corpses, both human and equine. This will keep you from gagging, I’m afraid.”

Mr. Greene did not, however, disclose to his students that he carried an antibiotic, which he was taking to relieve an infection in an abscessed tooth. Greene knew the medication was against the rules, as 1863 was six decades before Alexander even discovered penicillin, but Greene was not about to take his chances with 19th century dentistry. Heck, the most famous dentist of the 19th century was John Holiday, aka Doc Holiday, who was afflicted with tuberculosis. He was a gun fighter at the O.K. Corral shootout in Tombstone, Arizona.

Minerva bought a light brown hoop dress on eBay, and its hem dragged across the floor as she walked. Her shoes were totally covered. She had learned from walking along the streets during the Philadelphia trip that there was a good chance of having her dress soiled, and brown did not show the dirt, or horse excrement, as other colors did.

Bette, in a magenta dress, pulled up her skirt to show that she was wearing black New Balance sneakers. She had taken Mr. Greene’s admonition to heart and worn comfortable shoes.

“How are the hoop skirt dresses, girls?” Mr. Greene asked.

“I have worn mine before,” Bette said. “My uncle is a Civil War reenactor, and they have Saturday night balls after their battles. My aunt couldn’t attend one last year, and I went in her place, I wore her dress.”

“It is a bit over the top,” Minerva said, enviously.

“Your brown dress is much more practical,” Bette conceded. “But I wanted to look great for Mr. Lincoln.

Minerva frowned. The girls were friends, but also rivals.

Victor wore a modified three-piece dark-blue sack suit, which included a coat, vest and button-fly trousers. On his feet were black brogans, common men’s footwear of the time.

Mr. Greene walked over to Victor and gave his costume a cursory inspection, nodding his head in approval. Then he asked, “Did you finish your reading assignment, Victor?”

“Yes, Mr. Greene.”

“Including Sarah Broadhead’s diary and Daniel Skelly’s reminiscences?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good lad,” Greene said.

Into the portable floated the ghosts of Bruce Catton and Shelby Foote. The two dead historians were selected to serve as guides for the journey. Mr. Catton was a bald spirit with an angular nose, and wore unnecessary glasses; whereas, Shelby Foote’s spirit had a full head of hair parted down the middle and a rich well-trimmed, gray beard. While Catton’s gaze seemed stern, Foote’s visage had a twinkle in the eyes, as if he had just participated in something mischievous. Catton was a no-nonsense Yankee historian; whereas, Foote was a Southern novelist by trade, as well as a historian, and when he was alive, had a reputation as a storyteller, having charmed Ken Burns and his viewers in the PBS Civil War series, which, ironically, had made Foote a star. Both men had written extensively on the Civil War, but Mr. Greene cautioned his students that the two historians might disagree about the battle of Gettysburg, and both could be biased and loyal to their sections of the country, Catton to the North and Foote to the South.

The two historians were amiably mumbling to each other when they floated into the portable classroom.

Mr. Greene formally introduced the ghosts, and the two historians nodded in response, continuing their mumbling.

Victor heard them mumble something about Pickett’s Charge and how Mr. Catton wished he could see it as it happened.

Wouldn’t we all! Victor thought. Pickett’s Charge! That would be really cool! But Mr. Greene couldn’t risk their lives. Victor sure would like to see the greatest charge in American history. He sure would. That would be great.

Mr. Greene produced a “minie ball,” and explained. “I purchased this bullet in Gettysburg from a reputable dealer. It was dug out of the trunk of a tree in the town of Gettysburg. It will be our talisman for our journey.”

The ghosts floated over to Mr. Greene to examine the minie ball. They nodded their approval.

“You realize, Mr. Greene,” Catton said, “that there have been reports of local folks making minie balls and selling the counterfeits to naive tourists.”

“I have heard the stories, Mr. Catton, “but as I said, this was a reputable dealer. Buckle up, students,” Greene said as he programmed the computer for the coordinates of the field west of the Lutheran Theological Seminar where he planned to land the portable, programming a return for 8 p.m., November 19, 1863.

Catton and Foote watched closely as Greene programmed the computer, nodding to each other. When Greene’s back was turned, Victor noticed that Catton seemed to touch the computer screen, but he wasn’t sure as, after all, Mr. Catton was an apparition.

There was a good deal of turbulence on this trip and Mr. Greene informed everyone that he discovered Tesla’s device had an automatic pilot and it would bring the classroom down precisely at the location typed in.

What surprised Mr. Greene, however, was that it was still dark when they descended to the field west of Gettysburg. He peered out a class window and saw the cupola of the Lutheran Theological Seminary, which was clearly visible due to a full moon. Greene hadn’t checked on the moon for November 1863, as he assumed they would be landing in the daylight. He wondered what had occurred, but he thought perhaps he had typed in the wrong time, perhaps 6 a.m. instead of 8 a.m. They only had five minutes before the programmed computer would return the portable classroom to its space at Cassadaga Area High School.

“Looks like we are here before dawn. Well, no matter: All we have to do is walk to the seminary and from there then down the ridge into town,” Greene said optimistically. 

As they departed the portable, Bette commented, “Sure is warm, Mr. Greene.

Mr. Greene and the students walked in the direction of the Lutheran Theological Seminary.

Victor thought the peppermint oil was working well, for he didn’t detect any offensive odors in the air. He turned around and looked back at the portable and caught a glimpse of it before it disappeared. The sound of a whoosh filled the air and Mr. Greene remarked, “The classroom will return at 8 p.m. tonight, students.” The teacher looked beyond the portable down the Chambersburg Pike. That was odd, he thought. Campfires to the west. It must be some of the tourists in town for the dedication of the National Soldiers Cemetery. He swiveled his head around and, as dawn broke, Greene glimpsed Union soldiers to the front. Bruce Catton and Shelby Foote floated by, smiling.

“John Buford’s brigade,” Catton said to Foote.

“We did it,” Foote said.

“We sure did!” Catton said.

“Did what?” Greene demanded.

“I’m afraid we tinkered with the timeline, Mr. Greene,” Catton admitted.

“We weren’t sure we could do it,” Foote added.

“But we did!” Catton said.

“Did what?” Greene repeated, exasperated.

“Why y’all are gonna get to see the Battle of Gettysburg,” Foote said. “It’s the morning of July 1 and you folks best pick up the slack ’cause Harry Heth’s men will be along directly. You see, students, the Civil War defined us as what we are and it opened us to being what we became, good and bad things. It was the crossroads of our being, and it was a hell of a crossroads. And Gettysburg is the crossroads town!” he added excitedly.

“And John Buford’s men are up ahead,” Catton chimed in. “Good old Buford! He hanged a spy in Frederick. Hanged him from a tree naked as a jaybird, Buford did.”

Whoa! Victor thought, instinctively raising his hands as he detected in the dawn’s early light, a Union soldier pointing a carbine in his direction.

“Children, “Greene said, stopping the group. “It appears our guides have betrayed us. Forget our other story. We are now refugees from Chambersburg, we fled without even bothering to pack a bag. Let me do the talking.” He led the students a few more yards when he heard the command.

“Halt, who goes there?”

“Unionist refugees from Chambersburg,” Greene lied.

“Advance with your hands raised.”

The sun was rising in the east and the day had truly begun. The ghosts, Victor realized, had deserted them and they were nowhere within sight. Mrs. Beard had been a bit daffy, but she hadn’t deserted them. Catton and Foote were AWOL, absent without leave, without so much as a “by your leave,” Victor thought. He glanced at Minerva; she appeared frightened. Bette, on the other hand, seemed delighted at the change in plans.

“We get to see the battle! Wow!” Bette said.

A captain of the Union cavalry came over to question Greene and his students.

“What is your name, sir?”

“Nathan Greene, captain.”

“Are these your children? “

“They are my nephew and my nieces, captain, their mother, my poor sister, was taken ill last winter with typhus and went to her reward. We are trying to escape the pestilence, captain, trying to avoid the slaveholding horde.”

“Your occupation, Mr. Greene?”

“I am a circuit preacher, captain.”

“Well, preacher, you and your nephew and nieces seem a little short on baggage.”

“We fled with only the clothes on our backs,” Greene said theatrically. “The poor girls,” he added.

Victor wondered if the captain was swallowing Mr. Greene’s baloney. “How far back are the rebels?” the captain asked.

“Captain, I would think they would be here by eight o’clock,” Greene said.

From his summer reading, Victor had learned that Heth’s men opened fire at about 8 a.m. on the first of July. History was the source of Mr. Greene’s prescience, although, of course, the history had not yet happened.

The captain nodded. “Thank you for your information, Mr. Greene. You and your party may pass. I think you might find lodging in one of the hotels in town, as many of the residents have fled the area.”

They proceeded east on Chambersburg Pike, passing through a Union picket line, which was manned by John Buford’s cavalry brigade. When they were beyond hearing range of the soldiers, Mr. Greene said, “You can see the hotel on the other side of the Chambersburg Pike across from the Seminary. Well, by this afternoon it will be in Confederate hands. We will do best if we head into town into Lincoln Square…excuse me, that’s what it is called today. It was the Diamond back in 1863. We will take two rooms at the Gettysburg Hotel and try to figure out how we are going to get home.”

“But the portable is programmed to return on November 19th, Mr. Greene,” Victor said. “Are we stuck here in July?”

Mr. Greene grimaced. “Students, I’m afraid our dead historians really left us in the lurch. We may be stuck here for months.”

“No, Mr. Greene,” Minerva complained. “I am scheduled to visit Duke and Penn in August. This is terrible.”

“Buck up, Minerva,” Bette said. “This might be fun, living in the past for a few months.”

“A few?” Minerva said, exasperated. “Try five months, July, August, September, October and November!”

“Now, Minerva,” Mr. Greene said, trying to comfort her. “There does not seem to be much that we can do about our situation.”

“Yeah,” Victor agreed. “Might as well enjoy the battle, Minerva.”

“Enjoy the battle! Are you crazy, Victor Bridges? Did you actually read Residents of History? There was nothing enjoyable about the battle Victor. Just death and disease. Why did Mr. Catton and Mr. Foote do this to us?”

“I honestly don’t know, Minerva,” Greene said.

They walked down into town on the dirt road, passing houses and stores, including the Fahnestock Building, which was a large general store that specialized in “dry goods.” As they neared the center of town, they passed streetlamps.

“They only put up streetlights three years ago, in 1860,” Mr. Greene said. “Kerosene replaced whale oil in lighting, and Pennsylvania College, the Lutheran Seminary and the homes of the wealthier inhabitants of Gettysburg had gas lighting. The flame burned inside a chimney glass cover.”

They walked into the center of town, passing hitching rails for horses that dotted the public square.

“When I was a student, I used to come up to the Gettysburg Hotel, for the hotel had the best hot fudge sundaes,” Mr. Greene reminisced. He pointed north in the direction of Carlisle Street. “Down there was the Majestic Theater, a favorite haunt of college students. Past that was the Varsity Diner, which we called the V.D. They renamed it the Lincoln Diner. As a matter of fact, they renamed many of the town’s streets after the battle to honor the men who fought here.” Green told his students about a study done by his college sociology class for White’s Motel. The motel wasn’t filling its rooms until the professor and the students suggested the owner change the name from White’s Motel to the Heritage Motel. After the name change, the motel was consistently filled.

“The V.D.!” Bette laughed. “Great name for a restaurant. Better than the STD Diner I guess,” she added.

As they entered the square, Mr. Greene stopped, pulled out his leather pouch from a coat pocket and handed each of his students a twenty-dollar gold piece. “Keep this in case we get separated. Twenty dollars in gold was a good bit of money back then,” he said.

They checked in at the Gettysburg Hotel taking two rooms, saying they were refugees from Chambersburg.

“The hotel goes back to 1797,” Mr. Greene said. “It is one of the oldest buildings in the town. It was a favorite hotel for visiting dignitaries. Of course, to my knowledge there was no indoor plumbing in 1863. You girls are used to privies. Remember Philadelphia in 1776?”

“Yes, it was wonderful. I can’t wait to use an outhouse again,” Minerva said sarcastically.

“Ah, the flies,” Bette added. “Not to mention the odor. What a bouquet. It would be great if movies could capture the stink of the past and not just its costumes.”

“Well at least at the hotel you will have chamber pots beneath your beds,” Mr. Greene said, adding, “and probably a potty seat. Place the chamber pot beneath the seat…oh, never mind,” he went on, blushing. “You two girls will figure it out.”

They had adjoining rooms, which looked out over the town square. Mr. Greene and Victor inspected their room. They had to share one large bed, but thankfully, two separate chamber pots. A dry sink contained a mirror and an ewer filled with water and a bowl in which to wash one’s hands and face. In a corner of the room was an odd piece of furniture, which Mr. Greene explained was a sitz bath, a shallow tub where a guest would take a bath in a sitting position. Mr. Greene added that a sitz bath was used to cleanse one’s perineum, the space between one’s rectum and his genitals. Victor winced at the description. “Water,” Mr. Green said, “would be brought to the room from the kitchen after being heated over a flame. Baths were not as common in 1863 as in modern times and a man who took a bath or shower more than once a week was considered somewhat prissy.

“This is going to take some adjustment,” Greene admitted, bringing forth a pocket watch. Five minutes to eight. He walked over to the window to look out on the town square. “Victor, the Confederates will open fire any time now. As a result, the Diamond, the town square below us, will be in the hands of the Rebels by the late afternoon. It will be the second time in a week.”

“Second time?” Victor asked.,

“On June 26th, Jubal Early’s division marched into Gettysburg and occupied the town. The Rebels took down the Stars and Stripes and raised up the battle flag of Robert E. Lee’s Army of Northern Virginia. To the chagrin of the people of Gettysburg, the Confederate army even played ‘Dixie’ as well. It was very humiliating.”

“Don’t you think we should be out of here by the afternoon then, Mr. Greene?”

“That depends.”

“Depends on what?”

“In which direction we decide to go…we can’t go west, because the Rebels are out there. Jeb Stuart and his cavalry are riding all over Adams County about now. In fact, Stuart’s romp over the countryside will cost General Lee his eyes. His army will be blind without Stuart’s intelligence of the Union Amy’s whereabouts. We could go south past Cemetery Hill, I suppose. That way we would stay behind the Union lines. They will line up behind Cemetery Ridge from Culp’s Hill to Little Round Top.”

“Then we go south,” Victor agreed.”

“Yes. But we can never disclose what we know about the battle ahead, Victor. We might be taken for spies. If we did anything to inadvertently help the Confederates win the Battle of Gettysburg the United States as we know it might not even exist to go back to. Who knows how the history of the world would have been different if the Confederates had won the Civil War and the nation was permanently divided. You know a historian named McKinley Kantor wrote a Look Magazine article on the that very subject…if the South had won the Civil War. Kantor also wrote a novel called Andersonville.”

“About the prisoner of war camp in Georgia?” Victor asked.

“Yes, Victor. Did you know the Yankees tried the camp commander named Wirz for war crimes, eighty years before the Nazis were tried at Nuremberg? The Yankees hanged Wirz, too, just like the Allies hanged the Nazis who were convicted of war crimes. Henry Wirz.”

“Even sounds German,” Victor said.

“He was actually born in Switzerland,” Greene added.

“I read about Andersonville, it was more concentration camp than prisoner of war camp,” Victor said. “A terrible place.”

“The Confederates had another nasty prison, Libby Prison in Richmond, Virginia. It was pretty notorious as well, but not as bad as horrid Andersonville. The Yankee prisoners taken over the next three days will wind up in Libby Prison. The Civil War was brutal, Victor. It has been glamorized by Hollywood, but it was horrific. I am afraid we are going to witness the horror, the horror I had hoped to shield you from by merely coming to the cemetery dedication.”

“It’s not your fault, Mr. Greene. It was the ghosts.”

The roar of a cannonade interrupted their conversation and sent the girls scurrying into the males’ room.

“What is that?” Minerva demanded.

“Cannons,” Victor said calmly.

“Wow!” Bette said in an excited voice. She moved over to the window to peer out to the west. Smoke was beginning to obscure the view of the Lutheran Theological Seminary on Seminary Ridge west of town.”

“We should go to the Fahnestock Building on Baltimore Street,” Mr. Greene said. “They had an observatory on their roof. Who wants to go?”

Victor and Bette raised their hands. Minerva did not. “I will stay here if it is okay with you, Mr. Greene.”

“Certainly, Minerva.”

Mr. Green walked over to the dry sink and poured a glass of water. From his inside coat pocket, he withdrew a plastic bottle, popped the cap and shook out one capsule into his hand then swallowed the pill, chasing it down with a swig of water.”

“Mr. Greene, what kind of medicine is that?”

“An antibiotic, Victor. From my dentist. I have an inflamed tooth.

“You can’t have that here, Mr. Greene,” Victor said. “Penicillin wasn’t discovered until the 1930s.”

“Alexander Fleming discovered it in 1928, actually.”

“Whatever,” Victor said. “You know the rules, Mr. Greene. You can’t take a modern drug back in time.”

“My tooth was killing me, Victor. I almost canceled the trip.”

“I sure wish you had,” Minerva groused.

Bette looked at Minerva and said, “Oh, stuff it, Minerva! We’re here and I intend to have a good time,” she said. “So stop whining and enjoy the war.”

Minerva snapped back. “Bette Kromer, are you as mad as Victor Bridges? ‘Enjoy the war’? Good heavens!”

Mr. Greene intervened. “Okay, let’s not argue. In retrospect, I should have canceled the trip with my tooth ache, but I thought we were only going to be gone for the day. I just grabbed my pills as I walked out my door.”

“How many pills do you have, Mr. Greene?”

Greene looked at the bottle. “Ninety, minus three or four I have taken today and yesterday.”

“Maybe they will come in handy,” Victor said.

“How so?” Mr. Greene asked.

Bette spoke up. “I think I know what Victor is getting at, Mr. Greene. If any of us gets shot, the antibiotic would prevent infection, and from what I read gangrene is the danger. There are no antibiotics in the Civil War. Antiseptics, sure, but not antibiotics. If a limb became infected, the surgeons just hacked off the arm or leg. I saw it on PBS…Mercy Street.”

“Cool show,” Victor agreed, looking directly at Minerva to gauge her reaction. “I call it Blue and Grey’s Anatomy.”

Victor’s joke made even Minerva laugh, for Grey’s Anatomy was Minerva’s favorite television show.


Chapter 4

Out in the streets of Gettysburg there was a frenzy of excitement. Scared civilians were running toward the Diamond, on Chambersburg Pike from Seminary Ridge. Union soldiers were racing in the opposite direction toward the sound of thunder, which emanated from the artillery of both the Union and the Confederate forces. Instead of heading toward the Fahnestock Building, the trio curiously walked along Chambersburg Street to get a better vantage point on the battle.

“Be careful,” Mr. Greene advised. “If anything comes close to us we are going to turn around and run back to the square. Is that understood…my Lord?” Greene said pointing. “That old man carrying the flintlock rifle is John Burns. He’s headed out to fight. The story is true,” Greene said, surprised. “I always thought the John Burns story was a myth.”

Just as Mr. Greene said this, an artillery shell flipped over a military caisson as easily as an angry child might have turned over a toy. A horse, whimpering in pain, lay on the ground next to the overturned vehicle, gasping for air.

“Oh, the poor horse!” Bette cried. 

“Yes,” Mr. Greene agreed. “Before this day is over scores of horses and hundreds of men will be lying all over the area. I think we should retreat to the observatory on the Fahnestock Store.”

A Union officer raised a pistol and mercifully ended the horse’s agony with a shot to its head.

They entered the Fahnestock Store to find one of the Fahnestock brothers still at his post behind a counter.

“May we climb to the rooftop observatory, sir?” Mr. Greene asked politely.

“I’m afraid I haven’t had the pleasure,” the proprietor said graciously.

“My name is Greene, sir, a refugee from Mercersburg in town with my niece and nephew. We fled ahead of the Rebel horde, sir.”

Fahnestock extended his hand and Greene shook it. “Pleased to make your acquaintance, Mr. Greene, my name is Fahnestock. You and your family feel free to go up on the roof. There are several folks up there already, including General Howard.”

*

They climbed up the stairs to the roof of the building, surprised to find the roof had a railing around it and benches on which to sit. Obviously, Victor thought, people came up to the roof on a regular basis. Several people had already congregated along the rail, watching the smoke to the west. The trio joined the gathering off to the side and no one asked who they were. The roof provided a clear view, and a general held a pair of binoculars with one hand, as he was missing his second.

“Oliver Howard,” Greene whispered to his students. “He took over General Reynolds’ corps after Reynolds was shot.”

The name rang a bell for Bette. She whispered, “Isn’t he the general who made Elizabeth Thorn prepare supper for him?”

“Yes, Bette, I see you read Mrs. Thorn’s memoir. What an incredible woman; her husband off at war, she became the caretaker of the Evergreen Cemetery. Even though she was six months pregnant, she continued to dig the graves. A pregnant gravedigger. Let’s keep our voices down and just watch for a few minutes.” Bette and Victor nodded agreement.

They continued to watch the battle unfold west of the Lutheran Theological Seminary. Victor recognized the face of Daniel Skelly from the photograph on the cover of Skelly’s reminiscence, A Boy’s Experiences During the Battle of Gettysburg. Remembering that the booklet was published in 1932, Victor realized that the boy on the roof of the Fahnestock Building had died nearly a hundred years before the time from whence the Cassadaga contingent came. Daniel, who had recently been out on Seminary Ridge near the fighting, was telling the few people on the rooftop about what he had witnessed. “I climbed a good-sized oak tree,” Daniel began, his face animated. “I had a good view of the ridge to the west, and the battle began out at Marsh Creek about three miles outside town, I reckon. Buford’s cavalry was trying to stop the Rebs by themselves without any infantry support. They were being pushed back and the Rebs’ artillery opened fire and shot, and shells began to fly over our heads and one round hit the top of the tree I was perched in and I scrambled down to the ground and skedaddled back into town as fast I could run,” Daniel admitted.

“Is it true General Reynolds is dead, Daniel?” a lady asked the boy.

“Yes, Mrs. Fahnestock,” Daniel replied. “I am sorry to say that he is gone. Shot by a Rebel sniper.”

“Damn the Rebels!” the lady shouted, and the men were shocked at her outburst. Seeing their reactions, the lady blushed and apologized. A lady did not say such things, Victor realized.

Victor, Bette and Mr. Greene had listened to Daniel’s eyewitness account and the teacher whispered to his two students. “Reynolds’ death was a great loss for the Union. We’d better get back to the hotel and pack up our things,” Greene added, still whispering. “It is almost time to move south of town before the Rebels get here.”

While the people on the roof were mesmerized by the battle, the three visitors slipped unobtrusively down the stairs.

When they were out on Baltimore Street, Victor asked his teacher, “Mr. Greene, why did you say we were from Mercersburg instead of Chambersburg?”

“I recalled that the Fahnestock brothers did business with Chambersburg merchants and I was afraid Mr. Fahnestock was going to ask me if I knew so and so in Chambersburg.”

“Quick thinking, Mr. Greene,” Victor said. “Well done.”

“Thank you, Victor. I guess I still have most of my marbles, and I’m not ready for the Old Teachers’ Retirement Home, yet.”

Bette chuckled. “I’m glad you haven’t gone senile, Mr. Greene. I think we are really going to need you over the next few months.”

“I am truly sorry about all of this, children,” Greene lamented. “I never suspected our historians of subterfuge and chicanery.”

Victor smiled. He appreciated that Mr. Greene never talked down to them and wasn’t afraid to use his sophisticated vocabulary with his students. Victor believed his high verbal S.A.T. scores were a direct result of listening to Mr. Green’s vocabulary. Harry Potter had Professor Dumbledore, Victor thought. He had Mr. Greene.

“Heck, Mr. Greene. The only one who is upset is Minerva,” Bette said. “She thinks she’s going to miss her college visits…but we will return to the day we left…won’t we?”

“I think it may depend on our spirit guides. Has anyone seen Mr. Catton or Mr. Foote floating around?”

“No, sir,” Victor replied.

*

Meanwhile back at the Gettysburg Hotel, Minerva was reading from Sarah Broadhead’s diary, which the Quaker matron kept from June 15th to July 15th of 1863, and from which filmmaker Ken Burns had extensively quoted for his Civil War series.

Diary of Sarah Broadhead

July 1, 1863

I got up early this morning to get my baking done before any fighting would begin. I had just put my bread in the pans when the cannons began to fire, and true enough the battle had begun in earnest, about two miles out on the Chambersburg pike. What to do or where to go, I did not know. People were running here and there, screaming that the town would be shelled. No one knew where to go or what to do. My husband advised remaining where we were, but all said we ought not to remain in our exposed position, and that would be better to go to some part of town farther away from the scene of the conflict. As our neighbors had all gone away, I would not remain, but my husband said he would stay at home. About 10 o’clock the shells began to “fly around quite thick,” and I took my child and went to the house of a friend up town. As we passed up the street we met wounded men coming in from the field. When we saw them, we, for the first time, began to realize our fearful situation, and anxiously to ask, Will our army be whipped? Some said there was no danger of that yet, and pointed to Confederate prisoners who began to be sent through our streets to the rear. Such a dirty, filthy set, no one ever saw. They were dressed in clothes of all kinds and no kind of cuts.

Some were barefooted and a few wounded. Though enemies, I pitied them. I, with others, was sitting at the doorstep bathing the wounds of some of our brave soldiers, and became so much excited as the artillery galloped through the town, and the infantry hurried out to reinforce those fighting, that we forgot our fears and our danger. All was bustle and confusion. No one can imagine in what extreme fright we were when our men began to retreat. A citizen galloped up to the door in which we were sitting and called out, “For God’s sake go into the house! The Rebels are in the other end of town, and all will be killed!” We quickly ran in, and the cannonading coming nearer and becoming heavier, we went to the cellar, and in a few minutes the town was filled of the filthy Rebels. They did not go farther, for our soldiers having possession of the hills just beyond, shelled them so that they were glad to give over the pursuit, and the fighting for the day was ended. We remained in the cellar until the firing ceased, and then feared to come out, not knowing what the Rebels might do. How changed the town looked when we came to the light. The street was strewn over with clothes, blankets, knapsacks, cartridge boxes, dead horses, and the bodies of a few men, but not so many of the last as I expected to see. “Can we go out?” was asked of the Rebels. “Certainly,” was the answer, “they would not hurt us.” We started home, and found things all right. As I write all is quiet, But O! how I dread to-morrow.

Just as Minerva was about to turn the page to read the Quaker mother’s entry for July 2nd, the ghosts of Shelby Foote and Bruce Catton appeared in the hotel room. Great, she thought, she had to entertain the revenant rascals, but she couldn’t help but smile at Shelby’s twinkling eyes. He was a merry old ghost, she thought. Mischievous, but merry. The dead historians were floating about her room, inspecting the furniture and making comments.

“The hotel is more rustic than I imagined,” Catton said. “For some reason I thought they had water closets; they had water closets in Arlington. Of course, Arlington was more modern than Gettysburg. Gettysburg was rather backward, really. The furniture is rather drab, Shelby, clearly functional but drab,” Catton evaluated.

“Her window has a nice view of the battlefield, though,” Shelby Foote remarked. “We should see your Army of the Potomac boys running with their tails between their legs anytime now, Mr. Catton.”

“Enjoy the day, Shelby,” Catton countered. “It was the Confederates’ best day of the whole battle.”

Minerva, who was sitting on a bed quietly listening to the two dead men, finally decided to speak. “Why did you do it, gentlemen? Why did you alter the time line?”

“Why Minerva,” Shelby Foote replied with a grin worthy of Huckleberry Finn. “I guess it was devious of us to change the date, but Mr. Catton and I have argued about Pickett’s Charge since…since when, Bruce?”

“Since you died,” Catton said, for he had predeceased Mr. Foote. “You see, for us, Minerva, there was no other way to settle our argument about the battle unless we were able to see it. A historian dreams of actually being at the time and place of a great event, but unfortunately, we are dead. However, Mr. Greene’s selection of Gettysburg afforded us the opportunity of eternity, so to speak. I contend there were only 12,000 Rebel troops and Shelby said there were 15,000 men at Pickett’s Charge.”

“So you are going to what…count the men?” Minerva wondered.

“Precisely,” Foote answered. “And watch the show of course.”

“Let me get this straight. You two inconvenienced the four of us to stay here in 1863 for months because you wanted to count the soldiers at Pickett’s Charge and watch the show?”

“That sounds so harsh when you say it in that tone of voice, Minerva,” Catton said sheepishly.

“I’m missing my Yale interview and my Duke visit!” Minerva shouted.

“You’re lucky, Minerva,” Catton replied. “I never finished college because of World War I. I was going to Oberlin College when the first war began. When I was young, most students only went to eighth grade and girls didn’t go to college. So you are a very lucky girl.”

“Yes, Bruce, I know,” Shelby Foote interjected. “You have told me several times. Minerva, you see poor Bruce had to fight in World War I, and he joined the navy in the Great War. Great War, my foot, no pun intended. World War II was my fight, now that was a war, let me tell you. But enough of that… Why do you want to go to Duke, Minerva?” Foote asked. “I went to the University of North Carolina. You should go to UNC, Minerva. Not prissy Duke. Too many snobs at Duke,” he added. “Be a Tar Heel, I say. Be a Tar Heel!”

“Well, thanks to you two, I won’t be going anywhere,” Minerva grumbled. “I might even wind up at the junior college.”

“I don’t understand, Minerva. Bette and Victor are thrilled to be back here at the battle,” Foote said, genuinely disappointed in her. “I really enjoyed my trip with Mr. Greene’s class to Ford’s Theater when Victor chased John Wilkes Booth across the stage. Spunky lad! I know you were not along on that first trip, but I heard you were spunky as well, Minerva. So you spend a few months in 1863…even Mr. Greene seems okay with what we did. Like I said, Bette and Victor are fine with the way things are.”

“Bette and Victor are idiots!” Minerva groused. “All they want to do is go to the University of Florida…almost anyone can get in there. Geez!”

Foote frowned. “On second thought, perhaps you should go to Duke, Minerva. You are a snob.”

“I am not!” Minerva protested. “I am not a snob!”

Before a full throttle quarrel could break out, Bette burst through the door of the Gettysburg Hotel room. 

“Minerva! Get your things together. We are leaving!”

“We just got here,” Minerva complained.

Bette, seeing the two ghosts, snapped, “You two!” causing both ghosts to skedaddle. She turned to Minerva.

“Mr. Greene says that within an hour the Confederates will control the town. We have to leave!”

Victor and Mr. Greene joined the girls in their room. “Let’s not dawdle, ladies,” Mr. Greene said. “Time is of the essence. The Union line is breaking. We need to flee out Baltimore Street and get south of Cemetery Ridge, behind what will soon be the Union lines.”

“No, Mr. Greene, I am staying put,” Minerva said. “I feel safe in the hotel.”

“C’mon, Minerva, don’t be obstinate,” Bette urged.

“Wait a minute,” Mr. Greene intervened. “Perhaps Minerva is right. The Confederates did not mistreat the women of Gettysburg, and the town square was relatively safe throughout the battle. You ladies will be out of harm’s way here, but I think Victor and I need to flee. If we are caught they might take us prisoners and send us to Libby Prison in Richmond. We could be taken for spies and hanged.”

“By either side, Mr. Greene,” Bette suggested. “Either side might consider any of us spies. If you were interrogated by either side, they might find you suspicious. Look, Mr. Greene, prissy Minerva can sit around in the hotel during the battle and rewrite her college admission essay, but I want to see the Battle of Gettysburg.”

“You’re crazy, Kromer!” Minerva said.

“You’re chicken, Messinger!” Bette countered.

“Ladies stop!” Mr. Greene interjected. “Look, the Rebels will occupy Gettysburg until the night of July 3rd. It is July 1st now. Bette, if you want to see the battle, you go with Victor and I will stay at the hotel with Minerva.”

“That works for me,” Bette said, satisfied. “Let’s go Victor.”

Minerva was peeved. Her best friend was deserting her, and traipsing off with her ex-boyfriend, to boot. What infamy! She scowled at Bette. Bette Kromer was a 19th century Benedict Arnold.

“Don’t look at me like that, Minerva, you’re no Medusa, it won’t work,” Bette said, referring to the Greek goddess who could turn a person to stone with a glance. “Who was the goddess of chickens, Minerva? Maybe you could be a double goddess…as for me, I am dying to watch the battle.”

“You just might be…dying,” Minerva cautioned.

“Stop arguing, ladies,” Greene said. “It is settled. I too would love to watch the battle, but I have a duty to Minerva. Now please listen… Victor, if you two are going to go south out of harm’s way,” Mr. Greene advised, “go out Baltimore Street past the Evergreen Cemetery gatehouse; you can’t miss it. It is an arched structure, the entrance to the cemetery. You can stop there for an hour or so and safely watch the battle, but after that hightail down Baltimore Street to Taneytown Road. You have those directions?”

“Yes, sir,” Victor replied.

“Get going and stop by the Fahnestock Building and buy a change of clothes or you will be living in those clothes for three days. Perhaps we should all go there now and buy additional clothing before the Confederates ransack the place,” the teacher said. Mr. Greene withdrew a leather pouch from his pocket and gave both Bette and Victor another double eagle gold piece.

The four went out into the square together. Minerva was still simmering like a pot nearly ready to boil. Townspeople were gathered around the town’s flagpole. The teacher and his students paused to watch. An army band struck up “The Star Spangled Banner.” People began to sing along. Victor saw tears in many eyes. How poignant, he thought, for by the late afternoon the Confederate’s battle flag would be flying instead of the Stars and Stripes.

When they walked into the Fahnestock Store, the same Fahnestock brother they had met earlier in the day, welcomed them back.

“Our friends from Mercersburg,” he smiled, remembering a customer like a good merchant. “Do you wish to go up onto the roof again?”

“No sir,” Mr. Greene said. “We left most of our belongings behind when we fled from the Rebels. We need some clothes.”

“Certainly,” Fahnestock said with a smile: cash customers. He quickly produced a copy of Godey’s Lady’s Book and opened it to a page on summer dresses for young ladies.

“Something practical, which doesn’t show the dirt,” Greene suggested.

“Right this way,” Fahnestock said and showed the girls to his selection of summer dresses.

“I need some overalls,” Bette said.

Fahnestock was taken aback. It was one thing for Bette to have a boyish haircut, and another for her to request men’s clothes. But like a good retailer sensing a quick sale, he shook off his doubts and showed Bette some boys’ overalls. She liked the brown ones and tried them on. Minerva selected a polka dot dress and Victor found a pair of overalls in the men’s section. Mr. Greene duplicated his clothing with another pair of trousers and a waistcoat. Victor was a bit disappointed; he had hoped to see his teacher as a hayseed.

As they left the Fahnestock Store and walked out into Baltimore Street, Bette explained that she wished to dress like a boy for her foray behind the Union lines. “I will go as Victor’s little brother and I want to be called Bill,” she added.

“Fine by me,” Victor said. “C’mon, Billy boy, time’s a waistin’.”

Mr. Greene, on the other hand, pointed out that Bette’s New Balance sneakers were now visible. “That may be a problem,” he said to Bette.

Bette pointed to Mr. Greene’s footwear, which were commonly called Brogans. “I picked black, Mr. Greene. My sneakers resemble your shoes,” she said, defending herself. “I knew better than to take white sneakers to a town with dirt streets. She lifted her dress to show him the shoes.”

Mr. Greene smiled and nodded approval.

Before they said their goodbyes, promising to rendezvous at the Gettysburg Hotel on July 4th, the day after the battle, Mr. Greene handed Victor ten of his antibiotic pills. “Take these in case either of you are wounded. They will prevent gangrene. Do not let anyone amputate one of your limbs, do you hear me?”

“Yes, sir,” Victor said. Bette echoed her acknowledgment.

“Bette, I believe you read Tillie Pierce’s account of the battle, did you not?” Mr. Greene said. “If you did you will recall, Tillie found safety at the Weikert farm on Taneytown Road. It is behind what will be, later today, the Union lines.”

“Yes, Mr. Greene. I recall that,” Bette replied.

“So be on your way, you two, and God bless!” Greene said.

As he walked with Bette away from his teacher and Minerva, Victor wasn’t sure he heard correctly. Did Mr. Greene just invoke God’s name? He had never done that before. Suddenly, Victor was anxious. If Mr. Greene was using God’s name, Victor thought that what they were about to do might be dangerous.

“Bette,” he asked. “Have you ever heard Mr. Greene refer to God before? I mean when he says the pledge of allegiance he only lip syncs the ‘Under God’ part, he never says it.”

“I know. I asked him about that once and he said that ‘Under God’ was not part of the original pledge, that it was added during the Cold War to differentiate between us and the godless communists. You probably know the pledge was written by a socialist, Victor, a Christian socialist of all things. Mr. Greene goes to A.A., Victor, and recovering alcoholics are into all the God stuff.”

“Good point,” Victor agreed. Everyone in the class knew that Mr. Greene was a member of Alcoholics Anonymous from the time Johnny Johnson had been court ordered to attend A.A. meetings after his D.U.I., and Johnny saw Mr. Greene at one of his meetings and blabbed. Johnny Johnson was the epitome of Benjamin Franklin’s saying, “three can keep a secret if two of them are dead.” Funny, because of Johnny Johnson every kid knew Mr. Greene was in A.A., but no one ever mentioned it in class. It was odd, Victor thought, but the kids seemed to respect Mr. Greene for doing something about his addiction. Too many kids had active alcoholic- or drug-addicted parents. Even Bette’s father was a raging alcoholic, but Victor never discussed the subject with Bette.

“No, I honestly didn’t know the pledge was written by a socialist,” Victor replied, wondering why Bette Kromer had never tried out for the academic team. She had a mind full of trivia. She was as smart as anyone, but she could be intensely annoying, even more annoying than Minerva. Maybe it was just the way women were, Victor thought: annoying.

Bette smiled. “I like it Bridges when I know something you don’t about history. The author’s name was Francis Bellamy and he was a Christian socialist minister. He was a minister and he didn’t put God in the pledge, Mr. Greene told me. So Mr. Greene figured he wouldn’t either. He said the Cold War was over and we should get back to the original pledge.”

“We have an odd teacher, Kromer,” Victor chuckled.

“Not odd, eccentric… Look! Atop the arch! Foote and Catton!”

Victor saw the ghosts sitting atop the Evergreen Cemetery Gatehouse, their transparent legs dangling over the side of the building. He was thankful that the citizens of Gettysburg couldn’t see the ghosts. The inhabitants had enough on their plate without seeing apparitions as well. Robert E. Lee was about to scare the bejesus out of them.

“They’re watching the battle like it’s a football game. Are they eating popcorn? How do ghosts get popcorn?” Victor wondered aloud.

“Who knows? How do vampires turn into bats?” Bette ventured. “How do zombies come back from the dead? I am so over zombie shows, Victor. I dread the walking dead. And Abraham Lincoln and vampires. Pride and Prejudice and Zombies. Who cares about a little popcorn? I appreciate our ghosts, Victor; they are real people not cartoon characters like in the movie Ghostbusters and those silly ghosts were always eating… Ravenous little reprobates,” Bette said, showing off her college board verbiage. “Hey, let’s stop in at the Gatehouse, I’m dying to meet Elizabeth Thorn. See the woman at the window on the left side of the arch. The second floor? I think that is Elizabeth Thorn. I have got to meet that lady…did you know she’s a statue? She is, Victor. Elizabeth Thorn is memorialized like Robert E. Lee and the boys. Elizabeth Thorn represents the women of Gettysburg and what they contributed during the battle. They became the angels of the battlefield, the Florence Nightingales of Gettysburg, the nurses. She dug graves.”

As the duo approached Evergreen Cemetery, they paused so that Bette could give Victor a short biography of Mrs. Thorn. Bette, unlike Victor, had read and reread Elizabeth’s reminiscence.

“Victor, Elizabeth Thorn, was, or in this case, is the mother of three boys, aged two, five and seven. She is also six months pregnant with a fourth child, and has served as caretaker at the Evergreen Cemetery for nearly a year in place of her husband Peter who joined the Union Aarmy. She and her children live on the north side of the arched Gatehouse that serves as an entrance to Gettysburg’s largest cemetery. Her parents, Catherine and John Masser, age sixty-three, reside in the living quarters on the south side of the arch. Even though she was pregnant, Elizabeth dug the fresh graves in the cemetery.

“Peter and Elizabeth Thorn emigrated from Germany in 1855 and were the first family to occupy the Gatehouse, as the cemetery house at the Evergreen Cemetery entrance was known. Evergreen Cemetery founder and president, David McConaughy, hired Peter as the first caretaker of the thirty-acre necropolis in 1856. In August 1862, Peter joined the 138th Pennsylvania Infantry, leaving his wife in charge of the burial ground, which added to her responsibilities of raising her three little boys as well as caring for her elderly parents.

“The Gatehouse was constructed in stone and brick and each side of the arch had a cellar with a fireplace. Two rooms were above each cellar, a first-floor living room and a second-floor bedroom. From the second-floor bedroom, a panorama of Gettysburg and the surrounding countryside was visible.”

“You sound like a docent,” Victor said in admiration.

“I read her diary three times, Victor, and then I read everything I could. I Googled her. She fascinated me. The idea that I could meet the lady I read about is awesome!” Bette said. “Most of the accounts of the battle deal with the men, the soldiers, but what really interests me are the travails the women endured.”

“Travails, Bette? Really?”

“Look, Victor, forgive me but I’m taking the S.A.T. again in the fall,” Bette admitted. “I am incorporating S.A.T. words into my speech. They say that if you use a word five times, it becomes yours.”

“Then travail away, Kromer,” he laughed. “Travail away!”

His laughter ended when a cannonade commenced. Victor swiveled his head to see smoke cover Seminary Ridge, obscuring all of the Lutheran Theological Seminary save for its cupola.

Bette, too, turned at the cacophony of cannons reverberating from the west. 

“Good heavens, Victor! Listen to it.”

“It’s hard not to, Bette,” he replied.

“Bill, Victor, start calling me Bill.”

“Sorry, I forgot…Billy…”

“Bill,” Bette corrected.

“If you are supposed to be my little brother, then I should call you Billy not Bill,” Victor suggested.

Bette nodded agreement. “That makes sense I guess,” she said. “I’ve never been a little brother before.”

As they approached the Evergreen Cemetery Gatehouse, three little boys were running around and through the arch, merrily playing a game of tag amid the sounds of battle. An older woman was having trouble corralling the three boys who seemed to be oblivious to anything but their childhood game. Suddenly, there was a sharp whistle and the boys stopped and stood at attention. Elizabeth Thorn, wearing masculine overalls similar to those that Bette had on, rubbed her protruding belly in response to her fetus’s kicking, and glared at her three little men.

“Behave for grandma, boys. Or I will find a switch.”

“Yes, ma’am,” they said collectively.

Victor was impressed by Elizabeth Thorn’s command presence. Hers was a Lilliputian army, but her boys marched to her tune. Bette took that moment to introduce herself.

“I am Billy…Kardashian,” Bette said, irritated at her otherwise facile mind for having the name of that narcissistic reality show family appear on her tongue.

Victor held back a laugh. He covered his mouth for fear of cracking up. Kardashian? That’s the best Kromer could do?

Elizabeth Thorn looked at Bette suspiciously. “Billy is a funny name for a girl,” she observed.

Bette turned red.

Victor intervened. “We thought it better to dress my sister as a boy, Mrs. Thorn,” he said.

“Well,” Mrs. Thorn evaluated. “You’ll fool most men with your short hair and your overalls, but I’m always more aware of things when I’m pregnant. Now, do you have a loved one who needs a resting place?”

“No, ma’am,” Bette said. “I just wanted to offer you my help. From the looks of what is happening, you may be digging some new graves.”

Elizabeth Thorn’s eyes drifted to the smoke on Seminary Ridge more than a mile away. “Well, Fraulein,” she replied, using the German word for miss. Elizabeth Thorn often interspersed her native German in with English. “You may be right about needing fresh graves. Follow me into the cemetery if you like and I will show you how it is done.”

How it is done? Victor wondered. What was there to digging a grave? All one needed was a shovel, although Victor had once watched a grave dug with a backhoe at a cemetery in Cassadaga. There were no backhoes in 1863. So what could be the big deal? He watched curiously as Elizabeth Thorn waddled to an uninhabited area of the graveyard and took a ball of yarn from her pocket and measured off a rectangular plot, placing a small stone at the corners of the rectangle. Then she handed Victor a pick and Bette a shovel. Elizabeth Thorn examined the palms of Victor’s and Bette’s hands.

“You two have pretty soft hands. Have you ever done any hard work in your lives?” she inquired.

Neither Victor nor Bette responded except to blush, for indeed, neither of the students had done much manual labor in their lives, although Victor at least, had joined junior rodeo at Cassadaga Area High School, after he read the Florida classic A Land Remembered, and could ride a horse and rope a steer, but Victor doubted steer roping was going to be useful in the present circumstances.

Elizabeth Thorn shrugged and said to Victor, “Start with the pick ax, boy. Break the ground. Some of the dirt is a bit rocky. Once you break ground a few inches, Billy there can start with the shovel. You have to go down six feet. Some folks think four feet deep is enough, but over time the coffin will collapse and at four feet you can have sink spots and you might wind up putting a boot into the dearly departed,” Elizabeth chuckled. “Happened to me once, let me tell you, and I could feel the bones crunching underneath my boot. Ha!” Mrs. Thorn went on, adding, “Ouch, you little rascal,” to the fetus, which was kicking up a storm in her uterus. “Has to be a girl,” she said. “None of my boys ever kicked like that. Girls like to kick their mothers,” Elizabeth opined. “A daughter fights with her mother all the time and it starts in the womb. Get to work!”

The pick ax was heavier than Victor anticipated and he thought it was extremely odd that here, during the Battle of Gettysburg, he was busy opening a fresh grave. When Bette dug down two feet and removed the dirt, she turned to Victor with a pleading look. Lord, Victor thought, she was already tired and needed a rest. Victor took over and continued to dig, shoveling the dirt to a pile beside the hole.

“There is a short ladder by the Gatehouse, girl,” Elizabeth advised. “Go fetch it.”

Victor continued to dig, fully expecting his hands to blister. But to his surprise, his hands held out and he finished the grave. The top of the grave was about an inch over his head, he estimated. Since he was nearly six feet tall, Victor calculated that he had completed the grave.

“Not bad, boy,” Elizabeth evaluated.

As Elizabeth paid Victor the back-handed compliment, two Union army caissons, tugging artillery pieces, pulled up to the cemetery. Soldiers quickly set up an artillery battery on Cemetery Hill, pointing the barrels of their cannons in the direction of Seminary Ridge. Two more caissons arrived in short order, adding a pair of artillery pieces to the hill. Victor turned his head toward the town of Gettysburg and was alarmed to see men in blue suits running through the town and heading for the high ground on which he now stood. It was exactly what Mr. Greene predicted would occur.

“Let’s get back to the Gatehouse,” Elizabeth suggested, and Victor and Bette followed the pregnant gravedigger to her residence. By this time, Elizabeth’s mother had the boys inside the northern apartment, although they were at the upstairs window watching the action of the battle. After a moment, a Union lieutenant appeared at the back door.

“Excuse me, ma’am,” he said, saluting. “Is your husband home?”

“No, lieutenant, my husband is in the army elsewhere,” Mrs. Thorn replied.

“Is there a man around?”

“Just this boy and his little brother,” Elizabeth said, smiling at Bette who nodded an appreciative thank you to Mrs. Thorn for not giving her away.

Victor was surprised but pleased that Elizabeth Thorn went along with Bette’s masquerade.

“What is your name, boy?”

What had Bette said? What name had she given? Then he remembered. How embarrassing he thought. “Victor Kar…Kardashian, sir.”

“I’m with General Howard’s Corps, Victor, and we desperately need a man to give us directions in the area, to show us the terrain.”

“I’m a refugee from Mercersburg. I don’t know the area that well.”

“Drat!” the lieutenant said. 

“My father is here, but he is sick, lieutenant,” Mrs. Thorn said. “However, I can help you.”

The lieutenant looked at Elizabeth Thorn skeptically. “Ma’am, you are in no condition to walk around through the fields.”

Elizabeth laughed heartily. “Lieutenant, who do you think digs the graves in this cemetery? I assure you I am quite capable of walking a bit. Pregnant women are not invalids, lieutenant. We are made of stronger stuff than most men realize.”

The lieutenant blushed. “I meant no disrespect, ma’am,” he said. “Please come on, then.”

“Mama, please watch the boys while I go off with the soldiers,” Elizabeth said to Mrs. Musser, and then said to Victor and Bette, “You two come along as well.”

Victor, Bette, Mrs. Thorn and a small detachment of soldiers walked through flax and a field of oats where Elizabeth pointed out the York Pike to the lieutenant, as well as identifying the roads to Harrisburg and Hunterstown. “Gettysburg is a crossroads town, lieutenant, roads go every which way.”

“We are the right flank of the Union army,” the lieutenant explained. He took out a piece of paper, whittled the end of a pencil and began drawing a rudimentary map of the position. Victor realized the lieutenant was a cartographer and he watched appreciatively as the young lieutenant sketched an accurate map of the terrain. When he completed the map, the group returned to the Gatehouse.

“Ma’am.” the lieutenant said, “we will commence heavy fire soon. Please take heed and either evacuate or take your family to the cellar.”

“I will,” Elizabeth said. After the lieutenant left, she ignored the young man’s warning and welcomed Victor and Bette to join her upstairs to watch the battle. The little group was halfway up the stairs when, “Blam!” 

A Confederate artillery shell cut through the upstairs window frame and oddly jumped up and went through the ceiling of the room.

“That was close!” Mrs. Thorn observed. “Everyone! Go downstairs to the cellar!” she ordered.

She gathered up her family, her parents and her three children, as well as Bette and Victor. and were about to descend to the cellar when a Union major appeared.

“Ma’am, General Howard requests you prepare supper for him later today,” the major said, removing his hat and bowing politely.

Seeming flabbergasted by the request, Elizabeth Thorn replied, “I have no bread left, major, for we have given all our bread to passing soldiers. I suppose I could make some cakes, I guess,” she added.

“I am sure the general would be pleased with the cakes ma’am. This is wartime after all.”

Victor was amazed. A Union major comes to a civilian’s door and orders her to prepare a meal for a general.

Bette whispered to Victor. “I think we should go,” she said.

Victor nodded agreement. After the major left, Victor said to Elizabeth Thorn, “I think we should be going now, Mrs. Thorn.”

“As you wish… I am curious though, your family name…Kardashian, is it Polish?”

“Ah yes, I think so,” Victor lied. He had no idea of the origin of the reality show family’s name.

As they walked away, Victor said to Bette, “Why did you use the name Kardashian, Bette?”

Bette blushed. “It was the only name that popped into my mind, Victor, I’m sorry.”

“Do you actually watch that crazy family?” Victor asked.

Bette didn’t say a word, but her red face gave Victor the answer. Finally, she said, “I certainly hope Kardashian does not appear in Elizabeth Thorn’s diary. That would be embarrassing…the poor woman, Victor, she is going to sacrifice the last smoked ham she was saving for her husband’s return to feed General Howard and General Sickles.”

“Sickles?” Victor mumbled. “I think he lost his leg in the battle and dedicated the limb to the Smithsonian. After the war, he would often visit his leg at the museum. That was in the Ken Burns series I think.”

“That is really strange,” Bette agreed.

“Yeah,” Victor replied.

Victor and Bette trudged along the side of the road as both cavalry and infantry were marching along the road, headed for the high ground of Cemetery Ridge. They paused at the junction of Taneytown Road and leaned against a fence to rest.

At that moment, the ghost of Shelby Foote appeared. “I see y’all are hightailing it to the Yankee side. Don’t you remember that Florida was part of the Confederate States of America, Victor?” Foote said, his eyes twinkling like an elf.

“Mr. Foote, you and Mr. Catton put us in quite a predicament,” Victor said. “Where is Mr. Catton anyway?”

“He floated out to Little Round Top to watch the Yankee Signal Corps set up,” Foote replied.

“You two really messed things up,” Victor persisted. “You really should be ashamed of yourselves.”

“Now, Victor let’s not be a hypocrite. Aren’t you the spunky lad that chased John Wilkes Booth across the stage at Ford’s Theater?”

Victor blushed. “Yes,” Victor sheepishly admitted. “But I…”

“What would have happened if you had tackled old Sic Semper Tyrannis?” asked Foote, referring to the president’s assassin by the Latin phrase that Booth reportedly shouted when he limped across the stage after shooting Abraham Lincoln. “Thus be to tyrants!” Booth had cried.

“Imagine what you would have done to history,” Foote continued. “And I wasn’t the reason for the rip in the timeline in Philadelphia when you, Victor, inadvertently gave Peggy Shippen Thomas Jefferson’s address at the Graff House. Peggy Shippen was destined to marry Benedict Arnold and turn him into a traitor, but you messed that all up, young man, and the class had to return to Philadelphia and reverse what you did, and you preaching to Mr. Greene about the butterfly effect and you turning out to be such a lepidopterist. So, I do not think you should be lecturing me on hypocrisy. And try not to mess things up this time, Victor. Even though I am a Southerner, let’s not have Robert E. Lee win the Battle of Gettysburg, shall we? You know, Victor, that before the Civil War, people said ‘the United States are a great country.’ Sounds funny today, doesn’t it? Today we say the United States IS a great country. You see, the Civil War changed the country from an are to an is, from a collection of states to a strong union. It put the unum into Pluribus. If Lee wins this battle, there will be two countries. So don’t mess things up again, hear?”

