M chael Shaara - The Killer Angels

Maps by Don Pitcher

To Lila (old George)... in whom| amwell pleased
TO THE READER

This is the story of the Battle of Gettysburg, told fromthe vi ewpoints of
Robert E. Lee and James Longstreet and sone of the other nen who fought there.

St ephen Crane once said that he wote The Red Badge of Courage because readi ng
the cold history was not enough; he wanted to know what it was |ike to be
there, what the weather was |ike, what nmen's faces |looked like. In order to
live it he had to wite it. This book was witten for nmuch the sanme reason

You may find it a different story fromthe one you |l earned in school. There
have been nmany versions of that battle and that war. | have therefore avoi ded
hi stori cal opinions and gone back primarily to the words of the nen

t hensel ves, their letters and other docunments. | have not consciously changed
any fact. | have condensed sone of the action, for the sake of clarity, and
elimnated some mnor characters, for brevity; but though | have often had to
choose between conflicting viewoints, | have not knowingly violated the
action. | have changed sone of the |anguage. It was a naive and sentinental
time, and men spoke in w ndy phrases. | thought it necessary to update sone of
the words so that the religiosity and naivetZ of the time, which were genuine,
woul d not seemtoo quaint to the nodern ear. | hope | will be forgiven that.

The interpretation of character is my own.
M CHAEL SHAARA.

FOREWORD

JUNE 1863

I. The Armes

On June 15 the first troops of the Arny of Northern Virginia, Robert E. Lee
conmandi ng, slip across the Potomac at Wl Ilianmsport and begin the invasion of
the North.

It is an arny of seventy thousand nmen. They are rebels and vol unteers. They
are nostly unpaid and usually self-equipped. It is an army of remarkable
unity, fighting for disunion. It is Anglo-Saxon and Protestant. Though there
are many nmen who cannot read or wite, they all speak English. They share
common custons and a conmon faith and they have been consistently victorious
agai nst superior nmenbers. They have as solid a faith in their |eader as any
veteran arny that ever marched. They nove slowy north behind the Blue R dge,
using the nountains to screen their nmovenents. Their nmain objective is to draw
the Union Arny out into the open where it can be destroyed. By the end of the
nmonth they are closing on Harrisburg, having spread panic and rage and despair
t hrough the North.

Late in June the Arny of the Potomac, ever slowto nove, turns north at |ast
to begin the great pursuit which will end at Gettysburg. It is a strange new
kind of arny, a polyglot mass of vastly dissimlar nen, fighting for union

There are strange accents and strange religions and nmany who do not speak
English at all. Nothing like this army has been seen upon the planet. It is a



collection of men fromnany different places who have seen much defeat and
many commanders. They are volunteers: last of the great volunteer armes, for
the draft is beginning that sumer in the North. They have lost faith in their
| eaders but not in thenmselves. They think this will be the last battle, and
they are glad that it is to be fought on their own home ground.

They come up fromthe South, eighty thousand nmen, up the narrow roads that
converge toward the bl ue nmountains. The country through which they march is
some of the nobst beautiful country in the Union. It is the third sumrer of the
war .

Il. The Men

Robert Edward Lee. He is in his fifty-seventh year. Five feet ten inches tal
but very short in the legs, so that when he rides a horse he seens nuch
taller. Red-faced, like all the Lees, white-bearded, dressed in an old gray
coat and a gray felt hat, without insignia, so that he is m staken sonetinmes
for an elderly major of dignity. An honest man, a gentleman. He has no
"vices." He does not drink or snoke or ganble or chase wonmen. He does not read
novel s or plays; he thinks they weaken the m nd. He does not own sl aves nor
believe in slavery, but he does not believe that the Negro "in the present
stage of his devel opnent," can be considered the equal of the white nan. He is
a man in control

He does not | ose his tenper nor his faith; he never conplains. He has been
down that spring with the first assault of the heart disease, which will
eventual ly kill him

He believes absolutely in God. He loves Virginia above all, the nystic dirt of
hone. He is the nost beloved man in either arny.

He marches knowing that a letter has been prepared by Jefferson Davis, a
letter which offers peace. It is to be placed on the desk of Abraham Lincoln
the day after Lee has destroyed the Arny of the Potonac somewhere north of
Washi ngt on.

James Longstreet, Lieutenant CGeneral, forty-two. Lee's second in command. A

| arge man, |arger than Lee, full-bearded, blue-eyed, om nous, slowtalking,
crude. He is one of the first of the new soldiers, the col d-eyed nen who have
sensed the birth of the new war of nachines. He has invented a trench and a
theory of defensive warfare, but in that courtly conmpany fewwll listen. He
is one of the few high officers in that arnmy not from Virginia.

That winter, in R chnond, three of his children have died within a week, of a
fever. Since that tinme he has withdrawn, no |onger joins his men for the poker
ganes he once | oved, for which he was fanous.