Shelby Foote was right, Victor admitted to himself. Victor’s carelessness in giving Peggy Shippen an address in Philadelphia had led the pro-British girl to the Graff House where Jefferson was composing the Declaration of Independence and, consequently, turned the Tory teen into a Patriot. With that tear in the timeline, Peggy Shippen married Thomas Jefferson after Jefferson’s wife died. Without Peggy Shippen to turn his head, Benedict Arnold remained loyal to the fledgling nation and wound up the second president of the United States with his mug on the ten-dollar bill. And now Victor felt hypocritical that he chided Bette for using “Kardashian”—that was less harmful than mentioning the Graff House.

“I will try not to mess things up again, Mr. Foote, but we are stuck here until November,” Victor complained.

“That’s true, but when you do return home it will be to the day you left,” Foote replied. “No harm done. Now, children, I take my leave for now.”

“Where are you going Mr. Foote?” Bette asked.

“I’m floating over to Lee’s headquarters. He is setting up near the Lutheran Theological Seminary. I want to see if Major General James Longstreet tries to convince Robert E. Lee to flank the Union army. The stubborn old Lee won’t, of course, but one wonders what would have happened here if Lee had listened to Longstreet and moved his army south of Gettysburg and threatened Washington. That would have forced the Army of the Potomac to attack Lee and Lee would have been in a defensive position, a position of which he was a master. But he didn’t listen. Longstreet mentioned all of this in his autobiography and I am curious to see if Longstreet was telling the truth. You two should find safety at the Weikert farm just down Taneytown Road. Bette, you will find Tillie Pierce there by now. Just a short stretch of the legs.” And with that, the dead historian drifted off in the wind toward Lee’s nascent headquarters.

Mr. Foote’s “short stretch of the legs” turned out to be more than two miles. As Victor and Bette walked toward the farm on Taneytown Road, Union soldiers marched in the opposite direction headed for the Union lines forming on Cemetery Ridge.

“The soldiers don’t look happy,” Bette observed.

“Why should they be? I would be scared to death,” Victor admitted. “Death waits ahead, Bette.”

*

The Weikert farmhouse closely resembled the photographs of the restored National Park Service site, which Victor had seen online. Viewing the original farmhouse, Victor was impressed by the marvelous job of restoration that the Park Service had performed. A two-story gray stone house was set back from the road and white columns supported a front porch roof. Beside the columned front porch that ran the length of the building with its view of Taneytown Road, were the spacious barn and the charming carriage house. There were apple and peach trees and rows of corn and wheat on a farm of thirteen acres. Union soldiers were passing by the farm, and a girl stood out front next to a rail fence by the side of Taneytown Road, holding a water bucket and offering the infantrymen a dipper of cool water.

Bette immediately recognized her: Matilda Pierce, who went by the nickname “Tillie.”

“I think that is Tillie Pierce,” Bette whispered to Victor. “I am almost certain of it. The braided hair, the part down the middle. Yes, she looks just like her photograph, Victor.”

“Who is she?”

“You mean you didn’t read her memoir of the battle…?”

“I wasn’t interested in the women, Bette,” Victor replied. “Did you read Daniel Skelly’s account of the battle?”

“Well, no,” Bette admitted.

“So that makes us even. I read the accounts of the men and the boys, you read the recollections of the girls and women.” Noticing a wagon barreling down Taneytown Road, Victor grabbed Bette and pulled her out of the way of the charging horses.

“That was close!” Bette shouted. “Thank you, Victor.”

“My pleasure, Kromer,” Victor replied, feeling suddenly more masculine.

“Watch yourself there,” Tillie Pierce belatedly yelled. “You best get out of the road and get on the other side of the fence. Just climb over it. It will be alright. The Weikerts are kind folks. I’m helping their daughter with her children. My name’s Tillie Pierce,” she chattered on like they were all old friends. She offered her hand and shook both of theirs. “There is a little spring over by that grove of trees,” she said, pointing in that direction. “You should find a bucket or two and a few cups. How about helping me out with these thirsty Union boys?”

Victor and Bette walked over to a grove of elm trees and found the buckets and tin cups by the spring. First, they both took a long cool drink of refreshing spring water. Then they filled two buckets.

“I wonder what Tillie would think of us putting spring water in plastic bottles,” Bette mused aloud.

“First off, she wouldn’t even know what plastic was, Bette.”

“I guess not,” Bette said.

They returned to the fence and stood beside Tillie Pierce, who was in the middle of dispensing water to parched troops. When she was finished and there was a lull in the troop movements, Tillie turned to Bette and asked, “I don’t believe I caught your name?”

“Billy Kardashian, this is my big brother Victor,” Bette smiled.

“Billy is a funny name for a girl,” Tillie replied. She gave Bette a knowing look.

Bette blushed. She hadn’t fooled Tillie, either.

“I told you wouldn’t fool anyone, Bette,” Victor said.

“We are from Mercersburg, Miss Pierce. Brother and sister,” Victor explained.

“Uh huh,” Tillie mumbled, but she eyed Bette suspiciously. “You sure you ain’t Rebel spies? I heard the Rebs dress up girls as boys and some of them fight beside the men.”

Victor knew the stories: two women were found dead among the bodies from Pickett’s Charge. Sometimes, women masqueraded as boys during the Civil War. And some were in combat.

“We are Unionists, Miss Pierce,” Victor said.

“Well, if you are then join me in singing…” and Tillie Pierce began to sing The Battle Cry of Freedom. Victor smiled when he heard the first verse, for he knew the song, having heard a collection of Civil War songs performed by a baritone in a traveling revue, which sang at Lutheran churches throughout Florida. “Gettysburg: Music!” it was called. And ironically, the 21st century musical revue was sponsored by the Lutheran Theological Seminary, which at that moment was in Confederate hands. 

Tillie started off with the first verse:

Yes we’ll rally round the flag boys, we’ll rally once again,

Shouting the battle cry of freedom,

We will rally from the hillside, we’ll gather from the plain,

Shouting the battle cry of freedom!

Victor joined in with Tillie on the chorus…

The Union forever! Hurrah, boys, hurrah!

Down with the traitors, up with the stars;

While we rally round the flag, boys, we rally once again,

Shouting the battle cry of freedom!

We are springing to the call of our brothers gone before,

Shouting the battle cry of freedom!

And we’ll fill our vacant ranks with a million freemen more,

Shouting the battle cry of freedom!

Tillie smiled at Victor and frowned at Bette. “What’s wrong with her, can’t she sing?”

“She has a lousy voice,” Victor said. 

It was Bette’s turn to frown, although she glared at Victor.

As Victor and Tillie finished another chorus of Battle Cry of Freedom, Bette said, “I much prefer this tune,” and began a rendition of The Battle Hymn of the Republic, in a lovely alto voice, which startled Tillie Pierce. And Victor. He knew she was in the school chorus, but he had never heard her sing before.

Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord;

He is trampling out the vintage where the grapes of wrath are stored;

He hath loosed the fateful lightning of His terrible swift sword:

His truth is marching on.

Victor joined her in the chorus.

Glory, glory, hallelujah!

Glory, glory, hallelujah!

Glory, glory, hallelujah!

His truth is marching on.

Smiling, Tillie Pierce joined in as well until the trio consisted of a soprano, an alto and a first tenor.

I have seen Him in the watch-fires of a hundred circling camps,

They have builded Him an altar in the evening dews and damps;

I can read His righteous sentence by the dim and flaring lamps:

His day is marching on.

Glory, glory, hallelujah!

Glory, glory, hallelujah!

Glory, glory, hallelujah!

His truth is marching on.

Glory, glory, hallelujah!

Glory, glory, hallelujah!

Glory, glory, hallelujah!

His day is marching on.

And then the trio, finding a harmony, lifted their voices, sending the words resoundingly down Taneytown Road, causing a company of infantry to pause and listen to the three teenagers’ rendition.

He has sounded forth the trumpet that shall never call retreat;

He is sifting out the hearts of men before His judgment-seat;

Oh, be swift, my soul, to answer Him! Be jubilant, my feet!

Our God is marching on.

Glory, glory, hallelujah!

Glory, glory, hallelujah!

Glory, glory, hallelujah!

Our God is marching on!

The soldiers began to applaud, and several approached the fence for cool water and to deliver their heartfelt thanks for the acapella performance.

The only disparaging note was added when a wagon stopped to stack several piles of rough pine boxes alongside the road. Coffins. Victor sadly realized their purpose and wondered which of the men who had just applauded their rendition of Julia Ward Howe’s song would be resting in those coffins by the end of the day. But Victor conceded to the practicality of the Army of the Potomac; there would no doubt be many dead soldiers before the night fell.

One of the soldiers remarked, “There is no telling how soon I will be put in one.”

To which the man next to him responded, “I will consider myself lucky if I get one.”

Both men laughed at the second man’s gallows humor.

As the sardonic soldiers and the rest of their company passed the Weikert farm, another group followed behind them. Victor spotted a bedraggled soldier, crawling along on his hands and knees, trying futilely to keep up with his companions. Suddenly an officer rode up to him and cursed at the poor fellow to get off his knees. 

“I can’t go on!” the soldier complained. “I am finished.”

“Get up, you bastard!” the officer swore and struck the man on his back with his officer’s saber. Then the officer rode on, leaving the soldier lying wounded in the road.

Two of the man’s comrades picked up the limp body and carried the wounded man into the Weikert farmhouse. When the two men returned to their company, which had stopped to rest along Taneytown Road, one of the soldiers said, “We will mark that officer for this!”

Bette whispered to Victor, “What does he mean by that, Victor?”

Victor said soberly, “The soldiers mean to kill the officer, Bette.”

“Really?” Bette asked, incredulous.

“In every war, some soldiers will kill their own officers and most often it is justified. In Vietnam, the soldiers called it ‘fragging.’”

About an hour after the incident with the officer and the soldier that Bette thought was actually suffering from sunstroke in light of the fact of the July heat and the man’s wool uniform, three officers on horseback approached the three teen water carriers. The one in the center of the group, sporting a well-trimmed beard, asked Tillie for a drink of water. Victor saw that the man was a two-star general. But who was he? Victor wondered.

“Please excuse the tin cup, sir,” Tillie said politely, raising the cup to the man on horseback.

The general smiled. “Certainly; that is all right,” he said.

After the officer downed the water, he leaned down and returned the tin cup to Tillie. “Thank you, miss,” he said pleasantly. He then turned his horse away, returned the salute of nearby soldiers and rode on down the Taneytown Road.

“Who was that?” Tillie asked a nearby soldier.

“Why that is General Meade,” the soldier said. “He’s the commander of the army and the man who is going to lick Bobby Lee!”

“Hoorah!” a group of soldiers shouted.

So that was General Meade, Victor thought. How right they were; Major General George Meade, a Pennsylvania native, would defeat Robert E. Lee and the Army of Northern Virginia, but not without the greatest tussle of the Civil War, a battle which would determine the outcome of the struggle between the North and South.

The trio continued to dispense water to the passing, thirsty troops. Caissons of Union artillery continued to pass by. The muddy road was worsening with the heavy volume of wagon traffic, and many of the vehicles and the artillery caissons left the roads to proceed through the fields, finding the pastures easier going than the soggy Taneytown Road. As the trio watched, an explosion blew up a caisson, tossing a man into the air. He came to rest in a wheat field nearby. Two of his companions picked the man up and brought him into the Weikert house. Victor noticed that the man’s eyes were blown out, and he heard him strangely mutter, “Oh dear! I forgot to read my Bible today! What will my poor wife and children say?”

The two soldiers carried their comrade up the stairs to a second-floor bedroom and placed him on a bed. Then they wrapped him in cotton. Bette and Tillie exchanged shocked looks.

But their attention was returned toward Taneytown Road as another battalion of infantry marched by and the teens realized that these soldiers were as thirsty as the troops who had preceded them. They returned to their work. 

The passing troops were soon replaced by wounded soldiers. Victor, on a trip to the spring, overhead two soldiers converse with Mr. Weikert about the hard fighting in which they were engaged, and the many men who were wounded or killed. 

“My buddy was hit by an artillery shell, and when the smoke cleared I went looking for him, sir. All I could find of him was one finger.”

Envisioning the scene, Victor felt a sudden urge to throw up, which he promptly did behind a nearby bush. A wounded soldier passed by with his thumb tied up. Tillie Pierce thought the poor man’s injury was dreadful and mentioned this to the soldier.

“Oh this?” he said. “This ain’t nothin’, girlie,” the man replied with a smile that showed a few missing teeth. “You’ll see worse than this before too long, I think.”

The soldier was prophetic. Wounded soldiers began to arrive at the farm. The Weikerts’ commodious barn was turned into a make-shift field hospital. Some of the injured men were hobbling, some of the men had their heads bandaged, while others had arms in slings. Some men crawled from the ambulances. Others were brought to the barn on stretchers. Victor watched in stunned silence as did both Bette and Tillie Pierce. Before dark, the Weikerts’ immense barn was filled with wounded and dying men who had charged off to fight the enemy so heroically only scant hours before. Victor was certain that some of the men had received water from the Weikerts’ spring. The Union boys who had so gallantly marched past the form were back now in mangled form. Victor saw no glory in it, only horror. Why, Victor wondered, did mankind never learn from war? Why did they keep starting new ones? His musing ended when Mrs. Weikert called the three teens in for supper. Like the Union army, Victor marched on his stomach.


Chapter 5

After Victor and Bette walked down Baltimore Street, Minerva and Mr. Greene made their way back to the hotel, pausing when they reached the town square. Others too were congregating in the Diamond, as if expecting someone to tell them what they should do. Horse-drawn ambulances were arriving in the town’s center, wounded men in tow. Minerva watched as stretcher bearers began taking the wounded into the courthouse.

The wounded men unnerved Minerva. Suddenly, she felt very petty for grousing about missing her summer college visits. Her problems seemed minor next to the conditions of the boys being carried into the courthouse.

“Mother!” one soldier shouted from his stretcher. “Mother help me!” he cried out. Minerva sensed the boy was about her own age. Too young for this horror! she thought.

“Mr. Greene, the poor boy!” Minerva said.

“Yes, Minerva,” Greene said evenly. “By the end of the day, buildings all over town will serve as mini hospitals, and church pews will serve as beds for the wounded soldiers. The horror will be unimaginable to the people of Gettysburg. You wish to be a doctor? Well, I think if you pay attention you will get a good idea about Civil War medicine and how physicians earned the sobriquet of ‘sawbones.’ Their medicine is awfully primitive, Minerva, and by our modern standards, most doctors would be considered quacks. The hygiene is atrocious. Doctors didn’t even wash their hands between surgeries. Many had no concept of bacteria, and an infection could mean an amputation. Minerva, if any of us gets wounded, that person must be given my antibiotics. That is why I gave some of my pills to Victor. I can’t return a student to Cassadaga with a missing limb. That is too horrible to contemplate. Let us return to the observatory on the roof of the Fahnestock Building and see how things are going in the battle.”

The previous crowd on the roof of the Fahnestock Building had dwindled to a few diehard spectators. 

An elderly man looked at Mr. Greene suspiciously. “Are you sesesh?” he asked the teacher.

“No sir, I am not a secessionist, I am a Unionist,” Greene replied indignantly. “My niece and I are refugees from Mercersburg.”

Another older man asked, “I heard the Rebs rounded up all the coloreds and marched them south, is that true, mister?”

“Yes, sir, it is,” Greene replied. Having studied the Gettysburg Campaign in great detail, the history teacher was quite aware of the Army of Northern Virginia’s proclivity for enslaving blacks. Whether an African-American was a runaway slave or a freeman made no difference to the Confederates. The procedure was not condoned by Robert E. Lee; in fact, he had issued a directive against “barbarous outrages against the unarmed and defenseless,” of which the colored citizens were a part, but his soldiers, many of whom had been members of slave patrols and had pursued runaway slaves before the war, felt that they were merely paying the Union back for its army freeing the Southern slaves in areas that the Union army had conquered.

“Did you witness it?” the man asked Mr. Greene.

“I did sir,” Greene lied, although the information he gave was historically accurate. “It was an advanced cavalry unit and the officer in charge threatened to burn every house that harbored a colored person if the colored was not produced within twenty minutes.”

“What excuse did the Rebel officer give for such infamy?” the man persisted.

“Well, he announced that they were reclaiming their property, which Pennsylvania residents had stolen and harbored.”

“Oh Lord Jesus!” the old man cried out pointing to the west. “Our boys are running!”

Minerva turned her head toward the Lutheran Theological Seminary. Amid the artillery smoke, the Union lines were buckling. Soldiers in blue uniforms began to run down Chambersburg Pike toward the town. It appeared to be more a rout than a retreat, she thought.

Many of the Union soldiers were dropping their equipment in the street. Some tossed away their 1861 model Springfield Rifles with the flip-up sight, a weapon that was accurate as far away as three hundred yards, a rifle that had replaced the smooth-bore musket which couldn’t hit anything over a hundred yards. Minerva was stunned to see how much equipment the average Union infantryman carried into battle, and Mr. Greene answered every question that Minerva proffered.

“The rifles weighed nine pounds, Minerva,” he said. “It fired a .58 caliber minie ball. That is an incredibly large bullet, which broke many an arm and a leg when it hit a bone. The men are carrying rucksacks, wearing wool uniforms in summer heat and wearing black brogans, a type of shoe that covered a man’s ankle. It’s a good deal of weight and it slows a soldier down when he is running away. Hence, the reason they dropped the equipment.”

“That boy, what is he carrying over his shoulder?”

“That’s his cartridge box. He has about forty cartridges in that box. It is his ammunition. If he is really fast, a soldier can shoot three rounds in a minute…not exactly an automatic weapon that we are accustomed to. In fact, after the battle they discovered many discarded rifles on the battlefield with multiple bullets in the barrel. It seems that during the battle a soldier would think his rifle fired and then go about reloading until he had several bullets stuck in the barrel. One rifle had ten bullets stuck in it. They could not hear their own gun go off amid the din of battle.”

“So how much did it all weigh, Mr. Greene?”

“A shade over forty pounds, Minerva, if you throw in his knapsack that held a wool blanket, his shelter half for a two-man tent, and a rubber jacket for hard rain that also served as a waterproof cover for a wet ground. In his haversack and mucket, the soldier carried a change of socks, writing paper for letters home as well as envelopes, ink and a pen, a shaving kit, and a ‘housewife,’ which was a nickname for a sewing kit. He also carried a small coffee grinder. Many men also carried a Bible, though some only carried the New Testament.”

“What was a mucket?”

“A soldier’s canteen, tin cup and tin pot or two. Maybe a frying pan and a spatula for field cooking and a couple pieces of silverware and a half canteen to serve as a plate.”

“A soldier carried all of that into battle?”

“Yes,” Mr. Greene replied.

“They never show all that in the movies,” Minerva said.

“No, they don’t Minerva. No they don’t.”

Minerva nodded.

“We’d best get back to the hotel, Minerva,” Mr. Greene said. “It will be safer there. I don’t think it will be safe to walk the streets in a few minutes,” he added,

As they hurriedly walked back to the hotel, Minerva asked Mr. Greene, “Did they really put free African-Americans into slavery, Mr. Greene?”

“Yes, Minerva and be careful. Do not repeat the phrase ‘African-American outside our group’” Greene cautioned.

“Why?”

“That term did not exist back in 1863. Heck, the term ‘African-American’ did not exist in 1963. Refer to black people as ‘coloreds,’ or ‘Negroes.’ Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir.”

“You know last week, the Rebels came through Gettysburg. June 26th. They stopped first in Caledonia, which is halfway between Gettysburg and Chambersburg. Many freed coloreds worked at the ironworks owned by Thaddeus Stevens. The Rebels destroyed the ironworks and captured some colored workers and marched them off into slavery. During the Gettysburg campaign, historians estimate that nearly a thousand Negroes were forced into slavery. Some of them were runaway slaves, but many were born free in Pennsylvania, for Pennsylvania was a free state. Ironically, most of the blacks captured during the Gettysburg campaign were taken in areas where slavery had been abolished. In Pennsylvania, the abolition of slavery began before the first shots of the American Revolution. Even in Virginia, because of Lincoln’s Emancipation Proclamation, all the slaves held in Union occupied territory were free. Taking blacks and putting them into slavery was making mockery of Lincoln’s decree. Heck,” Greene said, “a black child could go to a public school with a white child in Gettysburg. That was because of Thaddeus Stevens. Do you remember him?”

“The guy Tommy Lee Jones played in the movie Lincoln?” Minerva asked, for Mr. Greene had shown the film to his class after the completion of the Advanced Placement Examination in May.

Mr. Greene laughed. 

“He was the one with the black mistress, wasn’t he?”

“Well,” Mr. Greene smiled. “Stevens introduced her as his ‘housekeeper’ which caused a few folks to snicker. Her name was Lydia Smith and he left her property in his will. Stevens was a fascinating man, a driving force behind the 13th Amendment, which was…?”

“The abolition of slavery?”

“That’s correct. Stevens gave the land for Pennsylvania College and was behind the establishment of a public high school in Gettysburg. Most students went no further than eighth grade if they got that far. Pennsylvania was way ahead of other states in education in the 19th century. And a college education? It was out of the reach of the great majority of people. Talk about the one percent, literally between one and two percent of students went to college in the 1860s.”

Minerva and Mr. Greene watched the Yankee retreat from a window in the Gettysburg Hotel. The Union army ran into the town square and then made a beeline for Baltimore Street. Soldiers had broken ranks and were running. Their frightened faces unnerved Minerva. Among the soldiers’ skedaddle were a number of ambulances bringing wounded into the Diamond.

“By the way, Minerva. If anyone should ask you about Mercersburg, you should know that President James Buchanan was born there.”

“Didn’t you teach us that Buchanan was the worst president of all time, Mr. Greene?” Minerva asked.

“Well, yes, I did, Minerva,” admitted Mr. Greene sheepishly. “But he has only been out of office for two years and Pennsylvanians were still proud of him as he was the only president from Pennsylvania. He was also the only bachelor president.”

“I read an article that said he was gay,” Minerva said.

“Well, there is speculation by revisionist historians, but no conclusive evidence was ever found to confirm that speculation. At any rate, I like to think of Buchanan as an American Nero; he watched as the Republic burned. Buchanan didn’t do a thing to stop secession in the months between Lincoln’s election and his inauguration. Remember when Jackson was president and South Carolina threatened to secede? What did old Hickory promise to do if South Carolina seceded?”

Minerva remembered. She brightened and replied, “Jackson threatened to hang John C. Calhoun.”

“Good job!” Greene said.

“It was a multiple-choice question on the A.P. exam, Mr. Greene.”

“Great!”

“I nailed it,” Minerva said triumphantly, then added wistfully, “Somehow, that doesn’t seem to matter much now, though.”

“Keep the faith, Minerva,” Green said and pointed to the retreating Union army. “Look! Do you see who is floating over the Union army?”

“Why that is Mr. Catton!” Minerva said, waving to the ghost.

Recognizing Minerva, the dead historian smiled and floated across the Diamond to the window of the Gettysburg Hotel and began a conversation.

“Why are you two in the hotel?” Catton asked. “You are missing so much. I can’t tell you how enjoyable this all is!” he tittered, and for a moment his merriment shattered his ghostly image into a number of smaller pieces. “Excuse me a moment, while I put myself together,” said Catton who calmly rearranged his image by literally picking up the pieces and shoving them back together.”

“Where is Shelby Foote?”

“With the Confederates, of course. That’s what we agreed upon. We were sitting atop the Evergreen Gatehouse, eating popcorn and watching the battle—we even saw Bette and Victor... Well, as we were sitting there we decided that I would follow the Yankees and Shelby would stay with the Rebels and then we would compare notes at the end of the day on Big Round Top.”

“That sounds like a plan,” Mr. Greene said.

“I guess by this time Shelby is probably floating around Robert E. Lee at his headquarters tent, which in an hour or so will be a house on Seminary Ridge. The Thompson House. Did you know that Meade’s headquarters and Lee’s headquarters were in the homes of widows, Mr. Greene?”

“Yes, I did, Mr. Catton,” Greene replied. “Meade set up his headquarters at the Leister farm, behind Cemetery Ridge. Some people referred to Meade and Lee as ‘widow makers,’ for they certainly created thousands of dead husbands and fathers in the three days at Gettysburg.”

“That they did,” Catton agreed as he continued to float outside their hotel window. “You must forgive me, but I want to join the Yankees on the high ground. Please excuse me, perhaps we will meet again later on. I can’t believe I’m really here!” Catton said happily, and he seemed to skip as he floated away.

“Mr. Greene, we have no luck with ghosts.”

Mr. Greene smiled. “I believe you are right, Minerva. Shall we go down into the town square and offer our services to the wounded men?”

“Yes, Mr. Greene. It is the Christian thing to do.”

“Yes, it is. Minerva, but we must not interfere with the medical care at any time no matter how barbaric it is. Do you understand? We cannot save a dying soldier with any modern methods that we may know and the physician may not. We don’t know how that would upset the time continuum. Let’s not have another Peggy Shippen on our hands,” said Greene alluding to their prior trip to Philadelphia. “I don’t want to have to come back here once we get back home. Do you?”

“I sure don’t, Mr. Greene,” Minerva replied. “No more butterfly effects,” she added, referring to the way the group changed history with its visit to Philadelphia in 1776. “I don’t want to see Robert E. Lee on the twenty-dollar bill.”

“Yes, let’s keep it with Harriet Tubman,” Greene said. “It took long enough to get a black woman on our money.”

“You mean ‘colored’ woman, Mr. Greene.”

Mr. Greene smiled. “Touché, Minerva,” he replied. “Thanks for keeping me in the time period.”

Minerva and her teacher stopped outside the courthouse on the Diamond and quietly watched as ambulance after ambulance pulled up and mangled men were led into the courthouse on stretchers. Minerva noticed one man was missing his right arm past the elbow, a hastily tied tourniquet tied around the stump of what remained. Minerva thought she was going to gag and throw up, but she kept control. Like many of the students at Cassadaga Area High School, she had taken nursing classes and was well versed on first aid.

Mr. Greene saw the horror on Minerva’s face. He said quietly, “Minerva, as bad as the battles were, two thirds of the men who died in the Civil War succumbed to disease—to bacteria not bullets, I like to say. Six hundred twenty thousand soldiers died in the Civil War, more deaths than all other wars our nation fought in, including, World War I, World War II, Korea, Vietnam and Iraq. But in treating the diseases during the Civil War, the medical community began to rethink its practices, especially its previous disregard for hygiene. Both sides suffered from tuberculosis, typhus and dysentery, as well as pneumonia, mumps and measles. Did you ever read Gone with the Wind?”

“I love that book,” Minerva said. “I have read it three times. I named my dachshund Rhett Butler.”

“Do you remember Scarlett’s first husband?”

“Charles Hamilton?”

“Yes, what did he die from?”

“Measles!” Minerva said.

“He sure did. The poor lad went off in search of glory and contracted the measles. So much for glory. The fictional Charles Hamilton wasn’t alone. The unsanitary camp conditions contributed to the deaths as well. Tuberculosis preyed on men who were in fierce battles and were poorly fed. Today, we have vaccinations for mumps and measles. Smallpox is the danger you kids face here in 1863. Since smallpox was eradicated in our time, they stopped giving routine vaccinations for smallpox in the 1970s. I have a vaccination mark for smallpox, but you kids don’t. That is the disease that should scare us, if it pokes its head up. The pockmarks on George Washington’s face were the result of smallpox that he contracted and survived as a child. Civil War doctors were ignorant of germ theory, and antiseptic conditions were rare if at all. The famous poet Walt Whitman, who served as a nurse during the Civil War, witnessed and documented many an amputation, and once wrote about one makeshift hospital that ‘it was quite crowded upstairs and down, everything impromptu, no system, all bad enough, but I have no doubt the best that can be done, the men in their old clothes, unclean and buddy.’”

Minerva marveled at Mr. Greene’s ability to cite from memory a plethora of quotations from hundreds of sources, as if he were merely recalling a conversation with an historical figure. In this case Walt Whitman. His mind was a veritable search engine of synapses.

“It was the women, Minerva, who led the fight for sanitary conditions. There was Dorthea Dix, and Clara Barton, the founder of the American Red Cross. Both women worked tirelessly to improve the sanitation in hospitals and, as a result of their efforts, probably saved thousands. When William Hammond became the surgeon general of the Union army, he designed new hospital layouts and wrote a book on the importance of hygiene that eventually caught on with his subordinate physicians.”

“Is it true that one out of five children died before the age of five?” Minerva asked.

“That’s about right, although I have seen a study that says one out of four. I think one out of five children dying by age five is probably more accurate.’

An out-of-control ambulance ended their conversation. The driver was trying desperately to rein in his horse and suddenly the horse pulled up, causing a wounded soldier to slide from the ambulance onto the dirt of the Diamond. Minerva sprang into action and darted to the stricken soldier who was gasping for air. After a moment, however, the man stopped breathing and Minerva’s cardiopulmonary resuscitation training kicked in. She heard the song Another One Bites the Dust in her head and began CPR, pushing the soldier’s chest with the beat of the song. As the ambulance driver watched curiously, Minerva completed thirty chess compressions, followed by two rescue breaths. The man revived.

“Where did you learn that, missy?” the orderly asked.

Thinking quickly, Minerva came up with a lie. “My mother was a midwife and she used to do that for stillborn babies. She saved some of the children. I didn’t know if it would work on adults, but I thought I should try it.”

“Oh,” the ambulance driver said dismissively as he and an orderly retrieved the wounded man and put him on a stretcher. The man smiled at Minerva as the stretcher bearers took him inside.

“Minerva,” Greene cautioned. “You fibbed your way out of that very well, but don’t practice CPR. You don’t know how that might change things.”

“Mr. Greene,” Minerva said, holding her ground. “I thought it was my Christian duty to help the poor man. He is shot in the stomach.”

“Well,” Greene replied, “CPR probably won’t make any difference in his case. More than likely with his stomach wound, he won’t survive long.”

“That’s a cheerful thought,” Minerva replied. “I want to go inside the courthouse and see how things are going.”

Greene shook his head. “No, Minerva.”

“I want to see the primitive medicine, Mr. Greene. If I am going to major in pre-med at either Duke or Yale,” Minerva said, “I need to witness the medical care of the era.”

Mr. Greene smiled. Minerva knew he had a soft spot for students who were curious and knew where they were going. Minerva had always known where she was headed from the first time she watched Grey’s Anatomy. Although unlike Meredith Grey, she decided she would definitely not sleep around when she hung up her shingle. She planned to marry a brain surgeon and stay true to him. Then why, she asked herself, did she see Victor Bridges in her dreams?” Victor had as much of a chance of becoming a brain surgeon as the man in the moon, Minerva mused, irritated at herself for the cliché that formed in her mind.

“Minerva?” Mr. Greene said as he waved a hand in front of her face. “Are you still here? You seem to be thinking about something else.”

“Oh, sorry, Mr. Greene. I guess I was daydreaming.”

“Go into the courthouse and watch the medical procedures if you want, but do not administer any modern medical treatments, no matter how necessary. You can help with bedpans and give the boys water, but you are not to save any more lives, hear?”

“Yes, sir. I understand. No lifesaving,” Minerva said, irritated. She felt like a lifeguard at the beach who was not allowed to save swimmers from drowning.

“Good!” Greene said. “Go on then. I am going up to my room at the hotel to watch the events from my window.”

The first thing that Minerva noticed when she entered the courthouse was the blood. It seemed to be everywhere: Puddles on the floor, handprints on the wall. Then came the groaning and the screaming. Primeval sounds. It hurt her ears to hear it and she was powerless to stop it. Pain and agony personified. Already, there were scores of wounded men lying all about. The fighting had only been going on for a few hours, but there seemed to be nearly a hundred wounded soldiers in the courthouse. Minerva counted two doctors and several women acting as nurses. From what Minerva had read about the residents of Gettysburg, many of the women of the town volunteered their help to the wounded men during and after the battle. A young woman who appeared to be about Minerva’s age approached Minerva and asked, “Are you here to help or looking for a loved one, a husband perhaps?”

“I am here to be of assistance if you can use me. My name is Minerva.”

The other young woman smiled. “I didn’t think I would meet the goddess of wisdom today,” she said with a smile. “I am Julia Culp. And I help both Rebels and Yankees. I have a brother with the Union army and a brother with the Confederates.” Julia Culp handed Minerva a bedsheet. “Either or both of them may show up here by the end of the day. I certainly hope they don’t, but that is a possibility.”

“That must be difficult for you,” Minerva replied.

Julia nodded.

“What is the sheet for?” Minerva asked.

“We are making bandages from the sheets,” Julia said. We tear the sheets into strips. Women from all over town are bringing sheets or tearing them up at home. There may be hundreds of casualties before the day is over.”

Try thousands, Minerva thought, but held her tongue. Julia led Minerva to a room where other women were rolling bandages and Minerva got to work tearing the sheet into strips. How rudimentary, Minerva thought. Minerva sat at a table and Julia Culp sat down beside her. 

“I haven’t seen you before, are you from out of town?” Julia asked Minerva.

“Yes. I came with my uncle from Mercersburg. My full name is Minerva…Greene,” she said, unaware that Bette had told Elizabeth Thorn that the “family” name was Kardashian. Minerva, never as imaginative as Bette, merely adopted her teacher’s surname.

“Why did your parents name you ‘Minerva’?” a curious Julia Culp asked.

“My mother likes Greek mythology. I guess she could have named me Hestia?”

“Which one was that?”

“Hestia is the goddess of the hearth and home.”

“I wouldn’t mind that one,” Julia replied. “I mean I’m sixteen and I don’t want to wind up a spinster. I think a girl should be married before she is twenty. After that she’s an old maid… I heard the Rebs were rounding up the coloreds in Mercersburg, did you see that?”

Minerva paused for a moment, trying to recall what Mr. Greene had said about the enslavement of blacks in Mercersburg during the Gettysburg campaign. Then she remembered. “The Rebels threatened to burn down houses if the African…ah…coloreds weren’t turned over to them.” Minerva had almost inadvertently said “African-Americans,” even after Mr. Greene’s warning. She was annoyed with herself.

“Most of our colored folks left town a week ago, before the Rebs came here on June 26th,” Julia said. “But there are still a few around. It might be dangerous for them. Do you think the Rebels will ravish us, Minerva?” Julia said, somewhat excitedly.

Minerva was taken aback by Julia’s comment. From what she had read, the Confederates did not violate the women of Gettysburg. They were perfect gentlemen to the ladies. The only people the Confederates abused were the blacks. “I don’t think they will molest us, Julia,” Minerva said, thinking there was something wrong with Julia Culp. Minerva had read that Victorian women were pretty repressed, but she didn’t know how to take Julia Culp. Julia Culp? She tried to recall what she had read about Julia. She had a brother named Wesley who fought with the Army of Northern Virginia. Wesley Culp died on the last day of the battle on his uncle’s hill. Gettysburg was Wesley Culp’s hometown and he returned with the Confederate army only to be killed on his uncle’s property, Culp’s Hill. Truth was indeed stranger than fiction, Minerva thought. But Minerva was unaware that the Rebels had been in Gettysburg the week before.

“You say the Rebels came to Gettysburg a week ago?” Minerva asked. “We just came in here two days ago,” she lied.

“They sure did,” Julia said. “Jubal Early’s division it was. Captured a group of the college boys playing soldier and humiliated them in the Diamond. General Early told them to go home to their mothers and leave the fighting to the men. I have never seen so many red-faced boys in my life, let me tell you! The Rebels took down the Stars and Stripes and put up their damn ‘X’ flag. And then they sang Dixie. They left early the next morning and marched off to York.”

“Did they ravish any girls?” Minerva asked.

Julia smiled. “No, but a girl can hope can’t she?” said Julia who then began to laugh. It was at that moment that Minerva realized Julia had been, as her grandmother used to say, “pulling her leg.”

Minerva sensed that Julia was waiting for Minerva’s chuckle, so the modern girl smiled and laughed along with her nineteenth century counterpart, thinking that Julia had an odd sense of humor. Julia would fit into her A.P. class, Minerva thought. She was just that weird.

When they had rolled several bandages, Julia suggested to Minerva, “Let’s take these to the surgeons. Have you ever seen an amputation, Minerva?”

“No,” Minerva replied.

“Do you want to?”

“I guess,” Minerva said, not wanting Julia to know how much she wished to witness the surgery. This wasn’t something that Meredith Grey would shirk from, Minerva thought. Meredith Grey would relish the chance to watch such surgery.

As they carried their bandages to a room where a surgeon was at work, Julia said to Minerva, “They use chloroform to put the men to sleep before they start sawing off an arm or leg. Pour the chloroform into a cattle horn. It is the latest thing, chloroform.”

The two girls stood at the entrance to the converted operating room and Minerva watched in horror as the surgeon placed the cattle horn atop the patient’s face. The man was lying face up on a courtroom wooden table.

Minerva was struck by the surgeon’s dirty hands and lack of latex gloves, forgetting for a moment that latex was far in the future. But the surgeon didn’t even wear a face mask, she thought, wondering what germs he was passing along to his unsuspecting patient. She also wondered if the surgeon was sober, and whether he drew from the whiskey bottle on a smaller table beside the larger one.

The surgeon poured chloroform through a cloth. But on this occasion the primitive anesthesia was unsuccessful and Minerva witnessed the patient awaken to the sounds of a saw cutting off his leg. In distress, the poor soldier flailed his arms wildly, and screamed in agony, as his limb was severed from his body. The operation was a success, the limb was neatly severed, but the patient died on the table. Minerva wanted to throw up. Instead, the surgeon handed her the severed limb. 

“Take this out to the pile out back, girl!” he ordered Minerva. Her body shaking, Minerva held the leg with both hands, blood dripping between her fingers. Keep it together, Minerva told herself. Keep it together.

“Carry it away!” the surgeon ordered at Minerva’s hesitation.

Minerva grimaced when she saw that the surgeon didn’t even clean the blood from the table before the next patient was placed on the wooden surface. Two orderlies entered the room and removed the one-legged corpse and carried it away to join its severed leg in the alley behind the courthouse. Minerva, unnerved and appalled, placed the dead man’s leg on a pile of limbs, which were stacked like a cord of wood by the back door of the courthouse. The two orderlies followed and carried the dead man to a nearby wagon, which was half-filled with cadavers, bodies which earlier in the day had been living and breathing young men. When Minerva saw the collection of mangled bodies in the wagon, she vomited. What was the glory of war of which men spoke so highly? Minerva wondered. There was no glory in this back alley, only the corpses of someone’s son or husband. “The paths of Glory lead but to the grave,” Minerva mumbled, reciting a line from a poem by Thomas Grey, Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard.

A hospital orderly who did not seem to be older than twenty asked her, “Are you alright, missy?” 

Minerva, tears running down her face, waved him away. She didn’t want to talk to anyone at the moment. She felt she was hyperventilating. She took a series of deep breaths to regain her composure.

“Don’t feel bad, missy,” the orderly said, trying to comfort her. “I upchucked the first time I saw a dead body, too.”

“C’mon Tom,” the second orderly said. “We can’t dawdle out here. She’ll get her stomach straight in a few minutes.”

Minerva composed herself. She wanted to wash the man’s blood from her hands. She had to wash the man’s blood from her hands. But there was no faucet. There was no running water. She dreaded returning to the courthouse to watch the butchery that passed for medicine. She was afraid that she would scream, or worse yet, start CPR on another patient. They would probably hang her as a witch, Minerva thought, a bit melodramatically. 

She walked through the alley and came out onto the Diamond and went to a pump in front of the courthouse. She had to wait in line as other women were there filling buckets of water for the wounded soldiers. One corpulent, matronly woman was working the pump and when Minerva appeared at the front of the line, the woman said to Minerva, “Where is your bucket, child?”

Minerva held up her bloody hands. “I just want to wash my hands. I carried a severed leg out to the pile in back of the courthouse.”

The woman looked at Minerva sympathetically.” We all have had to do things today that we never dreamed of,” she said.

Minerva wanted to weep for the young men. She wanted to hug the motherly fat lady, for the woman reminded Minerva how much she missed her own mother at the moment and how long it would be before she could hug her mother again. It would be months before she saw her mother again, because of the selfishness of two darned ghosts. Minerva wanted to use stronger language when thinking of the ghosts, but her mind would not even allow her to think of curse words. Minerva hated vulgarity and swearing, but after what she had witnessed in that makeshift operating room, she could sympathize with anyone who let forth a string of “F-bombs.” 

When she washed the blood from her hands, the matronly woman handed her a towel and she dried her hands. “Thank you,” Minerva said.

“Why don’t you take some time off, child? I have a feeling there will be plenty more boys that will need your help later today.”

Minerva nodded agreement. She turned to return to the courthouse but paused. She saw the Gettysburg Hotel. She headed for the hotel. She had to talk to Mr. Greene.

She knocked on the door to his room.

“Come in,” Mr. Greene called.

“Is it okay to come in, Mr. Greene?” Minerva asked.

Greene looked at his ashen-faced student. “You look like you have visited Dante’s circle of hell, Minerva.”

“I think I have, Mr. Greene, and it is right here on earth.”

Greene nodded. 

“I held a severed leg in my hands, Mr. Greene.”

“An amputation?”

“Yes, it was barbaric!”

“By our modern medical standards, I am sure it was. But it was the only way the physicians could stop the spread of infection during the Civil War. Gangrene was the culprit. Remember Dr. Benjamin Rush back in 1776, Minerva?”

“Yes.”

“What did he want to do to me?”

“Bleed you.”

“Yes, Minerva, and you stopped him from bleeding me by telling Benjamin Rush that I was a hemophiliac, although you used the term ‘bleeder.’ Why was that?”

“Because I thought the doctor would be suspicious of any girl who knew the word ‘hemophilia,’ Mr. Greene.”

“That was wise, Minerva. You lived up to your given name that day and you undoubtedly saved my life…well, no one bleeds anymore, and they stopped bloodletting way before the Civil War. Perhaps as barbaric as it seems, let’s try not to judge these physicians harshly. Medical training was just coming out of what was called ‘the heroic era,’ when doctors advocated not only bloodletting but purging and blistering to treat the humors of the body. Physicians treated syphilis with mercury for heaven’s sake, making things worse instead of better. But medicine advanced because of the Civil War. It was Dr. Letterman, the chief doctor for the Army of the Potomac, who developed ambulances and emphasized the need for a centralized hospital among all the field hospitals. After the battle is over, Camp Letterman will be erected outside of Gettysburg to coordinate care for the thousands of wounded men from the Battle of Gettysburg. It will be close to the railroad lines. You know, Minerva, railroads were often used to move the more severely wounded to better facilities. Many of the men wounded at Gettysburg would later be sent by railroad to hospitals in Baltimore and Philadelphia, something that Benjamin Rush could have never dreamed of. For none of this, as bad as it may seem to we people of the twenty-first century, was available in Benjamin Rush’s day, and yet as President Lincoln will so eloquently begin his Gettysburg address, 1776 was only ‘four score and seven years ago.’”

“So that is what Lincoln was referring to in his speech…1776?”

“Yes, 1776 and the Declaration of Independence. Four score and seven is eighty-seven, and if you subtract eighty-seven from 1863 you get…”

“1776!” Minerva said, pleased with her arithmetic.

“So basically, within one lifetime, medicine advanced, and by the end of the Civil War, the triage was improved, as was sanitation and hygiene. They realized the benefits of proper ventilation. Once a soldier was wounded on the battlefield, he was bandaged quickly, given some whiskey for his shock and even morphine if the man was in serious pain. If his wounds required, he was removed from the battlefield by ambulance. They separated wounded men into three categories: mortally wounded, slightly wounded, and surgical cases. Yes, the amputations in the field hospitals or courthouses were grisly affairs, but they were also life-saving. I think Ken Burns said that after the war the state of Mississippi spent more on artificial arms and legs than it did education. But no, most men didn’t bite a bullet during an amputation. That’s more Hollywood movie nonsense. In a couple weeks Dorthea Dix’s nurses will appear in Gettysburg, among them will be a nurse named Sophronia Bucklin…did you read her nursing diary?”

“Yes, Mr. Greene.”

“Good, perhaps after she arrives and Camp Letterman is built, we can somehow get you to work with her. She was ahead of her time, as were most of Dorthea Dix’s nurses.”

Greene moved to the window and looked out as Confederates took possession of the Diamond. He and Minerva watched as the Stars and Stripes was lowered from the town square flagpole and the Rebels raised the battle flag of the Army of Northern Virginia, the flag which had stirred such controversy in the time from whence Minerva came.

“The Stars and Bars,” Minerva said, pointing to the flag flying over the town square.

“Well, that’s not the Stars and Bars, Minerva. The original Stars and Bars had only seven stars, for the original seven states that seceded. But at the start of the war the official Confederate flag had a field of blue with seven white stars and then a red bar, a white bar and a second red bar. Today, people mistake the Confederate battle flag with the official Confederate flag, so that is why most people call it the Stars and Bars. You see, Minerva, in the first major battle of the Civil War, Bull Run, or as the Southerners called the battle, ‘First Manassas,’ there was a good deal of uncertainty. Since the Confederate flag resembled the Union flag, that banner confused many of the soldiers as to who was on whose side. To add to the general mess of things, at Bull Run some of the Confederates wore blue and some of the Yankees wore gray. So after the battle, General P.G.T. Beauregard, whose troops had opened fire on Fort Sumter and started the war, suggested the battle flag, which in our time has become the symbol of the Confederacy and appears on a good many pickup trucks around Cassadaga. But that battle flag that the Army of Northern Virginia waved, has been misnamed the Stars and Bars. How many stars to you see on the flag, Minerva?”

“I count thirteen.”

“Yes, but how many states seceded from the Union and joined the Confederacy.”

“Eleven?”

“Yes, so does that mean the Rebels couldn’t count?”

“I don’t know. Why are there thirteen stars, Mr. Greene? I don’t recall that you taught us the reason.”

“Yes, I might have slipped up on the Civil War unit; it was too close to Christmas I think… Well the Southerners expected Kentucky and Missouri to join the Confederacy. They were slave states on the border, or what we call ‘border states.’ But even though many of the men from Kentucky and Missouri fought for the South—Jesse James for example—the states never seceded from the Union. Did you notice the Union flag had 34 stars?”

“Yes,” Minerva said.

“The day after the battle is over there will be 35 states, as West Virginia seceded from Virginia and became its own state in the Union on July 4, 1863.”

“But why didn’t the Union drop eleven stars from the flag when the states seceded, Mr. Greene?”

“Ah, up until this point in the war at least, the argument about the war was the ability of states to leave the Union. Had Lincoln ordered the subtraction of stars from the Union’s flag it would have meant that he conceded that the South had a right to secede, and Lincoln never agreed to the concept of secession. With the Emancipation Proclamation and with the Gettysburg Address, Lincoln changed the meaning of the war from secession to freedom and the abolishment of slavery. That is why he starts his address by quoting from the Declaration of Independence that ‘all men are created equal,’ and ends it with a ‘new birth of freedom.’ Gary Wills wrote a great book called Lincoln at Gettysburg, and Wills contends that Lincoln changed the meaning of the war at the national cemetery dedication. Up until that time, he had really danced around the idea of abolition. The Emancipation Proclamation didn’t free all the slaves, only slaves in states which were in rebellion. The border states remained loyal to the Union and retained their slaves until after the war when the 13th Amendment was adopted. Do you remember in the movie when Thaddeus Stevens and Abraham Lincoln worked together to pass the amendment through Congress?”

“Yes, Lincoln had to make all kinds of deals. It seemed kind of sleazy, Mr. Greene,” Minerva said, remembering the film and the promises the president made to get the congressmen to do the right thing.

“Yes, Congress hasn’t changed much, I’m afraid.”

“Look at the people in the square, Mr. Greene. Many of them are crying,” Minerva said.

“Yes, the residents took it pretty hard. It was the second time within a week the town was occupied by Rebels.”


Chapter 6

Before Mrs. Weikert allowed the three teens to join her table, she sent them to a washbowl in the kitchen where they quickly took turns washing their hands. In the kitchen, helping her mother, was Rebecca Weikert, nineteen years old. Victor noticed that the girl was wearing an engagement ring and she held her hand out to Victor like Queen Victoria, as if expecting him to kiss the stone. He didn’t, but he did take her hand for a moment. 

“I’m Becky. I help my mother around here,” she said merrily, pointing around the kitchen. “There were once thirteen of us,” Becky continued. “Now only my older brother Levi and my little brother David remain at home.”

“My name is Victor Bridges. This is my sister Bette. We are refugees from Mercersburg,” Victor said, crossing his fingers that the Weikerts did not know anyone in Mercersburg with the surname “Bridges.” Victor was over introducing Bette as his little brother “Billy,” and he was not about to continue to walk about the Gettysburg battlefield with the Kardashian moniker. That was too insipid to believe. He decided to end Bette’s charade of masculinity because every woman they met saw right through it.

Becky held out her hand to Bette who, in feminine fashion, introduced herself by her first name only and immediately examined the engagement ring and inquired of Rebecca’s fiancé.

“My future husband is First Lieutenant George Kitzmiller of the 30th Pennsylvania Regiment, Company K,” Becky said proudly. “He is around here somewhere, but I think he may be a bit busy and won’t be with us for supper. Please add him to your prayers tonight,” she said, seriously, forcing a wistful smile to her face. “Please pray for his safety for me.”

Bette nodded affirmation. “He is in my prayers, Becky,” she said.

Victor paid no attention to the interchange between Bette and Becky. His nostrils picked up the appealing scent of fried chicken and he glimpsed a heaping bowl of mashed potatoes on a kitchen table waiting to be devoured. Like a Pavlovian dog, he began to salivate. Unfortunately, Victor also noticed a voracious adolescent male rival for the chicken and mashed potatoes, David Weikert, fourteen years old, who had charged the spuds with a wooden spoon, scooping up a mouthful of taters before his older sister swatted his hand away. Victor smiled: David was his kind of kid.

Victor, Bette, and Tillie were offered seats at the dining room table with Mr. and Mrs. Weikert and a woman wearing a wedding band who introduced herself as “Hettie” Shriver, which was short for “Henrietta.” Henrietta Shriver was Tillie Pierce’s Gettysburg neighbor who had hired the fifteen-year-old girl to help babysit her two children. The three Weikert children remaining at the farm, Levi, Rebecca and David, sat at an adjacent table with Mrs. Shriver’s two little girls, Rebecca watching over her two nieces, Sadie and Molly Shriver. Victor noticed that Bette had a perplexed look on her face. He wondered what that was about. Was she mad at him for ending her charade?

Sarah Ikes Weikert looked at Victor and said, “You and your sister can stay here tonight if you wish, young man.”

Mrs. Weikert, whom Victor judged to be in her seventies due to her white hair, was only in her fifties; the rugged life of a mother of thirteen children, two of whom died in infancy, surely altered her hair color, he thought.

Now, Victor noticed Bette was scowling. He sensed he was in trouble with her for introducing her as his sister instead of his brother Billy. She looked at the grinning Mrs. Weikert.

“Did you know I was a girl from the start?” Bette asked. “How did you tell?”

“My yes. I knew by your gait, girl,” Mrs. Weikert replied. “You don’t walk like a boy. I guess your outfit can fool most men though,” she smiled. “If that was your purpose. Men aren’t as good at recognizing things as women,” she added.

“It was my purpose,” Bette replied. “I heard there were some girls fighting with the Rebels, Mrs. Weikert.”

“And you wanted to fight for the Union, girl?”

“Why not?” Bette went on.

“Because it is not lady like,” Sarah Weikert replied. “You mother would have a fit, girl.”

“She’s passed,” Bette lied, using the term “passed” instead of “died.”

“Oh?” Mrs. Weikert said. “How did she pass?”

Suddenly Bette was tongue-tied and looked to Victor for support. Victor had a mouthful of mashed potatoes, which he quickly swallowed and, thinking quickly, said, “She caught pneumonia, Mrs. Weikert,”

“I’m sorry for your loss,” Mrs. Weikert said, and returned to her meal. The group ate in silence.

Victor watched. Mrs. Shriver and Mrs. Weikert ate daintily. Mr. Weikert, on the other hand, was all business, shoveling food into his mouth like it was his last meal. He didn’t engage in conversation while he was eating, and even when he was sated, the elderly sixty-six-year-old Jacob Weikert turned out to be taciturn, rarely speaking unless spoken to by his wife.

“What shall we do, Jacob?” Mrs. Weikert asked.

“Whatever the army asks,” Weikert replied succinctly, tamping down tobacco in his pipe, but looking to his wife for permission to light up.

She nodded permission.

Victor, like Mr. Weikert, had been too busy refueling to engage in discourse at dinner. Famished, Victor gobbled down four pieces of chicken and a mountain of mashed potatoes while Mrs. Weikert beamed approvingly, as if to say she liked a man who could eat heartily.

*After supper Victor, Bette and Tillie ventured out to the barn to see how the wounded men were getting along. The soldiers were packed side-by-side like sardines, and the attendants and the nurses seemed to be overwhelmed by the number of patients and the severity of their wounds. The groaning and the crying affected Bette. She heard a death rattle, the last gasps of breath of a soldier, a sound that she had heard at her grandmother’s bedside. It was an unmistakable sound, a raspy gurgle as the body clung desperately to life.

“What was that sound that man was making?” Tillie asked Bette. “Do you know?”

“It is called the death rattle, Tillie,” Victor said. “It is the last gasps of breath before you die. I was at my grandmother’s death bed when I first heard that same sound.” Tears formed in Tillie’s eyes. “Let’s go,” she said, beginning to weep. 

Bette, overcome as well at the sight of so many wounded and dying courageous young men, began sobbing, too.

The trio entered the cellar-kitchen of the house and found nurses making beef tea for the men. Noticing the girls’ tears, one of the nurses asked, “Why are you crying?”

Between sobs, Tillie told the nurse what the three had just witnessed.

The nurse attempted to cheer the girls up with a modicum of success. A chaplain approached the girls and said, “Little girls, do all you can for the poor soldiers and the Lord will surely reward you.”

Tillie Pierce looked at the chaplain and laughed. But then her face registered embarrassment. She soberly told the chaplain what they had witnessed in the barn. “I laughed when I should not have, chaplain,” she explained. “I am sorry.”

The chaplain smiled and said, “Well, young lady, it is much better for you and the soldiers to be in a cheerful mood.”

When they were outside the barn, Tillie commented, “I was wrong to laugh at the chaplain and I am sorry for it.”

“You don’t have to apologize, Tillie,” Bette assured her new friend. “I felt the same way you did. It seems like the Lord deserted these poor boys in their greatest hour of need.”

“This war isn’t God’s fault,” said Victor, speaking up for the Almighty. He was genuinely surprised that he now felt that way. But after only a day of witnessing the carnage of battle, Victor found himself with an altered opinion. “This is man’s doing, not God’s. War is an act of man, not God,” he added, feeling good about his change of heart. Still, there was something of a “rubber-necker” in him. Like a motorist slowing down to peep at a roadside accident, Victor still hungered to view the battle itself. He suddenly remembered Joshua Lawrence Chamberlain from the Michael Sciarra novel Killer Angels: Joshua Lawrence Chamberlain and the insane bayonet charge of the 20th Maine on Little Round Top on July 2nd. The Round Tops were visible from the Weikert farm. Victor looked west and saw them. The farm was east of Little Round Top. If he could climb Big Round Top on the morning of July 2nd, he could watch the bayonet charge on Little Round Top in the afternoon. Big Round Top was too wooded to be of much military value to either side, but it gave a good vista to Little Round Top, or what the locals sometimes referred to as “Sugarloaf.” 

While the girls chatted, Victor remained in his thoughts, developing a plan for sneaking away from the Weikert farm the following morning. He needed to share his idea with Bette. Waiting until Tillie Pierce went ahead of them, Victor whispered to his classmate, “We need to talk.”

“We sure do,” Bette agreed in a lowered voice. 

Tillie entered the Weikert farmhouse and Victor and Bette walked over to the spring as if to get a cool drink of water. Victor began, “First off, I’m sorry about blowing your cover,” he apologized.

She laughed. “I guess I’m no reverse Caitlyn Jenner,” Bette said. “I’m glad to be done with the last name of Kardashian that’s for sure…hey, Tillie Pierce got Mrs. Shriver’s first name wrong in her memoir, but then she was writing it years later as a grown woman. I think that is understandable, but it is interesting that no one ever pointed it out.”

“What’s the mistake?”

“She said her neighbor Mrs. Shriver’s name was ‘Sarah’ when it was Henrietta, or as she introduced herself, ‘Hettie.’ I think in her old age, Tillie Pierce confused the two. It is understandable, I guess.”

“I suppose so,” Victor agreed. “Bette, are you still up for seeing the battle?”

“I sure am.”

“Well, then we need to get up with the rooster tomorrow and head off for Big Round Top. The main action tomorrow will be on Little Round Top. Since Big Round Top was heavily wooded, soldiers didn’t occupy the larger of the two hills, if I recall. We should be safely able to watch the battle tomorrow from there.”

“Sounds like a plan.”

“Have you ever visited the battlefield, Bette?”

“No, have you, Victor?”

“Yes, two years ago, when our family went on a trip to visit Penn State when my older brother had dreams of a Division 1 football scholarship. I bugged my parents to spend time in Gettysburg on the drive back to Florida, and to my surprise my father agreed. Best day of the summer two years ago. But I have a feeling tomorrow will top that day.”

*

That night Victor shared a bed with David Weikert while Levi, the oldest of the three males, slept alone in a bed, which was something of a luxury. Victor knew that it wasn’t unusual for two men to sleep in a bed in the 19th century. Rather, it was quite the custom in small hotels and boarding houses. Abraham Lincoln, as a traveling circuit attorney, often shared a bed with a stranger when he stopped for the night at an inn. 

For her part, Bette slept in a bed with Becky Weikert and Tillie Pierce, the youngest of the teens, who was wedged in-between the two older girls. Becky offered Bette a nightshirt to borrow and Bette changed out of her overalls. As the girls undressed, Bette saw that the older girl was wearing a menstrual belt. The belt held a pad in place with clasps and the pad consisted of layers of absorbent cloth cut from household lines which were then sew together. Bette, who was considering women’s studies as a college major, had done extensive research on the history of feminine hygiene and had seen images of menstrual belts online. She found a website, the Museum of Menstruation & Women’s Health, which was a treasure trove of information on the history of women’s hygiene issues. 

Since she was going to be sleeping in the same bed as Becky, Bette was pleased that Becky was not a “free bleeder” like many farm girls of the 19th century. Never in her life, had Bette been so thankful for the modern tampon after seeing Becky wearing her belt.

In a corner of the bedroom, Bette spotted a bucket of cold water. She knew from her research that women soaked a used pad in cold water to remove the blood and, after the blood was removed, the pad was placed in boiling water. Now that Bette was going to be staying in Gettysburg for a few months, it was fortuitous that she had done her research. One thing in the research which had surprised her: girls had their first periods later in the 19th century, on average between the ages of fourteen and fifteen. Part of the reason was the poor diet of the time, which led to many of the girls being malnourished by modern standards. Bette also discovered that married women had fewer periods since they were often either pregnant or nursing. Mrs. Sarah Weikert, Bette reasoned, probably went years without a period as she gave birth to thirteen children, one right after another. 

Bette’s mind recalled her research, and while her two companions were quickly in the arms of Morpheus, her racing mind prevented her from slipping off to sleep. Eventually, she did drift off, however, but not before thinking that her companions would benefit greatly from a bath. People in 1863, Bette concluded, seemed to be more malodorous than they had been in 1776, and they didn’t seem to use perfumes to mask their body odor as the 18th century Philadelphians had. Bette really wanted a nice warm shower, but that was not to be. She decided that she would be lucky with a skinny dip in a creek.

A rooster’s crowing at the break of dawn, awakened Victor with a start. He felt surprisingly refreshed from a night of sleep. He couldn’t recall dreaming at all, but he did remember that he and Bette had a date to watch the battle from the summit of Big Round Top. Victor quickly dressed and went downstairs. The first floor was awash in rows of wounded and recovering soldiers, most of whom were still asleep. Victor carefully walked through the group and proceeded to the farmhouse kitchen where he found Mr. and Mrs. Weikert already at the kitchen table having breakfast.

“Good morning, Victor,” Mrs. Weikert said cheerily. “Are you hungry, boy?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Well, let me make you up a plate of biscuits and gravy.” She smiled and then said, “I think I will be making biscuits and gravy for the wounded boys all day long come to think of it,” she added cheerfully. “And here comes your sister. Good morning, Bette. It’s good to see more children in the house. So many of ours are married and gone now. Just Levi, Becky and David at home now, and my Becky would be married by now if the danged war hadn’t started. Isn’t that right, Jacob?” she said to her husband.’

“Uh huh,” was all Jacob Weikert replied.

Midway through breakfast, Victor said, “Mr. and Mrs. Weikert, we thank you for your hospitality, but we should be on our way.”

“I don’t know where you are fixin’ to go, boy,” Mrs. Weikert replied. “You are welcome to stay here. A colonel said they will be taking most of the wounded boys to the barn, or outside, as it doesn’t look like rain today.’

“We’d like to see what is going on,” Victor said.

Mrs. Weikert pointed her spatula at Victor and waved it for emphasis. “Curiosity killed the cat, Victor.”

“I understand ma’am.”

“Well, don’t be picking up a gun, Victor,” Mrs. Weikert warned. “If you aren’t in uniform, and you are shooting at the Rebs, the Rebs will consider you a bushwhacker and they will hang you, as God is my witness.”

“I understand.”

“And your sister wants to go too?”

“Yes, Mrs. Weikert,” Bette said. “I sure as heck do.”

“Watch your language at my table, young lady. And here you are dressed up like a boy again. Girl, is there something wrong with you?”

“No, ma’am. I’m just curious like my brother.”

“Well, if Rebs start shooting at you, you run back here, hear?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Mrs. Weikert left the kitchen and walked outside.

After they completed their breakfast and took turns in the privy, Victor and Bette walked outside where Mrs. Weikert was waiting for them. 

“There are several canteens out by the pump. They belonged to some soldiers who won’t need them any longer. Make sure you each fill one, before you set off,” Mrs. Weikert advised. “It might be a hot one today. There is a crick between the Round Tops called Plum Run if you need more water.” 

“Yes,‘ma’am,” Victor said. “How’d you know we going to Big Round Top.”

Mrs. Weikert smiled. “Sound carries in my house,” she said. “You have thirteen kids you learn to hear everything.” She laughed.

Victor thought Mrs. Weikert would have made a heck of a spy. He guessed any mother would.

Then Mrs. Weikert handed Victor a brass tube about ten inches long with a leather carrying case with a strap to sling over a shoulder. “This belonged to one of the Signal Corps boys who didn’t make it,” she said. “I thought it might keep you out of harm’s way.”

“What is it, Victor?” Bette asked.

“It’s a telescope,” Victor said, and suddenly had a rash of affection for the old woman. He hugged her. “Thank you, Mrs. Weikert.”

“You are welcome, Victor. You take care of your sister and keep her from getting shot, hear?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Victor replied, thinking Mrs. Weikert could not know how useful a telescope would be from a lookout position on Big Round Top. Or could she?

“This war is bad enough killing the men, we don’t need dead girls, too,” Mrs. Weikert lectured Victor.

Mrs. Weikert also gave them a cloth bag with a drawstring. Inside the bag was a loaf of bread and several freshly picked peaches. “You’ll get hungry,” she said, and then hugged each one of them. 

Victor and Bette headed east toward the Round Tops. 

“I think Mrs. Weikert has a crush on you, Victor,” Bette teased. “I hope she didn’t keep a diary as well as Sarah Broadhead.”

“She didn’t. Well, I don’t think she did. I just hope we don’t wind up in Tillie Pierce’s reminiscence.”

“Well considering Tillie got Mrs. Shriver’s first name wrong, perhaps she would mess up ours as well. I just hope Elizabeth Thorn doesn’t mention the Kardashians in her memoir later on. Hey, did you know that Mrs. Shriver’s husband was later captured and died at Andersonville?”

“No, I didn’t.”

“I researched Mrs. Shriver and her husband and he came home for Christmas in 1863, but was captured in battle in 1864 and sent to Andersonville and died there.”

“Andersonville, what a vile prisoner of war camp in Georgia.” 

“He was one of thousands that died, Victor. 

“Well, I didn’t know that, Victor,” Bette conceded. “You know Andersonville wasn’t on the A.P. exam.”

“No, it wasn’t. I think you will be happy you have those shoes, Kromer,” Victor said to Bette, nodding to her black modern walkers. “It’s going to be a rocky climb. It is nearly eight hundred feet to the top, and the summit is covered with trees and boulders. There were so many trees and boulders that the Union army couldn’t place artillery on the hill. Little Round Top was more accessible to artillery, and cannons were placed there. I figure we can find a good boulder to hide behind and watch the action on Little Round Top. We have to reach the summit, because an Alabama brigade of Confederates is going to occupy a lower position on Big Round Top later today. Colonel William Oates is the commander.”

“How do you know all of this, Victor?”

“When we visited the battlefield, we hired a tour guide who had incredible knowledge of the battle. I learned that from him. I like to think that like Sheldon Cooper I had an eidetic memory.”

“Victor, you do realize that Sheldon Cooper is only a character on The Big Bang Theory, don’t you?”

“Yes, Bette. But I remember every little thing, every image of my visit to the Gettysburg battlefield.”

“I hope that comes in handy.”

They were on the east side of the Round Tops. Victor said, “It is too early in the day. Neither army has realized the strategic importance of the Round Tops. You see, the Union army is running a line of defense all the way down Cemetery Ridge from Culp’s Hill and Cemetery Hill to the Round Tops. The line resembles a fish hook in its design. This is the end of the Union line. If the Rebels take Little Round Top they can move their cannons to its summit and fire down upon the Union lines. That would change the course of the battle as surely as the battle would have been changed had Pickett’s Charge succeeded.”

“I am impressed, Victor.”

“I don’t know what is wrong with me, Bette, but I do so much like military history.”

“Most guys do, Victor,” Bette said. “Perhaps that’s why we have so many wars.”

Victor had never thought of that. “Maybe it is, Kromer,” he said. “Maybe it is.”

The climb up Big Round Top was arduous. Victor and Bette stopped often to rest before continuing their ascent. It took them nearly two hours to reach the summit, and Victor judged the time to be about 10 a.m. Thankfully, they did not run into any Confederate skirmishers. Victor found a series of boulders that provided adequate cover and a good view of Little Round Top. He and Bette settled in and watched. Victor was alarmed that Little Round Top was occupied by only a small Union Army Signal Corps detachment.

Bette watched as a man waved flags. “What is he doing?” Bette asked.

“He is sending a message. The Signal Corps had its own sign language. You see high ground is important. If you have the high ground you can see what the enemy is up to, what they are planning. It was the big advantage that the Union had in the battle. We can sit back for a while since things won’t really pick up until the afternoon.”

At that moment, the ghost of Bruce Catton made an appearance. “Good day, students,” he said. “I overheard Victor talking about the Signal Corps so I thought I would appear and give you a brief tutorial on how the flag men worked their messages. You see, the Union Signal Corps communicated with each other through Myer’s Wig Wag System. The system was named for Albert J. Myer, who in 1856 drafted this system that used flags, and each movement of the flag represented the number one, two or three. The Signal Corps men communicated with each other by waving these flags in a series of codes. They chose prominent high locations like Little Round Top or Culp’s Hill. Situated on the highest and clearest point they would send or receive and decode messages. They used two types of signal flags. One flag was red with a smaller white square in the center, while the second was all white and a smaller red square in the center. Each movement of the signal flags was representative of a letter. The signalman waved these flags while the intended party observed these flags by looking through a telescope like Victor has, calling out the numbers, and another man would write the numbers down. Then they would decipher the message. So high ground like Little Round Top was important for intelligence gathering, artillery and sending messages.”

“Gee, thanks, Mr. Catton,” Victor said. “I didn’t know that.”

Bette pointed to the strange rock formation off to the left in the little valley below. The boulders there seemed enormous in both length and height. She noticed some blue uniforms among the rocks. “What is that, Mr. Catton?”

“That’s Devil’s Den, Bette.”

“Are those men in blue uniforms ours?”

“Is the Pope Catholic?” Victor replied.

“Yes, they are, Bette,” Catton said.

“You don’t have to be sarcastic, Victor,” Bette chided. “I don’t know as much as you do about the battle.” Bette scowled at him.

“I’m sorry, Bette,” Victor apologized. “I shouldn’t have been sarcastic. Those men will soon be replaced by Rebel sharpshooters when the Confederates overrun the position. That won’t be long from now. The area between Devil’s Den and Little Round Top, will earn its name, ‘Valley of Death.’ There is a little stream that meanders through the valley, that is the Plum Run Mrs. Weikert mentioned, and it was a source of fresh water for soldiers on both sides. And perhaps for us as well, although I don’t think we can venture from our spot here before nightfall. We will need to be careful with our water.” 

“Indeed, you do need to be careful with your water, Victor,” Catton agreed. “It will be hazardous to descend to Plum Run to refill your canteens. Your water will have to last the day, I’m afraid. Now if you will excuse me, I want to float over to Little Round Top and check a few things. Holler in your head if you need me.’

As Catton floated away, Bette asked Victor, “What did he mean by the ‘holler in your head’ remark?”

“He and Mr. Foote read our thoughts, I think. The dead seem to be telepathic.”

“Well, I guess that’s one cool thing about being dead,” Bette said.

Victor removed the telescope from the leather case and was surprised to discover that the telescope extended over two feet. He could actually see the grizzled face of a bearded Union Signal Corps man on Little Round Top who was holding a similar telescope of his own to his eye. Victor was delighted with his telescope.

“Anyway,” Victor continued, giving Bette a preview of upcoming action, “Rebels will soon hold Devil’s Den and be taking potshots at the Signal Corps men. You see, in a short time, the Union will realize that Little Round Top is the defense line’s Achilles heel and will send infantrymen to shore up the defense. And then I will get to see what I really want to see.”

“And what is that?”

“The bayonet charge of the 20th Maine.”


Chapter 7

On the morning of July 2nd, 1863, Minerva awoke to the Confederate occupation of Gettysburg, Pennsylvania. Before falling asleep the night before, she had listened to a Confederate quartet in the street below offer a rendition of the Confederate version of The Battle Cry of Freedom with the same melody as The Union Forever. The men had sung it twice and, on this Thursday morning, Minerva couldn’t get the words out of her mind.

Our flag is proudly floating on the land and on the main,

Shout, shout the battle cry of Freedom!

Beneath it oft we’ve conquered, and we’ll conquer oft again!

Shout, shout the battle cry of Freedom!

Our Dixie forever! She’s never at a loss!

Down with the eagle and up with the cross.

We’ll rally ’round the bonny flag, we’ll rally once again,

Shout, shout the battle cry of Freedom!

Our gallant boys have marched to the rolling of the drums.

Shout, shout the battle cry of Freedom!

And the leaders in charge cry out, “Come, boys, come!”

Shout, shout the battle cry of Freedom!

They have laid down their lives on the bloody battle field.

Shout, shout the battle cry of Freedom!

Their motto is resistance—“To the tyrants never yield!”

Shout, shout the battle cry of Freedom!

While our boys have responded and to the fields have gone.

Shout, shout the battle cry of Freedom!

Our noble women also have aided them at home.

Shout, shout the battle cry of Freedom!

Thankfully a knock on her hotel room door erased the lyrics from Minerva’s mind. It was Mr. Greene.

“Good morning, I hope you slept well, Minerva. Shall we go down and see if we can get some breakfast?”

The hotel dining room was nearly filled with Confederate officers and Minerva and Mr. Greene took a table by a window, which was as far away from the Rebels as possible. 

“We seem to be the only civilians in the dining room,” Minerva whispered.

Mr. Green smiled and nodded. A waitress came over to their table. She was a middle-aged woman and appeared to be in a grouchy mood, but she smiled when she saw Minerva and Mr. Greene.

“I’m glad someone had the courage to show up,” she said softly to the pair from the future. “Everyone seems to be hiding in their houses. Usually there are dozens of people here for breakfast. The Rebs have taken over the town…what can I get you? We’ve been cooking up a mess of biscuits and gravy for the Rebs.”

“That’ll be fine,” Mr. Greene said.

The waitress wrote it down and added, “They have put up barricades out on Baltimore Street. Our boys are up on Culp’s Hill and all along Cemetery Ridge.”

“Today we finish off the Federals!” a Rebel captain shouted.

“Who are the Federals, Mr. Greene?” Minerva asked.

“That’s what the Confederates call the Union soldiers. Federals.”

“Today we finish off the Federals!” the captain shouted louder and heads turned.

“Huzzah! Huzzah,” the other Confederates cheered.

“Today we end the war!” bragged a Rebel colonel. “The Federals will surrender!”

“Huzzah! Huzzah.”

“In a week we’ll be in Washington City!” the colonel bragged. “The Federals say they’ll hang Jeff Davis from a sour apple tree? Well, we’ll hang Lincoln from a Washington City cherry tree!”

“Huzzah! Huzzah!”

Suddenly, the commotion stilled. Minerva could see outisde a distinguished-looking officer, a perfectly dressed, gray-bearded man, atop a dappled gray horse that sported a black mane and tail. As well as a second, ghostly passenger, the deceased but grinning Shelby Foote, who was, of course, invisible to all but the time travelers.

An aide was holding the horse’s reins as the officer dismounted. Minerva saw that the officer was wearing three stars on his collar.

Minerva looked at Mr. Greene for an answer.

“My heavens, it is Traveller and Robert E. Lee,” a wide-eyed Nathan Greene remarked. Then he frowned when he spotted Mr. Foote. “The old poltergeist,” the teacher muttered, but quickly caught himself before he used foul language.

Instead, ever the pedagogue, Mr. Greene explained to Minerva that Traveller was the name of Lee’s horse, adding that in modern times Lee sat atop Traveller on a monument erected on Seminary Ridge.

Lee and his aide entered the dining room. The Confederate officers rose to their feet and cheered their commander. Lee smiled slightly in response to their greeting and signaled them to stop and they quieted down immediately. The commander of the Army of Northern Virginia walked over to a table beside Minerva and Mr. Greene and sat down. The same waitress who had waited on Minerva and her teacher approached Lee’s table. The general, too, ordered biscuits and gravy. Minerva deduced that was the only item on the menu.

Minerva and Mr. Greene watched silently as a two-star general with a full brown beard approached America’s Napoleon…

“Major General Longstreet,” Greene whispered to Minerva.

“Sit down, general,” Lee said politely to Longstreet. “What’s on your mind?”

“Sir, with all due respect, I believe we should outflank the enemy and put ourselves between the Federals and Washington City. I fear that we are outnumbered and would be best served in a defensive position.”

Minerva watched the commander bristle at Longstreet’s suggestion. Through the window she saw Shelby Foote’s ghost still sitting atop Traveller, but now he was waving to her, like a little boy on a plastic pony on a merry-go-round. The horse seemed to sense the ghost’s presence, for it bucked up and down to no avail, finally surrendering to the spirit who in turn was pretending to be a rodeo cowboy and shouting “ride ’em cowboy!” She hid a chuckle, attempted to ignore the dead historian’s shenanigans, and concentrated on the conversation between Lee and his chief subordinate. The ghost floated right through the glass window and sat down in a chair beside Minerva.

“Go away, Mr. Foote,” she whispered.

Foote put a finger to his mouth to hush Minerva. “I want to hear this,” he said. “Longstreet is trying to convince Lee to fight defensively.” He floated over to Lee’s table and sat in an empty chair and gestured an “okay” signal to Minerva.

“I mean to end it here, general,” Lee said to Longstreet. “The war ends here, sir. It is well that war is so terrible; otherwise, we should grow too fond of it,” Lee added philosophically. “We have a chance to end the horror, general, and we must try.”

Longstreet persisted. “But sir, we could not call the enemy to position better suited to our plans. All that we have to do is file around his left and secure good ground between him and his capital.”

“No sir,” Lee replied coldly, and Minerva watched as a disheartened James Longstreet stood up from the table and excused himself to his commander.

Mr. Greene whispered to Minerva. “Fascinating, Minerva. I read Longstreet’s memoir, and that is pretty much how he wrote it. Longstreet said he gave Lee advice and that Lee rejected the advice. His book was blistering criticism of Lee, at least to some Southerners who turned on Longstreet and accused him of being a traitor.”

“For giving advice?” Minerva whispered in response.

Greene continued whispering. “Lee was a revered figure in the South, Minerva. Heck, Southern schools once closed for Lee’s birthday every year. Not for Lincoln’s birthday mind you, but for Robert E. Lee’s birthday.”

“That’s a fact, Minerva,” Shelby Foote said as he floated back to rejoin them. But of course, no one but Minerva and Mr. Greene could hear the ghost, and Minerva was not going to get into a conversation with someone that the other people in the dining room could not see. That would certainly make her appear daft.

Instead, Mr. Greene whispered to Foote. “What have you been up to Mr. Foote?”

“Just hanging with my hero,” Foote said, nodding to the commanding general who said a prayer before beginning his frontal assault on his biscuits and gravy. “The man has a presence about him. I understand so much better why the Southern men adored him. They worshipped him. Up until Gettysburg, Robert E. Lee never lost. Lee has a cheerful dignity and can praise his men without seeming to court their favor. I find that remarkable. I have floated around the Southern lines and have listened and watched many of the commanders. Jubal Early seems a foul-mouthed, crass man and Ewell is too timid. Why Ewell could have taken Culp’s Hill last evening if he had a modicum of courage. Might have changed the whole battle if the Confederates had taken that high ground. Richard Ewell is a disappointment, the bald-headed bast…fellow.” Foote caught himself, ever the Southern gentleman, even if deceased, not wishing to offend Minerva’s ears with a vulgarity. 

Minerva, a high school student, had certainly heard the word “bastard” before, but she thought the dead historian’s decorousness delightful. She appreciated good manners. Victor Bridges could learn a thing or two on being a gentleman, she mused. Stop thinking of Victor, she told herself. He is probably canoodling with Kromer, she mused, spitefully.

Mesmerized, Mr. Greene was listening to the ghost’s rendition of the prior day’s conflicts. Neither he nor Minerva heard the soft, beseeching voice from the adjacent table.

“Please excuse me,” repeated General Robert Edward Lee, formerly of Arlington Virginia. His home in Arlington had been confiscated by the Federal Government and converted into a cemetery better known to the modern world as Arlington National Cemetery. “May I borrow your salt shaker? My table does not have one.”

Minerva finally noticed the general standing next to their table.

“I’m sorry, sir,” Minerva said, handing General Lee the salt shaker. “I’m afraid I was daydreaming.”

Lee smiled knowingly. “There are a number of handsome young men in the dining room, are there not?”

Minerva blushed, for while she hadn’t been smitten by any of the soldiers having breakfast, she had been thinking of Victor, and her facial reaction brought a light chuckle from Lee. “Allow me to introduce myself,” Lee said politely. “I am Robert Edward Lee of Virginia at your service. I am commander of the Confederate army which is occupying your town.”

“We know, General Lee,” Mr. Greene said. “I am Nathan Greene and this is my niece Minerva. We fled from Mercersburg to Gettysburg for a safe haven.”

“I certainly hope it is not your appointment in Samarra, Mr. Greene,” Lee commented.

“Excuse me?” Mr. Greene asked.

Minerva was puzzled as well. What did Lee mean? 

“I am sorry, mine was an indelicate comment. Let me explain. Your comment of fleeing to Gettysburg from Mercersburg for safe haven reminded me of an ancient Arab fable, if you will indulge an old man a moment? A woman sent her servant to the market in Baghdad. While he is there, the servant sees Death and runs home to his mistress and tells her he is going to run away to Samarra to avoid death. The woman is incensed and marches to the market and confronts Death. ‘Why did you startle my servant?’ she asks. ‘I was just as startled to see him in the market, for I have an appointment with him in Samarra tonight.’ You see, we can’t outrun our fate, Mr. Greene.”

Shelby Foote said to Mr. Greene and Minerva, “No truer words were ever spoken. Lee’s fate is here. At Gettysburg. This is his Samarra. Figuratively speaking, of course.”

Anecdote completed, Lee smiled, politely bowed, returned to his table and quietly finished his meal. Mr. Greene found a week-old copy of the Gettysburg Compiler, a local newspaper, and began to read the newspaper’s account of Jubal Early’s raid of June 26th. From her purse, Minerva extracted Sarah Broadhead’s Diary. Hiding the pamphlet below the table, Minerva unobtrusively read the Quaker woman’s entry for July 2nd.

Diary of Sarah Broadhead

July 2, 1863

Of course we had no rest last night. Part of the time we watched the Rebels rob the house opposite. The family had left some time during the day, and the robbers must have gotten all they left in the house. They went from the garret to the cellar, and loading up the plunder in a large four horse wagon, drove it off. I expected every minute that they would burst in our door, but they did not come near us. It was a beautiful moonlight night, and we could see all they did. 

The cannonading commenced about 10 o’clock, and we went to the cellar and remained a little while until it ceased. When the noise subsided, we came to the light again, and tried to get something to eat. My husband went to the garden and picked a mess of beans, though stray firing was going on all the time, and bullets from sharpshooters or others whizzed about his head in a way I would not have liked. He persevered until he picked all, for he declared the Rebels should have not one. I baked a pan of shortcake and boiled a piece of ham, the last we had in the house, and some neighbors coming in, joined us, and we had the first quiet meal since the contest began. I enjoyed it very much. It seemed so nice after so much confusion to have a little quiet once more. We had not felt like eating before, being worried by danger and excitement. The quiet did not last long. About 4 o’clock P.M. the storm burst again with terrific violence. It seemed like heaven and earth were being rolled together. For better security we went to the house of a neighbor and occupied the cellar, by far the most comfortable part of the house. Whilst there a shell a struck the house, but mercifully did not burst, but remained embedded in the wall, one half protruding. About 6 o’clock the cannonading lessened, and we, thinking the fighting for the day was over, came out. Then the noise of the musketry was loud and constant, and made us feel quite as bad as cannonading, though it seemed to me less terrible. Very soon the artillery joined in the din, and soon became as awful as ever, and we again retreated to our friend’s underground apartment, and remained until the battle ceased, about 10 o’clock at night. I have just finished washing a few pieces for my child, for we expect to be compelled to leave town tomorrow, as the Rebels say it will most likely be shelled. I cannot sleep, and as I sit down to write, to while away the time, my husband sleeps as soundly as though nothing was wrong. I wish I could rest so easily, but it is out of the question for me to either eat or sleep under such terrible excitement and such painful suspense. We know not what the morrow will bring forth, and cannot even tell the issue of to-day. We can gain no information from the Rebels, and are shut off from all communications with our soldiers. I think little has been gained by either side so far. Has our army been sufficiently reinforced? Is our anxious question. A few minutes since we had a talk with an officer of the staff of General Early, and he admits our army has the best position, but says we cannot hold it much longer. The Rebels do so much bragging that we do not know how much to believe. At all events, the manner in which this officer spoke indicates that our troops have the advantage so far. Can they keep it? The fear that they may not be able to causes our anxiety and keeps us in suspense.

The Confederate officers, including General Lee, had long departed when Mr. Greene paid the bill for breakfast. Shelby Foote, too, left to ride along with the commander of the Army of Northern Virginia on his horse, Traveller. The waitress brought back Mr. Greene’s change in Confederate currency.

“I am sorry, sir,” she apologized. “But the Rebs have been paying for everything with their worthless paper money and we don’t have any more good Union money.”

“I understand,” Mr. Greene replied. “Don’t think anything of it. I’m afraid I will have to tip you in Confederate script, however.”

“Can’t be helped, I guess,” the waitress replied. “Do you know they took all of our eggs and fresh fruit?” she added. “Oh, they paid for it with Confederate money, but that will be worthless when they leave.”

“Do you think they are leaving?” Minerva asked.

The waitress shrugged. “God, I hope so. They were bad enough last week. Took over the town for a day. Stole horses and cattle. Now, they are here for a second time. I hope the Lord answers our prayers and gives us a victory over the damned slave owners.”

“Are you against slavery, ma’am?” Minerva asked.

The waitress bristled. “Yes, aren’t you?”

Mr. Greene intervened. “My niece hates slavery,” he declared. “As do I. But we have found that not all Unionists are opposed to slavery and don’t believe the war is about slavery. Some believe the war is about saving the Union.”

“Yes, there are some around here like that, I guess,” the waitress conceded. “But I think this war is about something bigger than just the Union. I think it is about freedom, freedom for the coloreds. That’s what I think.”

Mr. Greene smiled. “I totally agree with you. My niece and I will pray for the Lord’s deliverance as well.”

The waitress smiled. “That’s good,” she said and walked away still talking. “But I sure wish he takes a day off from the Holy Land and pays us a visit.”

Minerva and Mr. Greene walked out onto the Diamond. Confederate soldiers were all about the town square, and Minerva could see the barricade on Baltimore Street that the waitress mentioned. The barrier was manned by Confederate soldiers who were exchanging rifle fire with Yankees atop Cemetery Hill. Minerva turned her head and saw a steady flow of Confederate infantry marching into Gettysburg from Chambersburg Street.

“I think we can make our way safely to the Fahnestock Store and watch the events from the rooftop observatory,” Mr. Greene commented.

“I’m not so sure it is safe, Mr. Greene,” Minerva advised. “I don’t see any other civilians in the street right now. Everyone seems to be in their houses.”

“Probably down in their cellars, Minerva,” Greene said. “Let’s stay close to the buildings just to be on the safe side.”

Minerva heard the thud of a minie ball hitting a wall of a building on Baltimore Street. Then another. The firing emanated from Cemetery Hill to the south of town. Minerva realized that the Yankees were firing down from the heights directly into the town. She could see Confederate soldiers huddled behind their barricades. Bullets seemed to be whizzing around Minerva. She felt her heart racing. But Mr. Greene was determined to make it to the Fahnestock Store. When he made it to the door of the store he said forlornly, “It’s closed.”

Sure enough, Minerva saw the CLOSED sign on the window.

“Now what, Mr. Greene?” she asked her teacher.

“I guess we will have to watch what we can from our hotel windows,” Greene said in a disappointed voice.

They turned around and were nearing the Diamond when Minerva heard a shot and saw her teacher crumble to the street in agony.

“I’m hit!” Greene shouted, grabbing his calf. “My leg!”

Minerva sprang into action. She ripped the bottom of Mr. Greene’s left pant leg. The bullet had entered his calf below the knee and she was thankful for that. She tore the piece of pants into a strip and then tied it around her teacher’s leg as a tourniquet. Then she helped Mr. Greene to his feet, put his arm around her and helped him hobble along with his one good leg. She looked around and saw a small pool of blood soaking into the soil of Baltimore Street.

“My antibiotics,” Greene said. “Minerva, they are in the dry sink in my room at the hotel. I am going to need them. If my wound gets infected the surgeons will amputate!”

“I’ll get them, Mr. Greene,” Minerva promised. “Everything will be alright, she said calmly, afraid that her teacher might go into shock.

Suddenly, a Confederate lieutenant appeared with two men beside him. The officer offered his assistance.

“Allow us to help you with your father, miss,” said the clean-shaven young lieutenant. Even considering the situation, Minerva saw that the officer was a stunningly handsome young man. In his uniform with his long blond hair and dreamy blue eyes, he could have graced the cover of a romance novel, she thought. “He’s my uncle, actually,” Minerva said, heart aflutter.

“I see. Well, we will carry your uncle to your courthouse where there is a hospital set up and I will see to it that our surgeons remove the bullet from his leg.”

“That is very kind of you, sir,” Minerva replied.

“General Lee has told us to treat civilians like we would treat our own people, miss. Unlike the Yankees who are not gentlemen,” the lieutenant added. “Unlike your soldiers we don’t shoot our own civilians.”

“I know nothing of that, sir, but I am thankful for your help,” Minerva said, her infatuation for the Confederate officer quickly waning. She didn’t blame the Union sniper, she blamed her teacher for walking in the street. But she was not about to chastise him aloud, just in her thoughts.

The lieutenant bowed graciously to Minerva and the two enlisted men carried Nathan Greene by his legs and his shoulders to the courthouse with Minerva beside them. Minerva saw the agony on her teacher’s face. Mr. Greene had often said that the large caliber bullets sometimes shattered an arm or a leg, and she hoped that wasn’t the case for her teacher.

In the courthouse, Minerva was reunited with Julia Culp, who looked at Minerva with contempt. Minerva realized Julia was angry with her for leaving so abruptly the day before. She decided she would apologize to Julia after she saw that Mr. Greene received treatment. The enlisted men placed Mr. Greene in a makeshift bed, swishing a few flies away from the top sheet. Minerva checked the tourniquet: it was holding.

Julia Culp came over.

“I’m sorry about yesterday, Julia,” Minerva apologized. “This is my uncle. He saw me out in the alley and told me to go to my room at the hotel. He didn’t think it was ladylike to be administering to wounded boys,” Minerva prevaricated, making up a whopper. It was a good one she realized when…

Julia smiled. “I understand, Minerva. You weren’t the only girl dragged away yesterday. My father’s dead and my older brothers are fighting so no man was around to tell me what to do. I am sure glad of that…may I see your uncle’s wound?”

Minerva nodded.

“I’ve seen much worse, “Julia commented after a quick evaluation. “I’ll see if I can round up a Union surgeon. We have both Confederate and Union surgeons, as well as Rebel and Yankee wounded,” she said. “Everyone seems to be getting along, too. Funny how it took a war to achieve that,” she mused.

When Julia walked away, Mr. Greene grabbed Minerva’s arm. “My pills, remember my pills. If I get an infection they will cut off my leg, Minerva. You’ve seen how unsanitary the conditions are.”

Minerva returned to the hotel and went directly to the dry sink in Mr. Greene’s room. She pulled out a drawer and extracted the antibiotics that her teacher brought along for his abscessed tooth. When she returned to the courthouse hospital, which was little more than a triage center, Mr. Greene was already laid out on a table. Minerva watched in horror as a surgeon stuck one of his dirty fingers into her teacher’s leg in an attempt to locate the bullet. Next the surgeon used a metal bullet probe which was a long thin piece of metal with a porcelain head. Mr. Greene winced in pain before he thankfully passed out. Having discovered the bullet’s location, the surgeon quickly moved into the wound with an extractor—a long, bullet-grabbing forceps. Minerva knew from listening to her teacher and from reading up on Civil War medicine that the high velocity weapons and the large caliber bullets often shattered the bones, making amputation imperative due to fears of infection to tissue.

After a few moments, the surgeon withdrew the bullet from Mr. Greene’s leg. Pinched onto the end of the forceps, he expertly swung the bullet atop a small metal pan and released the projectile where it registered a slight ding as it hit the pan.

“Didn’t seem to hit any bone,” the surgeon said. He examined the bullet for pieces of cloth or pieces of tissue. “He’s a very lucky man. If gangrene doesn’t set in, he can keep his leg,” the surgeon pronounced and then moved off to attend to another wounded man. Another surgeon moved in and quickly sutured Mr. Greene’s wound. Then he, too, moved on to the next patient. Two orderlies carried Mr. Greene back to his awaiting bed where the teacher drifted off to sleep.

Minerva was relieved. It was bad enough that Mr. Greene got knocked out on their trip to Philadelphia, but losing a leg would have been a whole lot worse, Minerva thought. She had had to intervene in Philadelphia to prevent Dr. Rush from bleeding Mr. Greene, but she hoped she wouldn’t have to interfere with a Civil War surgeon.

“Do you want to stay with your uncle, Minerva?” Julia asked.

“Certainly, I do,” Minerva replied.

Julie nodded, walked off and then returned with a chair for Minerva to sit. 

“Thank you, Julia,” Minerva said. 

“Don’t thank me. I would hope you would do the same if my brother Wesley was brought in. He’s here I think, in Gettysburg, and I pray nothing befalls him.”

“I will pray for Wesley as well,” Minerva promised, although she knew the fate of Julia’s beloved brother. By tomorrow at this time, Wesley Culp would lay dying on his Uncle Henry’s Hill, known forever since as Culp’s Hill. Unlike the profligate son in the Bible who was welcomed home by his father, prodigal son Wesley Culp of Gettysburg returned home to a bullet, not a banquet. There was just no way that Minerva could tell Julia Culp what was in store for her brother Wesley. If Julia had that knowledge, history might be changed, and they certainly didn’t need another Peggy Shippen, either.

About an hour later, Mr. Greene awoke. Minerva offered him water and an antibiotic pill.

“How bad is it?” he asked Minerva.

“Seems you were fortunate. The bullet missed the bone. If you don’t get an infection you will keep your leg,” she said. Minerva wanted to chide him for his boyish impetuousness to see the battle which caused his injury, but she held her tongue, just like her mother often did when Minerva’s father did something asinine, which she mused, was fairly often. It was a defect in men, she concluded. A defect that Victor certainly had.

“The pills should prevent that,” Mr. Greene said.

“I hope so.”

“I’m sorry, Minerva.”

“For what, Mr. Greene?”

“My impetuousness. We should have gone to a cellar instead of the Fahnestock Building,” he said.

“You are the one who was injured, Mr. Greene,” Minerva said.

Greene smiled. “I tempted the gods, I guess, and Zeus sent me a message. Stay out of the streets. I wonder how Victor and Bette are getting along?”

“I don’t know,” Minerva said coldly, envisioning her erstwhile best friend in the arms of her former boyfriend. She shook the image from her mind. I’m a jealous scold, she reproached herself.

“I’m glad I gave them some pills as well in case something happens to one of them. This is a great deal more dangerous than I thought,” Mr. Greene admitted. “It is certainly more hazardous than Philadelphia in 1776, except when you girls had to rescue the Anderson twins at Fort Mifflin. That was really something.”

Minerva smiled wistfully. “Yes, it was,” she agreed with a reflective grin. It was the best day of her life. “I am glad that the soldiers only had inaccurate muskets when they fired at us. I’m not certain everything would have gone as well had the soldiers then had these Civil War rifles.”

“Yes,” Greene agreed. “These weapons are much more accurate, and as a consequence much more deadly. The bullet is bigger and the muzzle velocity is so much faster.”

“Uh huh…should I leave the pills with you, Mr. Greene?”

“No, Minerva, check my bandage and see if it is wrapped properly, and then play scavenger and see if you can find crutches for me. The surgeons are going to need this bed. And, frankly, I will recuperate more quickly in my hotel room. It will certainly be more sanitary. If I can make it to my room.”

“I’ll see to it, Mr. Greene.”


Chapter 8

Musketry and cannon fire provided a martial symphony of sounds all throughout the morning of July 2nd on the battlefield at Gettysburg. In a fiery and deadly confrontation, the Confederates drove the Union army from Devil’s Den and bodies began to accumulate in the Valley of Death.

On Big Round Top, a transfixed Victor Bridges and a horrified Bette Kromer watched the carnage progress in Devil’s Den and on Little Round Top, while still keeping an eye out for Confederate skirmishers on Big Round Top, as they had seen some Rebels a few hundred feet below the summit, walking through the woods to get into position for the afternoon assault on Little Round Top. From their vantage point, the soldiers appeared tiny, but as Bette looked through the telescope she could see the agony etched on the faces of the fallen. The frozen blank stares from young, dead men who only a moment before had been living and breathing human beings. Some, Bette noticed, were wounded, but no man dared rescue a colleague from the deadly crossfire in the Valley of Death.

“Bette, do you see that man on Little Round Top, the man holding the binoculars and pacing back and forth as if in a frenzy?”

Bette swiveled the telescope to Little Round Top. “Yes, who is he?”

“That has to be Brigadier General Gouverneur Warren, a civil engineer. He has just surveyed the area and realizes the importance of Sugar Loaf Hill.”

“Sugar Loaf Hill?”

“That’s what the locals nicknamed Little Round Top. Let me have the telescope a minute. Yes, that’s Warren alright. Today, his statue stands atop Little Round Top, facing the field of battle. Anyway, Warren has just figured out that the Union better get some men to reinforce the hill. He just grabbed an aide by the collar and his face is turning red. He is giving the aide orders. The Union troops will be here within a few minutes. If Warren hadn’t come along, the Rebels would have merely climbed the hill, and the rest, as they say, would be history. Lord knows what would have happened to the United States of America.”

“Really, Victor. You aren’t being melodramatic now are you?” Bette asked.

“Look, Kromer, if the South had won the Civil War there would be two nations, not one. Simple as that. Had the Confederates won the Battle of Gettysburg they could have marched on Washington and ended the whole thing.”

“Wow!” Bette said. “That’s pretty big.”

Victor shook his head. “You think?”

“Don’t be sarcastic, Victor,” Bette chided.

“I’m sorry, Bette. From what I learned by reading and rereading Killer Angels, the three mistakes the Confederates made at Gettysburg were one, failing to take Little Round Top, and two, Pickett’s Charge. And three, ignoring Longstreet’s advice to move the Confederate army south of Gettysburg. From our vantage point atop Big Round Top, I can see the wisdom of James Longstreet’s advice to Robert E. Lee: Move the Confederate army south of Gettysburg and force General Meade to fight on offense, not defense. There was no one better at fighting in a defensive position than Robert E. Lee and the Army of Northern Virginia. I think Longstreet was right. If Lee had moved the Army of the Potomac between Gettysburg and Washington, he would have forced Meade to attack him.”

“What’s the difference?”

“It takes fewer men to defend a position than are required to take a position. Usually the attacking force should have a three to two advantage. In this case, Lee’s army was actually smaller than Meade’s, so he should have been on the defense. But Lee’s blood was up.”

“What does that mean, ‘his blood was up’?” Bette asked.

“It meant that he was determined to try to end the war here, at Gettysburg. He thought he saw the opportunity and he took it. Remember hubris, Kromer?”

“The Greek word for excessive pride?”

“Yup…well hubris had its day, actually three days, at Gettysburg. The thought was that Robert E. Lee was the greatest general since Napoleon, well Napoleon had his Waterloo and…”

“Lee had his Gettysburg?” Bette said, finishing Victor’s thought.

“You got it, Kromer.”

A minie ball nicked a boulder about ten feet from where the two were huddled.

“Whoa!” Victor said. “Someone is shooting at us. We’d better change our location. Let’s go over there, behind the two boulders. That will shield us better from Devil’s Den.”

Actually, they could still see Devil’s Den from a small opening between the two boulders and they watched as the Confederates finished dislodging the Yankees from the odd rock formation. Victor took the telescope in hand and scanned Little Round Top. The Union troops were arriving and taking up positions. He focused on an officer with a full, large, but droopy mustache. “Chamberlain!” he whispered.

“What?” Bette asked in a soft voice.

“Chamberlain, Kromer. Joshua Lawrence Chamberlain, the commander of the fabled 20th Maine. Wow, as I live and breathe.”

“Indeed, Chamberlain is here at last!” a male voice said.

“Mr. Catton?” Bette said as the ghost floated in place.

“At your service,” the dead historian smiled. “I hope you are enjoying the show,” he said. “Isn’t it wonderful being here?” he asked, rhetorically.

“Yes,” the teens said in unison, and began to laugh.

“I think it best that you two members of the quick do not venture forth to join the dead. I compliment you on your choice of vantage point. I see you have a regulation Signal Corps telescope as well. Very well done, Victor. Now, I must leave you. Unlike you, I can float over to Little Round Top and watch the action a little more closely without fear. It is one of the advantages of being an apparition. Talk with you later, perhaps tonight back at the Weikerts’…” Catton added, and floated across the indentation that separated the two Round Tops.

The Confederate assault on Little Round Top began. On the lower slope of Big Round Top, a brigade of Alabama soldiers were affixing bayonets to their rifles.

Victor pointed for Bette. “Those Alabama boys are about to charge Little Round Top,” Victor said. “Don’t stand up at any time. You might attract another bullet,” he cautioned.

“Why, there’s Mr. Foote,” Bette said, pointing toward the ghost.

“He’s with the Alabama boys!” Victor said. But his eyes swerved to the summit of Little Round Top and he concentrated on a lieutenant colonel.

Chamberlain was amazing, Victor thought, hero worshipping. A professor of languages at Bowdoin College in Maine, Chamberlain had led his men in the futile Union charge at Fredericksburg in his first combat of the war, but it was a smallpox outbreak within his regiment that caused him to miss the Battle of Chancellorsville where he was, ironically, promoted to regimental commander. Victor knew that Chamberlain’s chief aide was his brother Thomas Chamberlain. Victor remembered one of Chamberlain’s quotes: “War makes bad men worse and good men better.” The professor was the embodiment of his own axiom.

Through the glass, Victor spotted the 20th Maine’s color sergeant Andrew Tozier. The color sergeant’s job was to hold the regimental colors. Color sergeant during the Civil War was a prestigious post for an enlisted man, and before the day was over, Tozier and Chamberlain would earn their subsequent Medals of Honor, which they would later receive for their heroism at Gettysburg.

The racket from the rifles permeated the air and Victor heard himself shouting to Bette, who began yelling in response. They couldn’t carry on a normal conversation amid the noise. No matter, their eyes were transfixed on Little Round Top. Shelby Foote and the Alabamians disappeared into the woods of Little Round Top amid of a cacophony of bellicosity only to retreat down the hill after a few minutes. Victor could make out Sergeant Tozier waving the flag furiously to encourage the men from Maine. He was like a cheerleader, Victor thought. As the Rebels retreated back down the hill and the firing paused, Sergeant Tozier shouted so loudly that Victor could hear his voice on Big Round Top. “Them damn Rebs sure like to yell. 

Victor looked through the glass and spotted Lieutenant Colonel Chamberlain walking up to the summit of Little Round Top. In the lull of fighting, Chamberlain’s voice carried well, and he began barking orders. He extended his defensive line with more skirmishers. 

It wasn’t long before the Confederates regrouped and charged Little Round Top again. Victor was surprised by the pinkish yellow tint of muzzle flashes as the soldiers of the 20th Maine fired their weapons at the advancing Rebels. And the smoke that followed the exchange of volleys obscured Victor’s view of the action. As the smoke lifted, Victor could see that the Rebels were once again in retreat.

The din of musketry had drowned out all other sounds, even Color Sergeant Tozier’s booming baritone voice. While the other soldiers were sanely and safely behind rocks, shooting at the Rebels attempting to ascend the steep rocky slope of Little Round Top, Tozier stood alone, flapping his flag in the air. Minie balls whizzing around him, Tozier courageously waved the regimental colors, oblivious to the mortal danger. Was he brave or insane? Victor wondered. While other soldiers who hid behind rocks were unlucky enough to be hit by direct fire or ricochets, the flag-flapping sergeant remained unscathed.

But Tozier’s bravery did not deter the Confederates; wave after wave of Rebels charged. Victor realized the Southern boys were close to breaking the Union line, and if they succeeded in breaching the defense of Little Round Top, the Rebels would be able move their cannons atop the hill and fire down on the Union position all the way to Cemetery Hill. Enfilade fire, they called it and enfilade fire was deadly.

Victor watched, mesmerized. Relatively safe on Big Round Top, he and Bette had boulder box seats, ringside to the battle for Little Round Top. He noticed Bette’s mouth was open; she was in awe of what she was witnessing and in danger of catching flies, he thought with a mischievous smile. And above it all, above the carnage and above the smoke, floated the ghostly presence of historian Bruce Catton, smiling ghoulishly, but delightedly, as the battle clamored on. Just watching the action, Victor’s heart was racing. He could hear it pounding in his chest. He was surprisingly frightened, wondering suddenly if he and Bette were entirely safe atop Big Round Top. Had he taken his classmate into danger? On the other hand, an ambivalent Victor was also excited. For a moment, he experienced a modicum of the adrenalin rush that he sensed the men of the 20th Maine must be feeling. Life or death? Any moment could answer that question for the brave boys on both sides. Victor felt compassion for the Confederates whose noble effort was so futile. They fell by the dozens, cut down by the withering fire from the pinkish yellow muzzle flashes. But still the Rebels came, and just when it looked like the Alabama men had breached the line…

Sergeant Tozier of the 20th Maine courageously ran to the spot in the Union line that was about to break. He waved his flag frantically in the midst of flying missiles, injecting his courageous persona into the spine of the defensive line of the 20th Maine. The Union men, spurred on by Tozier’s selfless example, rallied, and their resistance stiffened and the Confederates repulsed, withdrew. But it was only a respite. Victor heard some Union men shout that they were running low on ammunition. Others claimed they were out of cartridges,

In a few minutes the Rebels would assault the hill again, Victor realized. Victor noticed that the Union regimental commander, Lieutenant Colonel Chamberlain, was hobbling; he had been hit in the foot. Victor remembered reading about Chamberlain‘s injury. Oblivious to pain, Chamberlain seemed to be moving up and down the line telling his subordinate officers what he intended. Victor heard Chamberlain shout loudly the term “right wheel forward!” and knew what was about to occur.

“Bette, watch what happens now. Chamberlain’s men are out of ammunition. There is nothing left for them to do except charge down the hill with fixed bayonets. It is a desperation move by Chamberlain. They have no more cartridges. Watch closely.”

“I am watching, Victor, for heaven’s sake. How can I not?”

Chamberlain shouted, “Bayonets!” and the men quickly snapped their bayonets onto their rifles. Tozier and the flag were beside Chamberlain. 

“Charge!” 

Suddenly the men from Maine were screaming louder than the Rebels and running down the hill through the trees directly at the charging Confederates. Victor saw the Rebels panic.

Surprised by the audacity of the Union soldiers, the Rebels pivoted and ran from the screaming men in blue charging pell-mell down the hill. Victor watched in amazement as the formerly fearless Rebels turned tail and ran. 

“Look at the Rebs skeddaddle, Kromer!”

“Wow!” Bette commented. “It looked insane…but it is working. Bruce Catton is floating beside Chamberlain!”

“He sure is,” Victor laughed. “Give them hell, Brucie!”

“Brucie?” Bette asked.

Victor smirked and watched.

A Rebel not five feet from Chamberlain pointed his pistol at the erstwhile college professor but, in a seeming act of Providence, the Rebel’s gun misfired, whereupon the bewildered Confederate immediately surrendered. Colonel Chamberlain had cheated certain death.

It had all happened so fast and it was all over so quickly, Victor thought, wishing that the bayonet charge had lasted a while longer. But it had a sobering effect on the Confederates. The bayonet charge confused the Confederate officers who concluded there were more troops on Little Round Top than they had assumed.

Victor’s mind was swimming with images: He had seen men wounded, he had seen men killed, he had seen men deformed, he had seen men mangled, but he had seen heroism that belied the romanticism of Lord Tennyson’s Charge of the Light Brigade. Unlike Tennyson, who relied on the reporting of William Howard Russell of the “Times of London,” the newspaperman who actually watched the Crimean War cavalry charge, Victor witnessed the soldiers’ heroism in person, although he could not put what he had seen into words to rival Alfred Lord Tennyson’s famous poem. It remained only in images and feelings. But the scene was something that Victor thought he would remember for the rest of his life—images that seemed to be burned into his consciousness. The bayonet charge was madness, a result of desperation, but for some inexplicable reason it worked and became a legend of the Battle of Gettysburg. And he and Bette had witnessed the legend come to life first-hand as it happened. Minerva was the one who was crazy, he thought. She didn’t want to be here to see the greatest battle ever fought in the Western Hemisphere. So they had to stay a few months in 1863, Victor mused. What he had just witnessed was worth it. And heck, tomorrow was Pickett’s Charge.

*

After the Confederates withdrew, the left end of the Union defense line quieted down, save for an occasional potshot from a Rebel sniper hiding among the rocks in Devil’s Den. But after a few hours even the Confederate sharpshooters gave up their positions and withdrew to the east. Twilight set in and Victor advised Bette they should return to the Weikerts’ farm for the night. A full moon lit their way down Big Round Top, and as they descended, Victor saw the 20th Maine ascend the higher hill in an effort to extend the Union defense line. Thankfully, the two teens did not intersect with the Union soldiers, for Victor wasn’t certain that he and Bette might not be mistaken for Rebel spies. What sane civilian would want to risk his neck to watch the battle? Victor thought. What would he say if they were detained, that they were from the future? Victor remembered what historian Bruce Catton had said about John Buford when they first arrived in Gettysburg: The Union brigadier general hanged a spy in Frederick. Stripped him naked and strung him up as warning to others. Joshua Lawrence Chamberlain might do the same as well.

Victor and Bette were down the hill and had crossed the field that led back to the Weikert farm. Victor, who was accustomed to the streetlights of Cassadaga, was amazed at how far he could see in the dark with the aid of the full moon’s light. It reminded him of the time when the power went out in Cassadaga after a hurricane, and he looked up at the night sky to see hundreds of stars that were obscured by the light pollution of the modern town. Victor had read that over three-quarters of modern North America could not see the Milky Way because of 21st century light pollution. But on the battlefield of Gettysburg, the night sky, even with the light of a full moon, reminded him of his first trip to a planetarium, he thought, as walked beside a surprisingly silent Bette, who seemed mesmerized by something. She suddenly stopped. Victor, immersed in his own thoughts, did not immediately see the rifles that were pointed at them.

“Halt!” commanded a voice. “Put your hands up!”

Four Union soldiers approached the startled teenagers. Victor noticed the three chevron stripes on the leader’s shirt sleeve.

“We are staying at the Weikert farm,” Victor began to explain. “Mrs.Weikert can vouch for us.”

Suddenly Tillie Pierce appeared, carrying a bucket of water and a tin cup. “Sergeant, they are my friends,” she said. “Please don’t shoot them.”

“Hi, Tillie,” Bette said, smiling.

Tillie’s intervention satisfied the sergeant, who let Victor and Bette pass. Bette rushed to hug Tillie Pierce. “Thank you,” she said.

“We were all worried about you two,” Tillie said. “Especially Mrs. Weikert.”

“We were up on Big Round Top watching the battle,” Bette said. “We even had to duck a bullet.” She then proceeded to tell Tillie all about the brave Lieutenant Colonel Chamberlain. Tillie said Chamberlain sounded ever so romantic.

Victor grimaced at Bette’s commentary and wondered if he and Bette would someday wind up in Tillie Pierce’s reminiscence. He certainly hoped not. When they had left the Weikerts’ farm that morning there were dozens of wounded men about the farm; now there were hundreds of afflicted, laid out in the orchards and in the fields. So many men, Victor realized. So many casualties. Over 51,000 total, on both sides, if one counted the dead, the wounded and the missing. Gettysburg was the bloodiest battle of the Civil War.

“We can use your help, both of you,” Tillie said. “Grab a bucket and pump some fresh water and go around and give the boys a drink if they need it.”

“Gladly,” Bette said.

“Sure,” Victor echoed.

Victor and Bette went around the farm for an hour giving water to the wounded soldiers. Finally, the nurses began to blow out the kerosene lanterns and the teens retreated inside the farmhouse to join Tillie, who was looking after a wounded officer. But on the way to the farmhouse Bruce Catton interrupted them.

“Are you two alright?” Catton asked.

“Yes, sir,” Victor said. “Are you staying here tonight, Mr. Catton?”

“No, I am off to General Meade’s headquarters. It is just down the road a bit. The Leister farm, on the eastern side of Cemetery Ridge. It will be shelled tomorrow afternoon pretty badly. Shelby is spending the night at Lee’s headquarters.” And his explanation concluded, the ghost of Bruce Catton floated off down Taneytown Road.

*

By the time Victor and Bette arrived back at the safety of the farmhouse, everyone at the Weikerts’ farm had heard about the heroic stand and the bayonet charge of the Union troops on Little Round Top. Indeed, some of the wounded men at the farm were members of the 20th Maine regiment, and still others, stationed at other areas along the Union lines, had witnessed the desperate charge as well. But the mass of wounded men spread all over the farm was shocking. Besides the fields and orchards, the men were laid in different areas of the house, others occupied the barn, and both buildings were overcrowded with the suffering soldiers. Tillie had spent a long day helping the surgeons and the nurses, rolling bandages and bringing bread and water to the wounded men. 

One soldier who was sitting in a doorway had beckoned Tillie to him. He was holding a lighted candle and was watching over another wounded soldier who was lying on the floor. The wounded soldier seemed much older than the other.

“Would you get my friend a piece of bread, miss?” he asked Tillie. “He is very hungry and hasn’t eaten all day.”

Bette joined Tillie and the two girls dashed into the kitchen, Tillie fetching the bread and Bette a pitcher of water. 

“Thank you,” the soldier said, giving the bread to his comrade. “Would you stay with him until I return?” asked the soldier.

“Yes,” Tillie said, taking the candle from the soldier and sitting down beside the wounded man. Bette nodded compliance as well. Victor stood aside watching.

“Are you injured badly?” Tillie asked the wounded man.

“Yes, pretty badly, miss.”

“Have you suffered much?”

“Yes, but I hope in the morning I will be better.”

“If there is anything I can do for you, I will be glad to do it.”

“Will you promise to come back in the morning to see me?”

Tillie replied, “Yes, indeed.” 

“We both will,” Bette promised.

The soldier smiled.

The other soldier returned and Tillie surrendered the candle and stood up. Victor noticed the wounded soldier’s eyes following Tillie, and his last words were, “Now don’t forget your promise.”

“No indeed,” Tillie said. “I hope that you will be better in the morning. Good night, sir,” she added.

“Good night, ladies,” the soldier said to the girls. Then seeing Victor, he added, “Good night, boy.”

“Good night, sir.”

Emotionally exhausted from the events of the day, the girls easily fell fast asleep in bed. Victor headed off to sleep next to David Weikert. At dawn a rooster, oblivious to the dead and wounded men strewn about the farm, announced the day’s arrival and people in the house began to stir.

Brushing the sleep from her eyes, Bette suddenly remembered their promise to the wounded soldier.

“Tillie,” she said. “We must check on our soldier. May I borrow a dress?”

“Yes, yes,” Tillie agreed. She smiled approvingly at Bette. “Becky has loads of dresses, Bette. Pick a brown one. I have found that brown dresses don’t show the dirt as much,” Tillie advised.

Bette raided Becky’s closet and retrieved a dark brown dress. It was a good fit. The girls dressed quickly.

When Bette and Tillie arrived at the room of their wounded man, the compassionate soldier who had stayed with his friend throughout the whole evening and early morning hours looked up forlornly at the girls from the cold, lifeless body beside him. Bette and Tillie, who had seen a lifetime’s worth of death in the past two days, immediately deduced that the wounded man from the night before was deceased.

“Do you know who this is?” the caretaker soldier asked the girls. Tears rolled down both cheeks of his face.

“No sir.” Tillie replied.

“This is the body of General Weed, a man from New York. A good man: My friend,” he added in a halting voice. “He was hit defending Little Round Top yesterday. Everyone thinks he was killed on Little Round Top, but we brought him here. I thought it was a nicer place for him to die, don’t you?” the soldier asked wistfully. “I thought he deserved a peaceful death, you see.”

Both girls, unaccustomed to a man’s tears, felt uncomfortable talking, and just listened. The sorrowful soldier continued. “We ran short of gunners because of the Rebels’ sharpshooters, and General Weed was helping Captain Hazlett who was killed on Little Round Top. We took General Weed down the eastern slope of Little Round Top and reached the Taneytown Road and we found this house. It was the first house we came to that was being used as a field hospital. He was a brave man, ladies,” the soldier added, and turned his head away from the girls.

Bette sensed that the soldier was going to cry again. Suddenly, he began to sob in earnest, and the girls looked at each other with puzzled faces before Tillie offered, “I am sorry for your loss.” 

“I am sorry, sir,” Bette added and both girls walked away.

“I never considered that our soldier might die,” Tillie said to Bette. “I never considered it. It doesn’t seem fair.”

“He was a general, Tillie,” Bette said. “He was an important man.”

“Yes, an important man,” Tillie agreed.

“Now he is just another dead body,” Bette added coldly, and then apologized to Tillie for her callous remark.

Tillie shrugged. “There is no need to apologize, Bette. I was thinking the same thing. Now I understand what they mean when they say, ‘here today, gone tomorrow,’” Tillie said. “This is such an awful war, Bette.”

“It certainly is, Tillie,” Bette agreed.

“I hate war.”

“So do I,” Bette agreed.

*

Out in the kitchen, Mrs. Weikert was cooking a skillet full of scrambled eggs. “Good morning, girls, I hope you slept well,” she said to Bette and Tillie in her usual cheery voice. “Sit down and have some breakfast. My girls outdid themselves today,” she said and then, seeing the puzzled looks on the girls’ faces, she explained. “The hens. My hens really produced today. Seems like every one of my girls contributed an egg to the war effort,” she said.

Mrs. Weikert, Bette realized, had been up before the rooster, gathering eggs from the chicken coops. Also, Bette detected the aroma of freshly baked bread. A bowl of apple butter was already on the table and Bette began to salivate when she envisioned apple butter spread over warm, fresh bread. Up until this trip, Bette had thought an Egg McMuffin was a delicacy. Next to Mrs. Weikert’s bread, Mickey D’s served cardboard.

Victor made an appearance and plopped himself down at the kitchen table. Mrs. Weikert ignored the hungry girls and set the first plate of scrambled eggs before Victor, in act of male privilege. A famished Bette held her tongue, but she glared at Victor. He ignored his classmate and began shoveling the scrambled eggs into his pie hole. Bette realized that Mrs. Weikert gave deference to men and boys, as if to say that males were the more significant gender. She resented the male privilege in the 19th century. Thank the Lord for the 21st century, Bette thought.

Finally, a famished Bette was given some scrambled eggs, which she estimated to be less than half the amount of the pile on Victor’s plate.

“I’m delighted to see you in a dress, Bette,” Mrs. Weikert commented. “It becomes you.”

Bette smiled politely, but secretly seethed.

“I am so happy to see you back today,” Mrs. Weikert continued. “I hope I have seen the end to your foolishness and that you will stay put today.”

“I think there may be action today,” Victor said between shovelfuls of food. “I want to see what is happening.”

“Are you thinking of joining the army, Victor?”

“No, ma’am,” Victor replied. “I’m not old enough.”

“Why brother, I have heard the Rebels take boys as young as fourteen, and even have taken a girl or two,” Bette needled. “Surely, if a girl can fight, you can.”

“Girls don’t fight,” Mrs. Weikert said. “Why that is a silly idea, Bette. Your brother is too young to fight. How old are you, Victor?”

“Seventeen.”

“Well, maybe next year, but the war will surely be over by then,” Mrs. Weikert added with assurance.

No it won’t, Victor thought. It still has two more years, two bloody years and more men will die in the Civil War than in all the nation’s other wars combined—620,000 dead, 2 percent of the nation’s population, the modern equivalent of over 6 million people. And sadly, most died of disease, Victor mused. He had a head for numbers since he first read census figures in an old almanac when he was a little boy. Victor could rattle off old baseball players’ lifetime batting averages from Babe Ruth’s .342 to Ted Williams’ .344 to Joe DiMaggio’s .325. He read a statistic once and it was uploaded into his memory. He could be a tad obnoxious about his gift as well, but it served him well on the academic team. No teammate complained when he answered correctly during a competition. He dreamed of appearing on Jeopardy!, and had gone so far as to practice talking to Alex Trebek in the bathroom mirror. His eidetic memory really bothered Minerva, and the thought of an irritated Minerva made Victor smile. However, at this moment, as he was lost in his thoughts, he did not hear the voice of Mrs. Weikert.

“Victor, Victor?” she called. She waved a spatula in front of his face.

“Huh?” Victor said, his daydream over.

“I asked if you wanted more eggs,” Mrs. Weikert said.

“Ah sure,” he said. “Thank you, ma’am.”

“Do you daydream often, Victor?” Mrs. Weikert asked.

“Yes, ma’am,” Victor admitted.

“Levi does too,” Mrs. Weikert said, referring to her son who was twenty-one. “All my boys were daydreamers until they got married,” she laughed. “Then they didn’t have time to dream.” She laughed again. “Their wives made sure of that.”

Bette wondered what Mrs. Weikert meant by that remark. Bette was offended. She daydreamed too, although she conceded no one she knew could daydream as deeply as Victor Bridges. Victor often gave Bette the feeling that he wasn’t really there. Like there was no one at home upstairs. That somehow Victor was away in his thoughts. Victor, Bette admitted, was brighter than she, but she would never admit that to him. She would rather die than tell Victor Bridges that she thought he was smarter.

Just as Bette was musing, Bruce Catton appeared in the kitchen. He said to Victor and Bette, “Big day today. Pickett’s Charge!” he shouted.

Thankfully neither Tillie Pierce or Mrs. Weikert could hear the dead historian. “I’ll meet you two out by the privy in five minutes,” he said, and floated out through the kitchen wall.

Victor excused himself from the table. “I have to visit the privy,” Victor said.

“Me too,” echoed Bette.

“One at a time, children,” Mrs. Weikert said, and then said to Tillie, “Did I use too much grease in my cooking, Tillie?”

“Not that I noticed,” Tillie replied. 

Out by the privy Victor and Bette met with Bruce Catton’s ghost.

“I’ve been thinking,” Catton began. “I have been trying to figure out where we can watch Pickett’s Charge. I think Big Round Top would be alright again. That is, if the Union troops aren’t stationed on it. You should be able to climb the eastern slope, however, like you two did yesterday. Are you ready to go?”

“I don’t know, Mr. Catton,” Bette said. “I think I had my fill yesterday.”

“What? Bette, this is the greatest charge in American History we are talking about.”

“I know.”

“C’mon, Kromer,” said Victor. “Don’t be a chicken. This is why we came out to the battlefield. If that’s how you feel you should have stayed in town.”

She looked at Victor and then looked at the ghost, reading disappointment on their faces. They wanted her to see Pickett’s Charge. Suddenly, she didn’t want to let Victor down. Was she feeling something for him? He was such a rascal. He was so undependable, at least that is what Minerva told her. She felt a tiny bit guilty about having feelings for her best friend’s ex-boyfriend, but she rationalized that Victor was an “ex.” He was, therefore, fair game, she decided. And besides, what was she going to do all day at the farm? Chores? Cut sheets into bandages?

“Okay, you two,” Bette said. “I’ll go, but I am going to wear a dress today.”

“That must be tough for you, Kromer,” Victor teased. 

“Oh, shut up, Victor Bridges!”


Chapter 9

Mr. Greene, on crutches, retreated to his hotel room to rest after the surgeon removed the bullet from his leg. He assured Minerva that he was fine and that he really only needed to rest for a while and he would be “right as rain.”

Minerva, who had grown up in thunderstorm-prone Florida, had no idea what Mr. Greene’s colloquialism meant, but she noticed his pale face and thought that it would be best to check on him in an hour or so. 

When she arrived at his bedside an hour later, she checked her teacher’s forehead and determined that he had a fever.

“I think you are running a fever, Mr. Greene,” she remarked. “I need a thermometer, however, to check my suspicions.”

“I think you may be right, Minerva. I feel dizzy and hot. Good luck with finding a thermometer.”

“Really, Mr. Greene, didn’t they have thermometers in the Civil War?”

“I didn’t say that, Minerva. There weren’t many thermometers and they were cumbersome to use. They were placed in the armpit.”

“The armpit?”

“I’m afraid so. Go down to the courthouse and see if you can find one. I doubt if the surgeons will be using theirs. Thermometers took too long to register a temperature and most physicians didn’t bother with them. They didn’t have time to fuss with them due to all the wounded men they had to treat.”

Minerva returned to the courtroom in search of a thermometer, expecting to find a tiny, modern apparatus. She approached a nurse who was taking a break. She ventured a question to the woman.

“Are you one of Miss Dix’s nurses?” Minerva asked, referring to Dorthea Dix, the woman who pressed for the Union army to employ women nurses. The male physicians and male nurses balked at adding women to their staff, but the enormous number of casualties made the addition of women nurses necessary. In many ways, Minerva had learned, the female nurses employed by Dorthea Dix were far ahead of the male surgeons in overall cleanliness.

“I am. May I help you?”

“Yes. My uncle was wounded by a sniper’s bullet and he is resting at the hotel, but I fear he is running a fever and I wish to borrow a thermometer.”

“A thermometer? Why, girl?”

“To check his temperature.”

“Do you know how to use the device?”

“Yes,” Minerva bluffed. “It goes under the armpit.” She didn’t know more than that and she was counting on Mr. Greene’s expertise, but the nurse seemed impressed.

“I will get you one to borrow,” the nurse said. “We have one and it has not been used.”

The nurse returned with a wooden case about two feet in length. She snapped open the case and there lay a large axilla clinical thermometer with an ivory scale and a cord running from the temperature gauge. Minerva could see the temperature settings, but the medical thermometer reminded her of the large measuring device that her late grandmother placed outside on her back porch to check the outside temperature.

“Thank you,” Minerva said to the nurse.

“Return it tomorrow, please,” the nurse replied.

Minerva returned to Mr. Greene’s hotel room and gave her teacher the case. He snapped it open and examined the device. “See that section with about a half inch of a silver fluid, Minerva? That’s mercury.”

“Mercury? Why that’s harmful, Mr. Greene.”

“Relax, they didn’t know that. And a little exposure to mercury is not going to kill me, but if I have a fever, that might do me in. In your studies of early medicines, did you read anything on the Yellow Fever epidemic in Philadelphia in 1793?”

“Yes, there was a debate between the followers of Benjamin Rush and a French doctor on how to treat the fever victims. Rush preferred bleeding.”

“The French physician was Jean Deveze. His method was the more successful. Benjamin Rush? Yes, the man sure liked to bleed. The French method of treating yellow fever while keeping the patient hydrated, and applying cold cloths to the forehead turned out to be the more satisfactory treatment. So, Minerva, I will place the cord under my armpit and close it and you hold onto the thermometer and watch the mercury rise, alright?”

“Alright, Mr. Greene.”

“When it finally settles, let me know and I will remove the cord. Then you read the temperature on the tube. After we read the temperature, you shake the thermometer and the mercury should return to its starting place.”

After several minutes, Minerva noticed that the mercury had stopped climbing. She read the temperature.

“Between one hundred three and one hundred four, Mr. Greene.”

Greene managed a weak smile. “I was afraid of that. We can’t let it go any higher, Minerva or it might cook my brain. I’m afraid I am going to require your help. Well, you do want to be a doctor. You might as well get a head start.”

“What should I do?”

“Go down to the outside pump and get a bucket of cold water. Then soak some hand towels and apply them to my forehead. I’m afraid you are going to have to do this for several hours, Minerva. I am sorry to inconvenience you.”

Inconvenience her? Minerva was delighted to be useful. Five minutes later she returned with a bucket of cold water and began soaking small hand towels. She applied the first one to her teacher’s forehead who asked her, “Aside from infections do you know much about the mortality rates from battlefield wounds during the Civil War, Minerva?”

“No.”

“Well a shot to the small bowel had a one hundred percent mortality rate. No one survived that wound. An abdomen or head wound had a ninety percent mortality rate. But wounds were only one-third of the deaths in the Civil War. Two-thirds were attributed to “the fluxes,” what today we know as diarrhea or dysentery. Three million cases of diarrhea or dysentery and four hundred thousand deaths. Of the battlefield wounds, ninety-three percent were gunshot wounds, six percent from artillery and less than one percent by bayonet or sword. A third of the wounds were the arms, a third the legs and the other third were wounds to the trunk or head. Three-quarters of all operations were amputations, so you can see I was very lucky.”

“Except for the fever that I believe the surgeon gave you because he didn’t wash his hands, Mr. Greene.”

“That is quite possible that he inadvertently gave me bacteria, but thankfully we have the antibiotics. Perhaps you should give me another now.”

“Yes, sir,” Minerva said.You know, Minerva,” Greene continued after he swallowed another antibiotic pill. “The bullet that hit me was .58 caliber and traveled 950 feet per second, although I believe it slowed down. Compared to today’s ammunition, the minie ball was not as deadly. The AR 15 bullet is certainly more deadly than the minie ball was. But the surgeons were so fearful of gangrene that they usually amputated within twenty-four to forty-eight hours. They often amputated when it was a fracture. So if I had stayed overnight at the courthouse hospital, I doubt if I would be returning to Cassadaga on two legs. You know you may have a chance to meet Major Letterman, a Union doctor who developed the ambulance for use in the Civil War. You can trace the modern ambulance to Letterman. He saved thousands of lives by getting the wounded to triage centers quickly. In fact, the tent hospital that will pop up after the battle will be named for him.”

As usual, Minerva was fascinated by Mr. Greene’s Google-like mind, but she thought what he really needed to do was stop his historic ramblings and get some sleep. Sleep, nature’s restorative, she thought. Her teacher needed that.

“You need to get some sleep, Mr. Greene,” Minerva said forcefully. “I will stay here until your fever breaks.”

He smiled. “Thank you, Minerva,” he said.

Mr. Greene finally drifted off to sleep and thankfully slept with his head up. Minerva changed the warm cloth with a cold one and turned to read a page from Sarah Broadhead’s Diary to pass the time. Reading the Quaker woman’s diary was like seeing a movie trailer for a coming attraction, in this case the third day of the Battle of Gettysburg.

Diary of Sarah Broadhead

July 3, 1863

To-day the battle spread with the fierce cannonading before 4 o’clock a.m. Shortly after the battle began we were told to leave this end of town, for likely it would be shelled. My husband declared he would not go while one brick remained upon another, and, as usual, we betook ourselves to the cellar, where we remained until 10 o’clock, when the firing ceased, We could not get breakfast on account of our fears and the great danger. During the cessation we managed to get a cold bite. Again, the battle began with unearthly fury. Nearly all afternoon it seemed as if the heavens and earth were crashing together. The time that we sat in the cellar seemed long, listening to the terrific sound of the strife; more terrible never greeted human ears. We knew that with every explosion, and the scream of each shell, human beings were hurried, through excruciating pain, into another world, and that many more were torn, and mangled, and lying in torment worse than death, and no one able to extend relief. The thought made me very sad, and feel that, if it was God’s will, I would rather be taken away than remain to see the misery that would follow. Some thought this awful afternoon would never come to a close. We knew that the Rebels were putting forth all their might, and it was a dreadful thought that they might succeed. Who is victorious, or with whom the advantage rests, no one here can tell. It would ease the horror if we knew our arms were successful. Some think the Rebels were defeated, as there has been no boasting as on yesterday, and they look uneasy and by no means exultant. I hope they are correct, but I fear we are too hopeful. We shall see tomorrow. It will be the 4th of July, and the Rebels have promised a glorious day. If it only ends the battle and drives them off it will be glorious, and I will rejoice.

At twilight, a maid came around and lit the kerosene lamp in Mr. Greene’s hotel room. Minerva thanked her and handed her a dime. 

“Thank you, miss. Please remember to blow out the lamp before you go to bed,” the maid advised.

As it turned out the light from a full moon shone in through the window illuminating the room. Minerva walked over and blew out the lamp, fearful that she might drift off to sleep and cause a fire that would burn down the Gettysburg Hotel. She was happy to get along by moonlight. 

After a time, the water in the bucket turned lukewarm and Minerva returned to the pump, poured the warm water on the ground and filled the bucket with cool liquid.

She kept changing the towels on her teacher’s forehead until midnight when she fell asleep in her chair. She awoke two hours later, mad at herself for drifting off. She checked on Mr. Greene. He was better. The fever was abating. The infection was passing.

She looked heavenward. “Thank you, Lord,” she said. She didn’t quit the procedure, but continued applying the cold cloths to the teacher’s forehead until dawn when Minerva checked Mr. Greene’s forehead and it seemed normal.

Her teacher awoke with a smile. He looked at Minerva. “Did you stay with me all night, child?”

“Yes, sir.”

“I can’t thank you enough.”

“How do you feel, Mr. Greene?”

“Splendid!” Greene said, seemingly surprised at his condition. “Oh, the wound hurts a bit, but my leg isn’t broken. I don’t think much tissue was torn either. The bleeding stopped. I was shot from a distance and I think that was probably why my wound wasn’t as severe; the velocity of the bullet had slowed over a long distance. I am not dizzy, nor do I feel hot. You did a nice job, Minerva.”

“You were very lucky, Mr. Greene,” Minerva said. “The antibiotics sped things up,” she added.

“Don’t I know it,” he agreed. “Let’s get up and get some breakfast. I could eat the proverbial horse. Why don’t you go to your room and freshen up and we will meet in the hallway in twenty minutes. I think I can take my own temperature now,” he added.

“Okay, Mr. Greene,” Minerva replied. As she walked to her room she realized that Mr. Greene was unconcerned with his temperature, but he needed to use the chamber pot and he was being polite. In point of fact, Minerva needed to use her chamber pot as well. Thank heavens a maid would come around and clean the chamber pot, Minerva thought.

Twenty minutes later, a refreshed Mr. Greene, his facial color returned to its normal pinkish hue, appeared on crutches in the hallway.

“You seem to be pretty good on crutches, Mr. Greene,” Minerva commented.

“I got accustomed to them as a boy when I broke my leg sliding into second base in a high school baseball game. That experience seemed to come right back to me. It is a good thing I go to the gym and work out, because I have enough upper body strength to handle it. Let us go join our Confederate friends for breakfast,” he said cheerily. “Please go ahead of me, Minerva, you will help break my fall if I trip.”

Minerva laughed and joked. “I’m glad I am good for something,” she said.

“You are, Miss Messinger. After last night, I believe you have a future in medicine,” Mr. Greene said.

Minerva beamed at her teacher’s praise. She felt really great about herself. She had saved her teacher’s life a second time.

This morning, however, there were no Confederate officers in the dining room. In fact, Minerva and Mr. Greene were the only patrons for breakfast. The waitress that served them the day before was back again to take their order, but before they consulted the menu she warned them, “All we have this morning is some fresh fruit from a nearby orchard,” she explained apologetically. “Just peaches. No milk, no coffee. We can make tea, though. The Rebels have been like locusts. They have eaten everything. Folks tell me even some of the springs are running dry,” she added. “Too many men are filling their canteens. There are thousands of men around here.”

Mr. Greene wanted to say that there were over one hundred fifty thousand soldiers in and around the town, which had a pre-invasion population of twenty-four hundred, but he held his tongue.

“Peaches will be fine,” Mr. Greene said. “And a pot of tea.”

“I can do that, sir,” the waitress said. She pointed to his crutches, leaning against the table. “Did you hurt yourself, sir?” she asked.

“I was shot in my leg yesterday,” Mr. Greene said.

“Oh, I’m sorry. Is it serious?”

“No,” Greene said with a bit of bravado in his voice. “Just a flesh wound. A sniper’s bullet, but he was so far away from me, I think the distance slowed the bullet. I think I was shot by friendly fire,” he said.

“Friendly fire?” the waitress asked curiously.

“I think it was a Union sniper on Culp’s Hill,” Mr. Greene explained. “I think he was aiming at a Rebel and hit me by mistake. I was shot by a friend, a Union soldier.”

“That doesn’t seem very friendly,” the waitress commented.

“No, I guess it doesn’t,” Mr. Green conceded.

The waitress gave Mr. Greene an appreciative nod and started to walk away.

Minerva, however, was hungry and stopped the waitress with a question. “Do you have any bread?” Minerva asked.

“Just some day-old, miss,” the waitress said. 

“That will do,” Mr. Greene said. “Do you have any jam?”

“I’ll check, sir. I think we may have some raspberry jam. Our baker didn’t report for work this morning, but we didn’t have much flour anyway. Locusts!” she repeated and walked away.

“The Confederates pretty well picked the town of Gettysburg clean, Minerva. The Civil War armies on both sides lived off the land. As a matter of fact, after the battle the natural springs in the area were dried up and Gettysburg had to import wagon loads of water for the residents to drink.”

“That’s amazing,” Minerva said.

“Not really if you consider that there were more than one hundred fifty thousand soldiers in the Battle of Gettysburg.”

Their conversation was interrupted by the first cannonade of the morning. The roar from the artillery made it difficult to chat, but Mr. Greene managed to talk above the din. While the Rebels were firing, the waitress brought them their order of peaches, bread, jam and tea.

When the Confederates stopped to reload, Mr. Greene said to his student, “I expect the Confederates are shelling Culp’s Hill in preparation for an assault. This will be the day that your friend Julia’s brother Wesley is killed. Sometime this morning.”

The cannons resumed firing and Minerva waited.

As the Confederates reloaded their cannons, Minerva managed to say to her teacher, “That is so tragic, Mr. Greene.”

“It certainly was. No one knows what happened to Wesley Culp’s body. My theory is that Julia and her sister Anna found Wesley’s body and secretly buried it somewhere.”

“Why would they do that?” Minerva asked.

“Because in Gettysburg Wesley Culp was a traitor. My theory is that the girls were afraid that someone would dig up Wesley’s body and put it on display in the center of town. I mean General Buford left a naked man hanging from a tree in Frederick as warning to others. So the girls might have felt that the people of Gettysburg might have put Wesley’s cadaver on display.”

“In the Diamond?”

“Yes, but it is only my theory, Minerva. I have no evidence for my theory, just a feeling. No one knows what happened to Wesley’s corpse.”

“That’s really very sad.”

The guns resumed and student and teacher ate their peaches and awaited the next lull. Finally, Mr. Greene remarked, “Wesley wasn’t alone. By the end of the day there will be thousands of unburied bodies littered all over the battlefield. Thousands, Minerva. Not has much has been written about the cleanup as was written about the battle, but the task of cleaning up the battlefield and caring for all the wounded men was Herculean.”

Another cannonade abruptly ended their conversation and a hungry Minerva broke off a piece of day-old bread and slathered it with some raspberry jam. The bread and jam relieved her hunger and she heard Julie Andrews in her head singing, “ti (sic), a drink with jam and bread,” from one of her favorite childhood movies, The Sound of Music. Even the Von Trapps were refugees from war, albeit World War II, she remembered. War, Minerva thought, war was awful.

Finally the cannonade subsided and was replaced by blood-curdling screams. The Confederates were assaulting Culp’s Hill.

“What was that?” Minerva asked. “That yell?”

“That was the famous Rebel yell,” Mr. Greene said, and as he explained the yell, into the dining room floated the apparition of Shelby Foote. The dead historian nodded hello. Mr. Greene, in a better mood than the day before, smiled in response. Minerva glared at the dead historians. The ghost ignored her.

“Today’s the big day,” Shelby Foote proclaimed.

“Why?” Minerva asked, grumpily.

“Pickett’s Charge,” Foote explained. “The reason why we came,” he reminded her.

“And the reason why we are stuck here,” Minerva groused. Suddenly, she noticed the waitress staring. The waitress had a confused look on her face as if she was wondering who Minerva was talking to.

“The waitress is staring,” Minerva whispered to Mr. Greene.

Mr. Greene covered his mouth and whispered to the ghost, “We will talk to you outside in a few minutes. Seems the waitress thinks we are a bit balmy talking to ourselves.”

“I will take care of it,” Shelby Foote said and floated off toward the waitress, becoming visible to her for only a split second, but sending a frightened waitress into the kitchen to hide.

When Foote returned to the table, Mr. Greene said “I didn’t know you could do that, Mr. Foote.”

“Oh Mr. Catton and I can become visible momentarily, but it takes a lot out of us. I always feel like I need a nap after I become visible. I mean, think about it, the very idea of a ghost taking a nap is rather ridiculous. We already had a dirt nap,” Shelby joked. “Looks like you nearly joined us, Mr. Greene,” Foote added, pointing to Mr. Greene’s crutches.

“Yes, I almost had my dirt nap, too,” Mr. Greene replied. “Only a flesh wound though.”

“What is a dirt nap, Mr. Greene?” Minerva naively asked.

“Mr. Foote is dead and buried, Minerva,” Greene explained. “Sleeping in the dirt. In his grave.”

“Oh!”

“Why aren’t you watching the assault on Culp’s Hill, Mr. Foote?” Mr. Greene asked the ghost.

“Not much to it,” the ghost replied. “Fizzled out pretty quickly, now yesterday on Little Round Top was a doozey. Victor and Bette enjoyed it, too.”

“They were there? Are they alright?”

“Yes, they are okay, Nathan,” Foote said. “They watched the battle from Big Round Top. They had a great vantage point.”

“Did they see the bayonet charge?” Mr. Greene asked, envy in his voice.

“Oh my yes, but they didn’t get as close as I did. I floated right beside the Alabama boys and Bruce floated right beside Joshua Lawrence Chamberlain as he led the 20th Maine in the bayonet charge. We both enjoyed ourselves.”

“We just heard the Rebel yell a few minutes ago,” Greene remarked.

“For my money, I think the Alabamians had the wildest Rebel yell. Sounded like banshees. We got our butts kicked though,” Foote admitted. “It was quite a show. And today we get to see Pettigrew, Trimble and Pickett charge the center of the Union lines at Bloody Angle.”

“What about Victor and Bette?”

“Well,” Foote replied. “Bruce and I talked about that a bit and we decided that he would stay with them and watch Pickett’s Charge from the Union lines and I would watch the assault from Seminary Ridge. You are welcome to join me,” Foote said. “It promises to be something really special. The greatest infantry charge in American History!”

Mr. Greene begged off. “My leg is a bit gimpy, Shelby,” he said. “And Minerva has agreed to keep me company. We shall remain close to the hotel, but if I hire a carriage I might like to visit Pennsylvania College and see my old freshman dormitory. It is being used as a hospital as we speak.”

“Suit yourself,” Shelby Foote said. “If you will, excuse me, I should float out along Chambersburg Pike to General Lee’s headquarters. Goodbye, y’all.”

“Goodbye, Shelby,” Mr. Greene said.

“Goodbye Mr. Foote,” Minerva mumbled.

The teacher turned to his student and asked, “Minerva, will you go to the front desk and ask if we can hire a carriage?”

“Yes, sir,” Minerva said.

At the front desk, the young desk clerk replied to Minerva’s request with a chuckle. “Missy,” he said, “there isn’t a spare horse in town. The Rebs have confiscated every horse that can walk. And they stole the carriages too as far as I know.”

Minerva reported the bad news to Mr. Greene who took it in stride.

“Well, I guess I can hobble there on my crutches then,” he said. “I really would like to see my old freshman dorm. You know there is a legend about it. In our time it is an administration building at the college. The dorm rooms from my day are long gone. The battle today is south of town and the college is north of town so we should be safe to visit my alma mater. I am pretty sure if we go slow, I can make it on my crutches. Might take some time, though.”

They left the hotel and proceeded from the Diamond up north on Carlisle Street. Before the railroad tracks, Mr. Greene stopped and pointed a crutch at a building. “When I was in college, this was the site of the Majestic Theater, which was the only movie theater in town. Majestic was a misnomer, it was actually pretty crummy.”

On crutches, Greene slowly made his way up Carlisle Street, pointing out where the TKE fraternity house would be in the future. They walked west toward the campus of Pennsylvania College and were met with the vista of Pennsylvania Hall, the main edifice of the institution.

“Back in 1863, this was the main classroom building. Other buildings served as dormitories for the all-male school. As I said, in our time, it is an administration building and there is a good ghost story attached to it. Do you want to hear it?”

“Of course, Mr. Greene.”

“Two college administrators were working late one night on the top floor of the building. They took the elevator from the fourth floor down to the first floor and they weren’t thinking a bit about the Battle of Gettysburg. But the elevator passed the first floor and descended to the basement. When the doors opened the two administrators witnessed a scene of horror. The basement storage space had been replaced by the hospital of the battle. Dead and dying were littered about the floor. Doctors and orderlies in blood-splattered uniforms were running about in the chaos attempting to save lives. They heard no sounds, but saw the images. Frightened out of their wits, they frantically pushed the elevator button to close the doors. As the doors were closing, one of the Confederate orderlies looked up and stared at them with a forlorn expression on his face.”

“Really?” Minerva asked.

“That’s what they said…you know, Minerva, you can take a ghost tour of Gettysburg. Quite a few people have seen a ghost who haunts Devil’s Den, they say.”

“Having been acquainted with Mr. Foote and Mr. Catton, I won’t discount any paranormal activity anymore, Mr. Greene.”

“Indeed, ‘there are more things in heaven and earth than are dreamt about in your philosophy, Horatio,’” Mr. Greene said, quoting Shakespeare.

“That’s from Hamlet isn’t it?” Minerva queried.

“Very good, Minerva.”

Minerva beamed. More praise from her teacher.

A man sporting a white beard was standing outside the residence of the president of the college with a sad look upon his face. Mr. Greene said, “I believe that is Henry Baugher, president of Pennsylvania College. He lost his son at Shiloh last year. Right now, in his house he is hiding a Union officer from the Confederates. Actually, it is his wife who is hiding the officer in her ladies’ closet, if I remember correctly. I want to hobble over to Dr. Baugher and meet the old man, if you don’t mind.”

“Okay,” Minerva said. She walked behind him, ready to catch her teacher or break his fall if he slipped.

“Good day, sir,” Mr. Greene said to Henry Baugher.

Baugher managed a weak smile. “Good day, sir. I don’t believe we’ve met.”

“I am Nathan Greene from Mercersburg, Dr. Baugher. This is my niece Minerva. I was interested in the college.”

“I am sorry, Mr. Greene, we don’t admit girls.”

Minerva couldn’t hide a frown. Sexists, she thought.

“I know that sir, it is for my nephew,” Mr. Greene said. “Do you mind if we look about the grounds?”

“Well, Mr. Greene, I’m afraid the Rebels took over our classrooms for a hospital. But if you wish to walk about, feel free. No one has been shooting around here today.”

Minerva and Mr. Greene walked into Pennsylvania Hall. “In my day, we called the building Old Dorm,” Greene explained. “I was on the fourth floor. We need to go down to the basement.”

Remembering Mr. Greene’s story of the two administrators, Minerva was stunned to see the story become reality in the basement of the building. There were scores of wounded and dying men lying all over the floor. The number of men scattered on the floor in Pennsylvania Hall dwarfed the number of men that she had seen at the courthouse.

A surgeon yelled to Minerva, “Are you a nurse? I don’t care if you are a woman, I can use a nurse to help. Come here and hold this man’s leg down,” the surgeon ordered.

Minerva, as if in a trance, obeyed the surgeon’s order before Mr. Greene could object.

“We’ve run out of chloroform,” the surgeon said to the patient. “I am afraid this is going to hurt a little bit, son,” he said.

“Hurt a little bit” was an understatement. As the surgeon began to saw away at the man’s right leg, the patient screamed in agony. The surgeon stopped and tossed Minerva a leather strap with teeth marks indented in the leather. “Put the strap in the boy’s mouth, girl,” he ordered as an orderly came to replace Minerva on holding down the man’s leg. 

The soldier bit down and through the leather strap and fell unconscious. That was a relief, Minerva thought, although she held the leather strap in place in case the young man woke up. She looked at the soldier; he was eighteen or nineteen, she estimated. She noticed when he bit down on the strap that he was missing a few teeth. He certainly could use a bath. He smelled to high heaven. Everyone in 1863 could use a bath, Minerva mused. They stank. At least the Philadelphians had used perfumes to cover their stink, she remembered. 

She watched the surgeon cut through the man’s leg and then carelessly toss the limb to the floor where an orderly retrieved it and placed the appendage on a growing pile of limbs in a corner of the basement. Just like in the alleyway behind the courthouse, Minerva thought, recalling the first gruesome pile of limbs that she saw.

The surgeon moved on to another soldier and an orderly cauterized the wound, preventing the soldier from bleeding out. Then he and another orderly took the amputee to an empty space on the floor and placed him there. Minerva wanted to flee the madness and, when the surgeon who had ordered her to help went to the far side of the room, she scooted to Mr. Greene who was standing by the door.

Seeing Minerva’s horrified face, Mr. Greene simply said, “Let’s go,” and led her from the room. Every floor was the same. Classrooms were turned into triage centers. Minerva and the teacher climbed to the fourth floor. Mr. Greene checked the stairway to the cupola. No one was there. He led Minerva up to the cupola. It was surprisingly unoccupied. From the cupola they had a panoramic view of the countryside. 

They saw the Confederates gathering in force on Seminary Ridge. They could see the cupola at the Lutheran Theological Seminary and it was occupied with Confederate officers.

Mr. Greene pointed to the stone house on the Chambersburg Pike below the Lutheran Seminary. “That’s Lee’s headquarters,” Mr. Greene said. “I suppose Mr. Foote is floating around there somewhere.”

In the distance Minerva could see the Union troops amassed along a ridge line. “Is that the Union defense line, Mr. Greene?”

“Yes, that’s Cemetery Ridge. You see that copse of trees? That little clump?”

“Yes.”

“Well, that is the center of the Union lines and it will be where Robert E. Lee sends fourteen thousand soldiers this afternoon. They will aim for that. Notice there is a stone wall that juts out at an angle?”

“Yes, I see it.”

“That will be forever known as Bloody Angle, or the Angle. The Confederates will reach that, but they will be forced back,” Mr. Greene explained.

“Hey!” came a voice from below. “Who’s up there? State your name and your business!”

“Uh oh,” said Mr. Greene. “We might have a little trouble, Minerva.”

Minerva noticed the point of the bayonet before she noticed the soldier who followed the bayonet up the cupola stairs.

“I only left my post for a moment to answer nature,” said a curly-headed, brown-haired boy whose hat was having a hard time keeping the hair beneath it. The teenager didn’t seem a day over sixteen to Minerva.

“My niece and I were just admiring the view, private,” Mr. Greene explained to the young Confederate soldier.”

“Ain’t supposed to be no civilians up here,” the soldier replied.

“We didn’t know that, private. There was no one here.”

“Well, you two can’t stay here. My captain says so,” he added.

“We understand. If you will let us pass, we will go down now.”

The soldier seemed perplexed. He didn’t know what he was supposed to do, Minerva realized.

“Thank you ever so much, young man.” Minerva smiled her best southern belle smile. “I am so glad to see a good Christian man. My name is Minerva,” she said, offering her hand to the soldier for him to take or kiss. The boy’s manners kicked in.

“I’m sorry, miss, but you do understand I have to do my duty,” he apologized.

“Why yes, sir. You wouldn’t be much good as a soldier if you didn’t do your duty, now would you?” Minerva said, adding a smile to her performance. 

The smile seemed to unnerve him.

“Would you be kind enough, sir, to escort my uncle and me down the stairs?” Minerva asked sweetly.

Mr. Greene grinned in astonishment. Minerva was channeling Vivien Leigh’s performance as Scarlett O’ Hara in the movie version of Gone with the Wind. She only needed to add “fiddly dee,” to her act.

“Why, you are ever so strong,” Minerva said as the soldier took her arm to lead her down the steps from the cupola.

A grinning Mr. Greene managed to hobble after the young couple and made it safely down the stairs as well.

“Perhaps we should return to the hotel,” the teacher said to Minerva when they were away from the Confederate cupola sentry and had descended to the ground floor of the building. “I have a feeling Mr. Foote will be back again before the charge begins.”

“Perhaps we should return,” Minerva agreed.

“I applaud you on your performance, Minerva.”

Minerva smiled with satisfaction.


Chapter 10

Mrs. Weikert was not happy that Bette chose to join Victor in lieu of remaining on the farm, but having read Tillie Pierce’s booklet several times, Bette remembered that Tillie wrote that on the 3rd of July the Weikert family was evacuated from the farm due to the errant Confederate artillery fire, which preceded Pickett’s Charge. She concluded she would probably be safer on Big Round Top with Victor than at the Weikerts’ farm. No one, Bruce Catton assured her, would be firing on Big Round Top during Pickett’s Charge.

They climbed undetected up the eastern slope of Big Round Top to its summit, retracing the steps they had taken the day before. Victor led Bette to yesterday’s boulder-strewn crow’s nest and they set up camp, even going so far as to lay out a Union blue picnic blanket that Mrs. Weikert had provided. Again, the matriarch of the Weikert clan supplied Victor and Bette with food, water and the spyglass. Bruce Catton was merrily floating overhead watching the preparation of the artillerymen on Little Round Top, as well as the machinations of the Confederates to the west along the wood line that stretched the length of Seminary Ridge.

“It is really hot and humid today, Victor,” Bette said. “Most of the clouds have lifted and the sun is going to bake us,” she added.

“We have shade, among the boulders and the trees, Bette. The sun won’t bake us as bad as it will the soldiers. Professor Michael Jacobs of Pennsylvania College kept a record of the weather during the battle. We’ll have a high of 87 degrees today,” he said, adding, “with a few cumulostratus clouds.”

“You even know the weather report?” an impressed Bette asked.

“Well, it is important, and I read the report Professor Jacobs from Pennsylvania College kept about the weather during the battle. He was very thorough. He took temperatures three times per day. And yes, it is humid today. The Confederates are going to have to march about a mile over open ground in the hot sunlight. Climb over fences and so forth. All while under fire. That’s especially fatiguing when someone is trying to kill you at the same time.”

“The Rebels are beginning to gather in mass,” Catton called to the students from overtop their position.

Victor, extended the tube on his spyglass and peered at Little Round Top. “What are those odd-looking cannons, Mr. Catton?” he asked.

The ghost turned his head and then floated over to Little Round Top. He returned with an answer. “Those are six ten-pound Parrott Rifles, Victor. The latest thing…well for 1863 anyway. They were accurate, rifled guns, named for the man from West Point, New York, who designed the weapons.”

“Anything special about them, Mr. Catton?”

“Parrott Rifles were celebrated for their accuracy at over two thousand yards, which is more than a mile. Unfortunately, they had a reputation for blowing up. You see, children, an artillery man faced death not only from his enemy but from his own weapon. Many a dedicated soldier was killed or maimed when one of the guns exploded and sent shrapnel hither and thither.”

“Hither and thither?” Victor asked.

Bette intervened. “Here and there,” she said.

“Oh.”

“Look over at Seminary Ridge. Do you notice anything happening in the woods on the ridge?” Catton asked.

“It appears the Confederates are collecting cannons,” Victor said, after looking through the glass. “I remember reading Stephen W. Sears’ account of the line of cannons and he wrote that ‘nothing remotely like it had been seen in the war and with their crews hidden from sight the guns stood silent in their long ranks like deadly, solitary sentinels.’ You can see the bronze Napoleon cannons glistening in the sunlight. The Confederate commander of artillery was a man named Porter Alexander, wasn’t it, Mr. Catton?”

“Very good, Victor. Colonel Porter Alexander to be precise. Unfortunately, he was outfoxed by his Union counterpart, who feigned defeat and stopped firing. You see, not only Shelby and I, but most historians disagree on four things about Pickett’s Charge, or as Shelby likes to call it, the Trimble-Pickett-Pettigrew Charge. First, how many Confederate cannons fired in the bombardment before the charge? Second, how long did the Rebel cannons fire? The estimates vary between one hundred forty and one hundred sixty-three. And we can’t see all of the artillery pieces from our vantage point. Third, and this is the one historical disagreement that Shelby and I argue most heatedly about—how many men marched in the attack? Anywhere from ten thousand to fifteen thousand, historians say. I conclude it is about twelve thousand and Shelby claims it is fourteen thousand men. We plan to settle the argument today.”

“I hope so,” Victor interrupted. “Since that’s why you took us to July 1863 instead of November, Mr. Catton.”

“Ah yes, Victor… And the fourth and last thing, is how far did the Confederates advance? You see Pettigrew’s men marched farther than Pickett’s boys, because the Rebels weren’t totally parallel with Cemetery Ridge and Pettigrew was on the left flank of the group. Look, here come the artillerymen out of the wood line!” 

Mr. Catton was like a little boy about to open the largest Christmas present under the tree. In some ways, Victor was pleased that a soul could be happy in the afterlife, for he hoped that when he died and went to heaven it wouldn’t be all harps and wings and choir rehearsals. Messrs. Catton and Foote made death seem like fun. But he was in no hurry to share their “fun.”

Sure enough, as Bruce Catton cheered them on, the Confederates began to take their positions by their cannons in preparation for the bombardment of Cemetery Ridge.

“It’s show time!” Bruce Catton shouted.

1:07 p.m. according to Professor Jacobs’ meticulous calculations, 1:07 p.m. on the afternoon of July 3rd, 1863. By 4 p.m. the Confederates’ chance to win the Civil War would be gone with the wind, to borrow Margaret Mitchell’s immortal phrase.

“What do you mean by that, Mr. Catton?” Bette asked. “Show time?”

“Look to your right, girl, can you see the Union soldiers huddling behind the stone wall on Cemetery Ridge?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And that small clump of trees?”

“Yes,” Bette said.

“Well the cannons are about to open fire on that position. The idea was to soften up the Union defenses, but what happened, Victor Bridges, I’m sure you know?”

“The Confederates overshot their target. Most of the shells fell harmlessly behind the Union line on Cemetery Ridge. Some of them even got close to the Weikert farm.”

“Yes,” Bruce Catton said. “I know that you read Tillie Pierce’s account, Bette. Well, Tillie and the Weikerts will soon be leaving the farm for a safer haven because of the overshooting. So you were wise to come with us.”

Bette nodded agreement.

Victor estimated that the Confederates had well over one hundred cannons. But Mr. Catton was right. The undulation in the terrain prevented Victor from obtaining a precise accounting of the artillery pieces.

The cannonade began with one cannon firing after another at the Union lines on Cemetery Ridge. The roar of the artillery was deafening and Victor and Bette watched silently as the Confederate barrage began. The Rebel cannons were met with return fire from Union artillery, including the Parrott Rifles on Little Round Top. Victor saw a Confederate cannon suffer a direct hit from a Federal shell, and the men working a battery on Little Round Top rose as one and appeared to be cheering even though Victor could not hear them above the din of battle.

More Parrott Rifles began to fire at the Confederate batteries, joining a chorus of cannons from Cemetery Ridge and Culp’s Hill. One of the guns registered a direct hit and flipped a bronze Confederate Napoleon cannon into the air like a fairytale giant tossing a broken toy. Another shell silenced a second weapon, killing or maiming all of its artillerymen. Victor witnessed several more hits from the Parrott Rifles, and had not witnessed even one of the guns explode. At least so far, he thought.

Back and forth the monotonous volleys continued for more than an hour. Victor estimated that the Confederate bombardment consumed over an hour and a half. He wished he had had a cell phone to record the cannonade. Wouldn’t that be something to put on YouTube? he thought, and then realized that was impossible. Something like that and the council of dead historians would banish their trips to the past forever. 

Meanwhile, the Union gunners ceased firing.

“It’s a ploy. I believe in baseball they refer to it as a ‘deke’ to fake out one’s opponent. As when a first baseman pretends that a throw is not coming to him and the runner is surprised when the ball arrives in the first baseman’s mitt. I believe ‘deke’ is slang for decoy?”

“I understand ‘deke’,” Mr. Catton. Yes, it is slang for decoy. But in what sense is deke used here?”

“Well, Victor,” Catton began his explanation. “The Union artillery commander is pretending that the Confederates have taken out the Union artillery, but what he is really doing is lulling the Confederates to feel confident of their attack…and then, boom, he opens up on the Confederate infantry caught out in the open. “

“And Colonel Porter bought the trick?” Victor asked.

“He sure did,” Catton said. “To his everlasting chagrin. Yes, the Confederate guns did inflict Federal casualties, but most of the cannons overshot Cemetery Ridge and the shells killed horses and splintered trees. Meade’s headquarters was shelled, but Meade and his staff had fled. The Confederates lost more men in the bombardment than the Federals as the Union guns were more accurate. Now, Victor and Bette, fix your eyes on the trees on Seminary Ridge.”

The cannons stilled and an eerie pall of silence overcame the battlefield as thousands of Confederates milled about the trees and began assembling into ranks. A piercing voice from Little Round Top broke the quiet.

“Sweet God in heaven!” shouted one of the artillerymen. “Look at all the damn Rebels! Are they figuring to charge?”

“I’d say they are,” another man shouted back. “Crazy bastards!”

Through the tree line advanced a horde of Confederate infantry, a line of soldiers that stretched along Seminary Ridge for over a mile. File after file. Rank after rank. The Rebels slowly, meticulously, marched toward the Army of the Potomac on Cemetery Ridge. It was a beautiful sight, Victor thought. He estimated ten thousand or more men walking in unison, their bayonets glistening in the sun. And then, suddenly, the pageantry of the Confederate parade-ground precision was ruined by the Union cannons from Cemetery Ridge when they opened fire on the Confederate host, ripping holes in the Rebel lines. 

Victor was horrified at the slaughter, and yet mesmerized as the disciplined Rebels dressed their line, filling in the gaps in the ranks that were created by the deadly Union canister and enfilade fire.

Men marched shoulder to shoulder across a pasture of perdition. The Confederates had nearly a mile of open ground to cross from Seminary Ridge to Cemetery Ridge, but they moved slowly, not rushing in the least, and as a result, sustaining hundreds of casualties. Such beautifully choreographed madness, Victor thought.

On Little Round Top, the order came to fire on the advancing columns of the Confederates, and the Parrott Rifles opened up with deadly accuracy. Such a shame, Victor thought, for the Confederates looked so gloriously beautiful with their regimental flags raised high, the bright sunlight glinting off their swords and bayonets. Their movements were so graceful, like a battlefield ballet, a ballet suddenly ruined by bullets. Then the true carnage began. It began at the double line of fences along Emmitsburg Road, an obstacle for the soldiers to overcome, an obstruction that stalled their advance. As the center of the Confederate line reached the fences strung along Emmitsburg Road, scores of soldiers were killed or wounded crossing the fences. Weighed down by their equipment, the Rebels couldn’t leap over the fences, and instead had to awkwardly climb the barrier. And as they climbed they became easy targets for the Federal gunners who cut them down. Men fell dead or wounded around and over the fences.

Bruce Catton, watching the battle intently, said to the students, “The fences along the Emmitsburg Road really slowed them up. I think it showed poor planning that the Rebels hadn’t aimed their cannons at the fences, for they were an impediment to the infantry’s advance. Why the Confederates didn’t see that puzzles me.”

One of the Parrott Rifles lobbed a shell into a column of Rebels, killing and maiming ten of the Rebel soldiers and causing a breach in the line. Another shell lifted three Confederate soldiers high into the air. Still another decapitated two soldiers marching abreast, leaving smoking torsos on the ground. Holes were formed in the lines and the Rebels robotically filled the gaps with other men who would, in turn, join the earlier casualties for, as soon as a breach was plugged in the line, another gap cropped up from a shell emanating from Culp’s Hill. Then another hole in the line was caused by a gun from Cemetery Ridge. The Confederates were being bombarded with Union artillery from three different angles. But still the Rebels stubbornly pressed on. Holes were created and the gaps quickly filled and the line was dressed. Men were mangled and cut in half. Men were killed instantly. But still the Confederate host marched on, slowly covering the distance to Cemetery Ridge. Victor shook his head in disbelief. It was suicide. Pickett’s Charge was suicide. Victor saw nothing glorious in it, only vain, glorious stupidity.

Why didn’t they run at full speed? Victor wondered. Surely there would be fewer casualties if they ran. Heck, the Confederate soldiers hadn’t even fired a shot. They were just marching. 

The soldiers were handsome in their butternut uniforms, Victor admitted. Their movements were the epitome of military precision, but it was futility. The Confederates were heading to a copse of trees at the center of Cemetery Ridge. Rebel flags fell, but were quickly retrieved and raised and waved again by another soldier, who might hold the flag for only a few seconds before he, too, was shot down. But the flag would fly again. Over and over this dance with death went on. Victor estimated the life expectancy of a flag bearer at two minutes, tops.

When the Confederates were within two hundred yards of the stone wall, the Union soldiers, crouched behind the wall, rose up and opened fire with their Springfield rifle muskets, cutting the Rebels down like a scythe in a harvest of souls. The Union gunners on Cemetery Ridge switched their ammunition from hard shell and explosive to canister shot, which contained hundreds of minie balls, nails and glass shards. The projectiles were disseminated from the barrel of a cannon like a giant shotgun. A line of Confederates was literally blown away by a round of canister shot. The canister round pushed the Rebels back like a strong wind, laced with shrapnel.

But still they came. Victor, using the looking glass, observed one courageous Confederate general as he put his hat on his sword and waved it for his men to follow him. From reading Killer Angels, Victor recognized the officer to be Brigadier General Lewis Armistead.

On the other side of the stone wall stood Federal troops who flew the Stars and Stripes and the green flag of Eire. Victor turned to asked Bruce Catton who those soldiers were, but Catton responded to Victor’s thought before the boy could get the words out.

“That’s the 69th Pennsylvania, Victor. It is made up of Irish men, immigrants or sons of immigrants who left Ireland during the potato famine of the 1840s. They stopped Armistead’s Virginians, and then another group of Pennsylvanians, the 72nd, began firing at the flank of the Virginians, mortally wounding Armistead as you will presently see. Watch carefully!”

Smoke on the battlefield obscured Victor’s vision, but he still made out the hat atop the sword and watched the headgear reach the stone wall of the Union lines and then, sharpshooters on the flank of the Confederate thrust not more than eighty yards away, fired from a hundred or more weapons. Suddenly, the general’s hat disappeared.

Mr. Catton was correct—Armistead was mortally wounded and he was probably calling out for his old friend, Union General Winfield Hancock who, Victor remembered, became a casualty of the battle as well. Although unlike Armistead, Winfield Scott Hancock survived his wounds and went on to run for president of the United States in 1880, losing to James Garfield who, ironically was a Civil War veteran who survived the war only to be assassinated by a disappointed office seeker in a railroad station in 1881.

The bloody fight for the wall descended from an orderly line of battle to a mob melee. Unlike a dressed line of infantry with perhaps two ranks where one line fired as the other reloaded, two groups of soldiers, bunched together, fought not only with muskets but with fists and bayonets. Alone, the 72nd Pennsylvania on the flank remained its integrity of operation.

A bevy of conflicting thoughts ran through Victor’s mind as he watched the Confederates obtain their “high water mark,” but when the general’s hat was no longer visible, it appeared that all the energy drained from the Rebel charge; the Confederates began to fall back in retreat, and the Federal soldiers began to shout “Fredericksburg! Fredericksburg!” But Victor couldn’t recall why the Union soldiers shouted that.

“Why are they shouting ‘Fredericksburg,’ Mr. Catton?” Victor asked.

“Fredericksburg had a futile Union charge, similar to this Confederate one, Victor,” Bruce Catton explained. “Thousands of Union soldiers were killed or wounded charging a fortified position like the Confederates charged on Cemetery Ridge.”

“How many men charged Cemetery Ridge do you think?”

“Well,” Catton said. “It pains me to say this, but I think Shelby’s figure of fourteen thousand is closer to the actual count than my estimate. So, I must grudgingly agree with him.”

“Good,” Bette said. “Can we go home now?” she asked.

The ghost blushed. Victor hadn’t thought a ghost could blush, but Bruce Catton just did. The ghost was embarrassed.

“Well, I wish it were that simple, Bette, I really do, but we programmed the portable to return on the evening of November 19th after Mr. Lincoln boards the train to return to Washington City. We knew how much Mr. Greene wanted you students to hear Abraham Lincoln deliver his Gettysburg Address. We really didn’t think of the time between the battle and the president’s three-minute speech, as time doesn’t mean much to one when one is deceased. Eternity knows no time. You really lose your sense of time when you are dead, Bette, I’m sorry to say. Sense of time? Time makes no sense, except to the living.”

Victor wasn’t paying attention to the conversation between the ghost and his classmate. He was thinking of Pickett’s Charge. So many men marched so honorably across the open ground and an hour later so many now lay dead or mangled on the field of honor. Field of honor? He wondered. Field of horror. Even as the Confederates retreated, the vengeful Union soldiers kept firing at the Rebels, and a few dozen more Confederates fell before they reached the safety of the tree line on Seminary Ridge. Then, finally, the shooting ended, and the cries echoed from the battlefield. Screams of anguish. Victor looked through the glass and watched as a man, missing a leg, crawled in the direction of whence he had come, but he didn’t get too far before he expired, registering a final spasm of movement. Other men struggled, using their rifles as crutches as they slowly made their way in retreat. Others threw away their rifles, their haversacks and their cartridge boxes as if to visually say they had had enough. Victor glimpsed a lone figure in a gray uniform walk out of the wood line. He raised his eyeglass for a closer look. He drew a blank, but he knew he had seen that man’s photograph somewhere. In a book?

“Who is that coming out of the woods to greet the returning men?” Victor asked Bruce Catton.

“That’s Lee,” Catton replied. “Robert Edward Lee of Arlington, Virginia.”

Of course, Victor thought, irritated. His eidetic memory had failed him.

Catton continued. “Robert E. Lee, the commander of the Army of Northern Virginia came out to apologize to the survivors of Pickett’s Charge. Of course, Pickett blamed Lee for the fiasco. Well, at this moment, I believe that Marse Robert is telling the bedraggled troops, ‘It’s my fault.’ Funny thing, when Lee was asked about Pickett’s Charge after the war he didn’t take responsibility for the failure, but blamed others. Southerners blamed James Longstreet, but Longstreet had argued against the assault.”

Finally the last cannons and the last rifles fell silent and the only sounds emanating from the battlefield were the cries of wounded men. The smoke from the battle had cleared and Victor could see the groups of men in butternut uniforms being led away. Prisoners, Victor realized. For those Confederate soldiers, their war was over. Some soldiers in blue uniforms had been marched away as well to the Confederate positions on Seminary Ridge and they would sit out the war, if they managed to survive the brutal conditions of Southern prisoner of war camps, in Libby Prison in Richmond or Andersonville in Georgia. 

Victor looked at the beaten Confederates as they found sanctuary behind the trees on Seminary Ridge. He asked Bruce Catton an obvious question. “Why didn’t Meade counterattack, Mr. Catton?”

Catton chuckled. “That’s a question that Abraham Lincoln asked as well, Victor. I mean, Lincoln was happy for the Union victory, but he thought Meade missed an opportunity to end the war by not attacking a weakened Lee.”

“Did he?”

“Yes and no, but I believe that was Monday morning quarterbacking by Mr. Lincoln. On paper the president was right, but after that battle, the Army of the Potomac was spent. Also, Meade was wary of a wounded Lee. He sensed as soon as Pickett’s Charge failed, Lee was preparing for a counterattack. Lee was too shaken to prepare an adequate defense, but Meade had no way of knowing that. Lee’s center line was as soft as a marshmallow. Tonight, Lee will slink out of Gettysburg and head back over South Mountain and make his way to Virginia, not knowing that the Potomac River has become too deep to ford and will require the construction of pontoon bridges. Meade would regroup and chase Lee to the Potomac River, but he was unsuccessful in forcing Lee to surrender his army. That would have ended the war. So the Army of the Potomac won the battle, but it didn’t end the war, just as Lee might have ended the war if he had been victorious. On such events our history as a nation hung in the balance.”

“I guess that’s all the excitement for today, huh?” Bette asked.

“Pretty much, Bette,” Catton commented. “All of the lions are licking their wounds.”

“Let’s head back to the Weikert farm then,” Victor advised.

Victor and Bette with Bruce Catton floating alongside them, began the descent from the summit of Big Round Top. They were almost down the east side of the prominence when, suddenly, a dozen Union soldiers appeared in their path. Happy to see the victorious soldiers, Bette smiled at them, but her smile was met with grim faces. The leader, a crusty-looking sergeant with an unkempt red beard, ordered Victor and Bette to stop.

“Who are you?” the sergeant said, looking right at Victor.

“Refugees from Mercersburg, sergeant,” Victor replied.

“They is spies, sergeant,” one of the soldiers declared. “The boy’s got a Signal Corps glass, he does.”

“You can’t be serious,” Bette said, trying to intervene.

The soldier’s comment caught the sergeant’s attention.

“Are you a spy, boy?” the sergeant asked.

“No, sir,” Victor nervously replied.

“Don’t sir me,” the sergeant said and then turned his head to spit out a splash of tobacco juice. “I work for a living.”

“We aren’t spies,” Bette protested.

“Hand me your glass, boy,” the sergeant said. Victor handed it over and the sergeant examined it. “What were you doing with this?”

“Watching Pickett’s Charge,” Victor said.

“Who’s Pickett?” the sergeant asked.

“The Rebel general for heaven’s sake,” Bette chimed in. It didn’t help.

“You aint no refugees from Mercersburg,” the sergeant judged, accurately. “And civilians don’t know who a Confederate general is, except maybe Lee.”

“I assure you we are refugees, sergeant. I was given the spyglass by Mrs. Weikert. Her farm is now a Union hospital and the spyglass was left by a Signal Corps man.”

The sergeant stroked his beard in contemplation. “That’s against regulations,” the sergeant said. “That should have been returned to the Signal Corps.”

“Good heavens, Victor,” Bruce Catton said. “The sergeant is one of the those by the books men. He isn’t going to bend. I’m afraid you will just have to go with him and sort it out with a higher up.”

“Well, it ain’t for me to decide whether you is or is not spies,” the sergeant declared. “But you are coming along with us. Under guard,” he added.

“What should I do?” Victor said to Mr. Catton. Unfortunately, the sergeant heard him.

“Are you talking to me, boy?”

“No sir, er sergeant.”

“Well, you come along with us and we will let the old man figure it out.”

Mr. Catton whispered to Victor. “He is taking you to his commanding officer, who was sometimes nicknamed the ‘old man.’”

“Oh,” Victor mumbled.

“No talking, boy,” the sergeant ordered. 

With soldiers in front of them and soldiers in back of them, Victor and Bette walked together along Taneytown Road. The landscape was littered with broken fences, shattered trees and, to Bette’s dismay, dozens of dead horses that were the innocent victims of a Confederate artillery barrage that had overshot its targets.

“I have researched the devastation of the battle, children,” Catton said to Victor and Bette. “But witnessing it is another thing all together. The enormity of it all. It is truly sobering,” he added. 

Victor nodded agreement with Mr. Catton. 

“Pick up your pace, girl,” the sergeant snapped at Bette who was trying as best as she could manage to keep up with the fast-paced men.

She appealed to his chauvinism. “Sir, I am merely a woman.”

Victor raised his eyebrows in disbelief. He couldn’t believe his ears. Bette Kromer said that? “Merely a woman.”

“Yeah, the Rebels have a lot of girly spies, I hear, sergeant,” the troublemaking soldier commented in response to Bette’s plea.

“I don’t care, miss, I will let the colonel decide about you two. Too bad so many of the trees are splintered by the shells. Might not be a good branch around to hang your from,” the sergeant added.

“You wouldn’t hang a woman, would you, sergeant?” Bette asked.

Suddenly, Victor was feeling abandoned by his classmate. She was appealing to their nineteenth century chauvinism.

“No, girl. I wouldn’t hang you, but the colonel, he might hang you.”

The group arrived in front of the headquarters tent of the 20th Maine. Victor was astounded. “Chamberlain,” he mumbled.

Bruce Catton chuckled. “Why, Victor, it’s your hero in the flesh. You should be honored to be hanged by a medal of honor winner.”

“That’s not funny, Mr. Catton,” Victor hissed.

Lieutenant Colonel Chamberlain was sitting in a chair, holding a mirror up and trimming his mustache with a pair of scissors. His wounded foot was propped up. The sergeant went ahead to talk to his commander.

“Begging the colonel’s pardon,” the sergeant began.

“What is it sergeant?”

“I found these two suspicious characters on the big rocky hill.”

“Big Round Top?”

“If that’s what they’s callin’ it, yes.”

“Who are they?” Chamberlain asked as he pointed his scissors at Victor and Bette.

“They might be spies, colonel.” He handed Chamberlain the Signal Corps glass.

Chamberlain took the glass and examined it. “Spies, really?” he said, wondering where they obtained the Signal Corps glass. “Bring them to me.”

Victor and Bette were brought front and center to the commander.

“Who are you?” Chamberlain asked.

Bette answered. “My name is Bette Bridges and this is my brother Victor. We fled from Mercersburg when the Rebels approached, and we took refuge here. We were watching the battle from Big Round Top.”

“And having a picnic as well, I suppose,” Chamberlain said. “Like those foolish civilians at Bull Run, driving out from Washington City to watch the battle like it was some kind of a game for spectators. Let me speak to your brother. Victor is it?” Chamberlain asked.

“Yes, sir.”

“Does your sister always speak for you?”

Victor blushed. “She has a mind of her own, sir.”

A slight smile of sympathy creased Chamberlain’s face and Victor wondered if Chamberlain had a sister. “Where did you get the spy glass, Victor.”

“Mrs. Weikert sir. Her farm is being used as a hospital. She gave the spyglass to me. She said it belonged to a dead Signal Corps man.”

“So let me get this straight. You two climbed Big Round Top to watch the battle?”

“Yes, sir,” Victor replied. “We were at the farm and heard all the commotion and we were curious.”

“Have you ever heard that curiosity killed the cat?”

“Yes, sir,” Victor admitted, remembering Mrs. Weikert’s same admonition.

Chamberlain thought a moment and said, “Is there anyone I know that can vouch for you?”

“Mrs. Weikert, colonel,” Victor said.

“I don’t know her,” Chamberlain replied.

Bette had an inspiration. “General Meade,” she said.

“General Meade? You know the commanding general?” Chamberlain said, totally surprised.

“Yes,” Bette said. “We gave him water the other day when Victor and I and our friend Tillie were giving water to parched soldiers.”

Chamberlain was skeptical. He turned to another officer who Victor recognized as Thomas Chamberlain, the colonel’s younger brother. “Thomas, bring me a wagon. I am going to take these two youngsters over to General Meade’s headquarters. I don’t think I can walk that far.”

Chamberlain took the reins while Victor and Bette sat in the wagon bed, guarded by two soldiers.

Chamberlain called back to them in a serious voice. “I hope for your sake that General Meade can identify you. If he cannot, I’m afraid it will be out of my hands.”

Bruce Catton appeared and took a seat next to Victor and Bette in the wagon bed. “What Chamberlain means is that if Meade can’t recognize you, they will probably hang you.”

Bette, not thinking, blurted out. “I hope General Meade is alive!”

“He is alive,” Chamberlain answered.

Chamberlain stopped the wagon in front of a wooden-frame house, which was pockmarked by shell fire. The front door was missing, the windows were shattered. Chamberlain hobbled down from the driver’s bench. A captain met him.

“Colonel Chamberlain, what can I do for you?”

“Is your father here, Captain Meade?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Is he available?”

“I will see, sir.”

The captain went into the shattered building and quickly returned. Behind him came the sad-faced, somber commander of the Army of the Potomac.

“What can I do for you, colonel?” General Meade inquired.

“Sir, I have two young civilians who may be spies, but the girl says she knows you.”

“Does she? Well, bring her to me.”

Chamberlain waved to the guards to bring Victor and Bette.

Meade took a look at Victor and Bette and declared, “I don’t know them, colonel.”

“I see,” Chamberlain replied, and was about to gesture to the guards to return the two students to the wagon when Bette shouted out, “General Meade, we were the young people handing out water to troops along Taneytown Road. There were three of us, but the other girl didn’t come with us today. She stayed at the farm to help with the wounded men.”

Meade’s face brightened to recognition. He smiled. “Yes,” Meade said. “I remember you and the other girl, handing out water to my soldiers. It is okay, colonel, I know them. I don’t believe spies would be giving our men cool water to drink.”

Chamberlain smiled as well and Meade addressed him. “I want to compliment you for your actions, yesterday, Chamberlain. You saved the line, sir, you saved the line.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“That will be all, colonel. I want to chat with these two youngsters if you don’t mind. George,” he said to his son, Captain George Gordon Meade Jr. “Pull up two chairs for my guests.” Meade offered Victor and Bette two folding chairs on which to sit. They sat down in front of the headquarters and Meade asked Bette, “Did you know we found a girl among the Rebel dead, miss?”

“No sir.”

“She was fighting with the Rebels in their charge. I mention this to warn you that even girls can be killed in war. You must be careful,” Meade said, in a fatherly tone. “Where are you two staying?”

Bette replied, “At the Weikerts’, sir, where we were giving soldiers water, general.”

“Well, perhaps you should be getting back before its dark. It will be dark soon.” As he spoke, the commanding general of the Army of the Potomac was busy writing out passes for Victor and Bette. When he had signed his name, he handed the passes to them.

“These are passes signed by me. If any of my men stop you, show the pass to them and they will let you pass. This will simplify things for you,” he said. “We had a glorious victory today, children, a glorious victory.”

“Yes, sir,” Victor agreed.

“Captain Meade will escort you safely back to the farm.”

Victor wanted to ask General Meade why he hadn’t counterattacked, for he had heard Bruce Catton’s opinion on Meade’s reluctance to take the offensive against Lee, preferring to let Lee leave Gettysburg unmolested. Of course, Meade had no way of knowing that Lee’s retreat would be made in inclement weather, conditions which would turn the dirt roads to mud and slow the egress of the Army of Northern Virginia. In sum, Victor realized that Meade had no way of knowing how crippled Lee was. Meade, who had only been commander of the Army of the Potomac for little more than a week, was not about to risk his army needlessly, even if Abraham Lincoln would be furious at him for not crushing the Rebel host.

Captain Meade arranged a wagon and a cavalry escort for Victor and Bette to safely return to the Weikert farm. He offered Victor the seat beside him on the bench of the wagon and started a conversation. 

“Where are you from, boy?” Captain Meade asked.

“Mercersburg, captain.”

“So, you really watched the Rebel charge?”

“Yes, from Big Round Top.”

“Yes, the big rocky hill,” Captain Meade said.

“We also saw the fight for Little Round Top yesterday.”

“You witnessed the bayonet charge?”

“Yes, sir.”

“I wish I had seen that. I was giving my father’s orders to General Sickles, but the man ignored them and nearly cost us the field. He lost his leg from his impetuousness. Tell me about the charge, boy.”

Victor spent the rest of the ride telling the son of the Commander of the Army of the Potomac about the mad dash of the 20th Maine. He was pretty talked out when Captain Meade pulled the buckboard up to the gate of the Weikert farm.

“Thank you, captain,” Bette said for both of the students.

The two travelers were stunned to see even more wounded soldiers than before. Men were lying out in the open everywhere, and were divided into three groups. The first group were men who were shot in the gut or the head—there was no hope for them. They were put in one area and left to die as peacefully as possible. Victor noticed that many of these men were twitching and suffering from convulsions. He stopped and watched one man have one seizure after another, flailing away like an epileptic having a grand mal seizure, before finally falling limp and expiring. 

But no one came to help him. Or the others in that group. There were other wounded men who could be saved. Help was concentrated on the men who had a chance to survive. Those others were placed in a second section of the farm and were administered to after the first group unless they went downhill fast and, as a consequence, were moved to the mortally wounded section of the farm. The third group was composed of the “walking wounded” who had not sustained life-threatening injuries. They were bandaged, or given a splint and crutches and moved on.

The sun was down but the full moon illuminated the farm and the face of a weary Tillie Pierce, who had spent the day with the patients. She wore an exhausted smile when she spotted Bette. Tillie wiped the blood from her hands and rushed over to Bette and hugged her.

“We heard you were captured,” Tillie said.

Victor wondered how in the world Tillie knew about that. So did Bette, for she asked Tillie, “Who told you that?”

“One of the boys from Maine,” Tillie replied. “He came by to be treated for a flesh wound. He was a rather talkative man who claimed he had caught two Rebel spies and then he described you both and I knew it was you. What happened?”

The obnoxious soldier, Victor realized.

Before Victor could stop Bette, his classmate related the whole story of Pickett’s Charge and their subsequent detention as espionage suspects before being reacquainted with General Meade. Bette had told Victor that pregnant gravedigger Elizabeth Thorn would name her future child Rose Meade Thorn, in honor of the commanding general, but at that moment he was worried that Bette might divulge that salient fact and somehow appear in Tillie Pierce’s memoir. 

Mrs. Weikert joined the trio and welcomed Victor and Bette back to the farm. “Where’s your telescope, Victor?” Mrs. Weikert asked.

“The soldiers confiscated it, Mrs. Weikert,” Victor replied.

“Well, that’s probably for the best. They say the battle is over and the Rebs are whipped,” she said. “But at a terrible cost. So many dead and wounded, so many,” she lamented and walked away.

Tillie explained. “It has been an awful day. We had to evacuate the farm and were not allowed to return to the farm until the guns were silent, only a few hours ago. As we approached the farm I couldn’t believe the awful sight. The number of wounded had tripled or more. The air was filled with moaning and groaning. Some men were even shrieking. It was terrible to hear. We were compelled to pick our steps in order that we might not tread on the prostrate bodies. When we entered the house, we found it also completely filled with the wounded. We hardly knew what to do or where to go. They, however, removed most of the wounded and made room for the family.

“We made ourselves useful by rendering our assistance to the heartrending state of affairs. Poor Mrs. Weikert went through the house and brought out all the muslin and linen she could spare. We tore these into bandages and gave them to the surgeons to bind up the soldiers’ wounds.

“By this time, amputating benches had been placed about the house. I guess I had become so numb to the sights and sounds that I could watch the operations without vomiting. Near the basement door, and directly under the window I was at, stood one of the amputating benches. I saw them lifting the poor men upon it, then the surgeons sawing and cutting off arms and legs, then again probing and picking bullets from the flesh. Some of the soldiers begged to be taken next. That is how bad they were suffering that they were anxious to lose a limb to end the pain.

“I saw surgeons put a cattle horn over the mouths of the wounded ones, after they were placed on the bench. Then came the chloroform which didn’t always work. Some men remained conscious. Follow me,” Tillie said and led Victor and Bette to the south of the house just outside the yard.” Even in the moonlight you can see the pile,” she said, pointing to a stack of limbs, which was higher than the fence. “Isn’t it ghastly?” she asked.

Bette responded by vomiting on the spot.

“Such cruel butchery,” Tillie added.

Tears streamed down Bette’s cheeks.

Cry, Bette, Victor thought. Go ahead and cry.

Tillie left Victor and Bette to contemplate the horror at the farm. “I’m off to bed,” she added.

Bette wiped her tears away and said to Victor, “That was in her memoir, Victor.”

“What was?”

“What Tillie just told us. Some of it was verbatim from her memoir, I’d swear to it. She wrote the reminiscence decades later, but she remembered all the details.”

“That’s amazing,” Victor replied.

They stood there stone-faced staring at the pile of severed limbs before, Bette finally said, “I need some sleep.”

It had been an exhausting day, Victor thought as he trudged into the house after Bette and went upstairs to bed. He would have no trouble falling asleep, he assured himself. Even if there were no sheets left on the bed, he wouldn’t have trouble falling asleep.

And he didn’t.


Chapter 11

Minerva was in her hotel room at a few minutes past one when the rolling thunder began: the cannonade from Seminary Ridge. The deafening noise reminded her of the clamorous sounds of a heavy Florida thunderstorm, but the subsequent vibrations from the artillery knocked the porcelain ewer from its perch beside the water bowl in her hotel room and the pitcher cracked when it met the floor. Had the artillery caused an earthquake? Minerva wondered. She ran to the window. Smoke was billowing to the south. She saw a flash from a cannon’s barrel on Cemetery Hill and deduced that an artillery exchange was underway. Mr. Greene, on crutches, hobbled into her room.

“It’s started, Minerva!” he exclaimed, excited as a little boy at his birthday party.

“What has, Mr. Greene?”

“The prelude to Pickett’s Charge, the bombardment.”

“Oh,” Minerva said. She was annoyed that gray smoke obscured her view. She was finally interested in witnessing what was happening. At that moment of her irritation, into the room floated another irritant, the ghost of Shelby Foote. The dead historian was smiling and clapping his ghostly hands excitedly.

“You are going to miss it!” Foote warned. “You are going to miss Pickett’s Charge if you stay in your hotel room! It is the chance of a lifetime.”

“It is safer here,” Minerva reasoned, declining Foote’s invitation.

“Minerva’s right, Shelby,” Mr. Greene agreed.

Shelby Foote shook his head in disbelief. “Nathan, are you going to let a little flesh wound and a pair of crutches slow you down? I am talking about the greatest infantry charge in history. And you call yourself a historian, pshaw!”

“I never called myself a historian, Shelby,” Mr. Greene replied. “I call myself a history teacher, Shelby, I do not presume to be a historian.”

“Shucks, Nathan, it is only semantics. You could be a historian if you ever decided to publish. I know that you can’t write anything for publication or they will cancel your passport to the past so to speak. But this is the experience of a lifetime, my boy. This is Pickett’s Charge. Isn’t it worth a modicum of risk?”

“That’s easy for you to say, Mr. Foote,” Minerva interjected, fearful that her teacher might fall under the spell of the Confederate Circe. “A modicum of risk? Mr. Greene came close to being killed yesterday. He’s lucky he still has his leg, and he wouldn’t if he didn’t have an abscess and had to bring along antibiotics. It’s easy for you to say. You are dead already. Neither of us is in any hurry to join you and Mr. Catton on the other side.”

The spirit of Shelby Foote was offended at Minerva’s remarks.

“Suit yourself then,” the ghost grumbled, and floated out of the room in the direction of Seminary Ridge. Minerva watched him fly down Chambersburg Street toward the Lutheran Theological Seminary. Then suddenly, Shelby Foote, returned to the hotel room.

“You didn’t tell her, Nathan?”

“No,” Mr. Greene blushed.

“Didn’t tell me what?” Minerva demanded to know.

Foote smiled. “Your teacher does not have an abscess tooth. He carried the antibiotics for you kids in case anyone got an infection.”

Minerva was horrified. Mr. Greene broke his own rules. Just like when he brought along aspirin to colonial Philadelphia. She stared at her teacher in disbelief, her face registering betrayal. She managed to mutter, “Why?”

“I didn’t have to worry about aspirin,” Mr. Greene replied. “It was available in 1863, but I was concerned that one of you might get an infection. I can’t have my students dying, Minerva, even if I have tenure,” he said trying to lighten the mood. 

Minerva said nothing, her face indicating that she required more information.

“As it turns out, I only saved myself, or more precisely, my leg,” Mr. Greene added. “Ironic, really.”

“So you didn’t have an abscess?”

Mr. Greene waffled. “Well, I did, but the pills are what was left of my prescription. The tooth healed a week ago. I’m sorry I didn’t tell you, Minerva.”

Minerva huffed and walked away from the ghost and her teacher.

“She’s pretty steamed up, Nathan,” the ghost observed.

“You think so, Shelby?” Mr. Greene replied sarcastically. “You’ve been a great help, you really have.”

“Well, you pissed me off, Nathan. Sitting on your butt and ignoring Pickett’s Charge,” Shelby Foote complained.

Minerva turned and snapped at the two souls. “Stop arguing, you two are giving me a headache.”

Suddenly Minerva wanted to be somewhere else. Anywhere else. She remembered Julia Culp. Julia could use her help. She needed be useful and get away from the squabbling men. Right now she wanted to get away from Mr. Greene. He was just another adult who had failed her. Mr. Greene had fallen from the pedestal Minerva had built for him. Right now, she would clear her mind by helping Julia. She sensed it was going to be a busy afternoon.

From what she had read about Pickett’s Charge, Minerva recalled that the casualties were staggering. Every nurse would be needed this day, July 3rd, 1863.

“I’m going down to the courthouse, Mr. Greene,” she said over her shoulder as she walked out of the hotel room. Mr. Greene was too busy bickering with the ghost to hear Minerva. Finally, an enormous cannonade ended the quarrel between the teacher and the ghost.

Mr. Greene stuck his head out the window. He ducked his head back in a moment and said to Shelby Foote, “Where’s Minerva?”

“Beats me,” the ghost replied. “I’ll see you later in the afternoon, Nathan,” the ghost of Shelby Foote declared before floating off to join the assembling Confederates on the wood line of Seminary Ridge.

*

At the courthouse Minerva found Julia Culp tending to a patient. She donned an apron, washed her hands over a washbowl and went over to assist Julia. 

“Sorry I’m late. I was looking after my uncle.”

Julia smiled slightly. She looked up from the patient whose arm she was bandaging and said, “Ginnie Wade is dead.”

“Who?” Minerva asked.

“Virginia Wade, a gal of twenty or so,” Julia said. “Everyone knew her as Ginnie, with a ‘G,” not Virginia. She was betrothed to Jack Skelly, Daniel Skelly’s older brother. She was baking bread with her mother when a Rebel bullet killed her in her kitchen. Imagine, she was kneading bread on a bread board and she was hit by a Rebel bullet. I heard she died instantly.”

“That’s terrible,” Minerva said, wondering why Julia said “Ginnie” not “Jennie” Wade. After all, Victor told Minerva that he had gone to the Jennie Wade House in Gettysburg, Maybe Victor mixed up the names.

“I never liked her,” Julia went on. “She was kind of stuck on herself, what with her fancy braided hair and all, but I wouldn’t wish her dead, that’s for sure. Mrs. Wade must be devastated, and her looking after Georgia’s baby and all. And what with Mr. Wade in the nut house and all. Drank too much they say,” Julia gossiped.

Minerva sensed Julia knew the whole Wade family. She just nodded. Minerva realized Julia hadn’t received the news about her brother Wesley. She was not about to let that black cat out of the bag. Julia was much too chipper.

Julia smiled. “I have to tell you this or I will burst, simply burst Minerva,” she whispered. “Let’s go out for some air, I don’t want any townspeople hearing.”

Minerva, curious, followed the sixteen-year-old Julia Culp outside. The two girls waited for a lull in the cannonades before attempting to talk. When a respite came, Julia gave Minerva a bear hug and whispered in her ear. “I saw my brother last night.”

“Wesley?” Minerva said aloud.

“Shhh, don’t say his name, Minerva. I live with my aunt on York Street. He got a two-hour pass from his sergeant last night and came to see us—me, my big sister Anna, and Aunt Polly. I cried and cried I was so happy,” Julia said, smiling. She hugged Minerva again. “I don’t care if he is a Rebel, or that people think he’s a traitor, he’s my brother. And blood is thicker than war,” she added.

Minerva had heard that “blood was thicker than water,” but never that blood was thicker than war, but she forgave Julia’s malaprop, happy that Julia had a chance to see her brother, because Minerva knew at that moment Wesley Culp’s body was lying out on Julia’s uncle’s hill. Mr. Greene had told his students the whole tragic story of Wesley and Julia, but he hadn’t said that they met the evening before Wesley died. Truth, Minerva thought, truly was stranger than fiction. Suddenly, Minerva felt guilty about the way she had interacted with Mr. Greene. She tried to look at the situation from his point of view. He was en loco parentis: he was acting in place of their parents. He had to safeguard his students. She wondered what other little tricks Mr. Greene had up his sleeve, what other things he hadn’t told them. She decided to forgive him and she was pleased with herself. She looked at the smiling Miss Culp. She was glad Julia had seen her brother before he died.

“I am happy for you, Julia,” Minerva shouted as cannons resumed their chorus.

“Thank you, Minerva,” Julia yelled back over the din and motioned that they should return to help out in the courthouse.

Back inside, a thought came to Minerva. Since they were behind the Confederate lines, the casualties they would see today would be predominantly Rebels. Having traveled in time from a modern United States of America, Minerva saw no difference between the Federal or Confederate soldiers—they were all Americans to her.

As Julia and Minerva awaited what they both expected would soon be an onslaught of wounded soldiers, they spent their time cutting bed sheets into strips and rolling the strips into bandages for the wounded. Minerva wondered how long it would be before the hotel stripped the sheets from its beds and contributed the sheets to the war effort.

About four thirty p.m. Minerva and Julia took a break from their routine and walked outside. Something was different, Minerva thought, listening. There was silence. Had the fighting ended?

“Listen, Julia, what do you hear?”

Julia concentrated. “Nothing. No cannons, no muskets. Do you suppose it is over?”

“I think so,” Minerva said. “I hope so.”

“So do I.”

Men in butternut uniforms began appearing in the Diamond. Had the Confederates given up? Minerva wondered. Defeat was etched on their faces. There was no bragging of “whipping the damn Yankees” or “killing some Federals before dinner.” These men appeared beaten. Their silence spoke volumes, for Minerva knew that Pickett’s Charge had failed.

But she didn’t know if the battle was truly over, and she wished that Mr. Greene was present to sort it all out. Or even that poltergeist, Mr. Foote. She thought about the dead historian and suddenly he appeared, as if she had rubbed a genie’s magic lamp with her thought.

“Yes, Minerva? You have a question?” Shelby Foote said. “I heard your thought and came to answer your question.

“Is it over Mr. Foote?” Minerva asked, forgetting for a moment the presence of Julia Culp.

“What did you say, Minerva?” Julia asked.

Minerva blushed and then replied to Julia. “I asked if it was over.”

“But why did you say, ‘my foot’?” Julia asked.

“Ah…that means I’m not sure. It’s just a dumb expression I use when I don’t really believe something to be true, I say ‘my foot.’” She smiled, hoping that the addition of the gesture of lifting her foot might put credence to her mendacity.

“That’s rather odd, Minerva.” Julia commented.

Minerva thought quickly, realizing her lie needed a bit more detail. She replied, “My grandmother used to say that.”

“Used to?”

“Yes, she’s dead,” Minerva replied, truthfully, unable to tell the Civil War teenager that, actually, her grandmother hadn’t even been born yet. But then her grandmother hadn’t been born and was also dead. Time travel could be confusing sometimes, she thought.

“I’m sorry for your loss,” Julia said.

“Nana was a wonderful lady,” Minerva answered honestly, and the thought of her beloved grandmother caused a tear to trickle down her face.

Julia gave Minerva a hug. Minerva felt guilty. She didn’t like to lie, but she couldn’t tell her new friend that she was a time traveler. Heck, H.G. Wells wouldn’t even write The Time Machine until 1895. And this was only 1863! She realized she had a strange habit of looking at copyright dates on books and committing them to memory just like Victor did with his silly baseball averages. She thought she remembered more important things than Victor Bridges ever did, and then she scowled as she envisioned Victor kissing the double-crossing Bette Kromer.

“Why are you frowning, Minerva?”

“I was thinking about a boy.”

“A boy? Really? Do tell,” Julia said, but just as Julia was about to interrogate Minerva about her nonexistent love life, a surgeon walked out of the courthouse and called the girls back to duty. More wounded were arriving.

“I heard they are using the Seminary as a hospital,” Julia said as they walked into the courthouses. “Churches, too. The wounded are everywhere. Must be hundreds,” Julia said.

“I think there may be thousands,” Minerva ventured, knowing that the count would exceed twenty thousand casualties. Then she remembered that Sarah Broadhead became a volunteer nurse at the Seminary, and Minerva decided that she would report to the Seminary the next day. She really wanted to meet the lady who kept the day-by-day diary.

For the next few hours Minerva worked alongside Julia, rolling bandages and dispensing cool water to the wounded men. She became numb to the shrieking sounds from the patients undergoing amputations, and despondent at all the suffering that she witnessed. As dusk approached, kerosene lamps were lit and the surgeons continued to ply their gruesome trade, reminding Minerva why doctors earned the sobriquet “sawbones.”

As she and Julia took a break from the horror and stood outside in the twilight, two women approached.

“Hello, Anna, Aunt Polly,” Julia called to them. “What are you doing here at the courthouse?”

Minerva stood silent as Julia’s older sister and aunt approached. She saw their sad faces, their forlorn gazes. The younger of the two women, Anna Culp, said to her sister, sorrowfully, “Wesley is gone, Julia.”

As if hit in her solar plexus by a sledgehammer by the news of her brother’s fate, Julia crumpled to the ground like a rag doll, hitting the earth before Minerva could react. Anna bent down and lifted her limp sister to an upright position, holding her to prevent a repeat of her little sister’s fainting. Julia began to sob.

“Wesley! Wesley, darling Wesley!” she cried and buried her head into her older sister’s bosom.

“Shhh, Julia, baby, I am here,” Anna said, trying to sooth her sister. Instead, she began to cry as well.

But it wasn’t like any crying that Minerva had ever heard. The sound was something primeval. It was a wailing, hopeless, anguished cry to the heavens. Minerva had never heard such a pitiful sound, not even from the wounded and dying men in the courthouse. Feeling an overwhelming empathy for Julia, Minerva began to cry as well. “Oh, Julia, I am so sorry,” she sobbed.

Anna smiled at Minerva. “You must be Julia’s friend, Minerva,” she sniffed. “I am sorry we have to meet like this.”

Julia asked Anna meekly, “Was he killed by the cannons?”

“No, darling,” The dry-eyed Aunt Polly said. “He was killed this morning on Uncle Henry’s hill.”

Culp’s Hill, Minerva realized. Of course the Culp’s would refer to it as Uncle Henry’s hill, not Culp’s Hill.

“That is too awful, does Uncle Henry know?” Julia asked. 

“No, darling, Uncle Henry left town before the Rebels arrived,” Aunt Polly replied.

“We must retrieve his body, Aunt Polly. We must.”

“Not tonight, dear,” Aunt Polly said. “It is much too dangerous. You come on along with us now, hear? Say goodnight to your friend.”

Julia turned to Minerva and Minerva thrust out her arms to give her friend a comforting hug. No words were exchanged, just glances of understanding, and a comforting embrace. Minerva felt Julia’s pain. 

She watched in silence as Anna Culp and Aunt Polly walked the younger girl back to their home on York Street. Minerva turned to return to the courthouse and then stopped. She decided she had seen enough of war for one day. Instead of entering the courthouse, she walked on to the Gettysburg Hotel, thankful to find the kerosene lamp lit in her hotel room. 

She pulled her pamphlet from her dress pocket and began to read the entry for July 4th, remembering as Scarlett O’Hara used to say, “Tomorrow is another day.”

Diary of Sarah Broadhead

July 4, 1863

This morning, about 6 o’clock, I heard a great noise in the street, and going to the door I saw a Rebel officer on horseback hallooing to some soldiers on foot, to “Hurry up, the Yankees have possession of the town and all would be captured.” I looked up the street and saw our men in the public square, and it was a joyful sight, for I knew we were now safe. Soon after, the Rebels sent in a flag of truce, but what was communicated we did not know, and, in consequence, the people were more scared than ever, the report spreading that it was to give notice to remove the women and children before shelling the town. As soon as the flag of truce had gone, our sharpshooters were pushed out to this side of town, and were all around us. We were between two fires, and were kept close prisoners all day, not daring to either go out, or even look out the windows, on account of the bullets fired at every moving object. The people of other parts of town could go where they pleased. It has been a dreadfully long day. We know, however, that the Rebels are retreating, and that our army has been victorious. I was anxious to help care for the wounded, but the day is ended and all is quiet, and for the first time in a week I shall go to bed, feeling safe.


Chapter 12

Isaac Weikert shook the sleeping Victor hard enough to wake him. He announced the joyful news, “The Rebels have gone! Get up, Victor! The Rebels have gone! The Rebels left Gettysburg. The town is ours again! Get up!”

Groggily, Victor turned over and put a pillow over his head to block the noise, irritated at the younger boy for interrupting an interesting dream in progress in which he was courting both Bette Kromer and Minerva Messinger and was so befuddled that he couldn’t make his mind up on which girl was right for him. In his dream, he had just kissed Bette and was puckering up to smooch with Minerva when Isaac intervened.

“C’mon, Victor. Mom said breakfast is ready,” the Weikert teen persisted.

Victor mumbled an epithet under his breath at Isaac, but grumpily arose and dressed for the day. After he descended the stairs from the second floor, Victor cautiously made his way to the kitchen, gingerly stepping over an array of wounded men scattered about the floor. He swore to himself that there were even more men than he had counted the previous evening. 

The ever-cheery Mrs. Weikert welcomed her tardy house guest. Victor admired her countenance. Her pleasant home had been invaded by the Union army, the serenity of the house overturned, and yet she willingly assisted one and all, like some 19th century Mother Teresa, he thought.

“I saved you two eggs from the coop, Victor,” Mrs. Weikert said by way of greeting. “Sit yourself down and have a slice of bread or two while I fry your eggs. Over easy?”

“Yes, ma’am. Where is Bette?”

“She and Tillie are helping out with the wounded in the barn, boy. You can join them after I feed you, “Mrs. Weikert said as she peered out a kitchen window. “Looks like rain. Feels like it, too,” she said. “My old joints are aching.”

Victor remembered Professor Jacob’s weather journal. The Pennsylvania College instructor recorded rain on the 4th of July. The rain, Victor realized, would slow the Confederate retreat over South Mountain. That was another reason that Meade’s reluctance to attack the wounded Confederate army confused Victor. Could a more aggressive Meade have forced Lee to surrender or would an attack and possible defeat reverse the tide of Gettysburg? He wondered if the Civil War might have been over sooner if Meade had had access to the Weather Channel.

The ghost of Bruce Catton sat down beside Victor and answered his thought. “There was no Doppler radar during the Civil War, Victor,” he said. “Meade will chase Lee to the Potomac River, the Federals will destroy Lee’s pontoon bridge across the Potomac at Falling Waters, but Lee’s engineers will hastily erect another bridge for the Confederates and they will escape into Virginia and continue the war. Meade’s men will follow, but when they arrive at Lee’s location Meade realizes that the old gray fox has dug an impregnable defensive position, inviting the Federals to duplicate the folly of Pickett’s Charge. Lincoln will be angry at his commander and will write Meade a letter, but the president will never send the epistle, preferring to place it in his desk at the White House instead. U.S. Grant will eventually defeat Lee after a battle of attrition in Virginia.”

“That’s interesting,” Victor said to the ghost.

“What is interesting, Victor?” Mrs. Weikert asked. “That it is going to rain today?”

Oops, Victor thought, annoyed at himself for his lapse of tongue which led his words to the dead historian to leave his mouth. “Ah yeah, Mrs. Weikert. It is interesting that it is going to rain,” he lied, feeling rather guilty for having to lie to a sweet soul like Mrs. Weikert.

Mrs. Weikert laughed. “You are an odd boy, Victor Bridges,” she said. “You should be a farmer if you find rain so interesting.”

Victor shrugged and took a bite of bread slathered in apple butter. He had come to love apple butter. Satisfied at seeing a boy gobbling away at her table, a smiling Mrs. Weikert said no more and quietly scooped the fried eggs from her skillet with her metal spatula and placed them on Victor’s plate.

“Thank you, ma’am,” Victor said, remembering his manners. He was delighted when the farmer’s wife added a slab of ham to his plate. One thing about the 19th century, Victor thought, the food was all organic. And it was tasty. But then, he soberly thought, there wasn’t much else that the 19th century could brag about. It smelled for one thing, even to a boy who was accustomed to stinky boys’ locker rooms, and the smell was only going to get worse as the dead bodies on the battlefield decomposed under the stifling summer sun. The smell around the farm was changing as well, although Victor’s nose had adjusted to the usual barnyard odors. But the coppery stench of blood and death about the grounds lingered in the air, and as he walked outside after his late breakfast, dark clouds were gathering and surgeons were erecting makeshift canvass lean-tos to cover their amputating benches so that the doctors could remain dry as they separated the mangled and gangrenous limbs from their chloroformed clients. The rain began to fall and the drops pelted the wounded men out in the open. As the drizzle advanced to a downpour, Victor ran for cover in the barn and witnessed a scene that might have been out of Dante: tortured souls crying out in agony. Bette and Tillie were going from wounded man to wounded man dispensing water to the patients. He marveled how his classmate stoically kept her eyes from watering. The nurses stressed that they wanted no crying girls making things worse for the men. Girls had to smile and be sweet, the nurses ordered. They had to be cheerful. If they had to cry they were to leave the barn to do it.

Victor stayed just inside the entrance to the barn, out of the rain. He felt sorry for the poor men with no cover, but at the same time he wondered if somehow God wasn’t crying for all the dead and wounded. Were God’s tears washing away the blood? He found a teardrop crawling down his own cheek and wiped it away, taking a deep breath to regain control of his emotions. It was one thing to read about the Battle of Gettysburg in a book, Victor thought, but to actually witness it was quite another. Once again he concluded that events he had witnessed were vignettes he would remember for the rest of his life. Just like Tillie Pierce and Daniel Skelly recorded in their reminiscences.

As he stood there thinking and absently looking at the falling rain, Bette came up and pulled on his shirt sleeve.

“Hey, are you alright, Victor?”

He turned to his classmate and his saddened face was his answer.

Bette embraced him in a hug. He hugged her back and then broke the embrace, his masculine pride asserting itself.

“Let’s go back to town, Victor,” Bette suggested. “We should check on Minerva and Mr. Greene. As soon as the rain lets up a bit.”

“Is that what you think we should do?” Victor asked.

“Yes, we have General Meade’s passes, we can safely return to the hotel. I’m worried about them.”

Victor wasn’t. He assumed that Minerva had spent the last three days holed up in her cushy, by comparison, hotel room. But he wondered if Mr. Greene had been able to see Pickett’s Charge. Perhaps he had watched it unfold from the roof of the Fahnestock Building.

As the rain finally subsided, Bette and Victor returned to the farmhouse and prepared to leave to return to the Gettysburg Hotel. Then they went into the kitchen to say their goodbyes and their thanks to Mrs. Weikert.

As usual Mrs. Weikert attempted to dissuade them from their impetuousness, but to no avail.

Bette attempted to explain their predicament to their gracious host. “Mrs. Weikert, our uncle and our cousin remained in Gettysburg and I know they must be worried about us, having been gone for three days as we have.”

The old lady smiled at Bette. “Well, now child, you never told me about your uncle being in town. Why ever did you leave in the first place?”

Victor intervened. “It’s my fault, Mrs. Weikert. I talked Bette into going with me. Our uncle was furious at us, of course.”

Bette picked up on Victor’s lie and added some mendacious embellishment. “Yes, Mrs. Weikert. I just hope he will forgive us,” she said.

Mrs. Weikert smiled, knowingly. “I do declare, I don’t know when I have met such little rascals as you two who bend the truth as easily as I can bend a willow switch, and I’ve had more than my share of children. Have either of you told the truth even once during the time you have been here?”

Both Victor and Bette blushed in response.

“I thought so,” Mrs. Weikert said. But her smile got even bigger. “Rascals, ha. But it doesn’t matter. All children lie. It gets them ready to be adults,” she laughed. “The only difference is that lies get bigger when we are adults. Now you both give me a hug and go on your way, but be careful. There may still be some Rebels out there somewhere.” 

As a last gesture, Mrs. Weikert gave them one of her numerous umbrellas, a red bandana and a blue bandana, and a bottle of peppermint oil, with an admonition and an explanation: “You put a dab of that oil above your top lip and cover your face with a bandana if the smell gets too bad. There are bound to be some rotting bodies between here and town. The stink may be something awful.”

After their hugs, Bette and Victor started off down Taneytown Road in the direction of the Baltimore Pike and town. But suddenly, Victor stopped and turned around.

“Hey, Bette, let’s go by way of the Round Tops. I want to see what the battlefield looks like today.”

“Alright,” Bette agreed.

“Mrs. Weikert is really a smart old woman, isn’t she?”

“She is very perceptive, Victor,” Bette replied. “She saw through my ruse in dressing as a boy easily enough, but we didn’t fool her about anything. She had us pegged for liars from the get go, but it didn’t matter. She’s a mother. We weren’t the first kids to lie to her. She knew all along that we were full of it, but she didn’t let on. She’s a wise old bird.”

“My grandmother is like that,” Victor said. “When I was little and told lies I think it really amused her. Little kids lie.”

“So do adults,” Bette said.

“And teenagers, too, Miss Kardashian,” Victor added and they both laughed.

They walked through the gap that separated Big Round Top from Little Round Top.

“Oh, Victor! Look at them all!”

Victor was speechless. The Valley of Death earned its nickname at the Battle of Gettysburg. The ground between Little Round Top and Devil’s Den was littered with decomposing bodies. Victor detected an odor, but the smell was not as overwhelming as he had feared. Perhaps the rain had slowed the corpses’ decomposition. While vultures flew over the area, one buzzard was already at work, feasting on a body in a butternut uniform while a runaway pig was nibbling on a dead boy in blue. Victor ran at the swine to scare it away, shouting at the animal while Bette shooed the buzzard away from the dead Confederate.

“Maybe this wasn’t the way to go,” Victor said in an understatement.

“I think we probably would have seen the same things any way we chose,” Bette said, realistically.

As they approached the rock formation of Devil’s Den, a lieutenant and three Union soldiers appeared and told them to halt.

“Where are you two headed?” the lieutenant asked.

Victor produced his pass from General Meade.

The lieutenant looked at the pass and shook his head in disbelief, but said, “You may pass, but be careful there still may be Rebs out there.”

“We will be careful, lieutenant,” Bette assured him.

They walked out to the Emmitsburg Road where the scenes of carnage and devastation dwarfed the death and desolation of the Valley of Death. The immensity of the slaughter took Victor’s breath away. Among the hundreds of dead men were dozens of dead horses, innocent victims of the brutality. Victor and Bette stood silently side-by-side for a moment, mesmerized at the landscape. Knapsacks and haversacks were strewn about the ground. Pistols, rifles and sabers were strewn about. This was the aftermath of Pickett’s Charge.

Bette was the first to notice. “The stench, give me the peppermint oil, Victor.” She placed a drop on her upper lip and donned her blue bandana. “That’s better,” she said in a muffled voice.

Victor put a dab of the peppermint oil on his finger and ran it across his upper lip. Then he added the red bandana, wondering if he resembled a stagecoach robber.

They walked slowly and carefully around and through the fallen, and made their way to the tree line on Seminary Ridge, not realizing that they were going in the wrong direction from the town and in the direction of the Lutheran Theological Seminary. Before they got their bearings, they had inadvertently come upon a Confederate rear guard detachment, which was covering the Confederate withdrawal. Unfortunately, Victor’s knowledge of the battle ended with July 3rd and he was unaware that the Army of Northern Virginia left troops on Seminary Ridge on the morning of July 4th to protect Lee’s retreat from Gettysburg. It was these troops that Victor and Bette chanced upon. Again, they were told to halt, but this time the command was accompanied by pointed bayonets.

“Remove your masks,” a Confederate captain said. “Let’s see some identification.”

Before Victor could stop her, Bette produced her pass from General Meade.

The captain smiled and looked at Victor. “Do you have one of these too, boy?” he asked.

Victor winced and turned Meade’s pass over to the Confederate captain.

“You can be on your way, miss,” the captain said. He turned to Victor. “Boy, you are staying with us.”

Bette protested. “I can’t leave my brother, captain.”

The captain replied. “I’m afraid you must, miss. We don’t take female prisoners. Except, of course, darkies. Are you a colored gal?”

“No,” Bette replied.

“Then you are free to go. Your brother, however, is our prisoner.”

“Prisoner?” Victor asked. “I’m a refugee.”

“Uh huh, and I’m Jeff Davis,” the captain commented. “For all I know you may be one of Meade’s spies.”

“My brother is no spy!” Bette cried.

The captain turned to an enlisted man. “Sergeant, please escort the girl back into town under a white flag. Take her as far as the first Federal you see and hand her off to him. She can be his problem then.”

Something came over Bette and she kicked the captain in the shin.

“She’s a little wildcat, captain!” One of the soldiers laughed. He grabbed Bette and held her hands behind her back. She continued to kick away at the captain but only connected with air.

The captain laughed, but he rubbed his leg. “Sergeant, you best tie the lady’s hands for your own safety,” he said. The other soldiers roared with laughter.

Victor could see that his classmate was fuming. But the ultimate indignity was when the rebels took her bandana and converted it into a gag. 

Victor watched as Bette, gagged, hands tied in front of her, was taken by an arm and marched away from him toward the east and down the Chambersburg Pike toward Gettysburg. Victor was placed in the bed of a covered Conestoga wagon and sat next to a muscular African-American man who appeared to be in his thirties. Beside the man sat a beautiful woman whom Victor assumed was the man’s wife. Next to her, were two small, wide-eyed children, a boy and a girl, who appeared frightened by their surroundings. Their little faces expressed hopelessness, Victor thought. 

The wagon headed west toward Chambersburg, Victor guessed. He was wrong. They were headed to Fairfield. In retreat, the Confederates split their forces. Some of the units went through Cashtown over to the western side of South Mountain, while others marched through Fairfield on the eastern side of the mountain, heading for the Monterey Pass, which would lead them to the western side of the mountain and a rendezvous with the rest of the Army of Northern Virginia at Williamsport, Maryland.

“You a spy, boy?” the black man asked Victor. 

“No, sir.”

“Don’t need to call me sir, boy. Name’s John Quincy Adams. Most white folks call me Quincy. Took that name when I got my freedom fifteen years ago, a week after that good man died. This is my wife Sarah and our two children, Gabriel and Rebecca. We are Bible-reading people. But the pharaoh has us now, that’s for sure.”

John Quincy Adams. Victor thought of the man’s name. He remembered how angry dead historian Henry Adams had been after their trip to Philadelphia unseated John Adams as the second president. Henry threw such a fuss, they had to return and correct that butterfly effect, and all because Victor had given Thomas Jefferson’s address to Peggy Shippen. How could he foresee that Peggy would wind up marrying Jefferson instead of Benedict Arnold? As a consequence of that chance meeting between Tom and Peggy, the bachelor Benedict, hero of the Battle of Saratoga, never betrayed Washington because he had no nagging wife to push him to sell out his country. John Quincy Adams was Henry Adams’ grandfather, the sixth president of the United States and an abolitionist member of the House of Representatives for seventeen years after leaving the White House. Victor thought it great that the former slave named himself after such a beacon of liberty.

“My name is Victor Bridges,” Victor replied to John Quincy Adams. “I’m from Mercersburg. People call me Victor, Quincy.”

“We’s from Caledonia, Victor. I was workin’ for Mr. Stevens out at his iron works until Jubal Early and his soldiers destroyed it.”

Stevens? Victor wondered, ”Is that Thaddeus Stevens?”

“Yes, do you know him?”

“No, I don’t, Quincy. Where are they taking us?”

“Over the mountain, by way of the Fairfield and Monterey Pass, I expect,” Quincy replied. “I am a freeman and so are my wife and my children. But the Rebs are sending us into slavery. You, they probably are fixing to hang, Victor.”

Victor shuddered at the thought. He felt his neck muscles tense up. They might hang him? Really? Mr. Greene had mentioned that during the Gettysburg campaign the Army of Northern Virginia captured free blacks as well as runaway slaves and sent both freemen and runaways south into slavery. These poor people in the wagon beside him had been working for the great abolitionist, Congressman Thaddeus Stevens of Pennsylvania who Victor envisioned as the actor Tommy Lee Jones who played the part of Thaddeus Stevens in the Stephen Spielberg movie Lincoln. Victor felt pity for the poor souls headed for slavery. He also felt nervous for himself.

They had traveled southwest on the Fairfield Road for two hours when John Quincy Adams and his family curled up together in the bed of the wagon and went to sleep. At the moment when they were all asleep, Shelby Foote made an appearance sitting on the end of the wagon gate.

A grateful Victor smiled when he saw the ghost, but Shelby Foote cautioned him to whisper so as not to alarm the corporal driving the wagon.

“Looks like you got yourself in quite a pickle, Victor,” Shelby said.

“Yes, Mr, Foote,” Victor said softly. “Would you float into Gettysburg and tell Mr. Greene about my predicament.”

“I’d be glad to, Victor,” Shelby Foote replied and floated off to Gettysburg. 

*

After a short while the ghost came upon Bette, who was accompanied by a Confederate sergeant under a white flag, walking along the Chambersburg Pike.

“Hello, Bette,” Foote said, smiling.

Bette worked her gag loose with her tongue. “Mr. Foote!” Bette said through her gag.

The sergeant stopped and looked at Bette. “What did you do to your foot, miss?”

“Oh it’s okay, I guess,” she mumbled. “I thought I twisted my ankle.” 

“Just think your thoughts as conversation, Bette. It is safer for you.” 

Alright, Mr. Foote, Bette thought.

She really had no choice as the sergeant tightened her gag to silent mode.

“See, we can do that. Victor is headed west in a covered wagon. He asked me to tell Mr. Greene. If you don’t mind, I will just float along with you.”

Bette thought, making the images in her mind. Mr. Foote, I can’t believe the death and destruction. This is all so sad.

“It is,” Foote replied. “I wrote in one of my books: ‘The Civil War defined us as what we are and it opened us to being what we became, good and bad things… It was the crossroads of our being, and it was a hell of a crossroads. Well, Bette, Gettysburg was literally the crossroads town. This was hell at that crossroads.” 

Under protection of the white flag, they came to a Federal barricade on Chambersburg Street.

“Whatcha want, Johnny Reb?” a Federal sentry asked.

“Well, Yank, this little hellcat has a pass signed by General Meade. We don’t want her. We figure she’s your problem.” He handed the Union corporal Meade’s pass.

Bette was irritated when the Union soldier smiled in response. The corporal looked at the pass and said, “Well, it looks alright, will you untie her and remove her gag?”

“I’ll leave that to you, Yank, if you don’t mind. She already kicked my captain. I’m afraid she might bite me.”

Two other Federal soldiers chuckled. Bette was simmering at being the object of ridicule among a bunch of men, boys really, she thought, looking at the peach fuzz on the young faces. She wanted to kick the Confederate in a spot that he’d always remember her.

The Confederate, holding his white flag high, turned and literally ran away from Bette.

“Looks like you scared that Reb, pretty good, miss,” the corporal said as he untied her hands. She removed her gag herself. Expletives were forming in her mind. She was afraid that she might unload a string of F-bombs, but into her mind came the kindly face of her grandmother, waving a finger, shaking her head in disapproval, and admonishing her to, “count to ten before you speak.” She made it to seven, but by that time the expletives had vanished from the tip of her tongue and once more she could feign 19th century femininity.

“Thank you, corporal. My uncle is waiting for me at the Gettysburg Hotel. I shall be fine from here on.”

“Did you really kick a Confederate captain?” asked the corporal, a big grin on his face.

“Yes,” Bette replied. “And I would have shot him had I a gun.”

“Huzzah!” one of the Union soldiers shouted. It was followed by more of the same.

Bette felt strangely patriotic; she was pleased by their response. She smiled and curtsied to the boys. They in turn bowed to her. She liked the attention. Narcissistic nymph, she told herself. You are acting like Minerva.

The corporal assigned two privates as her honor guard to escort her to the Gettysburg Hotel. Chuckling, Shelby Foote floated alongside her.

“It seems you are a star, Bette. You see that two-story frame house?”

Bette nodded in the affirmative.

“That is the home of John Burns, the hero of Gettysburg. He grabbed a rifle on the first day of the battle and joined the Federals west of the Lutheran Seminary. He was wounded several times and left for dead on the battlefield. But he survived and the next day crawled a mile to a makeshift hospital. A truly marvelous story. When you get back to your time you should read Timothy H. Smith’s biography of Burns. Today, John Burns is recuperating in his own home, but he is surrounded by wounded Rebels. And it galls him. In a few weeks, Matthew Brady, the famous Civil War photographer, will take Burns’ picture and he will become a national hero and will sit beside Abraham Lincoln at the church service after the cemetery dedication and Lincoln’s Gettysburg Address. Funny thing, most people in Gettysburg disliked John Burns. He exaggerated his war service in the War of 1812 and lied about his combat experience, but for one day he truly was a hero. Sixty-nine years old.”

“Wow!” Bette said aloud.

“Wow what, miss?” one of the soldiers asked.

Bette scrambled to cover her tracks. “Wow, there are so many dead bodies. Horses, too.”

“Yes, miss, and they are starting to smell pretty ripe.”

“Uh huh,” Bette replied. She put her bandana back on. Too bad the peppermint oil’s protection was wearing off. She would need more of the oil.

She shook each soldier’s hand at the threshold of the Gettysburg Hotel and thanked them for her escort. One of the soldiers was bold enough to ask if he could call on her if he received some time off. Bette was demur enough to smile, but say nothing, giving the soldier a bit of hope. She was officially a tease, she decided, liking it. Scarlett O’Hara at the Wilkes’ barbecue, she mused.

Shelby Foote took his leave, saying that he wanted to float over to Pennsylvania College, but he would return directly.

Bette thought to herself as she entered the hotel: A Union soldier had asked her out, but the boy she secretly liked, Victor, was a prisoner. Mr. Greene! she thought. She needed to report in and talk to her teacher.

She knocked on the door to Mr. Greene’s hotel room.

“Come in!” came Minerva’s voice.

Bette wondered what was up. She walked in to find Mr. Greene sitting on his bed, a leg resting over a chair and Minerva changing a bandage.

“Mr. Greene? What happened?” Bette asked.

“I was shot,” Mr. Greene replied. “Minerva has been my Florence Nightengale.”

“I prefer Dorthea Dix,” Minerva said. “She’s American. Welcome back, Bette,” she said, standing up to give her classmate a sisterly embrace.

Bette got right to it. “Victor has been taken prisoner,” she said.

“Oh no!” Minerva said.

“Where?” Mr. Greene asked. “When?”

“We were coming back to town from the Weikerts’ farm when we ran into some Confederate soldiers.”

“The rearguard,” Mr. Greene said, explaining. “The Confederates kept some men on Seminary Ridge the day after the battle to protect their withdrawal from a counterattack.”

“We had passes from General Meade and when they asked for an I.D. I stupidly gave them my pass from General Meade.”

Mr. Greene was impressed. “You had a pass from General Meade? You met George Meade?”

“Yes. We met a man named Chamberlain, too. The man who led the bayonet charge on Little Round Top.”

“You met Joshua Lawrence Chamberlain, too!” Mr. Greene said, envy in his voice.

Minerva looked at her teacher. She was afraid that he was about to faint like Julia Culp. But instead of fainting, Mr. Greene groused.

“I stayed in town and got shot for my troubles while you two kids got to see everything.”

Minerva intervened. “You passed Robert E. Lee our salt shaker,” she said.

“Wow, you met Lee. Cool,” Bette said.

“Yes, but I would have loved to meet Chamberlain, too,” Mr. Greene complained.

“Uh huh,” Bette replied and brought her teacher back to the matter at hand. “What are we going to do about Victor, Mr. Greene?”

“That,” Mr. Greene remarked, “is a good question.”


Chapter 13

Mr. Greene, Minerva and Bette sat in Mr. Greene’s hotel room, contemplating rescue plans for Victor. The first thing Mr. Greene asked Bette was in which direction Victor was taken.

“I’m not sure,” Mr. Greene.

“Why aren’t you sure, Bette?”

“Well, they marched me off down Chambersburg Pike before they took him away,” Bette replied.

“Well, the Confederates retreated in two different directions,” Mr. Greene said, thinking aloud for the benefit of his students. “One group went west on the Chambersburg Pike and the other went toward Fairfield. You girls are going to rescue Victor, I’m afraid. I won’t be off these crutches for a couple more days. We need horses. One of you go out to the west and the other down the Fairfield Road.”

“I would suggest the Fairfield Road,” came a voice from outside the hotel window.

“Mr. Foote!” Bette cried. “You’re back.”

“Indeed, I am, Bette. Nothing much to see at Pennsylvania College except the dead and dying I’m afraid. I don’t need to witness yet another amputation. It will take the college people ages to clean it all up.”

“Why do you suggest Fairfield, Shelby?” Mr. Greene asked.

“Because that’s the direction he went. You will have a chance to rescue him tonight, very late tonight,” Foote said.

“How do you know that?”

“The Battle of Monterey Pass, Nathan, remember that from my Civil War narrative, the second volume?”

Mr. Greene drew a blank. “I’m afraid not,” he said.

Minerva was stunned. She had never seen her teacher unable to answer a question, but she admired his honestly. Too many teachers would never admit to not knowing something. At least that had been Minerva’s experience.

Shelby Foote explained: “The Battle of Monterey Pass was the second greatest Civil War battle fought in Pennsylvania, although the clash will encompass both Pennsylvania and Maryland as it will take place back and forth the Mason Dixon line, the border between Maryland and Pennsylvania. You see South Mountain is really a range of high hills that runs from Pennsylvania to Virginia. The Union army for the most part was on the east side of the mountain. The Confederates were on the west side. The Rebels at Fairfield were trying to get to Williamsport, Maryland, on the Potomac River by way of the Fairfield Gap and the Monterey Pass. And a Federal cavalry unit was sent to intercept the Confederate wagon train from Fairfield. This will happen late tonight and Victor will be caught in the middle of it, but it will give him a chance to escape and for us to rescue him. There will be a heck of a thunderstorm and the battle will be fought in a torrential rain, so you will need raincoats, and I am sure the Fahnestock brothers stock Talma coats or India rubber cloaks. Pick up one for Victor as well. And you need peppermint oil and bandanas for the smell of the corpses that you pass along the way. I believe Minerva and Bette have some experience in rescuing boys, Nathan?”

“Yes, they rescued the Anderson twins from Fort Mifflin when we visited Philadelphia,” Greene replied.

“We specialize in saving boys,” Bette wisecracked, and Minerva joined her in laughter.

Foote turned to the girls. “Can you both ride?

“Yes,” the girls said. 

“Can Victor ride?” Foote asked.

“He was in the rodeo,” Bette said.

“Yes, he’s the rodeo clown,” Minerva said in a snarky comment.

Bette laughed. She felt good. She and Minerva were friends again. They weren’t competing for the same boy. At least not at this moment. Bette wondered what would happen later if they were successful in rescuing Victor. She thought for a second and decided that Minerva could have Victor if she wanted him. She thought Victor was a bit too pigheaded. But then she wondered what boy wasn’t pigheaded? Perhaps that cute Union soldier who had asked to call upon her?

“Fine,” said Foote. “We need two horses.”

“Two?” Minerva questioned. “Don’t you mean three, Mr. Foote?”

“No, Minerva. Mr. Catton and I will scare up another horse when you get there.”

“Get where?” Bette asked.

“To Monterey Pass. Wear dark clothes, girls. Well, I guess it won’t matter if you are under raincoats though. You want to be a bit harder to see. It’s still going to be a full moon tonight, but once the downpour starts and the shooting begins, you should be fine. If you keep your heads down. There is going to be a heck of a lot of shooting.”

“Who in the world has horses for sale?” Mr. Greene asked.

“I’m thinking lawyer David McConaughy may have a couple to rent,” Shelby Foote said. “There is no need for his Adams Rifles to be scouting the area tonight, not with the Union army here, Nathan. Many of the town’s horses were moved south of town behind Union lines so there will be a number available I believe. See McConaughy. Make him an offer he can’t refuse.”

“What am I, the Godfather?” Mr. Greene asked.

Shelby Foote chuckled. “Poor choice of words. I was chatting with Marlon Brando before I came along with y’all. You’d be surprised at the number of ghosts that ask Brando play the role of Vito Corleone from that film…” Foote said, then remembered what he was saying before he sidetracked himself with Marlon Brando. “McConaughy is worth a try. Offer to rent two horses for forty dollars and see if he goes for it. He’s a lawyer, Nathan. Have you ever met a lawyer who refused money?”

Minerva was surprised at the ghost’s cynicism.

“I can’t say that I have,” Mr. Greene agreed.

“Well, there you have it then. It is settled. I am going to float out to Victor and tell him our plan. I will coordinate with Bruce, and Mr. Catton can accompany the girls out on the Fairfield Road, sort of en loco parentis de mortuis, if you will excuse my rather poor Latin, in place of parents, the dead, as in this case, the ghosts. Ha!” he added and floated off in the direction of Fairfield, Pennsylvania.

“Mr. Greene,” Minerva began. “Isn’t David McConaughy the man who bought the land to preserve the battlefield.”

“He is indeed. Gettysburg National Military Park exists today because David McConaughy had the foresight to buy up the hallowed ground of the battlefield shortly after the battle. He even had a part in the creation of the National Cemetery. His office is on Chambersburg Street. Do you realize, girls, that today is Independence Day?”

“I completely forgot,” Minerva said.

“Me too,” Bette echoed.

“Today, the Confederates at Vicksburg will surrender to General Grant and the Confederacy will be cut in two via the Mississippi River. This is probably the most pivotal week of the Civil War. Let’s go to the Fahnestock Store and buy what you need for tonight. Help me up, Minerva. Hand me my crutches, Bette.”

*

By twilight the girls had gathered what they needed for the evening’s adventure. They had rented two horses, saddled the steeds, and donned boy’s overalls and rubberized rain gear, which they purchased from the Fahnestocks, having chosen stylish India rubber capes in lieu of coats, and matching rubber caps. Mr. McConaughy had offered the girls side saddles, but they laughed them off and the attorney merely shrugged and asked them, “Are you Suffragettes?” To which Minerva and Bette said, “Heck, yeah!”

They also purchased bandanas and peppermint oil from the Fahnestock Store. Bette went to a glass jar filled with candy and extracted two large lollipops. She handed one to Minerva.

“Did you ever see the original Independence Day with Will Smith, Minerva? He and a computer geek have to stop an alien invasion. This was when Will Smith was young and yummy,” Bette smiled. “Well, Will gives the geek a victory cigar before they fly off to infect the alien mother ship with a virus.”

“Is this going somewhere, Bette?” Minerva asked.

“Yes, my impatient friend, it is. You see, Will tells the guy they can’t smoke the cigars until they defeat the aliens. Well, we can’t lick the lollipops until we rescue Victor.”

Minerva smiled. “Okay, I get it,” she agreed. “I’ll have to watch that movie sometime.”

“I have it on DVD,” Bette said. “You can come over to my house when we get back.”

“If we get back,” Minerva replied.

“Don’t be a negative Nancy, Messinger,” Bette chided.

“Sorry.”

*

As the girls were mounting their horses in the Diamond, the ghost of Bruce Catton appeared.

“Sorry if I am late, Shelby and I were going over the plan in detail,” Catton explained. “It’s already beginning to rain out past Fairfield. But your ride will be moonlit until then, I think. Shall we be off, ladies?”

The girls nodded.

As they rode out Fairfield Road, Bruce Catton excused himself and floated off in the direction of the Emmitsburg Road and the site of Pickett’s Charge. As they sat side by side on their horses, Minerva asked, “Where’s he going, Bette?” 

“I’m not sure, Minerva,” Bette replied, dabbing her upper lip with peppermint oil. Even though it was beginning to drizzle and the rain helped keep the smell down, she could still sniff the stench in the air. She raised her bandana over her nose and mouth.

Bruce Catton returned carrying two Colt Model 1860 .44 caliber revolvers. “I found two guns that the Union men preferred. They were lying near the stone wall on Cemetery Ridge. One has two bullets left, the other has four. I hope you won’t have to use them. I’ll put them in your saddle bags so you can reach them if you need them.”

“I wish I had a nine millimeter Glock,” Bette said as she examined the Colt.

*

A despondent Victor sat in the bed of the Rebel covered wagon, wondering how he could possibly escape. John Quincy Adams and his family were still sleeping as the wagon train entered a small town. He knew it wasn’t Cashtown and decided it was either Emmitsburg, Maryland, or Fairfield, Pennsylvania.

“You are approaching Fairfield, my boy,” Victor heard a voice say. “From Fairfield the Confederates will take the Maria Furnace Road to Monterrey Pass.”

He turned his head. “Mr. Foote!” he cried out.

The teamster driving the wagon turned his heard around and said: “I’d be more worried about your neck than your foot, boy.”

“Ignore the driver, Victor,” Shelby Foote suggested. “Just think, don’t speak. I’ll talk and you just think your response.”

Okay, Mr. Foote, Victor thought. How do I get out of this mess?

“How do you extricate yourself from the abyss, my boy?”

Uh, yeah. Like, how do I escape?

“Well tonight as you pass through Fairfield Gap on your way to the Monterey Pass, the Federals are going to attack your wagon train in what will be known as the Battle of Monterey Pass.”

Never heard of it.

“No, not many people have heard of the Battle of Monterey Pass, but it will consist of ten thousand men. Quite a few men will die tonight. Many will be captured and taken prisoner. There will be a thunderstorm resulting in a tremendous downpour, and when the fighting begins you will have your chance to escape. The rain will help you get away. It should cover your escape. The attack will act as a diversion for you. The Rebels will be too busy fighting the Federals to be worried about you. I will stay with you and guide you along the escape route and the girls will be coming to the rescue.”

“Minerva and Bette?” Victor, forgetting himself, said aloud.

The driver swiveled around and laughed. “You didn’t get a chance to kiss your girlfriends, eh boy?”

Victor wanted to give the teamster the Italian salute, but Shelby Foote cautioned Victor from using his middle finger.

“It won’t help matters and might make things worse, my boy,” Foote warned.

This is embarrassing, Mr. Foote. Having to be rescued by the girls. I’m supposed to rescue damsels in distress, the damsels aren’t supposed to rescue me. I feel as ridiculous as the Anderson twins. I’ll never live this down.

“Swallow your silly male pride, my boy. Being rescued by the distaff side of the species beats hanging from a tree any day,” Shelby Foote advised. “I’ve overheard the Rebels talking about hanging you when they get near Waynesboro.”

Where’s that? Victor asked as he rubbed his neck.

“On the west side of the Monterey Pass. The girls will be riding horses and I will scare you up a horse to ride. I know you have the pluck, my boy. I remember Ford’s Theater. I was impressed.”

“I almost caught him, too,” Victor said aloud.

“Caught who, boy?” the teamster said.

“I was just talking to myself, mister,” Victor replied.

“You best be talking to Your Maker, boy,” the driver laughed. “You will be meeting Him pretty soon.”

Victor seethed at the driver’s sarcasm, but held his tongue, although a procession of four-letter words invaded his mind.

Foote remarked with a chuckle. “Such vocabulary, Master Bridges,” he teased. He laughed and said, “In fairness to Mr. Booth, my boy, he had a broken leg. You should have caught him. I thought you were a track star.”

Victor blushed. The old ghost was right, he should have caught Booth. He shook off the image and thought, How are you going to get me a horse, Mr. Foote?

“Leave that to me,” Foote said. “After you’re on that horse, head back to Gettysburg if the girls haven’t caught up with you. If you are really lucky tonight, perhaps you will even meet Brevet General George Armstrong Custer.”

Victor perked up. Custer? Here?

“Yes, Custer and his Michigan cavalry brigade played a major part not only in the Battle of Gettysburg but in the Battle of Monterey Pass. He was quite the dandy, too.”

Boy, that would be swell to meet Custer, Victor thought.

“I’ll see if Bruce and I can arrange it for you, my boy,” Foote said. “Victor, this battle is going to be all chaos and confusion. The thunderstorm will block out the full moon and make it dark and difficult to see. Soldiers will respond to enemy muzzle flashes. Lightning will silhouette the position of the troops. And the fighting will last nearly until dawn. In our time, there is a little park in Pennsylvania that is a memorial to the battle. Hang in there, I’m going to float back to Bruce and coordinate our efforts.”

*

The girls rode through the little town of Fairfield without incident and Bruce Catton led them to the Maria Furnace Road as the drizzle of the rain began to increase in intensity, although their visibility was not yet impaired. After a few miles, Minerva and Bette came upon Union calvary. Bruce Catton explained that the troopers were part of the Michigan cavalry brigade commanded by George Armstrong Custer.

“Wow, Custer!” Bette shouted. “Will we meet him?”

“Perhaps,” Catton said.

At this juncture, Shelby Foote joined Catton and the girls and reported on Victor. In the background was distant gunfire. 

“Victor is safe. He is in a covered wagon in a wagon train along Maria Furnace Road. Shooting has started. And a downpour should start any moment now. It will be a mess. Bruce, we are going to have to keep an eye on the girls as well as Victor and get them all safely back to Gettysburg.”

“Roger that, Shelby. Uh oh, here comes a captain of the cavalry. He isn’t smiling.”

An officer and two troopers rode up in the rain to confront Bette and Minerva. “State your business, boys,” the captain said.

Now they think I’m a boy, Bette thought, frowning.

“We are trying to find our brother, sir,” Minerva said.

The officer was startled. “Are you a girl?”

“Yes, sir,” Minerva replied. “I have been all my life. This didn’t seem to be a night for dresses,” she added. For emphasis Minerva removed her rubber cap, and her hair, which she had so carefully tucked beneath her headpiece, sprang to life and slid down over her ears. The rain felt rather refreshing on her hair, Minerva thought, looking at the surprise on the officer’s face.

After a moment, the captain laughed. “Are you both girls?” he inquired.

“Guilty,” Bette said, but she kept her rubber hat on.

Now the two troopers snickered behind the captain who was smiling. “Well, I don’t know what to do with you two. I am going to take you to see General Custer.”

Minerva put her hair beneath her cap again.

Foote and Catton beamed approval and Bette and Minerva led their horses after the captain through a gauntlet of gaping cavalrymen who looked at the girls with amusement.

The girls followed the Captain over to a makeshift tent and stood behind him just outside the entrance. Inside the tent, which was lit by a square glass lantern containing two glowing candles, the young general with the droopy mustache was looking over a hastily drawn reconnaissance map. Rain tapped incessantly on the canvas trying unsuccessfully to enter the tent. “We have to stop the Rebs from reaching Williamsport, general,” an aide said, then turned to the captain and the awaiting girls. 

“What the hell do you want, captain?” Custer shouted.

“Begging the general’s pardon, we picked up these two girls along the road.”

“Huh? Girls? Bring them here!” Custer said.

Minerva wondered if Custer was a womanizer. She certainly didn’t want to be womanized, she thought, not by the man who slaughtered Native American women and children at Washita in 1868. Five years from now, she calculated. Only five years from now. But in 1863, Custer was a bona fide hero, not a genocidal general.

“They look like boys,” Custer said, disappointment in his voice.

Bette took the initiative. “General, we came to retrieve our little brother. The Rebs snatched him up and took him away and we figure the Rebs are around here somewhere and so is our brother.”

“Well, this is as far as you go,” Custer said.

Catton whispered to the girls. “Tell Custer you know the area and you can show them the way through Monterey Pass.”

It was Minerva’s turn. “General, we can show you the way through Monterey Pass.”

“Is that what you call it?”

Minerva hesitated. She looked to the ghost.

“Yes!” he replied in a voice of exasperation.

“Yes,” Bette said. “That’s what we call it.”

Don’t let us down, Mr. Catton, Minerva thought. Show us the way.

“I will, Minerva.” Catton said.

“So tell me about the area,” said Custer looking at his recon map. Catton looked at it as well, but Minerva couldn’t see it. He gave Minerva the details from the map and she repeated them to Custer verbatim.

Custer nodded. “It’s like you read my map,” he said. “But you couldn’t have. Okay, I will put you girls with the advance company, but I want you to stay put if there is any shooting, understand?”

“Yes, sir,” the classmates replied.

“Do you always answer together?” Custer said, bemused.

“Yes, sir,” they repeated.

Nicely done, ladies, Catton critiqued. Shelby Foote, who had floated in to talk with Catton, was too busy laughing to add his commentary.

As the girls rode out with the advance company of Custer’s 2nd Michigan Brigade, the rain began to pelt their rubberized capes in a downpour. They couldn’t keep their trouser legs from getting soaked, and the Federal cavalry unit slowed to a crawl until the flash of a rifle stopped the column in its tracks.

Bette, who had seen the muzzle flashes on Little Round Top knew immediately they were under fire. A bolt of lightning highlighted their position, exposing the outline of the Federal troops to their enemy. A trooper ahead of Minerva fell from his saddle.

“Dismount!” came an order.

“That means us, too, Minerva!” Bette shouted.

Minerva and Bette quickly dismounted, held their mounts by their reins and moved the horses from the road to the shoulder just in time, for the Rebels let loose a volley of canister shot from a cannon guarding the Monterey Pass. The minie balls cut down two horses and two troopers. Minerva wanted to rush to comfort one of the horses that was lying on its side and twitching in agony. Bette, sensing her friend’s compassion, grabbed Minerva’s arm and looked at her sympathetically through the rain drops. “There is nothing you can do, Minerva.”

Minerva’s tears mixed with the raindrops hitting her face. She nodded in concession to Bette.

Lightning lit the night momentarily and muskets crackled in the rain! Aimed at the momentary silhouettes outlined by the illumination, some of the bullets found their targets and men on both sides fell. Another bolt of lightning hit a tree a hundred yards away and a Union cavalry man, dismounted. While trying to calm his skittish mount, he was hit in the face by a Southern round, falling to the ground, face up. Even in the rain, Minerva could see that the man’s face was missing, his eyes and nose were gone.

“Oh my God!” she screamed.

Suddenly Minerva didn’t feel so brave. She looked at Bette who replied, seriously, “I hope I don’t pee in my pants.”

The comment broke the tension for Minerva. Having wanted to sob, Bette’s comment made her laugh.

“What’s so darn funny, Minerva?”

“Our trousers are soaking wet and you are worried about peeing in your pants,” Minerva replied.

Bette paused a moment and began to laugh. Suddenly, Bruce Catton and Shelby Foote stood in front of the girls. Another bolt of lightning and once again they were exposed to Confederate sharpshooters. In that brief second Minerva could see a Rebel not forty yards away aiming his rifle directly at her. “Oh Lord, sweet Lord, save me!”

Minerva saw the muzzle flash, she heard the explosion and in an instant Shelby Foote’s hand reached up and caught the bullet.

“Nice catch, Foote,” Bruce Catton said.

“Did you see that?” Minerva asked Bette.

“See what?” Bette replied.

“Mr. Foote caught a bullet that was coming directly at me.”

“Oh, sure,” Bette said. “Like he can really do that.”

“We can, Bette,” Bruce Catton said. “But we are forbidden to save any soldier or resident of the 19th century. Just time travelers eighteen and under.”

“Then why didn’t you stop the bullet from hitting Mr. Greene?” Minerva asked.

“He is older than eighteen,” Foote added. “Which reminds me, Victor may need my assistance about now.”

*

When the shooting began, John Quincy Adams and his family laid flat on the floorboard of the wagon.

“We should try to escape!” Victor shouted amid the shooting. A bullet zinged through the canvas top and Victor didn’t give his next move a second thought. He jumped from the wagon and darted into the tree line. The shooting accelerated. He couldn’t make out troops from either the South or the North. Only with an illumination from lightning was he able to get his bearings. The wagon train was composed of hundreds of wagons, and he could only see his own, the one in front and the one in back. Drivers had abandoned their wagons and the unmanned horses frightened out of their wits by gunfire, began to frantically pull wagons in all directions. A lightning strike exposed a deep ravine on one side of the road and he saw a horse and wagon topple into the ravine and heard the thud as the poor animal hit the bottom. Victor crawled on his hands and knees, staying off the road. It was slow going, but so far no one had used him for target practice. Federal soldiers overwhelmed the back of the wagon train, retrieving the plunder from Pennsylvania that the Rebels had accumulated from towns such as Chambersburg, Gettysburg and York. Victor wondered if some of these wagons were the wagons that Jeb Stuart had captured on his bizarre ride around Pennsylvania, a joy ride that denied Robert E. Lee crucial intelligence, which only a cavalry division could provide. Stuart’s extensive ride blinded Lee’s army, and when Stuart finally arrived in Gettysburg, proudly showing his commander his captured wagons, like a little boy trying to impress his father, Lee reprimanded Stuart for his folly.

Victor continued his crawl. Finally, Shelby Foote returned. Shelby noticed a Union sharpshooter waiting for the next lightning strike to discharge his weapon. Victor would provide a suitable target. The lightning once again lit up the landscape and the Union soldier fired, but Foote caught the minie ball in air as he had with the bullet which had endangered Minerva earlier.

“That’s some trick, Mr. Foote,” Victor said. “Thank you.”

Foote smiled. “You can stand up now, Victor. Just stay close to me and I will lead you to the girls.”

“The girls are here?”

“Yes, they were hobnobbing with General Custer.”

*

Victor, who was soaked to the skin from the rain, was certainly glad to see his classmates. So soggy that he squished as he walked, Victor approached Bette, hugged her, and gave her a kiss on her cheek. Then, still dripping, he embraced Minerva and, catching her unprepared, planted a smooch right on her lips. She blushed. And then she boldly returned his kiss.

Shelby Foote laughed at the teens and then excused himself, explaining, “I have promises to keep and you have miles to go before you sleep, if you will excuse me paraphrasing Robert Frost.”

“Thanks, Mr. Foote,” Victor said, holding Minerva in his arms.

“Ahem,” Bette coughed and Minerva broke from her clinch with Victor. Bette raised her large lollipop like the Olympic Torch, nodding for Minerva to join her. Smiling, Minerva held up her lollipop as well. Bette gave a signal and the two girls licked their candy simultaneously.

“Mission accomplished!” Bette said. 

Victor was safe.

After a few minutes Shelby Foote returned atop a horse. “I scared a Confederate off it,” the ghost explained. “No one bothered to shoot a rider-less horse deserting the Army of Northern Virginia,” he added unnecessarily, as the students realized that none of the 19th century people could see the ghost of the dead historian as he rode along Maria Furnace Road.

On their way back to Gettysburg, the three were stopped and challenged by a group of Union rearguard troops. A captain, water dripping from the brim of his campaign hat, demanded proof of their identity. Thankfully, Bette produced her pass from General George Meade and Victor shouted theatrically, “God bless the honorable Abraham Lincoln, President of these United States!”

The captain was more impressed by the sheet than the shout, and they were allowed to pass.

“Why did you say that, Victor?” Minerva asked.

“I don’t know. I thought it might help,” Victor answered honestly.

The girls laughed at their classmate.

*

It was dawn before the three Cassadaga Area High School students arrived back in the town of Gettysburg. They returned two of the horses to David McConaughy’s stable behind his office on Chambersburg Street, unsaddling the mounts and giving them food and water. Victor decided to give the attorney the third horse, and he unsaddled him and he joined his two equine companions in a delicious pail of oats. Then the three humans walked down the alley until they came out on Baltimore Street and turned onto the Diamond and, exhausted, returned to the Gettysburg Hotel, stopping in the dining room when they spotted their teacher having breakfast. Mr. Greene beamed at them when he made eye contact and waved for them to join him.

Minerva looked at Bette and they both looked at Victor with beseeching faces and Victor got the message.

“You two go up to bed,” Victor said. “I’ll talk with Mr. Greene. I am kind of hungry anyway.”

“You are always hungry, Victor,” Minerva said, but it was said in a light voice and punctuated with a quick thank you kiss. Bette added one as well.

As Victor went into the dining room to report to his teacher, the girls climbed the stairs to their floor. Within a few minutes they were in their night shirts. Bette went quickly to sleep, but Minerva was restless and kept thinking about the kiss she gave Victor. Did she want to get back with him, or was the kiss just a “in the spur of the moment” smooch? She didn’t know, but she wanted to get her mind off it. She got out of bed and went to the closet where she had hidden Sarah Broadhead’s Diary for safe keeping. She opened it up to that day, July 5th, 1863.

Diary of Sarah Broadhead

July 5–

What a beautiful morning! It seems as though Nature was smiling on thousands suffering. One might think, if they saw only the sky, and earth, and trees, that every one must be happy; but just look around and behold the misery made in so short time by man. Early this morning I went out to the Seminary, just outside of town, and which until the retreat, was in the hands of the enemy. What horrible sights presented themselves on every side, the roads being strewn with dead horses and the bodies of some men, though the dead have nearly all been buried, and every step of the way giving evidence of the dreadful contest. Shall we—for I was not alone—enter the building or return home? Can we endure the spectacle of hundreds of men wounded in every conceivable manner, some in the head and limbs, here an arm off and there a leg, and just inside a poor fellow with both legs shot away? It is dreadful to behold, and, to add to the misery, no food has been served for several days. The little we have will not go far with so many. What can we do? is the only question, and the little we brought was distributed. It is heart-sickening to think of these noble fellows sacrificing everything for us, and saving us, and it out of our power to render any assistance of consequence. I turned away and cried. We returned to town to gather more food if possible, and to get some soft material to place under their wounded limbs, to help make them more comfortable. As we returned, our cavalry was moving out to follow the Rebels, and the street was all in an uproar. When I reached home, I found my husband’s brother, who had passed through the battle unhurt, and had come to see us. I rejoiced at seeing him, for we feared he had fallen, and at once set to work to prepare a meal to appease his hunger. As I was baking cakes for him, a poor prisoner came to the door and asked me to give him some, for he had nothing to eat for the last two or three days. Afterward more joined him, and made the same statement and request. I was kept baking cakes until nearly noon, and, in consequence, did not return to the Seminary. The poor fellows in my house were so hungry that they could hardly wait until the cakes were baked.

Well, Minerva thought, as she finished reading Sarah Broadhead’s diary entry for July 5th. Mrs. Broadhead did not work as a nurse at the Seminary on the 5th, so there was no reason for Minerva to walk out there, as her heroine was not in attendance. She could go to sleep without feeling guilty. She could meet Sarah Broadhead tomorrow.


Chapter 14

Meanwhile back at Mr. Greene’s portable at Cassadaga Area High School, a dead, but suspicious historian, Henry Brooks Adams, snooped about the classroom, sifting through a pile of papers on the absent teacher’s messy desk until he discovered the pedagogue’s lesson plan book.

“Eureka!” he shouted as if had found pay dirt in a gold mine.

For there, in the lesson plan book, in plain, albeit chicken scratch cursive writing, were the details of Greene’s summertime travel assignment for his students: An innocuous enough plan to visit Gettysburg, Pennsylvania on November 18th and 19th, 1863 and hear Abraham Lincoln deliver his Gettysburg Address.

But Henry Adams was skeptical of the lesson plan. He had overheard some dead historians talking about Shelby Foote and Bruce Catton sabotaging the trip, playing with Greene’s computer, which was somehow tied up to Nikola Tesla’s prototype of a time travel device. Will and Ariel Durant, the married couple who always felt slighted by the snobbish, degreed historians, had been a salient source of Adams’ information. What Will Durant informed Adams was that Catton and Foote were going to redirect the teacher and his students to the Battle of Gettysburg in lieu of the National Cemetery Dedication. It was not that Henry Adams was concerned about the high school teacher, for as a former Harvard professor, the dead historian had a dim view of most high school history teachers, but the children might be in danger. And, he admitted to himself, after Greene’s trip to Philadelphia, which had temporarily removed his grandfather and great grandfather from the presidency, he was opposed to any more visits to the past by Greene and his students. On the last trip, their actions had replaced John Adams with Benedict Arnold in the executive mansion. Benedict Arnold had even wound up on the ten-dollar bill! The infamy! What could Greene and his miscreants do this time? Help Robert E. Lee win the Battle of Gettysburg? Keep the Union from winning the Civil War?

Adams thought that a meeting of the dead historians needed to be convened. He knew where most of them were congregated at that moment. Adams wondered if he might find some incriminating evidence in the teacher’s closet that might tie Nathan Greene to the chicanery perpetrated by Catton and Foote. He opened the door and leafed through a number of shirts, which Adams had heard that Greene wore during certain lessons throughout the school year. 

There was even a wig with the name tag “G. Washington.” 

He finally stopped at a shirt with the drawing of a young boy wearing a school backpack, standing on a stack of books and staring off at some distant mountains. Adams liked the drawing, but what really stunned him was the wording on the shirt: “A teacher affects eternity; he can never tell where his influence stops. Henry Brooks Adams.” The ghost was so overcome with emotion at seeing his own words on a shirt in the closet of a man he considered his adversary that he literally fell apart and dissolved into a puddle of phantasmagoria. 

Regaining his composure and, consequently, his apparitional shape, Henry Brooks Adams suddenly had a new appreciation for Nathan Greene. He examined the shirt and saw the note pinned to the shirt: “For the first day of school.” Suddenly, Henry Brooks Adams had an epiphany and knew that Nathan Greene was innocent of conspiring with the dead Civil War historians and sensed that Greene and his students were in trouble. He decided then and there that he, Henry Brooks Adams, would rescue Nathan Greene and his students. But he needed help. He was clueless how the portable moved through time.

Henry Adams floated off to the Cassadaga Hotel. The hotel, a hotbed of psychic activity during the winter season when the majority of the mediums and psychics were in town, was slow in the summer, and the dead historians liked to gather in the cool hotel basement and chat about the past. They not only discussed Greece, but remembered slights that they had endured in the course of their careers. For even a small-minded comment by a colleague could unnerve the pedigree of a Ph.D.

When Adams arrived, the late Barbara Tuchman had the floor and was reciting passages from her seminal work, The March of Folly. Mary and Charles Beard, banned from time travel after the Philadelphia chaperoning debacle, were also there, along with Frederick Jackson Turner, who was futilely raising his hand in the hope that he would be allowed to share the more salient facts of his Frontier Thesis. Unfortunately for Mr. Turner, the other historians considered him a one-trick pony, and were not interested in rehashing the significance of the 1890 United States Census figures or the closing of the American frontier. Turner’s past was passé.

Adams waited patiently for Tuchman to finish up her caustic comments on the folly of the Vietnam War before raising his hand. Thucydides, bearded, sandaled, and wearing a white robe, was leading the group as usual, for all of the dead historians showed deference to the Greek scribe as they considered Thucydides the first real historian, the scientific historian—unlike that silly Herodotus who wrote down every whopper that b.s. artists in antiquity fed him. Even Henry Adams referred to Herodotus’ historiography as bovine excrement. Thucydides looked at Henry Adams, saw the concerned look on the Harvard professor’s mug, and recognized him.

Adams began. “Ladies and gentlemen, as you know Mr. Nathan Greene and his students have made another foray into the past. You know I have been against their time traveling, however, on this occasion, I believe the teacher and his students have been hoodwinked by some historical hijinks perpetrated by the Civil War wastrels, Bruce Catton and Shelby Foote. You see, in my investigation, I discovered that the students and teacher presumed they were headed for Lincoln’s Gettysburg Address, when in reality our two colleagues sent them to the Battle of Gettysburg.”

“So?” Barbara Tuchman said. 

“So, Mrs. Tuchman? So?” Adams said, flabbergasted at her reaction. “So, remember what happened last time?”

“Yes,” Mrs. Tuchman said. “Your prissy family lost its place in society when Benedict Arnold became the second president. It is always about the Adams family for you, isn’t it Henry? You are such a snob, you old stuffed shirt.”

Adams huffed, but said nothing. He hated the best-selling Barbara Tuchman, and was annoyed that John F. Kennedy proclaimed that his favorite book was Tuchman’s The Guns of August, which JFK consulted during the Cuban Missile Crisis. Indeed, Adams was disturbed that no one alive seemed to read any of his works any longer. 

Thucydides chimed in. “Henry has a valid point, Barbara,” he said. “We are going to have to intervene in their trip, I’m afraid. Does anyone know how to use that time travel thingee?” the Greek asked.

All of the dead historians shook their ghostly heads no, shattering their apparitions momentarily.

“Tesla does,” Turner offered.

“Nikola Tesla?” Thucydides mused. “Where is he haunting these days?”

“His museum in Belgrade, probably,” Tuchman suggested. “Thucie,” she said using the Greek’s nickname, which was common among the dead historians, but only Tuchman had the cheek to use it in public. “Are you suggesting we cross disciplines and combine history and science?”

“Well, Barbara, isn’t this thing Tesla’s invention? “

“Yes.”

“And none of us knows how to work it, is that correct?”

“It seems Bruce Catton and Shelby Foote are competent with its use,” Mary Beard said in an understatement, which drew a frown from the Greek.

“Obviously, Mrs. Beard,” Thucydides said, raising an eyebrow. “Henry, why don’t you visit Tesla over in Serbia and see if you can get him to help us out.”

“I don’t know, sir. I am hesitant to cross disciplines.”

The Greek shook his head in disbelief. “Well, let us first start by crossing oceans, in this case the Atlantic. Let me worry about the purity of the thing, Henry. You call me the scientific historian anyway. Just go fetch Nikola Tesla for us. Do you think you can do that?”

Sheepishly, Henry Adams replied, “Yes sir.”


Chapter 15

While Bette took an afternoon nap in the girls’ hotel room, Minerva sat in a chair reading the day’s entry from the diary of Sarah Broadhead.

Diary of Sarah Broadhead

July 7–

This morning we started out to see the wounded, with as much food as we could scrape together, and some old quilts and pillows. It was very little, but yet better than nothing. We found on reaching the hospital that a wagon-load of bread and fifty pounds of butter had arrived, having been sent in from the country, and a supply of what the soldiers call “hard tack,” has been distributed. All got some to eat, but not as much as they desired. Government meat is promised for to-morrow, and a full supply of provisions. I assisted in feeding some of the severely wounded, when I perceived they were suffering on account of not having their wounds dressed. I did not know whether I could render any assistance in that way, but I thought I would try. I procured a basin and water, and went room to room where there were seven or eight, some shot in the arms, others in the legs, and one in his back, and another in the shoulder. I asked if any one would like to have his wounds dressed? Someone replied, “There is a man on the floor who cannot help himself, you would better see to him.” Stooping over him, I asked for his wound, and he pointed to his leg. Such a horrible sight I had never seen and hope to never see again. His leg was all covered with worms. I inquired, Was there no doctor in the building? If there was, I must see him. One was brought, and I asked, How the men ever came to be in such condition? He said, “Enough men had not been detailed to care for the wounded, and that that man had been wounded in the first day’s fight, and held by the Rebels until the day previous, and that they (the surgeons) had not yet had time to attend to all, and, at any rate, there were not enough surgeons, and what there were could do but little, for the Rebels had stolen their instruments.” He declared further, that many would die from sheer lack of timely attendance. We fixed the man as comfortably as we could, and when the doctor told me he could not live, I asked him for his home, and if he had a family. He said I should send for his wife, and when I came home I wrote to her, as he told me, but I fear she may never see him alive, as he is very weak, and sinking rapidly. I did not return to the hospital to-day, being very much fatigued and worn out and having done what I never expected to do, or thought I could. I am becoming more used to sights of misery. We do not know until tried what we are capable of.

When Minerva finished reading that day’s diary entry, she thought about Sarah Broadhead’s last sentence, “We do not know until tried what we are capable of.” How right the Quaker lady was, Minerva thought, for she had surprised herself in the time she had been in Gettysburg. She wanted even more to meet Mrs. Broadhead. She returned the diary to its hiding place in the closet. When she returned to her chair to read a copy of the Gettysburg Compiler she heard knocking on her door and walked over and opened it.

Victor looked at her, gave Minerva a smile and whispered, “Hi, beautiful,” before Bette shouted. “Who is it?”

“Victor,” replied Minerva, returning his smile.

“Come in, Casanova,” Bette chuckled.

“That’s okay,” Victor said, blushing and standing immobile in the doorway. “Just telling you, Mr. Greene wants us to meet him in the dining room for supper and a talk.”

*

Two days after Victor’s rescue from the wagon train of the Army of Northern Virginia, Mr. Greene convened a meeting of the group at supper in the dining room at the Gettysburg Hotel.

“I am afraid that my funds are beginning to dwindle,” the teacher said. “I think it is time that we sought out some employment to help tide us over until November and the return of our portable. We need to keep a prudent reserve of funds in case of any unforeseen emergency. Also, we should do something to pass the time as well. We can’t just lull about Gettysburg for four months. Have any of you any ideas as to what job you might be able to do here?”

“Computer programming?” Bette joked. “They could certainly use some computers.”

“Ha ha,” Mr. Greene said somberly. “Very funny. Not.”

Victor and Minerva laughed at Bette’s expense.

Victor produced a circular from his pocket which read:

To all Citizens,

Men, Horses and Wagons wanted immediately, to bury the dead and cleanse our streets, in such a way to guard against a pestilence. Every good citizen can be of use by reporting himself, at once, to Captain W. W. Smith, acting Provost.

“I hear they are paying a dollar a body to remove the dead from the battlefield,” Victor explained. “A hard-working guy might make ten or twenty dollars in a day.”

“That is chicken feed, Victor,” Bette said.

“Not really, Bette,” Mr. Greene commented. “A dollar or two a day was a decent wage in 1863. Ten dollars or twenty even would be pretty darn good. I think though that we are going to have to move out of the hotel and find an apartment that we can rent by the week or the month. Which means we shall all have to work. As soon as my leg is better, I will join you. Have either of your girls ever worked?”

“I was a babysitter,” Minerva said.

“I worked in an antique shop,” Bette said. “At a cash register.”

“I am not so sure we can find those jobs for you girls,” Mr. Greene said.

“Well, we could work with Victor,” Minerva ventured.

“The circular specified men,” Victor said.

Bette huffed. “You’re not a man…yet,” she added.

“I’m closer to getting there than you are,” Victor replied, obviously irritated by Bette’s put down.

“Mr. Greene,” Minerva said. “Didn’t they pay nurses, the nurses with Miss Dix?”

Mr. Greene smiled. “Yes, Minerva, they paid the nurses forty cents a day.”

“Forty cents?” Bette said, a scowl on her face. “They paid a nurse forty cents a day, and they paid a man a dollar for every body that a grave digger collected. That’s not fair.”

“There is no equality for the sexes in 1863, Bette. Women don’t even own property unless their husband dies. When widow Martha Custis married George Washington, he acquired all of her property, and because of the marriage he became the richest man in Virginia, but not from the sweat of his brow, but rather from Martha’s fortune.”

“Can I start in a few days, Mr. Greene?” Minerva asked. “I still have most of the money you gave me. I want to go to the Seminary tomorrow and work with Sarah Broadhead.”

“Well, I want to get paid more than forty cents a day, I can tell you that,” Bette complained. “That’s a nickel an hour, Mr. Greene.”

“They worked longer than eight hours, Bette. Probably more like four cents an hour, but I doubt if they will let you work with the dead bodies if you are wearing a dress.”

“I guess I’m back to masquerading as a boy. The men don’t seem to notice, but the women sure do.”

“Men miss a lot of things, Bette,” Mr. Greene said. “I remember reading about a black man, a grave digger named Basil Biggs. Interesting fellow,” he added and then recited a short biography: “Basil Biggs was born in Maryland in 1820. He lost his mother when he was only four years old. After his mother’s death, as he grew older, he was hired out to work for other people. He inherited four hundred dollars from his mother to be used for his education, but he claimed as an adult that his only education was with his hands. He married a gal named Mary Jackson in the 1840s and moved his family to Pennsylvania in the 1850s so his children could receive an education. The family moved to Gettysburg before the Civil War began and Biggs, a freeman, became active in the Underground Railroad. At the time of the battle he was a veterinarian and a tenant farmer, running the McPherson farm in the area where the battle began, west of the Lutheran Theological Seminary. Warned about the impending Rebel invasion, Biggs moved his family east to Wrightsville. You will notice in the next few days that the Negroes are beginning to return from their self-imposed exile. Remember, do not use the term African-American. It did not exist in 1863. Of course, as Victor discovered, not all the Negroes were lucky enough to get away. You may also notice that many of the crops have been trampled under, fences are destroyed and livestock either eaten or taken. The battle took a toll on the farmers, both white and black alike.”

“Mr. Greene, Bette and I spent time at the Weikerts’ farm and I can honestly say we would be useless trying to be farmers.”

“I couldn’t even milk a cow,” Bette admitted.

“Well, just think about it over the next few days,” Mr. Greene said. “I was thinking of tutoring students myself.”

Victor pondered for a moment and then said, “We could sure use a deus ex machina, Mr. Greene.”

The teacher chuckled knowingly and Minerva asked, “What’s that?”

Mr. Greene explained. “The machine from the gods. It was a common ending in Ancient Greek plays. It was sort of the Hollywood ending, the cavalry arriving just as the settlers ran out of bullets fighting the Indians. Just when things looked bad for the main characters in a play one of the Greek gods would arrive in a flying chariot and save the day.”

“You mean like our portable showing up to rescue us?” Bette asked.

“Yes,” Mr. Greene replied. “But unfortunately, this isn’t a Greek play or a Hollywood western.”

“Too bad,” Minerva said. “If you will excuse me, I think I will go off to bed.”

“Me too,” Bette said.

When the girls had left, Victor asked his teacher, “How bad are things?”

“I think I can stretch our money out for a month, maybe two, but we really should look for employment to tide us over until November.

“Okay, Mr. Greene. I will report to the provost in the morning. Don’t tell Kromer. I don’t want her tagging along.”

*

When Victor reported to the provost office the next day a black man was speaking with Captain Smith.

“Will I be paid the same as the white men?” the black man asked.

“The same, Mr. Biggs,” Smith said.

“White folks call me ‘Basil,’ captain,” Biggs replied.

“As you wish,” Captain Smith said. “Next man in line.”

Victor moved forward.

“Name?”

“Victor Bridges.”

“Occupation?”

“Student?”

“From the college here?”

“High school,” Victor replied. 

“Five dollars a day to bury the dead.”

Victor was disappointed. He thought he was to earn a dollar for every body he buried.

“That acceptable to you, Mr. Bridges?” the captain asked.

“Yes, sir.” Victor replied, thinking that five dollars was better than nothing.

“Okay, do you have any problem working with a colored man?”

“No, sir.”

“Good, then you will work with Mr. Biggs as a team. He is familiar with the work and can show you the ropes. He will be in charge. Any problems with taking orders from a colored man?”

“No, sir,” Victor replied.

“Good.”

A heck of a coincidence, Victor thought. Mr. Greene had been talking about Basil Biggs only the night before and here he was.

Outside on the street Basil Biggs was sitting atop the bench on a covered wagon. Victor went up to Biggs and introduced himself. Biggs smiled, told Victor his name, and asked, “Ever done this kind of work, Victor?”

“No, sir.”

“There are thousands of bodies all over the land, Victor. We are burying them in common graves, just to get them below ground. You have smelled the stench?”

“Yes, it is putrid?”

“If you have any peppermint oil, put it on,” Biggs advised. “And cover your face with your bandana.”

Victor did as instructed and hopped up on the wagon bench beside Basil Biggs. “I’m from Maryland,” Biggs commented and then rehashed biographical information that Victor had heard about him the night before. Mr. Greene’s information seemed to be accurate, Victor thought, but his teacher didn’t mention that Biggs had a winning smile and a sense of humor.

“Did you know the slave owners were stopped on a colored man’s land, Victor? That stone wall was part of Abraham Brian’s farm. He’s a friend of mine. Seems fitting that the slave owners were stopped on a colored man’s land,” Biggs laughed. “The rest of them Rebs would probably die of embarrassment if they knew that, ha ha.”

Victor laughed as well. He always appreciated irony. Victor was developing a philosophy that there were only two things in life, bovine excrement and irony.

“There are dead soldiers everywhere, Victor. I was out here yesterday. There’s talk about a cemetery for the Union boys, not for the Rebs, though. They can rot for all I care. About the only thing we can do is dig trenches and push the boys in. I don’t put the boys together. Rebs in one trench, our boys in another, for the plan is we dig up our boys later. Mr. McConaughy, he runs the Evergreen Cemetery, and he wants to expand his cemetery to bury our boys. That’s the gossip anyway. Like most things, it’s about the money. Governor Curtin will have to okay the idea I hear, and he can be kind of stingy with state money. So if they approve the cemetery, we will have to go back and dig up the Union boys, and the word is they will pay us a dollar for every body. Could you use that money?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Well then, you do a good job today and I will put a word in for you with the captain,” Basil said with a smile. “I sure can use the money. I won’t have much of a harvest this year; the Rebs saw to that.”

They rode out Chambersburg Street past the Lutheran Theological Seminary to the west, stopping the wagon near scores of bloated and disfigured bodies, many of which had been lying where they fell since the first day of battle. Animals had feasted on a few of the cadavers and there were mangled corpses in tattered uniforms, the trousers shredded by wolves or wild hogs that had gnawed on a soldier’s leg. The animals didn’t discriminate between the blue and the gray for both sides had bodies which had been desecrated by beasts. Victor felt the urge to vomit but he swallowed several times and kept himself from throwing up.

“Victor, in the back of the wagon, you will find poles and shovels.”

“Poles?”

“For pushing the bodies into the trenches. You don’t want to touch some of them. These bodies are pretty well decayed so the poles can help you push the bodies into the graves, after you have dug the graves, of course.”

Victor retrieved two shovels and two poles and returned to Basil Biggs who was looking for a clear space to dig a trench for a group of Union casualties.

“What about identification?” Victor asked.

“Well,” Biggs said. “Mark down if they are Union or Confederate and if they are not too ripe, maybe you can go through their pockets for letters and such, but the main thing to do now is get the bodies below ground as quickly as possible. Before they spread disease through the air. Captain Smith said there are at least seven thousand bodies scattered all over the battlefield. Maybe more. Some estimates are as high as ten thousand dead and we have over twenty thousand wounded men all over town, probably closer to thirty thousand considering all the ones in private homes. We also have to burn the corpses of the horses and you might have noticed two cans of kerosene and a box of matches among the supplies in the wagon.” 

“Should we start with the horses or the humans first?” Victor asked.

“We can douse the horses with the kerosene and set them aflame, and after they start burning we can commence with the men.”

They splashed a half can of kerosene on each horse and consequently were only able to soak four horses with the liquid. The horses burned slowly but steadily from the liquid kindling of the kerosene.

The men, however, were ripe already. Basil handed Victor a pair of work gloves. “Put these on to go through the men’s pockets,” he explained. “You have no idea what you will find.”

Horrified at the decomposing remains of what were once brave men, Victor believed that even their own loved ones would be hard pressed to identify the bodies of the deceased soldiers. 

“Some of the dead had flesh gnawed from their faces by rats,” Basil said. “But the animals mostly went for the meaty areas, the legs, arms and trunk.”

Victor went through one man’s pockets, but stopped when he extracted a handful of maggots. “Good Lord!” he shouted as the maggots wriggled around on his glove. He quickly shook them off.

Basil commiserated. “Same thing happened to me yesterday when I went through a fellow’s pockets, Victor.”

Biggs determined a spot for digging a trench for a mass burial, separating the Union and Confederates into their own separate trenches. There were no plans for the Rebel dead, no promise of a future cemetery. Biggs reiterated his belief that there was only a date in hell for the traitors.

Biggs decided against digging trenches six feet deep and settled on four feet deep for the Union dead and three feet deep for the Confederates. Victor realized that Elizabeth Thorn would dig them deeper. When the trenches were completed, Biggs began tying a rope to the legs of a dead and strongly malodorous and rapidly decomposing Union soldier and hauling him to the edge of the pit. 

“Watch how I do this, Victor,” he advised.

Biggs untied the body, picked up a pole, and leveraged the body, rolling the corpse adroitly into the trench with a slight thud as it landed atop another corpse. After watching Biggs, Victor copied the procedure. It certainly was preferable than touching the corpse, he thought.

Victor Bridges and Basil Biggs spent the rest of the day repeating the procedure and, exhausted, returned the wagon to the provost marshal’s office. They agreed to return for a second day the following morning.

As they were leaving the field and neared the Seminary, Biggs noticed a friend of his wife’s, Lydia Smith, driving a wagon. Biggs stopped the wagon. He called to her, “Lydia, what are you doing, old woman?”

“Hello, Basil, what are you doing?” she smiled. “Out digging graves, I see.”

“Nice to see you, too, Lydia,” Biggs replied. He smiled at her and then stuck out his tongue. 

Victor learned from Basil Biggs that nearly all of the Negroes in town knew each other and most of them liked to kid one another.

“I rented this team and wagon and I’ve been taking supplies to the wounded men all over town,” Lydia explained. “I just felt like God wanted me to do service. I thought it was the least I could do. Did you boys know they found a Rebel girl dead on Cemetery Ridge? She had dressed up as a man I guess. Heard there was another Rebel gal that lost a leg. Imagine, girls fighting like that.” 

“That’s amazing, Lydia: Girls fighting,” Biggs said.

Victor, whom General Meade had informed about the dead female combatant, was not about to tell these two good people that women fighting in combat was not unusual in the 21st century.

“You don’t think we can fight?” Lydia asked. “Women can fight and dig graves, too. Did you see the white woman, Elizabeth Thorn, she manages the Evergreen Cemetery and lives at the Gatehouse? She’s six months pregnant and digging graves. Probably dug more than you did, you shiftless lazy nigger,” she teased. “I’d like to see you pregnant and digging graves. Yes,” she laughed. “now that would be a sight, my Lord in heaven.” She continued to chortle.

Biggs smiled, waved at the woman and snapped the reins and the horses pulled the wagon forward and Victor and his newfound mentor moved out toward town. 

Victor had tremendous admiration for Mrs. Thorn. He had never worked so hard in his life at what the pregnant woman did daily. Victor felt like every muscle in his body was screaming at him in complaint. He needed a warm bath, he needed to soak. He picked up his pay at the provost’s office while Basil filed a report, documenting where the Union men were buried. They had also placed a small stake with a blue flag on the spot of the Union trench.

Victor stopped on his way to the hotel at a bath house and paid a quarter for a warm bath, soaking in the tub to relieve his aches and pains. He knew he would have no trouble sleeping that night. After his bath, he cringed as put on his dirty clothes again, having no clean clothes available. But he was too hungry to be upset. He stopped at a restaurant and ate a large meal. When he returned to the hotel he had only four dollars left from his day’s agony, having spent a precious dollar on the bath and his supper. He had never worked so hard in his life. And for four dollars!


Chapter 16

Diary of Sarah Broadhead

July 8–

Again at the hospital early this morning. Several physicians and lady nurses had come from Washington the previous evening, and under their care things already began to look better. The work of extracting the balls, and of amputating shattered limbs, had begun, and an effort at regular cooking. I aided a lady to dress wounds, until soup was made, and then I went to distribute it. I found that I had only seen the lighter cases, and worse horrors met my eyes on descending to the basement of the building. Men, wounded in three or four places, not able to help themselves the least bit, lay almost swimming in water. I hunted up the lady whom I had been helping, and told her to come and see how they were situated. When we came down she reverently exclaimed, “MY God! They must be gotten out of this or they will drown.” I gladly, in answer to her request, consented to assist her. She called some nurses to help, and getting some stretchers the work was begun. There were somewhere near one hundred to be removed to the fourth story of the building. The way they happened to be in such a miserable place was this. On the first day, during the battle, they had been taken into the building for shelter. On Thursday and Friday the Rebels planted a battery just behind this hospital, which annoyed our troops not a little, who, in endeavoring to silence it, could not avoid throwing some shells into the building. Some entered several of the rooms, and injured one of the end walls, and the basement became the only safe place to which our wounded could betake themselves, and the heavy rains, following the engagement, flooded the floor. I did not think all could be removed to-day, but the lady said it must be done, and by hard work she had it accomplished. We had the satisfaction of seeing them comfortably fixed, though they lay on the bare floor with only their gum blankets under them, but dry and very thankful for so little. I fed one poor fellow who had both legs and one arm taken off, and, though he is very weak and surely cannot live, he seems in right good spirits. Some weeks since I would have fainted had I seen as much blood as I have to-day, but I am proof now, only caring to relieve suffering. I now begin to feel fatigued, but I hope rest may restore me.

*

Minerva put down the booklet for a moment and wondered about the passage where Mrs. Broadhead mentioned lady nurses from Washington; could that mean that Sophronia Bucklin had arrived? Bucklin kept a diary of her nursing experiences all throughout the Civil War and Minerva had chanced upon her diary online and downloaded it to her Kindle app. She had read Sophronia’s chapters on Gettysburg, before her group left Cassadaga, and she longed to meet Bucklin. Here was a possibility for Minerva to meet two of her heroines on the same day. The beauty of reading the entry was that none of what Sarah Broadhead wrote had actually happened yet. It was an hour or so away. She read the next day’s entry in search of more information.

July 9–

Rain began to fall early this morning, and so violently that it produced quite a flood, which prevented me from getting to the hospital. I visited, with what supplies I had, some of those in town. I found the wounded in them much better situated, some attention having been paid to them, by the citizens near, during the battle. All had plenty to eat, though very few had beds to lie on and rest their wounded bodies. Nearly every house is a hospital, besides the churches and warehouses, and there are many field hospitals scattered over the country near the scene of the battle. A man called to-day, and requested me to take into our house three wounded men from one of the field hospitals. I agreed to take them, for I can attend to them and not be compelled to leave my family so long every day as I have done. I am quite anxious to learn the condition of the man at the Seminary whose wife I sent for. I was thinking of her when the cars, for the first time since the destruction of the Rock Creek bridge, came into town, the road having been repaired. The Government can now forward supplies in abundance, and the poor fellows can be better provided for in every way. I talked with some wounded Rebels at one of the hospitals, and they are very saucy and brag largely. They are very kindly treated, and supplied, in all respects, as our men are. The spirit manifested by those I met was so vindictive that I believe they would, if they could, requite all the kindness shown them by murdering our citizens. The merciful work of the Sanitary and Christian Commissions, aided by private contributions, was to be seen at every hospital. Without the relief they furnished, thousands must have perished miserably, and thousands more have suffered from want of the delicacies, food and clothing their agents distributed, before the Government could bring assistance. They are God’s blessed agencies for providing for the needy soldier. No one knows the good she has done, in making bandages and clothing, and in contributing dainties and provisions, until she sees the operation of these agencies in distributing her gifts to the wounded and sick soldiers. Whoever aids them is engaged in the noblest work on earth, and will be amply rewarded ever here, to make no mention of hereafter.

There was no reference to Sophronia Bucklin in the July 9th entry of Sarah Broadhead’s diary, but Minerva decided she would hike up to the Seminary and help out where she could. Perhaps she could help Mrs. Broadhead dispense soup to the soldiers. She replaced the booklet to its hiding place in the closet and quietly dressed, not wishing to wake Bette. Minerva wanted to meet Sarah Broadhead on her own.

Minerva squeezed a small dab of toothpaste onto her Oral B toothbrush, wishing that she had brought something larger than a travel size tube of gel. She brushed her teeth vigorously, poured a glass of water and swished it around her mouth. Then, she walked over to her window, raised the glass, looked at the vacant street below and spat out the water onto the Diamond. She didn’t look forward to the day that she would have to forgo her toothpaste for tooth powder and she had cringed at the toothbrushes in the Fahnestock Store—those bristles! She grabbed an apple for her breakfast and was out the door, down the stairs, and on her way to the Lutheran Theological Seminary. Off to meet Sarah Broadhead and, Minerva hoped, Sophronia Bucklin.

As she walked onto the grounds of the Lutheran Theological Seminary, she viewed scores of recuperating men resting on the grass or leaning up against trees. A few soldiers managed to smile at her as she walked past them. She headed for the main building and then proceeded down to the basement, the location of the most serious casualty cases as well as the seminary’s surgery center. Minerva recognized Sarah Broadhead from the photograph she had seen online after a Google images search. The plain, dour-looking woman in the flowing black dress had her hair slicked back and parted precisely down the middle. She was holding a mop. Mrs. Broadhead was in dire need of a makeover, Minerva thought cattily, and immediately felt guilty for her mean-girl attitude. What did Minerva expect a Quaker wife to look like anyway? Taylor Swift?

Minerva stood staring at the entrance to the basement. Water seemed to be covering the floor, and wounded men, many of whom were soaked, were lying throughout the room in the water awaiting care. It was even more horrible than the courthouse, Minerva thought. Women nurses and volunteers were mopping the floor in an attempt to dry it.

Mrs. Broadhead noticed Minerva in the basement doorway. She walked over and asked, “Are you looking for a loved one, miss?”

“No, ma’am. I’m here to help if you can use me.”

“What’s your name, girl?” 

“Minerva.”

Sarah Broadhead managed a smile. “Named for the goddess of wisdom?”

“Uh huh,” Minerva said, blushing.

“The names our mother bequeath us,” she said in sympathy. “My name is Sarah, although I much prefer Sally. I have been volunteering here, but last night professional nurses arrived and I’ve been relegated to dispensing soup and writing letters home for the boys. Do you mind tending to Rebels, Minerva?”

“No, ma’am.”

“Good, we are all God’s children. First thing you can do is grab a mop. You wouldn’t believe what we found here in the basement. We had to move a lot of the boys for fear of them drowning in the water. The Rebs placed cannons nearby and our troops fired shells at them. Unfortunately, some of the shells hit the upper floors and the only safe place for the wounded was in the basement. And then the rains came. I am so glad that the nurses from Washington City are here. Did you go to church on Sunday? Of course not. Every church pew in the town is filled with wounded boys. Do you remember what the martyr John Brown said about slavery before he was hanged?”

“No.”

“‘I am not quite certain that the crimes of this guilty land will never be purged away but with blood.’ Look around you, Minerva. Was John Brown not a prophet?”

Minerva bobbed her head in agreement and began mopping the floor. Sarah Broadhead in the flesh seemed much more passionate and determined than Sarah Broadhead, the diarist. She was intense, Minerva thought.

“One of the doctors told me that the army is building a tent city west of town to serve as the main hospital,” Mrs. Broadhead continued. “They will be moving the men over the next week or two. The camp will be close to the railroad so that the physicians can send serious cases to hospitals in Philadelphia and New York for specialized treatment. It’s to be called Camp Letterman, named for the top doctor in General Meade’s army. Put your mop down and help me give out soup to the boys.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“How old are you, Minerva?”

“Seventeen.”

“Are you engaged?”

“No, ma’am.”

“Better hurry. You don’t want to wind up an old maid,” Sarah Broadhead teased.

“I want to be a doctor,” Minerva said.

“Like that Elizabeth Blackwell and her sister?”

“Yes,” Minerva said, for she knew about the first female physician in the United States. Blackwell’s sister Anna was the third, but Minerva could not remember the second.

Sarah Broadhead smiled. “You know I was talking to one of the nurses from Washington City and she said how difficult it was for women to even become nurses, let alone doctors. Miss Dix is their champion. I would so like to meet Dorthea Dix.”

Minerva was surprised to find that her heroine had her own heroine—Dorthea Dix.

Minerva, wearing mittens, carried the hot soup around the basement as Sarah Broadhead offered the men a cup. Then they came to the man that Sarah Broadhead had written about in her diary, the man who was missing both legs and one arm. Mrs. Broadhead bent down and tenderly put the cup of soup up to the man’s mouth and he took a sip of the broth and managed a faint smile of thanks. Minerva held back her tears. Minerva and Mrs. Broadhead moved on, the older woman whispering to the younger, “He’ll be dead by nightfall.”

Minerva could hold back the tears no longer. She sobbed so hard she nearly hyperventilated. Mrs. Broadhead took her in her arms. “Go ahead and have a good cry, girl. Cry for all of the poor boys.”

After she had sobbed for a minute, Minerva took a few deep breaths and recovered her equilibrium, meekly thanking her newfound Quaker friend for her understanding.

“No need to thank me, Minerva,” Sarah Broadhead said. “You have seen terrible things. War is a terrible thing.”

Minerva sniffed her agreement and took the handkerchief from Mrs. Broadhead’s outstretched hand.

As they finished their round of dispensing soup, Minerva said to the Quaker lady, “I have never seen so much blood in all my life.”

“Neither have I, Minerva. Neither have I.”

Minerva felt the urge to use the privy and excused herself to Sarah Broadhead. Outside the building a young girl was helping an even younger boy stack a pile of severed limbs, separating them into a pile of legs and a pile of arms. Minerva walked over to the girl and asked where she might find the outhouse.

“Who are you?” the girl asked.

“My name is Minerva.”

“I’m Lydia Ziegler and this is my little brother Hugh. My father is the caretaker of the Seminary,” she said proudly. “We live here.”

Minerva smiled. She had read Lydia and Hugh’s account The Dead and Dying Were All Around Us. Hugh had written about stacking the limbs, and here the Ziegler children were actually doing it.

“I haven’t seen you before,” Lydia said.

“I’m from Mercersburg.”

“Oh, follow me and I will show you where the privy is.” 

When they arrived at the wooden comfort station, Lydia went in back of the privy and then returned with a corn cob. She handed it to Minerva.

Just like Philadelphia, Minerva thought, remembering her first trip to an outhouse in 1776.

Minerva returned to the basement of the Seminary just at the moment that three of Dorthea Dix’s nurses arrived. Minerva had read that Dix selected homely girls as nurses, preferring them to be as old as possible. No makeup was allowed. These three nurses, however, while very plain looking appeared to be in their twenties. One woman seemed to be chinless, and on taking a second look at her Minerva remembered the photograph she had seen online of Sophronia Bucklin. Here she was in the flesh. She seemed to be the lead nurse of the three and even Mrs. Broadhead was deferring to her as Sophronia barked orders to the volunteers. When she spotted Minerva, she barked:

“Who are you?”

“That’s Minerva,” Sarah Broadhead said.

Sophronia frowned at the Quaker matron. “I didn’t ask you. Can’t she speak for herself?”

“Yes, ma’am, I can,” Minerva spoke up, eliciting a slight smile from Sophronia Bucklin.

“Get me some bedpans, girl,” Bucklin ordered. “We have some men to clean up. I hope you aren’t squeamish about seeing a man’s privates, girl.”

“No, ma’am,” Minerva lied. She was hoping to avoid washing what she often referred to as “masculine equipment.”

By the end of the day, however, Minerva had emptied scores of bedpans and bathed a dozen naked men, and all of her squeamishness was behind her. For the first time in her young life her dream of becoming a physician seemed less a dream and more a goal. She felt compassion for the mangled men. She saw no difference between Federal and Confederate, she saw only patients. She had faced her fear of “masculine functional outdoor plumbing” and she had overcome that anatomical phobia, and she had marveled at the efficiency of the take-charge nurse, Sophronia Bucklin.

By the end of the day when Minerva prepared to depart the Seminary for her return to the Gettysburg Hotel, Miss Bucklin approached her. “You are a fine worker, Minerva. I hope someday you will consider nursing as a career,” Bucklin said.

“I want to be a physician, Miss Bucklin.”

“Well now,” Miss Bucklin smiled. “Is that a fact? Well, girl, if you put your mind to it, I don’t see why you can’t. I mean, the Blackstone sisters became doctors and so can you. But in the meantime, I can use your help again tomorrow.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Minerva said. “I’ll be here.”


Chapter 17

As dawn broke, a soft, gentle rapping on the hotel room door awakened Victor. Mr. Greene, oblivious to the sound, kept on snoring, causing Victor to wonder if his teacher was exhibiting early signs of sleep apnea. Groggily, Victor arose and walked to the door and opened it. Looking straight ahead, he saw no one. Then a tiny hand tugged on his nightshirt and he looked down and spied a small barefoot boy with jet black hair and raven-like eyes.

“Is this Nathan Greene’s room?” asked a tiny voice.

The boy was wearing only a t-shirt, which was much too big for him, and seemed to serve as a nightshirt.

“Yes, this is Mr. Greene’s room.”

“Then you must be Victor Bridges, I presume.”

“Yes. Who are you?”

“Excuse me, it was very rude of me not to introduce myself. I am Nikola Tesla at your service.”

Victor laughed. “Okay, Kromer, you can come out now. This is pretty funny. You too, Minerva. Come out, come out wherever you are.”

“I assure you, Victor, I am not a ruse perpetuated by your classmates. May I come in? I have a message to convey to your teacher,” the boy said as he brushed by Victor and went straight to the snoring teacher and began to poke the pedagogue productively. Mr. Greene awoke.

The light from the sunrise illuminated the hotel room and Victor took a closer look at the boy’s nightshirt. The wording: “A teacher affects eternity. He never knows where his influence stops. Henry Brooks Adams.” What in the world was going on? Victor wondered.

Grumpily, Mr. Greene rubbed the sleep from his eyes and looked at the boy. “Who are you?”

“Nikola Tesla, Mr. Greene. I hope you don’t mind, but I borrowed this shirt from your classroom closet. I couldn’t very well walk into Gettysburg in my birthday suit now could I?” the boy asked.

Mr. Greene squinted at the boy’s t-shirt, seeing both the wording on the shirt and the illustration of the boy with the backpack standing atop a stack of books and gazing off at the mountains on the horizon.

“You are Tesla, really?”

“Yes, and I am as surprised as you are at my appearance, Mr. Greene, having been dead for so long. You see, Henry Adams, the man who wrote the quotation for the shirt I’m wearing, came to me at my museum in Belgrade where I prefer to haunt, and asked me to help rescue you. It seems Mr. Adams learned about the chicanery perpetrated by Monsieur Catton and Monsieur Foote changing the dates on your computer. Fascinating really. You see I didn’t know what had happened to my time travel prototype and Adams told me where Thomas Edison had hidden my device. I always suspected the so-called Wizard of Menlo Park was behind its disappearance, but I could never prove it. Anyway, I thought you did a pretty fair job of applying the device to your classroom portable, but unfortunately Adams and his group of dead historians hadn’t the foggiest idea of how to use the device and so I was summoned. I tinkered around with the original device here and there and updated quite a few applications, for even though I am dead I have been following how Apple keeps updating its devices. I even chatted with Steve Jobs, too. Fascinating, a true, albeit, dead visionary. So I thought, why not update my prototype? Well, from here on in, with a remote I developed, you will be able to send and summon your classroom at will. But for me, the fascinating part of my journey back in time was reanimation. I never saw that coming.”

“Victor, hand me my cane, please,” Mr. Greene said, as the teacher had forgone his crutches for the cane and his leg was healing rapidly. “What do you mean by reanimation?”

“Since I was alive in 1863 when I arrived here in the portable I became the seven-year-old boy you see before you. Actually, my birthday is tomorrow. I will be seven then. It is something I did not foresee about time travel. If one travels to the past and stops in at a time when one was alive, one becomes the age he was then, yet with all the knowledge one gained throughout one‘s lifetime. Fascinating wrinkle, I think. I can hardly wait to share my experience with Albert.”

“Albert?” Mr. Greene asked.

“Einstein,” young Tesla said. “Anyway, Mr. Greene, I have installed a cloaking device, a bit of stealth technology, and the classroom is resting west of the Lutheran Theological Seminary. It is invisible, of course. Here is my dilemma. Mr. Henry Adams is in the portable now, but he is as naked as the day God made him. You see, neither of us foresaw our own reanimation. Mr. Adams is twenty-five and he couldn’t very well don only a shirt to walk into town and frankly, the trousers in your closet were much to gargantuan for him. He wrote down his measurements and if you will give me a piece of paper and a pencil I will write them down for you as I have an eidetic memory, but you do not.”

“I do,” Victor chimed in.

“I have heard that Victor,” Tesla replied. “But we shall see about that.”

Young Tesla wrote out Henry Adams’ measurements for Mr. Greene. “He would appreciate it if you buy him a simple suit of clothes, Mr. Greene, and deliver the clothes to him at the portable. We would like to leave by 10 a.m.”

“Return home?” Mr. Greene ventured.

“No,” young Tesla replied. “We are going to take you to your original destination, November 18th, the day Abraham Lincoln arrives in Gettysburg. As Mr. Adams has informed me, in July 1863 no one in Gettysburg has any idea that the president will visit the town. As of this date, Lincoln has not even been invited. It is an idea that will come to lawyer David Wills later on. I am suggesting that you reserve your rooms for that date, as when word gets out that the president will attend the cemetery dedication, a room at the hotel will be impossible to book. Mr. Adams suggests you pay ahead and get a receipt.”

“Why is Mr. Adams being so nice to us? He hates me.”

Young Tesla smiled. “It seems Mr. Adams was riffling through your things in your classroom and chanced upon the shirt I am wearing and had a change of heart about you. Between us, I believe the t-shirt appeals to his vanity. To paraphrase Shakespeare, ‘vanity thy name is historian.’ He was deeply moved to find this shirt among your possessions. He insisted that I wear it to meet you as you would surely realize by my appearance in said shirt that I was telling the truth. Anyway, I must insist upon clothing for my naked companion who has been reanimated to his age of twenty-five. Mr. Adams is not a naturalist, I assure you, and requires more than a figurative fig leaf to cover his nether regions.”

“I don’t understand, Nikola. If you are alive, where is your younger self?”

“At age seven I was in Serbia which was then part of the Austro-Hungarian Empire. I suppose he is there, but frankly I don’t know. The real Mr. Adams is with his father in London where the senior Adams is Ambassador to the Court of Saint James. Perhaps our two selves can exist if we are on separate continents or if we are separated by a large body of water. I have no idea why this is so, but then I never thought I would ever reanimate, either. A fascinating wrinkle in time travel, I might add. As I said, I can’t wait to discuss this adventure with Albert and get his thoughts on the matter, if you will excuse my physics pun, for ‘matter can neither be created nor destroyed.’” Young Tesla laughed. Victor and Mr. Greene smiled, not wishing to encourage Tesla by chuckling.

“Would you care to join us for breakfast, Mr. Tesla?” Victor asked.

Young Tesla smiled. “I haven’t eaten since 1943, Victor, and I don’t seem to be very hungry this morning, either. I think my appearance in the hotel dining room and my lack of suitable apparel would draw unwanted attention. I had an odd enough glance from the front desk clerk when I asked for your room number. I’ll just wait here, but I would appreciate if you would also buy me a proper outfit suitable for a seven-year-old boy, Mr. Greene.”

“Certainly,” Mr. Greene replied. Shall we go down to breakfast, Victor?”

Victor and Mr. Greene had barely pulled their chairs out from the table when Bette and Minerva arrived to join them.

“Did I hear a young boy’s voice in your room, Mr. Greene?” Bette asked. “The walls are paper thin.”

“Yes,” Mr. Greene said with a wry smile. He put his finger to his mouth to stop Victor from blabbing.

“Well who was it?” Minerva wanted to know.

“A boy named Nikola,” Mr. Greene replied.

“Nikola who?”

“Let me think, did you catch his last name, Victor?”

“I think it was Tesla,” Victor said.

“Yes,” Mr. Greene agreed. “That’s it. Nikola Tesla.”

“Funny, Mr. Greene,” Bette frowned. “Very funny.”

Mr. Greene shrugged. “What do you want for breakfast, kids?”

“Wait a minute,” Minerva said. “Something isn’t right here, you two are too blasé about this. What is going on?”

“Okay, Victor, you can tell them,” Mr. Greene said.

“The portable is back. Just like a Deus ex machina. It is cloaked and sitting out west of the Lutheran Theological Seminary. Something really weird happened. The ghost of Nikola Tesla reanimated and brought it back. It seems our old friend Henry Adams discovered Catton and Foote’s plan, but none of the dead historians knew how to operate the classroom…”

“It takes a teacher to run a classroom,” Greene said.

“Uh huh,” Victor nodded. “Well, there is a little wrinkle. It seems even if you are a ghost if you stop at a time when you were alive, you reanimate. Nikola Tesla was seven in 1863. So he appeared in our room as a seven-year-old boy, but still brilliant beyond belief, his eidetic memory intact.”

“He popped up wearing one of Mr. Greene’s goofy t-shirts,” Victor added.

“I remember those,” Bette said. “I always liked the ‘Loose lips sink ships’ one he wore when he lectured about World War II.”

“I liked the snake one and the ‘Join or Die’ logo,” Minerva added.

Victor waited a moment to see if the girls were finished interrupting and, when he assumed they were, he continued. “He’s updated his device and invented a remote for it so that we will be able to summon the portable in the future at any place or time.”

“So,” Mr. Greene said, resuming command. “We are going to eat breakfast, do a bit of shopping for Mr. Tesla and Mr. Adams, who I am afraid is in his birthday suit inside the portable. He was twenty-five at the time of the Battle of Gettysburg. Anyway, we need to buy the two fellows suitable clothes and then we are going to jump ahead to November 18th, 1863 and return to Gettysburg the day before Abraham Lincoln gives his address. Remind me, Victor, I need to make a reservation at the hotel for two rooms for the 18th and 19th and pay in advance, since once it gets out that Lincoln is coming to Gettysburg the rooms will be impossible to get.”

“Why?” Minerva asked.

“Tens of thousands of people will descend upon Gettysburg for the cemetery dedication, Minerva. So, let’s coordinate. We will meet in the hotel lobby at 9 a.m. and head for the Fahnestock Store, buy a suit of clothes for each of our reanimated ghosts and then walk out Chambersburg Street past the seminary. From there we shall find our portable and travel ahead a few months. Agreed?”

“Agreed!” the three students said in unison.

Then Victor asked, “What about Mr. Catton and Mr. Foote?”

“They are off with the armies,” Mr. Greene said. “Catton is with the Army of the Potomac and Shelby is with the Army of Northern Virginia. The Confederates are still on this side of the Potomac River, but they are replacing the pontoon bridge that the Federals destroyed, and will be back in Virginia within a week. I am sure our little rascals will be back for Mr. Lincoln’s recitation, however. They wouldn’t miss that.”

Halfway through breakfast, Victor remembered his promise to Basil Biggs to join him for another day of body burial. He decided that he would just have to apologize to Biggs if he saw him when they returned in November.

*

After breakfast, the group gathered the few items they had originally brought on their trip and reassembled in the hotel lobby with young Tesla in tow. Victor was surprised to see that young Tesla was a bit of a flirt, for when Victor introduced Nikola to Minerva, the lad winked at her and said in a little boy’s high-pitched voice, “Hello, beautiful, where have you been all my life?”

Minerva, who was not generally quick with repartee, was out of character this day, for she snappily retorted, “I wasn’t even born yet and neither was my mother.”

Which only made the scientist’s black, hypnotic eyes twinkle with delight. He laughed accordingly and said, “Well put, well put!” Then the sly Nikola Tesla took Minerva’s hand and said innocently, “I am only seven, Minerva, someone should hold my hand. It might as well be you.”

Minerva laughed, but she didn’t shake his hand away. After all, like her classmates she was a fan of the late inventor. Victor felt a short rush of jealousy, but he held his tongue.

After making reservations for the 18th and 19th of November and paying ahead for the rooms, Mr. Greene and the group left the Gettysburg Hotel. Victor and Mr. Greene strolled ahead of the girls who walked on either side of Nikola Tesla. Not missing a beat, Nikola extended a hand to Bette and the three walked together hand-in-hand across the Diamond. Tesla was a little “cake-eater,” Victor thought, remembering some Jazz Age slang. A ladies’ man.

The girls selected suitable wear for Nikola and took the paper with Adams’ measurements and chose a rather smart outfit for Henry Brooks Adams. 

“Too bad there’s not a Men’s Warehouse,” Bette said.

“You are right there, Bette. I miss the mall,” Minerva complained. 

As they walked out of the store Nikola, acting like a seven-year-old boy in summertime, quickly took off his shoes, tied the laces together and tossed them over his shoulder, preferring to exercise his boyhood rite of going barefoot. 

“So much better,” he observed. “It is good to feel the earth underneath one’s feet after so many years.”

Hospital tents were stretched out in the field west of the seminary and Mr. Greene commented as they passed, “When we return in November, these will all be gone. Between now and then, Camp Letterman east of town on the York Road will be established to take care of the wounded and the dying.

Minerva saw a nurse walking between the tents. The nurse made eye contact with Minerva and hurried toward them shouting to her, “Minerva, where are you going? We need you!”

The group halted. Minerva, still holding on to young Nikola, called back to the nurse. “Hello, Miss Bucklin.”

Young Tesla squeezed Minerva’s hand. “We don’t have time for this, Minerva,” he said. “Get rid of her.”

“Tesla’s right,” Mr. Greene said. “We need to get going.”

Too late: Sophronia Bucklin was upon them, a pouty frown on her dour face. Mr. Greene came to the rescue.

“Miss Bucklin is it?” Mr. Greene said in a haughty voice. “I did not give my niece permission to work as a nurse. A nurse is not a fit occupation for a young lady,” Greene went on. “We are returning home to Mercersburg.”

Sophronia Bucklin backed down. A product of the age she lived in, Sophronia was not about to argue with a girl’s uncle. She merely looked at Minerva with sad, but understanding eyes. “Sir,” Miss Bucklin said to the teacher. “I have met many men like you and you sir, are no gentleman.” And with that declaration, she turned around and walked back to the long row of hospital tents.

“May the saints forgive my sexism, and my apologies, girls,” Mr. Greene said. “We have to be on our way.”

“Don’t worry about it, Mr. Greene,” Bette said. “You were only playing the part of a piggish 19th century male.”

Minerva managed a smile, but she felt awful that she had let her heroine down. “I feel so guilty,” she murmured.

About a hundred yards beyond the hospital tents and off the Chambersburg Pike, rested the portable classroom, albeit cloaked.

“I am keeping the cloaking device intact as there are folks not that far away. You will have to follow me precisely,” Tesla said. “Let’s get into a line. I will go first, then Minerva, Bette, Nathan and Victor. You will notice the person ahead of you will disappear into the portable before you do. We are going to use the handicap ramp, due to Mr. G’s leg injury. Victor, I am going to count on you to make sure your teacher does not stumble or fall and to catch him if he does.”

“Yes, sir,” Victor said, feeling funny for addressing a seven-year-old as “sir.” Inside their classroom, Mr. Greene remarked, “Where is Mr. Adams?”

“In here!” came a shout from the closet in the back of the room. “Did you bring me suitable clothing?”

“Yes, Mr. Adams,” Minerva said and carried the historian’s clothes to the closet door. She extended the clothes to him.

An arm crept from the closet and a voice demanded, “Turn around. Avert your eyes!”

“He’s a bit prim and proper, but after all he is a Bostonian,” Tesla teased. “He’s afraid to show off his shortcomings.”

“Be quiet you little slavic elf,” Adams snapped.

Tesla laughed. “I have been called much worse, Henry, by Edison, in fact.”

“Thomas Edison?” Minerva asked.

“Yes, Minerva. Tom was a bit jealous of me. But I will say this about Mr. Edison, he could take another man’s invention and turn it into a consumer product. That was his genius, I think.”

“But didn’t Edison give you a start?” Mr. Greene asked.

“Indeed he did, and I am indebted to him for that. I just failed to worship at his altar. I didn’t fall for the Wizard stuff. Edison was actually very superstitious. Why, Hugo Gernsback wanted to take a photograph of Edison’s tinkering hands for one of his magazines and at the last moment Edison turned over his mitts as he didn’t want his palms to be readable in the photograph. He was afraid a palm reader would tell his future to the world.”

“That’s rather odd for a man of science,” Victor said.

“Yes, it is, Victor,” young Tesla replied. “Okay, Mr. G., let me show you and your students what adjustments I made to your computer to allow you to more easily travel through time.”

Mr. Greene produced the minie ball and handed it to Tesla.

“No need for talismans anymore, Mr. Greene. I fixed that bug in the device as well. Use the remote or the computer; no need for trinkets or lucky charms or other historical hocus-pocus.”

The students joined their teacher, and the group stood behind young Tesla who sat on a stack of books as a booster seat to the teacher’s chair so that he was level with the laptop. When he had finished his explanation, Tesla handed Mr. Greene a small device about half the size of an iPhone. Mr. Greene had to squint to see the font. However, young Tesla, showed him how to increase the font size.

“The battery to the remote is solar powered. It recharges with ten minutes of sunlight and keeps the charge for up to ninety-six hours, or four days. It has a historical range of six hundred years, so that limits your travel to the fifteenth century and afterwards. That’s the overview of the updates. So, Mr. G, please type in a time you wish to arrive on November 18th and after everyone is seated and strapped in, press the new Travel button instead of the Enter tab and we will be off.”

“But what about Mr. Catton and Mr. Foote?” Minerva said, having forgotten what was said before about the dead historians’ fate.

Emerging from the classroom closet, a fully dressed Henry Adams answered Minerva, “As Mr. Greene said previously, I’m sure they will be along. If they come back at this moment, I have my orders to return the portable to its resting place at Cassadaga Area High School. They are in big trouble with Thucydides.”

“Been there, done that,” Mr. Greene said. “Is everybody ready?” the teacher asked as he readied his finger to push the Travel button.

“How does this dang thing work?” Henry Adams asked about the seat belt attached to the desk in which he sat.

Victor unbuckled his seat belt and walked over to assist the Harvard professor. He snapped him in properly.

“Thank you, boy,” Henry Adams said. “I haven’t been all thumbs since I shuffled off this mortal coil,” he added, quoting Shakespeare. “I never was one for gadgets,” he added.

When Victor was back in his seat he nodded to his teacher and Mr. Greene tapped the Travel button and the portable hummed in place. Victor looked out a classroom window and realized that the portable wasn’t moving, but time was passing by. The day slowly turned to night and then the change accelerated until the days whizzed by one after another. Mr. Greene had his bad leg up, leaning on another desk, but after a few moments, the teacher smiled and withdrew his limb, pulled up his pant leg and revealed a perfectly healed appendage. The metamorphosis reminded Victor how the Anderson twins surprisingly sobered up on the trip home from Philadelphia. As the whirling weeks passed by outside the portable, Mr. Greene’s leg miraculously healed. 

The figurative flipping of the calendar’s pages slowed until finally, at noon on November 18th, 1863 the portable came to a total stop, albeit still cloaked from view. Victor peered out the window. The tent city was gone. A line of people were headed into Gettysburg on the adjacent Chambersburg Pike. 

“We can’t go outside the portable,” Mr. Greene advised his students. “Someone will surely see us. We need the cover of darkness to emerge.”

“Let’s go back before dawn, Mr. Greene,” Victor suggested. “How about 5 a.m. on the 18th?”

Mr. Greene looked at Minerva and Bette, as well as young Tesla and Henry Adams. “What do you think?”

“That’s a good idea,” Tesla said.

“Show of hands?” Mr. Green said.

All the hands went up, although Henry Adams seemed a tad reluctant. Victor assumed the Harvard man’s recalcitrance was because it was not his own idea. 

Mr. Greene typed in a new time and pushed the Travel button again. It was soon dark outside. 5 a.m. The students retrieved their personal items. Minerva was relieved because she had just enough toothpaste for two more days.

Tesla said, “We should leave the cloaking device on until we are ready to leave tomorrow night.”

“Everyone mind your step as you leave, as the British might say,” Mr. Greene advised. 

Victor chuckled when he watched his teacher skip down the handicap ramp. Normally grumpy Henry Adams was the most excited of the group.

“This is wonderful!” the Harvard historian shouted. “I can see now why you love to travel so much, Mr. Greene.”

“Hold your voice down, professor,” Victor admonished. “You aren’t a ghost in this era, and human sound carries farther in the dark. We don’t want to draw attention to ourselves.”

“Oh…or as you young folks say, ‘my bad’?”

“Yes, sir, that’s it,” Victor replied. 

“It really is a silly saying, Victor,” Adams commented.

Victor nodded in agreement.

Mr. Greene smiled at Adams. “Professor Adams, I hope you will enjoy your stay in Gettysburg.”

“Well,” Adams said as his face formed into a rare smile. “My alter ego is in stuffy London at the moment. It was truly boring there, let me tell you, but my father didn’t want me in the fight. Many of my friends paid three hundred dollars to avoid serving in the army. They weren’t proud of it later, but at least they had a ‘later.’”

“What happened to the tents, Mr. Greene?” Minerva asked.

“When Camp Letterman opened, all of the tent cities closed and the wounded were moved to that hospital. They have been gone since the end of July, I believe. Lincoln’s train will arrive later today, and we should be at the railroad depot to see his arrival,” Mr. Greene suggested.

The little group was halfway down the Chambersburg Pike on their way to the dining room at the Gettysburg Hotel when the ghosts of Bruce Catton and Shelby Foote reappeared.

“Where have y’all been?” Shelby Foote asked.

Henry Adams glared at the ghosts. “You are in deep do-do, Foote,” he said. “You, too, Catton. Thucydides is hopping mad.”

Catton looked at Henry Adams. “Who the deuce are you?” he demanded.

“Henry Brooks Adams,” Adams said. “And I have come to bring you back.”

“Damn, Adams, is that really you?” Foote said, amazed. “You are alive!”

Young Tesla spoke up. “It seems gentlemen that when a ghost travels to a time in which he was alive, the ghost reanimates.”

“Who’s the brat?” Shelby Foote asked, pointing a ghostly finger at Tesla.

“My name is Tesla, Nikola Tesla, and I invented the time travel device, you mud-brained Mississippian. And you two must be the miscreants who disregarded the students’ safety for your own vanity.”

Catton was stunned. “You are just a kid. Don’t lecture me!”

“And you are just a dead historian. I was a scientist, an inventor,” young Tesla replied, obviously annoyed. “I was seven years old in 1863. My friend Adams is twenty-five, for that was his age in that year.”

“You two have been banished from time travel for twenty years,” Adams said to Catton and Foote.

Foote looked to Catton. “Yup, that’s Henry Adams alright, Bruce. Still the stuck up little prig.”

“I am not a little prig,” Adams protested.

“If there weren’t ladies present I would tell you what you really are, Henry,” Catton added.

Mr. Greene intervened. The last thing he needed at the moment was squabbling ghosts. “Is Gettysburg crowded?”

“It sure is,” Catton said. “Once it got out that Abe Lincoln was coming to town, the people flocked here. You know they closed Letterman Hospital a few days ago, but they kept all the tents intact to accommodate all the out-of- town visitors. You can’t get a room anywhere.”

“We have reservations,” Mr. Greene said.

“Good thinking, Nathan,” Foote said in a congratulatory tone. “Bruce and I are going to float around for a while, but we’ll catch up with you at the cemetery dedication tomorrow for sure.”

“You are not to be out of my sight,” Adams demanded.

“Oh stuff it Henry!” Catton said.

Shelby Foote put his thumb to his nose and wiggled his ghostly fingers at Henry Adams. “Suck it, Henry!” he shouted.

“Miscreants!” Adams retorted.

*

The dining room at the Gettysburg Hotel did not open until 6 a.m. and the group waited in the lobby. Mr. Greene took the time to confirm his reservations for two rooms, sorry now that he had not reserved three. The four males were to share one room and the girls the other.

“We can’t get into our rooms until ten,” Mr. Greene said as he returned to the group. “I suppose after breakfast we could walk up Baltimore Street and see how the cemetery is coming along.”

The teacher and his students watched in wonder as Nikola Tesla and Henry Adams gorged on food. Even though Minerva thought the fare at the breakfast table was rather bland, the reanimated scientist and the back-to-life historian savored every crumb and every morsel.

“Ah,” young Tesla squeaked. “To eat again! Blessed butter!”

“Yes, to taste the bread of life…literally,” the history professor said. “Oh my,” he said excitedly. “I feel a bowel movement coming on.” Adams excused himself from the table to search out the closest privy. In a few minutes he returned, a smile of satisfaction marking his countenance.

Bette and Minerva chuckled at the odd pair and watched as they ravenously consumed everything within arm’s length. In fact, the entire group ate heartily and Mr. Greene, in a festive mood, gave the waitress a twenty-dollar gold piece and told her to keep the change.

The waitress smiled profusely and asked, “Weren’t some of you here before…during the battle?”

“Yes,” Mr. Greene replied. “And you were our waitress then. We are back in town for the cemetery dedication.”

“Everybody is,” the waitress remarked. “The most people we’ve had in town since Robert E. Lee stopped by for a visit,” she smiled. “But these folks are a lot nicer.”

“I imagine so,” said Mr. Greene. 

After the waitress walked away, Minerva whispered to her teacher. “That was nice of you, Mr. Greene.”

“It was,” Bette agreed.

Victor was too busy shoveling food in his mouth to comment.

“I will ask all of you to return any unused money upon our return. We may need it to finance our next trip.”

All three students nodded agreement.

They started off for the cemetery after breakfast. However, halfway to the Evergreen Cemetery, Bette said to Victor, “Victor, what do we say to Elizabeth Thorn?”

“What do you mean, Bette?”

“You and I are the Kardashians, remember?”

“Oh, Lord, that’s right,” Victor said. “Mr. Greene, we have a problem.”

Mr. Greene signaled for the group to stop. “What is it, Victor?”

“We met Elizabeth Thorn and Bette said our last name was Kardashian” Victor explained.

“What?” Mr. Greene said.

“I’m sorry Mr. Greene, it was the first thing that came in to my mind,” Bette apologized.

“That’s really stupid, Bette,” Minerva said.

“Oh shut up, Minerva!” Bette responded.

“Okay, okay…I will straighten things out if it comes up. I’ll say that I told you to use a false name,” Greene suggested.

“Did you call yourself Kim Kardashian, Kromer?” Minerva teased.

Bette slipped her erstwhile pal the Italian salute.

The group stopped by the Gatehouse at the Evergreen Cemetery. The soldiers’ cemetery was adjacent to the local Gettysburg cemetery. Outside the building, swaying gently in a rocking chair sat a woman holding an infant. She was cooing to the infant as the baby drifted off to sleep.

Bette, dragging a reluctant Victor by the hand, went over to the woman. “Hello, Mrs. Thorn,” she smiled.

Smiling Elizabeth Thorn looked up, her face recognizing Bette. “I remember you,” Elizabeth Thorn said. “You and your brother dug a grave for me. That was very Christian of you.”

Bette smiled.

“It’s the Kardashians,” Elizabeth Thorn said.

Bette blushed. “Mrs. Thorn, I’m afraid I didn’t give you our true name when we met before.”

“Oh?” said Elizabeth Thorn curiously.

“You see, we were running away from my uncle,” Bette said.

Victor looked at his classmate. He raised an eyebrow in disbelief with a poem reciting in his mind… “oh what a tangled web we weave, when first we practice to deceive.” 

“Yes, sister, tell her our true name,” Victor needled.

Bette smiled at her classmate. “Okay, I will, ‘brother,’” she said. “Mrs. Thorn we are the Kromers.”

Victor nearly gagged.

“Oh,” Mrs. Thorn said. “Are you German?”

“It only gets more tangled,” Victor mumbled.

“Ah, our grandparents came from Germany.”

“Oh? Where?”

Bette was tongue tied.

“Berlin,” Victor said, rescuing her. “We dropped the umlaut, of course.”

“But you didn’t change the name to Kramer,” Elizabeth Thorn said. “I knew a family that changed from Kromer to Kramer when they landed in America,” Mrs. Thorn said. “Would you like to hold my little Grace? Grace Meade Thorn. Her middle name is for the commander of our victorious army, General Meade. Grace was born on November 1st.” She handed Bette her baby. 

“Is that your uncle over there with the little boy, the other man and the girl?” Thorn asked.

“Yes,” Bette replied.

“He doesn’t look so mean,” Mrs. Thorn said.

Victor drifted off back to the group as Bette and Elizabeth Thorn continued to chat.

“She seems to be fast friends with Elizabeth Thorn,” Mr. Greene observed.

Minerva suddenly felt jealous and competitive. “I met Julia Culp, Sarah Broadhead and Sophronia Bucklin,” she bragged.

“Uh huh,” Mr. Greene said without much enthusiasm.

“So what, Minerva. I met General Meade and General Custer as well as Joshua Lawrence Chamberlain, but you don’t hear me bragging about it,” Victor said, and then he blushed when he realized that he had just bragged to her.

Mr. Greene looked at Minerva. “Minerva, will you go over to Bette and see if you can pry her away from Mrs. Thorn?”

Victor was startled when they entered the National Cemetery. There were fresh, open graves and Victor spotted two black men lowering a Union soldier into the grave. He recognized one.

“Mr. Biggs!” Victor shouted and ran over to the man.

Responding to his name, Basil Biggs turned around and recognized Victor. He smiled and shouted back. “Where have you been, boy? You only worked one day,” Biggs said, adding, “Ain’t that just like a white boy, lazy as can be,” he teased. But he held out his hand to Victor.

“We left for Mercersburg the next day, Mr. Biggs,” Victor lied. “We came back to see the president.”

“Gonna be a big day tomorrow. Father Abraham and all. You missed some big money, boy. I have put away a few hundred dollars digging up the bodies and replanting them here. You see the design is an idea of lawyer McConaughy, the graves sort of fan out. They’ll be putting an obelisk up and the graves will fan out from there in a semicircle. An awful lot of men here that have no names on the stones. Officers are buried next to enlisted men. No Rebels though. I kind of feel sorry for them,” Biggs added. He pointed to Mr. Greene and the group. “That your family is it?”

“Yes.”

“Your sisters or your sweethearts?” he asked, referring to Bette and Minerva.

Victor blushed. “Sisters,” he lied. “I guess I better join them. I’m glad I was able to see you again, Mr. Biggs.”

“Basil, boy. Call me Basil.”

Mr. Greene, in lecture mode, stood on a ridge at Cemetery Hill and explained the design of the cemetery to the group, repeating some information that Basil Biggs told Victor. “Over there,” he pointed. “Tomorrow they will have a dais and Lincoln will deliver his famous speech following an oration by Edward Everett, the most famous speaker of his day. Lawyer David Wills is the man who had the stroke of genius and invited the president to make a ‘few appropriate remarks.’ However, the cemetery’s layout was identical to a semicircular cemetery layout that David McConaughy suggested in a letter to the editor a year before. Landscape architect William Saunders, perhaps inspired by McConaughy, designed the cemetery as a wide semicircle that radiated from a central point. A grand monument, an obelisk, will eventually mark the central point. The cemetery is divided by states, and the smaller states are closer to the monument as there were less casualties. From now until March of next year, the bodies will continue to be buried in the new cemetery.”

Tesla and Henry Adams wandered off to inspect the battlefield and Minerva joined them for she, unlike Victor and Bette, had not witnessed the fighting. The bodies were long gone, but many trees were splintered, pieces of equipment were strewn about here and there and no one had filled in the Union trenches, which had been a redoubt for the Federal soldiers on Culp’s Hill. 

Mr. Greene, Victor and Bette joined the other three and they began walking out along Cemetery Ridge, pausing only when they came to the copse of trees and the stone fence. Speaking like a registered battlefield tour guide, Victor said to the group, “This is the high-water mark of the Confederacy, the apex of Pickett’s Charge,” Victor explained. He pointed into the distance to Big Round Top. “Bette and I were atop the larger of the two hills at what they call Big Round Top. We watched the Rebel assault from there.”

“I am envious,” Mr. Greene said.

“Don’t be, Mr. Greene,” Bette interjected. “It was horrible.”

“But it was history,” Victor said.

“Yes, but horrible history,” Bette said.

Mr. Greene defused the coming argument between Victor and Bette. “Sometimes,” he said. “History IS horrible.”

*

They spent the rest of the day enjoying the cool fall weather and wandering around the battlefield, which looked so different without leaves on the trees. Somehow, Victor thought, the battlefield seemed more deathlike without the foliage. 

They skipped lunch as Victor provided the group with a guided tour, recounting the fighting of the second day on Little Round Top. Seeing that her classmate was in his element, Bette gave Victor his due and did not interrupt him as he replayed the battle for them.

In the afternoon, they checked into the hotel and relaxed in their rooms as they awaited the arrival of President Lincoln’s train. About ten minutes before it arrived the group met in the lobby and headed north on Carlisle Street to the railroad station. A crowd had gathered. It was 6 p.m. and the streetlights were lit. Some men held lit torches.

A few minutes past 6 p.m., Abraham Lincoln’s train pulled into the station. Mr. Greene pointed out famed orator Edward Everett, the keynote speaker for the dedication ceremony at the National Cemetery, standing on the platform. He said, “Everett is waiting not only for the president, but for his daughter Charlotte Wise and her husband Captain Henry A. Wise of the United States Navy. They are on the train as well.”

A line of notables preceded President Lincoln’s appearance on the railroad station platform. Someone in the crowd began identifying Lincoln’s cabinet members by name for the audience, as well as the president’s two young personal secretaries, John Hay and John Nicolay. And, then, finally, President Lincoln appeared, silk stovepipe hat atop his head.

He towered over everyone. He was taller than all of the other men to begin with, but with the hat atop his head, Abraham Lincoln walked through the crowd like Gulliver among the Lilliputians. Victor thought the president’s eyes seemed tired. He seemed stressed out, for the poor man had seen so much of war during his brief term of office. Lincoln ritually shook dozens of the extended hands of the well-wishers. Victor marveled at how vulnerable Lincoln was walking among the people. There were no Secret Service agents watching out for him. Anyone could approach him and shoot him, Victor thought. It had never occurred to anyone that someone might actually shoot a president, until the day after the last performance of Our American Cousin at Ford’s Theater. Victor thought it was a wonder that Abraham Lincoln lived as long as he did. He remembered reading about the assassination plot that Mr. Pinkerton had uncovered before Lincoln’s inauguration only two years before. That was a close call. Victor listened as the president told a quick story to the crowd. He had a surprisingly high, nasally voice.

“A pair of women from Tennessee called on me the other day at the White House seeking the release of their husbands from one of our prisons. One of the ladies argued for the release of her husband because he was a deeply religious man. 

“‘Madame,’ I said. ‘You say your husband is a religious man. Perhaps I am not a good judge of these things, but in my opinion the religion that makes men rebel and fight against a just government in defense of an unjust institution that makes slaves of men whom God made free is not the genuine article. The religion that reconciles men to the idea of eating their bread in the sweat of other men’s faces is not the kind to get to heaven on.’”

The crowd chuckled and clapped and Abraham Lincoln strode down Carlisle Street to the three-story Wills Mansion on the Diamond. The president said no more aloud that was audible, although Victor thought Lincoln seemed to be whispering something to his secretary, John Hay. Victor ran closer and listened, catching the tail end of the conversation:

“I need some time alone to polish my speech, John. I will have to leave the dinner early. Think up a plausible excuse for me without mentioning my tinkering with my address,” the president said with a wink and a smile. “Go ahead of me and see Mr. Wills and make sure my bedroom has a writing desk.”

The small crowd followed the president all the way to the doorstep to the Wills Mansion. At the front stoop of the house, President Lincoln turned and waved to the people in the street. “Please allow me to save my voice for tomorrow,” he said. “I would like to wish you all a good night.”

Someone in the crowd yelled “speech,” and the cry echoed from others until there was a chorus of “Speech! Speech!”

Lincoln smiled and put up his hand to hush the crowd. When there was silence he said, “I do not appear before you for the purpose of making a speech, yet for several substantial reasons. The most substantial of these is that I have no speech to make. In my position, it is somewhat important that I should not say any foolish things…”

To which a heckler interrupted with, “If you can help it!”

The president smiled and wittily replied, “It very often happens that the only way to help it is to say nothing at all.”

And with that retort, Abraham Lincoln uttered not another word and entered the Wills Mansion.

Victor watched as Lincoln walked into the house, followed by Edward Everett, Everett’s daughter and his son-in-law and members of the president’s cabinet. Word around town was that as many as twenty thousand people would attend the ceremony. While that was certainly a large amount, Victor thought, it was dwarfed by the number of unwanted visitors that the town received on those three days in July.


Chapter 18

The parade route to the dedication ceremony of the Soldiers National Cemetery began at the Diamond in the center of Gettysburg and proceeded up Baltimore Street to property adjacent to the Evergreen Cemetery, the town’s local graveyard. People were gathering and proceeding ahead of the parade, but Mr. Greene suggested that their little group wait and join the “tail enders.”

“Why, Mr. Greene?” Minerva asked.

“Well,” the teacher explained, “the last group in line, known as the ‘tail enders’ were the boys from Pennsylvania College who had enlisted in the Union army in June, forming a portion of the 26th Pennsylvania Emergency Regiment, and had been discharged in time to resume their studies in the fall. The boys signed up to defend their college town, but of course the United States Army, in its wisdom, sent the boys elsewhere and they were not in Gettysburg when the battle began. Still, because of their service, a spot in front of the platform was reserved for them to stand. If we join them, we will be upfront to hear Lincoln’s Gettysburg Address.”

“Good thinking,” Bruce Catton said.

“Yes, it is,” Henry Adams agreed.

“Someone is going to have to put me up on his shoulders,” Nikola Tesla said. “Otherwise I won’t be able to see over the taller folks.”

“You can sit on my shoulders, Mr. Tesla,” Victor offered.

“Good lad,” Shelby Foote commented, smiling at Victor.

The wait began. Group after group formed and proceeded up the street in an orderly fashion. So different than when the Rebels chased the Federals through the streets on July 1st, Victor thought, and the Union boys fled, running, toward the high ground of Cemetery Hill. 

“The authorities only began reinterring the bodies of the Union soldiers about three weeks ago, due to the usual bureaucratic snafus. By mistake, a few Confederates were buried here.”

“What happened to the other Confederates, Mr. Greene?” Minerva asked.

“In the 1870s, Southern veterans’ groups were able to have over three thousand Confederate dead removed from the trenches on the battlefield and reinterred in Hollywood Hills Cemetery in Richmond, Virginia, which you may remember was the capital of the Confederate States of America.”

“Second capital,” Shelby Foote corrected Mr. Greene. “The first capital was Montgomery, Alabama.”

“Yes,” Mr. Greene agreed. “But as soon as Virginia joined the Confederacy the capital was moved out of Montgomery. See that younger boy with the college boys, the boy who is limping, I believe that is Frederick Lehmann,” Greene said.

“Who?” Bette asked.

“He was a fifteen-year-old boy in the preparatory school at Pennsylvania College who fought in the Battle of Gettysburg. He was the youngest to fight, and John Burns was the oldest, fifteen to sixty-nine. Well, he was in his school clothes and firing a weapon on the first day out past the seminary and he could have been hanged as a bushwhacker after he was captured, but a Union officer pleaded for his life and the Confederates shooed him back to the college with a warning. He didn’t get the limp from the battle, however. Later a sniper shot him when his curiosity got the best of him and he went outside His wound didn’t heal as well as mine did,” Greene added. “He limped for the rest of his life.”

“He didn’t have antibiotics,” Minerva said with a frown.

The teacher blushed. “Look, there he is!”

“Lincoln!” Victor shouted.

The 16th president of the United States, iconic stovepipe hat atop his head, removed his lid and bowed to the assembled students.

“Huzzah! Huzzah!” the Pennsylvania College students shouted.

Lincoln was accompanied by his two secretaries, John Nicolay and John Hay.

“John Hay will go on to become Secretary of State,” Mr. Greene said, going into teacher mode. “Under McKinley and Theodore Roosevelt. He developed the Open Door Policy in China, of course he has no idea as to his destiny this day, or to the destiny of his beloved Father Abraham. As a matter of fact, Hay and Nicolay often accompanied Lincoln to the theater. Too bad they didn’t on the night he was shot. Maybe they might have stopped Booth. Who’s to say? Let’s see if Lincoln has graysocks. Carl Sandburg said he did.”

As Lincoln sat tall in the saddle, Victor saw that Sandburg, perhaps the greatest dead historian on the subject of Abraham Lincoln, was indeed correct.

“I see the gray socks!” Victor shouted, drawing odd looks from a few of the Pennsylvania College students.

There were choruses of cheers as people recognized Lincoln as he sat atop the horse, and once again he doffed his stovepipe hat to the multitude in response, not venturing to speak, preferring to save his voice for his later address. Victor and his classmates joined in another chorus of “Huzzahs!” that the college boys offered to the president.

But it was a somber procession, funereal in design, a slow slog to Cemetery Hill; at least that is what it seemed like to Victor, who really saw little of the procession once it turned onto Baltimore Street. Finally, it was the college boys’ turn to join the parade at the very end of the line, and many of the boys groused that they would be too far away from the speakers’ platform to either see or hear anything. Like “hitchhikers,” the little stickers that seemed to always hitch a ride on one’s trousers in Florida, Mr. Greene’s group slipped in among the college boys who were pleasantly surprised when they entered the cemetery and the crowd parted for the Pennsylvania College students, and they indeed wound up in the front ranks right before the speakers’ platform only a few yards away from the 16th president of the United States.

Standing in the front row a few feet from the speakers’ platform, even the diminutive Nikola Tesla could see the dignitaries on the dais and needed no boost upon anyone’s shoulders.

The keynote speaker was Edward Everett. As his students formed a huddle around their teacher, Mr. Greene whispered that the professors at Pennsylvania College were eager to hear Everett. “None of the professors thought Mr. Lincoln’s remarks would amount to much, as Everett, a famous orator, was the main attraction.” 

“It was if Everett has descended from Mount Olympus for the occasion,” Catton added. “That’s what the professors thought.”

Victor was glad that no one in the crowd could hear Bruce Catton. He could be kind of a downer.

Edward Everett, the sixty-nine-year-old orator, former Whig senator, and vice-presidential candidate for the Constitutional Union Party in the 1860 election, stood beside a plain oak table and recited from memory the speech he had composed:

“Standing beneath this serene sky,” he began, “overlooking these broad fields now reposing from the labors of the waning year, the mighty Alleghenies dimly towering before us, the graves of our brethren beneath our feet, it is with hesitation that I raise my poor voice to break the eloquent silence of God and Nature. But the duty to which you have called me must be performed; grant me, I pray you, your indulgence and your sympathy…” and then Everett began the body of his oration…

“It was appointed by law in Athens, that the obsequies of the citizens who fell in battle should be performed at the public expense, and in the most honorable manner. Their bones were carefully gathered up from the funeral pyre, where their bodies were consumed, and brought home to the city. There, for three days before internment, they lay in state, beneath tents of honor, to receive the votive offerings of friends and relatives—flowers, weapons, precious ornaments, painted vases (wonders of art, which after two thousand years adorn the museums of modern Europe)—the last tributes of surviving affection. Ten coffins of funeral Cyprus received the honorable deposit, one for each of the tribes of the city, and an eleventh in memory of the unrecognized, but not therefore unhonored, dead, and of those whose remains could not be recovered. On the fourth day the mournful procession was formed; mothers, wives, sisters, daughters led the way, and to them it was permitted by the simplicity of ancient manner to utter aloud their lamentation for the beloved and the lost; the male relatives and friends of the deceased followed; citizens and strangers close the train. Thus marshaled, they moved to the place of internment in the famous Ceramicus, the most beautiful suburb of Athens…”

Victor listened, enraptured by the history lesson from the old man while, after twenty minutes, many of Everett’s listeners and some of the Pennsylvania College boys grew bored and restless. In fact, the long-winded Edward Everett, without consulting any notes, spoke for two hours, and by the end of his speech, at least a third of the audience had drifted off, seemingly more interested at viewing the nearby Union entrenchments from the battle.

After Everett took his listeners’ minds to Athens, the great orator then brought them back to the present and the purpose for which they were gathered: the dedication of the Soldiers National Cemetery. But then Everett took an oratorical side trip, reviewing the entire Civil War up until that point. Still, Victor, Minerva, Bette and Mr. Greene and the others of their group were mesmerized by the learned man, and listened in rapt attention while others with shorter attention spans wandered off. The departed college boys’ places in the sea of humanity were quickly filled by others, and when Everett finally completed his lengthy oration and the president was introduced, many of the Pennsylvania College boys had forfeited their choice listening locations.

Hatless, the long-legged Lincoln arose beside the orator’s table. He pulled a piece of paper from his coat pocket and began his address. Victor, only a few feet from the president, could see that the president had written his speech in pencil, and wondered if his speech was a last-minute attempt as Victor, a notorious procrastinator, often waited until the last hour to begin his high school homework. Was the president a procrastinator as well, or did he merely rewrite it?

“Four score and seven years ago, our fathers brought forth, upon this continent, a new nation, conceived in Liberty, and dedicated to the proposition that all men are created equal,” Lincoln said, pausing for effect, before resuming.

“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 here on a great battlefield of that war. We have come to dedicate a portion of it, 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.” Again, Lincoln paused...

“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 can never forget what they did here.

“It is for us, the living, rather to be dedicated here to the unfinished work which they have, thus far, so nobly carried on. 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 shall have a new birth of freedom; and that this government of the people, by the people, for the people, shall not perish from the earth.”

As the president finished there was scattered applause as if the audience was uncertain that Lincoln had finished. After a moment, there was additional clapping, but the amount and duration of the applause did not rival the level of appreciation that Everett had received. The president turned to John Hay and Victor heard Lincoln say, “My address was a failure, John.”

*

John Burns, fully recovered from his wounds, walked with his wife Barbara to the dedication cemetery of the Soldiers National Cemetery on Cemetery Hill. He was irritated that he hadn’t been given a prominent position in the parade, but David Wills and other members of the community had grown weary of the heroic stature of the self-serving John Burns. Most of the people in town had never liked the old man in the first place, and the fact that several newspapers had written stories that John Burns, “the hero of Gettysburg,” was the only Gettysburg civilian who had fought against the Rebels during the battle irritated the town’s residents. Halfway through Everett’s oration, a bored Burns and his wife left the ceremony and returned to their house on Chambersburg Street.

Attorney David Wills, who had invited Lincoln to attend the ceremonies, was surprised when the president said at the close of the ceremonies, “I wish to meet John Burns, David.”

Flustered, Wills looked at the students in the front row and asked, “It appears that Mr. Burns left the celebration. Would one of you go see old John Burns and bring him to my house? I’ll give you a dollar.”

“I’ll do it for nothing, sir,” Bette said.

“Do you know where he lives, Bette?” Mr. Greene asked.

“Mr. Foote showed me,” Bette replied.

Wills quickly scratched out a note for Bette to give to Burns. “My house is on the Diamond,” Wills said.

“I know sir,” Bette smiled.

“Need any help?” Victor asked Bette.

“No, Victor, I think I can handle this,” she replied. No, Mr. Bridges, she thought, her competitive juices flowing. I want something for myself, something that you can only envy. She did, however, give him a consolation prize, a kiss on his cheek.

Bette had compassion for John Burns’ early exit from the ceremony. She could see why Everett could bore a body. She became restless herself after an hour at the man’s verbosity, but she was not about to be the first of her group to walk away from the oration. When she arrived at the Burns’ house Bette climbed the outside stairs to the second floor and knocked on the door. She heard a man’s voice recounting his exploits, but a small woman, Mrs. Burns, answered the door, and putting a finger to her lips in a sign of shushing. She handed Barbara Burns the note from David Wills and the old woman quickly read it and nodded for Bette to enter. Burns, it seemed was just finishing up another rendition of his heroism to a group of out-of-own visitors. John Burns was at the moment, after the president, the most famous man in town.

Bette spotted a mason jar with a sign that read “Donations Accepted,” and as the tourists filed out, they fed the container with coins, both silver and gold. Bette sat and waited until Mrs. Burns returned and began to count the donations.

“How’d we do?” Burns asked his wife who was counting the money.

“Sixteen dollars fifty cents,” Mrs. Burns replied.

“Pretty good,” Burns evaluated. “Not bad. Who are you?” Burns said, finally noticing Bette.

Bette found herself suddenly speechless.

Barbara Burns intervened. Her husband had an unfortunate habit of intimidating people, especially women. “She came from Mr. Wills. She brought this note. It appears President Lincoln wants to meet you.”

“Well, tell him to come here. I’ll be happy to meet him.”

“John,” Mrs. Burns said, shaking her head. “You go to the president, the president doesn’t come to you.”

Burns smiled. “I guess not, well, hell, where does he want to meet?”

“At Wills’ house. Watch your language with the young lady present.”

“Oh, I bet she’s heard that before,” Burns said, smiling knowingly at Bette who couldn’t help but return the old curmudgeon’s grin. “Wills! That sniveling little toad! He didn’t even give me a spot in the parade,” Burns snarled.

“Well, now he’s asked you to meet the president at his home. I think that’s a bit more than a spot in a silly parade,” his wife said.

“Well, c’mon then woman,” Burns said.

“No, John, you know I don’t like politics. That is for men. The girl can accompany you,” she said, nodding at Bette.

As Bette walked beside John Burns on Chambersburg Street the old man offered her his arm. She didn’t want to take his arm, but she didn’t want to be rude either, and certainly any girl in the 19th century would take a man’s arm when it was offered, she thought. Especially a hero’s arm. What was she supposed to say? That boys didn’t even open car doors for girls anymore? The old man wouldn’t even know what a car was.

“Do you go to the finishing school?” Burns asked her.

“No sir, I’m from Mercersburg.”

“How did you know where I lived?”

Bette saw an opening for flattery and she used it. “Everyone knows where you live, Mr. Burns.”

Burns smiled. He was a narcissist, Bette thought. He loved the limelight. “You know Mathew Brady took my photograph,” he said proudly.

“Yes, sir, I knew that,” Bette said.

When Bette and the old man entered the town square, there were perhaps a dozen men with notebooks gathered around the entrance to the Wills Mansion. Reporters, Bette surmised. Dozens of reporters had attended the dedication ceremony, recording the events. Tomorrow, everyone in the North would read about the town of Gettysburg once more, but this time they would read about a memorial celebration. Bette heard the whispers as they approached.:

“That’s John Burns!” “Make way for the hero of Gettysburg!” “Move aside for John Burns!” 

John Burns quickly dropped his arm support from Bette. He needed both hands to wave to his fans. Bette, spotting her group, slinked away from the old man and stood beside Victor.

“What’s he like?” Victor whispered to Bette.

“Typical arrogant male,” Bette replied. “In love with himself.”

Victor chose the wise course and said nothing more. Bette was in one of her male-bashing moods, he thought.

Then there was a collective cheer and suddenly the door to the Wills Mansion opened and there stood Abraham Lincoln, smiling down at the diminutive old man. Lincoln descended to the landing and offered his hand to the “Hero of Gettysburg” saying, “God bless you, old man!”

The newsmen scribbled Lincoln’s words verbatim in their notebooks.

“God bless you, Mr. Lincoln,” Burns replied, and a chorus of cheers met his response. Then suddenly, Burns seemed to be looking around for Bette, but being vertically challenged, he wasn’t able to see over the crowd.

“Do come inside, Mr. Burns,” the president said. “I would like you to meet some people.”

Mr. Greene explained that “‘Some people’ turned out to be the famous orator, Edward Everett, Secretary of State William Seward, presidential secretaries John Hay and John Nicolay, Governor Curtin of Pennsylvania and various other governors of the Northern states, including Governor Todd of Ohio whom people incorrectly assumed was Lincoln’s brother-in-law as Mrs. Lincoln’s maiden name was “Todd.”

The day was not done, however. About a half hour later David Wills emerged from his house and announced that it was time to proceed to the Presbyterian Church for a service at 5 p.m. Wills led the group out of his house and Lincoln walked arm-in-arm with John Burns. Secretary of State Seward walked on the other side of the old man. John Burns, who was the center of attention, was smiling profusely and waving with his spare arm to the crowd. 

Victor, standing between his classmates, watched as Burns hurried his gait in an attempt to keep up with the long strides of the 6'4" president. He wondered what the people thought watching as a giant and a dwarf walked side-by-side.

The church was packed and the upfront rows were reserved for the dignitaries. Victor and Minerva snuck in a side door and were able to find a place to stand to watch and listen. When the president’s party neared their pew, Lincoln stopped and allowed others to fill the row, until only John Burns and the president were left. 

The speeches began anew and Victor began to daydream, thinking for a few minutes of kissing Minerva right there in the church, but he was brought back to reality by the snoring of the elderly John Burns who drifted off during a speech. His elderly head rested on the stoic shoulder of the 16th president of the United States. The speeches were tedious, the sermon seemed endless, and Victor was growing restless when, an hour and a half later, Lincoln’s secretary John Hay came up the aisle to inform the president that his train was ready to depart. After nudging John Burns from his slumber, the president stood up and his pew emptied quickly. Victor and Minerva snuck out through the door from which they had entered.

“Free at last, free at last, thank God almighty we’re free at last,” Victor said, quoting the end of Martin Luther King Jr.’s “I Have a Dream” speech. Victor and Minerva reunited with the others.

“Were you two canoodling?” Bette asked.

Minerva frowned at her friend.

The procession of dignitaries trundled to the railroad station where a train belching smoke awaited the president. Lincoln bid goodbye to John Burns and to citizens of Gettysburg as well. He had only been in Gettysburg for twenty-five hours, but the town of Gettysburg would never be the same.

Mr. Greene, his students, young Tesla, and twenty-five-year-old Henry Adams watched as the president’s train pulled out of the little station headed for Hanover Junction and its connection to a rail line to Baltimore and Washington City. Victor did a double take as he realized that Shelby Foote and Bruce Catton were in the passenger car with the president. They seemed to be taking it all in, like condemned men savoring their last meal, Victor thought, for he knew that the two Civil War historians were going to be grounded, and not just a month like his parents might impose, but rather for several years. It was doubtful that Victor would ever time travel with the ghost of Shelby Foote again, which was a shame because Victor truly enjoyed having Mr. Foote along. Not that Bruce Catton wasn’t a really good ghost, he mused, but Shelby had such a mischievous twinkle in his eye and was a font of knowledge on the Civil War and shared that knowledge so readily. Victor decided that when he got back to Cassadaga he would read Foote’s three-volume narrative of the conflict, even if it took him the rest of the summer.

The ghosts of Bruce Catton and Shelby Foote escaped from the president’s train and floated over to the group.

“Okay,” Mr. Greene said. “I guess that is everybody. I think it is time to return to our high school.”

“Goodbye, Gettysburg,” Minerva said.

To which a girl’s voice replied, “Minerva, is that you?”

Minerva turned around to see who it was. “Julia? Julia Culp?”

“Yes,” Julia said, smiling. She rushed to Minerva and hugged her.

Minerva turned to Mr. Greene and said, “Uncle Nathan, can I catch up with you? I would like to speak to Julia for a moment.”

“We’ll wait for you by the seminary,” Mr. Greene replied. “But be along in a few minutes, okay?”

“Yes, sir,” Minerva replied and began to chatter with Julia.

“I am sorry about your brother, Julia.”

“Yes, poor Wesley. My sister Anna and I found his body on our uncle’s hill. Anna wanted to bury Wesley in Evergreen Cemetery, but I thought our neighbors might dig up his body and put it on display at the Diamond.”

“What did you do?”

“We took him to my uncle’s house. He had fled the area when the Rebels came. I went into his cellar and saw a window seat that held blankets and linens. It was about the size of a coffin. So Anna and I pulled the window seat away from the wall and dug a grave, taking the extra soil outside and spreading it around. Then when Wesley was in the grave and the dirt was put over him, Anna and I moved the window seat back over him. You have to promise on your hope of heaven that you will never tell anyone where he is buried, Minerva.”

“I won’t, Julia.”

“I came looking for you after the battle. Where did you go?”

“Ah…back to Mercersburg,” Minerva lied.

“And you came back for the dedication of the cemetery.”

“Uh huh.”

“The president gave a pretty bad speech,” Julia opined.

“Oh, I don’t know. I think folks might remember it when the war is over.”

“I doubt it,” Julia said dismissively.

“I’d better catch up with my family.”

“Are you walking back to Mercersburg tonight?”

Minerva had to think quickly. “We are going to stay at the Seminary with the ah Zieglers,” she lied. She gave Julia a final hug and ran down Carlisle Street to the Diamond.

“Goodbye, Minerva!” Julia Culp called.

“Bye, Julia,” Minerva shouted back. She remembered Mr. Greene’s theory about the disposition of Wesley Culp’s body: his theory was correct. She would have to tell her teacher. And then she realized she promised Julia she would never tell. “Sorry, Mr. Greene,” she mumbled. “I can’t tell you.”

She headed out on Chambersburg Street and caught up with the group at the road, which turned into the Lutheran Theological Seminary. From there the group walked west on the Chambersburg Pike with young Tesla in the lead. Sure footed, the seven-year-old scientific genius led the group directly to where the cloaked portable was parked. Henry Adams, Nathan Greene and his students followed young Tesla inside. The ghosts of Bruce Catton and Shelby Foote didn’t budge. Henry Adams became testy and stuck his head out of the classroom door. Only Adams’ head was visible and to a passerby it might appear to be a decapitated head speaking.

“Get in here you two!” Adams demanded.

“We’ve been thinking, Henry,” Shelby Foote said with a wry smile. “Bruce and I figure we won’t be traveling very much anymore so there is no reason for us to go back right now. I know old Thucydides will be a tad riled up about it, but Bruce and I figure we might as well stay here and watch the rest of the war. Tell the old guy we will be willing to surrender and come back when Robert E. Lee gives General Grant his sword at Appomattox a couple years from now. When Marse Robert surrenders so will we!”

“If you do this, you will be banned from travel for eternity,” Adams said, his blood pressure obviously rising, as shown by his crimson face.

“C’est la guerre,” Shelby Foote replied.

“Henry, think about it,” Bruce Catton said. “The only place that Shelby and I ever wanted to travel to was to the Civil War. This is our heaven. To be able to watch it as it happened, well that’s worth eternity to both of us.”

“Henry, you need to take your seat,” young Tesla ordered. “We are ready to leave. They aren’t coming, and in your present form you can’t do anything about it.”

Henry Adams’ head disappeared inside the portable and young Tesla closed the door.

“The portable is all yours, Mr. Greene,” young Tesla said. “You can use your computer or the remote, either one will work.”

After making sure that everyone was strapped in, Nathan Greene set the computer and pressed the Travel button. The portable took off smoothly, more smoothly than it had in the past, and young Tesla saw the smile of satisfaction on Mr. Greene’s face.

“I made a few adjustments for turbulence. It should be a much smoother ride,” Tesla explained.

And it was. It was the smoothest landing that Victor ever experienced. However, when they arrived back at Cassadaga Area High School, young Nikola Tesla and Henry Brooks Adams were gone, replaced by their ghosts, and in the case of the Serbian scientist a grown-up, albeit dead, Nikola Tesla, with those brooding black eyes. Two puddles of clothes covered two sets of shoes on the classroom floor.

“That was fun!” Tesla said, noiselessly clapping his ghostly hands.

Normally dour Henry Adams was smiling as well.

“Okay,” Mr. Greene said. “Before we leave, let’s make sure we didn’t have a butterfly effect anywhere. Victor, pull down the map of the country.”

Victor pulled down the map and the class examined it. No Confederate States of America.

No Franklin instead of Tennessee. The presidents were intact. No changes there. 

“I dread having to report to Thucydides.”

“It is not your fault, Mr. Adams,” Victor said.

“Well, students, we came back a few hours after we left, so no one will be the wiser. As you know I will have a new A.P. class in the fall, but I want to keep the History Channelers together. I think we might be able to find a few new recruits in the class. Only five students signed up for the class. I am thinking of going to Jamestown in September, how does that sound? Jamestown 1607. Pocahontas, John Smith, the Powhatan Indians. I am going to work on ear buds that translate Powhatan into English, but we must know sign language just in case. Perhaps Mr. Tesla might like to come up with a suitable device for us. What do you say, Nikola. Care to stay around a little while?”

“Certainly. Would you introduce me to a science teacher?”

“I think that can be arranged.”

Victor just smiled. Mr. Greene was ready for another adventure. And Victor was ready for a date with Minerva. As they walked out of the portable, Victor stopped Minerva to ask, “Doing anything tonight, Minerva?”

“Uh huh.”

His hopes dashed, Victor mumbled, “What?”

“Going over to Bette’s to watch Independence Day.”

Bette smiled. “You can come too, Victor, but you can’t spend the night,” she added. “That’s only for us girls.”

“Okay, I’m in,” Victor said. It was better than nothing.

The End


Appendix

Selected Civil War Books by Bruce Catton

Bruce Catton published several books on the Civil War, among them:

Mr. Lincoln’s Army, Fairfax Press, 1984

Glory Road, Fairfax Press, 1984

A Stillness at Appomattox, Fairfax Press, 1984

The Coming Fury, Phoenix Press, 2001

Terrible Swift Sword, Phoenix Press, 2001

Never Call Retreat, Phoenix Press, 2001

www.americanheritage.com/users/bruce-catton

Selected Civil War Books by Shelby Foote

The Civil War: A Narrative, Vintage Press 1986

Volume 1: Fort Sumter to Perryville

Volume 2: Fredericksburg to Meridian

Volume 3: Red River to Appomattox

Stars in Their Courses: The Gettysburg Campaign, The Modern Library 1994

The Diary of Sarah Broadhead

In 1864 Sarah Broadhead had two hundred copies of her diary printed for her family and friends. Moved by the work of the United States Sanitary Commission in providing aid for Civil War hospitals, Mrs. Broadhead donated seventy-five copies of the diary to raise funds for the commission. The original title of the booklet was The Diary of a Lady of Gettysburg, Pennsylvania, and did not include her byline. The diary is in the public domain and I have reprinted it here in its entirety. Ken Burns quoted from Sarah Broadhead’s diary extensively for his documentary on the Civil War. And of course, Shelby Foote was an integral part of the PBS series.

June 15, 1863

To-day(sic) we heard that the Rebels were crossing the river in heavy force, and advancing on this State. No alarm was felt until Governor Curtin sent a telegram directing the people to move their stores as quickly as possible. This made us begin to realize that we were in some danger from the enemy, and some persons, thinking the Rebels were near, became very much frightened, though the report was a mistake.

June 16–

Our town had a great fright last night between 12 and 1 o’clock. I had retired, and was soundly asleep, when my daughter Mary cried for a drink of water. When I got up to get it, I heard so great a noise in the street that I went to the window, and the first thing I saw was a large fire, seemingly not far off, and the people were hallooing, “The Rebels are coming, and burning as they go.” Many left town, but, having waited for the fire to go down a little, I returned to bed and slept until morning. Then I learned that the fire was in Emmettsburg (sic), ten miles from here just over the Maryland line, and the buildings were fired by one of their townsmen. Twenty-seven houses were burned, and thirty-six families made homeless, all effort to stop the flames being useless, as, owing to everything being so dry, they spread with great rapidity.

June 19–

Another excitement to-day. The 87th Pennsylvania Volunteers is composed of men from this and adjacent counties, one company from our town being of the number. Word came that the captain, both lieutenants, and all the officers and men had been killed or captured. Such a time as we had with those friends in the regiment! At 10 o’clock it was rumored that some of the men were coming in on the Chambersburg pike, and not long after about one dozen of those who lived in town came in, and their report and presence relieved some and agonized others. Those whose friends were not of the party, were in a heart-rendering plight, for these returned ones could not tell of the others, some would say, This one was killed or taken prisoner, and others, We saw him at such a place, and the Rebels may have taken him, and so they were kept in the dark.

June 22–

The report now is that a large force is in the mountains about eighteen miles away, and a call is made for a party of men to go out and cut down trees to obstruct the passages of the mountains. About fifty, among them my husband, started. I was very uneasy lest they be captured, but, they had not gone half way, when the discovery was made that it was too late; that the Rebels were on this side of the mountain, and coming this way. Our men turned back, uninjured, though their advance, composed of a few men, was fired upon. About seventy of the Rebels came within eight miles, and then returned by another road to their main force. They stole all the horses and cattle they could find, and drove them back to their encampments. We did not know but that the whole body would be down upon us, until 11 o’clock, when a man came in and said that he had seen them, and that they had recrossed. I shall now retire, and sleep much better than I had expected an hour since.

June 23–

This has been the most quiet day since the excitement began. I expect news to-morrow, for it has been too quiet to last long.

June 24–

As I expected, the Rebels have, several times, been within two or three miles, but have not yet reached here. Two cavalry companies are here on scouting duty, but they can be of little use, as they have never seen service. Deserters come in every little while, who report the enemy near in large force. This morning early a dispatch was received, saying that a regiment of infantry was coming from Harrisburg. We do not feel much safer, for they are only raw militia. The train bringing them came within ten miles, when it ran over a cow, which threw the car off the track. No one was hurt, and they are now encamped near the place of the accident. The town is a little quieter than yesterday. We are getting used to the excitement, and many think the enemy, having been so long in the vicinity without visiting us, will not favor us with their presence. They have carried off many horses. Some, who had taken their stock away, returned, supposing the Rebels had left the neighborhood, and lost their teams.

June 26–

Our militia passed through town this morning about 10 o’clock, and encamped about three miles to the west. Before they had unpacked their baggage, a scout came in with a report, which proved true, that the enemy were very near. Our men then had to retreat and get off the best way they could. About two hundred were captured. The town was quiet after our men retreated, until about 2 p.m., when a report spread that the Rebels were only two miles from town. No one believed this, for they had so often been reported as just coming, and had as often failed to appear, and little attention was now paid to the rumor. When, however, the wagons of the militia came thundering through the streets, and the guard stated that they had been chased back, we began to realize that the report was a fact. In about a half an hour the entrance of Jenkins’ Rebel cavalry began, and they came with such horrid yells that it was enough to frighten us all to death. They came on three roads, and we soon were surrounded by them. We all stood in the doors whilst the cavalry passed, but when the infantry came we closed them, for the fear that they would run into our houses and carry off everything we had, and went upstairs and looked out the windows. They went along very orderly, only asking every now and then how many Yankee soldiers we had in town. I answered one that I did not know. He replied: “You are a funny woman; if I lived in town I would know that much.” The last regiment stacked arms, on both sides of the street in front of our door, and remained for an hour. They were a miserable-looking set. They wore all kinds of hats and caps, even to heavy fur ones, and some were barefooted. The Rebel band were playing Southern tunes in the Diamond. I cannot tell how bad I felt to hear them, and to see the traitors’ flag floating overhead. My humiliation was complete when I saw our men marching behind them surrounded by a guard. Last of all came an officer, and behind him a negro on a fine a horse as I ever saw. One, looking up and noticing my admiration of the animal, said: “We captured this horse from General Milroy, and do you see the wagons up there? We captured them, too. How did we whip those Yankees, and we intend to do it again soon.” I hope they may not.

June 30–

My husband came home last night at 1 o’clock, having walked from Harrisburg, thirty-six miles, since 9 o’clock of yesterday morning. His return has put me in good spirits. I wonder that he escaped the Rebels, who are scouring the country between here and there. Fatigue is all the ill that befell him. This morning the Rebels came to the top of the hill overlooking the town on Chambersburg pike, and looked over at our place. We had a good view of them from our house, and every moment we expected to hear the booming of cannon, and thought they might shell the town. As it turned out, they were only reconnoitering the town preparatory to an advance if no force opposed them. We were told that a heavy force of our soldiers was within five miles, and the Rebels, learning that a body of cavalry from our town was quite near, retraced their steps, and encamped some distance from town. It begins to look as though we will have a battle soon, and we are in great fear. I see by the papers that General Hooker has been relieved, and the change of commanders I fear may give great advantage to the enemy, and our army may be repulsed.

July 1–

I got up early this morning to get my baking done before any fighting would begin. I had just put my bread in the pans when the cannons began to fire, and true enough the battle had begun in earnest, about two miles out on the Chambersburg pike. What to do or where to go, I did not know. People were running here and there, screaming that the town would be shelled. No one knew where to go or what to do. My husband advised remaining where we were, but all said we ought not to remain in our exposed position, and that it would be better to go to some part of town farther away from the scene of the conflict. As our neighbors had all gone away, I would not remain, but my husband said he would stay at home. About 10 o’clock the shells began to “fly around quite thick,” and I took my child and went to the house of a friend up town. As we passed up the street we met wounded men coming in from the field. When we saw them, we, for the first time, began to realize our fearful situation, and anxiously to ask, Will our army be whipped? Some said there was no danger of that yet, and pointed to Confederate prisoners who began to be sent through our streets to the rear. Such a dirty, filthy set and not kind of cuts. Some were barefooted and a few wounded. Though enemies, I pitied them. I, with others, was sitting at the doorstep bathing the wounds of some of our brave soldiers, and became so much excited as the artillery galloped through the town, and the infantry hurried out to reinforce those fighting, that we forgot our fears and our danger. All was bustle and confusion. No one can imagine in what extreme fright we were when our men began to retreat. A citizen galloped up to the door in which we were sitting and called out, “For God’s sake go into the house! The Rebels are in the other end of town, and all will be killed!” We quickly ran in, and the cannonading coming nearer and becoming heavier, we went to the cellar, and in a few minutes the town was filled of the filthy Rebels. They did not go farther, for our soldiers having possession of the hills just beyond, shelled them so that they were glad to give over the pursuit, and the fighting for the day was ended. We remained in the cellar until the firing ceased, and then feared to come out, not knowing what the Rebels might do. How changed the town looked when we came to the light. The street was strewn over with clothes, blankets, knapsacks, cartridge boxes, dead horses, and the bodies of a few men, but not so many of the last as I expected to see. “Can we go out?” was asked of the Rebels. “Certainly,” was the answer, “they would not hurt us.” We started home, and found things all right. As I write all is quiet, But O! how I dread to-morrow.

July 2–

Of course we had no rest last night. Part of the time we watched the Rebels rob the house opposite. The family had left some time during the day, and the robbers must have gotten all they left in the house. They went from the garret to the cellar, and loading up the plunder in a large four horse wagon, drove it off. I expected every minute that they would burst in our door, but they did not come near us. It was a beautiful moonlight night, and we could see all they did. 

The cannonading commenced about 10 o’clock, and we went to the cellar and remained a little while until it ceased. When the noise subsided, we came to the light again, and tried to get something to eat. My husband went to the garden and picked a mess of beans, though stray firing was going on all the time, and bullets from sharpshooters or others whizzed about his head in a way I would not have liked. He persevered until he picked all, for he declared the Rebels should have not one. I baked a pan of shortcake and boiled a piece of ham, the last we had in the house, and some neighbors coming in, joined us, and we had the first quiet meal since the contest began. I enjoyed it very much. It seemed so nice after so much confusion to have a little quiet once more. We had not felt like eating before, being worried by danger and excitement. The quiet did not last long. About 4 o’clock P.M. the storm burst again with terrific violence. It seemed like heaven and earth were being rolled together. For better security we went to the house of a neighbor and occupied the cellar, by far the most comfortable part of the house. Whilst there a shell a struck the house, but mercifully did not burst, but remained embedded in the wall, one half protruding. About 6 o’clock the cannonading lessened, and we, thinking the fighting for the day was over, came out. Then the noise of the musketry was loud and constant, and made us feel quite as bad as cannonading, though it seemed to me less terrible. Very soon the artillery joined in the din, and soon became as awful as ever, and we again retreated to our friend’s underground apartment, and remained until the battle ceased, about 10 o’clock at night. I have just finished washing a few pieces for my child, for we expect to be compelled to leave town tomorrow, as the Rebels say it will most likely be shelled. I cannot sleep, and as I sit down to write, to while away the time, my husband sleeps as soundly as though nothing was wrong. I wish I could rest so easily, but it is out of the question for me to either eat or sleep under such terrible excitement and such painful suspense. We know not what the morrow will bring forth, and cannot even tell the issue of to-day. We can gain no information from the Rebels, and are shut off from all communications with our soldiers. I think little has been gained by either side so far. Has our army been sufficiently reinforced? is our anxious question. A few minutes since we had a talk with an officer of the staff of General Early, and he admits our army has the best position, but says we cannot hold it much longer. The Rebels do so much bragging that we do not know how much to believe. At all events, the manner in which this officer spoke indicates that our troops have the advantage so far. Can they keep it? The fear they may not be able to causes our anxiety and keep us in suspense.

July 3–

To-day the battle spread with the fierce cannonading before 4 o’clock a.m. Shortly after the battle began we were told to leave this end of town, for likely it would be shelled. My husband declared he would not go while one brick remained upon another, and, as usual, we betook ourselves to the cellar, where we remained until 10 o’clock, when the firing ceased, We could not get breakfast on account of our fears and the great danger. During the cessation we managed to get a cold bite. Again, the battle began with unearthly fury. Nearly all afternoon it seemed as if the heavens and earth were crashing together. The time that we sat in the cellar seemed long, listening to the terrific sound of the strife; more terrible never greeted human ears. We knew that with every explosion, and the scream of each shell, human beings were hurried, through excruciating pain, into another world, and that many more were torn, and mangled, and lying in torment worse than death, and no one able to extend relief. The thought made me very sad, and feel that, if it was God’s will, I would rather be taken away than remain to see the misery that would follow. Some thought this awful afternoon would never come to a close. We knew that the Rebels were putting forth all their might, and it was a dreadful thought that they might succeed. Who is victorious, or with whom the advantage rests, no one here can tell. It would ease the horror if we knew our arms were successful. Some think the Rebels were defeated, as there has been no boasting as on yesterday, and they look uneasy and by no means exultant. I hope they are correct, but I fear we are too hopeful. We shall see tomorrow. It will be the 4th of July, and the Rebels have promised a glorious day. If it only ends the battle and drives them off it will be glorious, and I will rejoice.

July 4–

This morning, about 6 o’clock, I heard a great noise in the street, and going to the door I saw a Rebel officer on horseback hallooing to some soldiers on foot, to “Hurry up, the Yankees have possession of the town and all would be captured.” I looked up the street and saw our men in the public square, and it was a joyful sight, for I knew we were now safe. Soon after, the Rebels sent in a flag of truce, but what was communicated we did not know, and, in consequence, the people were more scared than ever, the report spreading that it was to give notice to remove the women and children before shelling the town. As soon as the flag of truce had gone, our sharpshooters were pushed out to this side of town, and were all around us. We were between two fires, and were kept close prisoners all day, not daring to either go out, or even look out the windows, on account of the bullets fired at every moving object. The people of other parts of town could go where they pleased. It has been a dreadfully long day. We know, however, that the Rebels are retreating, and that our army has been victorious. I was anxious to help care for the wounded, but the day is ended and all is quiet, and for the first time in a week I shall go to bed, feeling safe.

July 5–

What a beautiful morning! It seems as though Nature was smiling on thousands suffering. One might think, if they saw only the sky, and earth, and trees, that every one must be happy; but just look around and behold the misery made in so short time by man. Early this morning I went out to the Seminary, just outside of town, and which until the retreat, was in the hands of the enemy. What horrible sights presented themselves on every side, the roads being strewn with dead horses and the bodies of some men, though the dead have nearly all been buried, and every step of the way giving evidence of the dreadful contest. Shall we—for I was not alone—enter the building or return home? Can we endure the spectacle of hundreds of men wounded in every conceivable manner, some in the head and limbs, here an arm off and there a leg, and just inside a poor fellow with both legs shot away? It is dreadful to behold, and, to add to the misery, no food has been served for several days. The little we have will not go far with so many. What can we do? is the only question, and the little we brought was distributed. It is heart-sickening to think of these noble fellows sacrificing everything for us, and saving us, and it out of our power to render any assistance of consequence. I turned away and cried. We returned to town to gather more food if possible, and to get some soft material to place under their wounded limbs, to help make them more comfortable. As we returned, our cavalry was moving out to follow the Rebels, and the street was all in an uproar. When I reached home, I found my husband’s brother, who had passed through the battle unhurt, and had come to see us. I rejoiced at seeing him, for we feared he had fallen, and at once set to work to prepare a meal to appease his hunger. As I was baking cakes for him, a poor prisoner came to the door and asked me to give him some, for he had nothing to eat for the last two or three days. Afterward more joined him, and made the same statement and request. I was kept baking cakes until nearly noon, and, in consequence, did not return to the Seminary. The poor fellows in my house were so hungry that they could hardly wait until the cakes were baked.

July 7–

This morning we started out to see the wounded, with as much food as we could scrape together, and some old quilts and pillows. It was very little, but yet better than nothing. We found on reaching the hospital that a wagon-load of bread and fifty pounds of butter had arrived, having been sent in from the country, and a supply of what the soldiers call “hard tack,” has been distributed. All got some to eat, but not as much as they desired. Government meat is promised for to-morrow, and a full supply of provisions. I assisted in feeding some of the severely wounded, when I perceived they were suffering on account of not having their wounds dressed. I did not know whether I could render any assistance in that way, but I thought I would try. I procured a basin and water, and went room to room where there were seven or eight, some shot in the arms, others in the legs, and one in his back, and another in the shoulder. I asked if any one would like to have his wounds dressed? Someone replied, “There is a man on the floor who cannot help himself, you would better see to him.” Stooping over him, I asked for his wound, and he pointed to his leg. Such a horrible sight I had never seen and hope to never see again. His leg was all covered with worms. I inquired, Was there no doctor in the building? If there was, I must see him. One was brought, and I asked, How the men ever came to be in such condition? He said, “Enough men had not been detailed to care for the wounded, and that that man had been wounded in the first day’s fight, and held by the Rebels until the day previous, and that they (the surgeons) had not yet had time to attend to all, and, at any rate, there were not enough surgeons, and what there were could do but little, for the Rebels had stolen their instruments.” He declared further, that many would die from sheer lack of timely attendance. We fixed the man as comfortably as we could, and when the doctor told me he could not live, I asked him for his home, and if he had a family. He said I should send for his wife, and when I came home I wrote to her, as he told me, but I fear she may never see him alive, as he is very weak, and sinking rapidly. I did not return to the hospital to-day, being very much fatigued and worn out and having done what I never expected to do, or thought I could. I am becoming more used to sights of misery. We do not know until tried what we are capable of.

July 8–

Again at the hospital early this morning. Several physicians and lady nurses had come from Washington the previous evening, and under their care things already began to look better. The work of extracting the balls, and of amputating shattered limbs, had begun, and an effort at regular cooking. I aided a lady to dress wounds, until soup was made, and then I went to distribute it. I found that I had only see the lighter cases, and worse horrors met my eyes on descending to the basement of the building. Men, wounded in three or four places, not able to help themselves the least bit, lay almost swimming in water. I hunted up the lady whom I had been helping, and told her to come and see how they were situated. When we came down she reverently exclaimed, “MY God! They must be gotten out of this or they will drown.” I gladly, in answer to her request, consented to assist her. She called some nurses to help, and getting some stretchers the work was begun. There were somewhere near one hundred to be removed to the fourth story of the building. The way they happened to be in such a miserable place was this. On the first day, during the battle, they had been taken into the building for shelter. On Thursday and Friday the Rebels planted a battery just behind this hospital, which annoyed our troops not a little, who, in endeavoring to silence it, could not avoid throwing some shells into the building. Some entered several of the rooms, and injured one of the end walls, and the basement became the only safe place to which our wounded could betake themselves, and the heavy rains, following the engagement, flooded the floor. I did not think all could be removed to-day, but the lady said it must be done, and by hard work she had it accomplished. We had the satisfaction of seeing them comfortably fixed, though they lay on the bare floor with only their gum blankets under them, but dry and very thankful for so little. I fed one poor fellow who had both legs and one arm taken off, and, though he is very weak and surely cannot live, he seems in right good spirits. Some weeks since I would have fainted had I seen as much blood as I have to-day, but I am proof now, only caring to relieve suffering. I now begin to feel fatigued, but I hope rest may restore me.

July 9–

Rain began to fall early this morning, and so violently that it produced quite a flood, which prevented me from getting to the hospital. I visited, with what supplies I had, some of those in town. I found the wounded in them much better situated, some attention having been paid to them, by the citizens near, during the battle. All had plenty to eat, though very few had beds to lie on and rest their wounded bodies. Nearly every house is a hospital, besides the churches and warehouses, and there are many field hospitals scattered over the country near the scene of the battle. A man called to-day, and requested me to take into our house three wounded men from one of the field hospitals. I agreed to take them, for I can attend to them and not be compelled to leave my family so long every day as I have done. I am quite anxious to learn the condition of the man at the Seminary whose wife I sent for. I was thinking of her when the cars, for the first time since the destruction of the Rock Creek bridge, came into town, the road having been repaired. The Government can now forward supplies in abundance, and the poor fellows can be better provided for in every way. I talked with some wounded Rebels at one of the hospitals, and they are very saucy and brag largely. They are very kindly treated, and supplied, in all respects, as our men are. The spirit manifested by those I met was so vindictive that I believe they would, if they could, requite all the kindness shown them by murdering our citizens. The merciful work of the Sanitary and Christian Commissions, aided by private contributions, was to be seen at every hospital. Without the relief they furnished, thousands must have perished miserably, and thousands more have suffered from want of the delicacies, food and clothing their agents distributed, before the Government could bring assistance. They are God’s blessed agencies for providing for the needy soldier. No one knows the good she has done, in making bandages and clothing, and in contributing dainties and provisions, until she sees the operation of these agencies in distributing her gifts to the wounded and sick soldiers. Whoever aids them is engaged in the noblest work on earth, and will be amply rewarded ever here, to make no mention of hereafter.

July 10–

This morning I again visited the Seminary, and was rejoiced to see the improvement that had been made in the arrangements for the patients. Nearly all have been provided with beds and clean clothing, and a more comfortable look pervades the whole building. I miss many faces that I had learned to know, and among them the man whose wife I had written to. A lady stayed with him until he died, and cut off a lock of his hair, which she gave me for his wife. At 5 o’clock our men were brought to our home, and I prepared them as nice a supper as I could, and they appeared quite cheerful, notwithstanding their dirty persons, having been lying in a field hospital three miles from town, without a change of clothing since before the battle and with very imperfect attendance.

July 11–

This day has been spent in caring for our men. We procured clean clothes from the Sanitary Commission, and having fixed them up, they both look and feel better, though their wounds are very painful. Our town, too, begins to look more settled, and more like its former self. The atmosphere is loaded with the horrid smell of decaying horses and the remains of slaughtered animals, and, it is said, from the bodies of men imperfectly buried. I fear we shall be visited with pestilence, for every breath we draw is made ugly by the stench. The proper officers are sending off the wounded Rebels, left in our hands with only a few surgeons by their inhuman commanders, as fast as their condition will admit of the journey. All day ambulances filled with them have been passing our door on their way to the depot. Though they are enemies and saucy, I pity them.

July 12–

To-day the lady I sent for came to see her husband. I never pitied any one as I did her when I told her he was dead. I hope I may never again be called to witness such a heartrending scene. The only comfort she had was in recovering the body, and in tears she conveyed it to the resting-place of her family. I had some satisfaction from the fact that I had marked the grave, without which she might not have recovered it. Many persons have called to-day wanting lodging, but we cannot accommodate all. The town would not hold all who, from various motives, visit the battlefield, even if there were no wounded in it. Our house has been constantly full, and every house I know of has been, and is, full. One who called told me that he had sat on a chair in front of a hotel last night, and was glad to get even such quarters. This is Sunday, but since the battle we have no Sunday. The churches have been converted into hospitals, and the cars come and go as on other days, and the usual hustle and confusion reign in the streets, and there is nothing but the almanac to remind us of the day of rest. One of my patients grows worse, and is gradually sinking into his long home. There has been some difficulty in securing proper medical attendance, the surgeons not liking to quit their hospitals, and run from house to house, and our own physicians are overwhelmed with business.

July 13–

This day has passed much as yesterday and the day before. The town is full as ever of strangers, and the old story of the inability of a village of twenty-five hundred inhabitants, overrun and eaten out by two large armies, to accommodate from ten to twelve thousand visitors, repeated almost hourly. Twenty are with us to-night, filling every bed and covering the floors. To add to my trouble and anxiety, the nurse has just informed me that our sickest man will die soon. It is sad; and even we, who have known him so short a time, will miss him. What our soldiers are in the army, I cannot say, but when they are wounded, they all seem perfect gentlemen, so gentle, patient, and kind, and so thankful for any kindness shown them. I have seen many of our brave sufferers, and I have yet to meet the first that showed ill breeding. This, too, is the opinion of all whom I know, who have taken care of any, and the invitation and remark is common. “Come and see our men; they are the nicest in the army,” and the reply generally follows. “They cannot be better than ours.”

July 14–

It is now one month since I began this journal, and little did I think when I sat down to while away the time, that I would have to record such terrible scenes as I have done. Had any one suggested any such sights as within the bound of possibility, I would have thought it madness. No small disturbance was occasioned by the removal of our wounded to the hospital. We had but short notice of the intention, and though we pleaded hard to have them remain, it was of no use. So many have been removed by death and recovery, that there was room, and the surgeons having general care over all, ordered the patients from private house to the General Hospital. A weight of care, which we took upon us for duty’s sake, and which we had learned to like and would have gladly borne, until relieved by the complete recovery of our men, has been lifted off our shoulders, and again we have our house to ourselves.”

Additional Memoirs of Gettysburg Civilians

While Sarah Broadhead’s Diary was written at the time of the Battle of Gettysburg, several other residents of Gettysburg who were children at the time of the battle later wrote about their experiences. The ones I consulted in constructing this novel included recollections by Lydia and Hugh Ziegler, Mildred “Tillie” Pierce and Daniel Skelly. All of the reminiscences are available online or from the Adams County Historical Society in Gettysburg, Pennsylvania.

“The Dead and Dying Were All Around Us,” Lydia Ziegler, Clare & Hugh Ziegler, from the archives of the Adams County Historical Society.

“At Gettysburg or What a Girl Saw and Heard of the Battle,” Tillie Pierce Alleman. A public domain publication reprinted by various publishers and downloadable for free via the internet.

“A Boy’s Experience during the Battle of Gettysburg,” Daniels Skelly. A public domain publication one click away on Google.
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