They call him"dd Pete" and sonetimes "The Dutchman." H s headquarters is

al ways near Lee, and nmen remark upon the intimacy and some are jealous of it.
He has opposed the invasion of Pennsylvania, but once the arnmy is committed he
no | onger opposes. Yet he will speak his mnd; he will always speak his nind
Lee calls him wth deep affection, "ny old war horse." Since the death of
Stonewal | Jackson he has been Lee's right hand. He is a stubborn man.

Ceorge Pickett, Major Ceneral, thirty-eight. Gaudy and | ovabl e, | ong-haired,
perfuned. Last in his class at West Point, he makes up for a | ack of w sdom
with a lusty exuberance. In love with a girl half his age, a schoolgirl from
Lynchburg named LaSalle Corbelle, to whom he has vowed ne'er to touch |iquor
Recei ved his appointnment to West Point through the good offices of Abraham

Li ncol n, a personal friend, and no one now can insult Abe Lincoln in Pickett's



presence, although Lincoln is not only the enemy but the absolute utterest
enenry of all.

On the march toward Gettysburg Pickett's Virginia Division is by a trick of
fate last in line. He worries constantly that he will mss the [ast great
battl e of the war.

Ri chard Ewell, Lieutenant CGeneral, forty-six. Egg-bald, one-Ilegged, recently
married. (He refers to his new wife absent-nindedly as "Ms. Brown.")
Eccentric, brilliant, chosen out of all Lee's officers to succeed to a portion

of Stonewall Jackson's old command. But he has | ost something along with the
leg that a soldier sonetinmes |oses with the big wounds. He approaches
Gettysburg unsure of hinself, in command of twenty thousand nen.

Anbrose Powel|l Hill, Mjor General, thirty-seven. Has risen to conmand the

ot her part of Jackson's old corps. A nmoody man, often competent, bad-tenpered,
weal thy, aspires to a place in R chnond society, frets and broods and fights
with superiors. He wears a red shirt into battle. He should be a fine soldier

and sonmetinmes is, but he is often ill for no apparent reason. He does not Iike
to follow orders. At CGettysburg he will command a corps, and he will be sick
agai n.

Lewis Arm stead, Brigadier General, forty-six. Comrander of one of George
Pickett's brigades. They call him"Lo," which is short for Lothario, which is
meant to be witty, for he is a shy and silent man, a w dower. Descended from a
martial famly, he has a fighter's spirit, is known throughout the old arny as
the man who, while a cadet at the Point, was suspended for hitting Jubal Early
in the head with a plate. Has devel oped over |ong years of service a deep
affection for Wnfield Scott Hancock, who fights now with the Union. Arm stead
| ooks forward to the reunion with Hancock, which will take place at

CGet t ysburg.

Ri chard Brooke Garnett, Brigadier CGeneral, forty-four. Conmands the second of
Pickett's brigades. A dark-eyed, silent, tragic man. Followed Jackson in
conmand of the old Stonewall Brigade; at Kernstown he has nade the mnistake of
wi t hdrawi ng his nen from an i npossi bl e position.

Jackson is outraged, orders a court-martial which never convenes. Jackson dies
before Gamett, accused of cowardice, can clear his nane and redeem hi s honor

t he honor which no man who knows hi m has ever doubted. He cones to Gettysburg
atortured man, too ill to wal k. He believes that Jackson deliberately I|ied.
In that canp there is nothing nore inportant than honor

J. EE B. Stuart, Lieutenant General, thirty. The | aughi ng banjo player, the
superb | eader of cavalry who has ridden rings around the Union Arny. A fine
sol di er, whose reports are always accurate, but a man who | oves to read about
hinself in the R chnond newspapers. His mission that nonth is to keep Lee

i nforned of the novenment of the Union Arny. He fails.

Jubal Early, Major Ceneral, forty-six. Conmander of one of Ewell's divisions.
A dark, cold, icy man, bitter, alone. Left the Point to become a prosecuting
attorney, to which he is well suited. A conpetent soldier, but a man who works
with an eye to the future, a slippery man, a careful soldier; he will build
his reputati on whatever the cost. Dick Ewell defers to him Longstreet
despises him Lee nakes do with the material at hand. Lee calls him"ny bad
old man."

These men wore bl ue:

Joshua Lawrence Chanberlain, Colonel, thirty-four. He prefers to be called



"Law ence." A professor of rhetoric at Bowdoin Col | ege, sonetinmes professor of
"Natural and Reveal ed Religion," successor to the chair of the famed Professor
Stowe, husband to Harriet Beecher. Tall and rather handsone, attractive to
worren, somewhat boyi sh, a clean and charm ng person. An excellent student, Phi
Bet a Kappa, he speaks seven | anguages and has a beautiful singing voice, but
he has wanted all his life to be a soldier.

The College will not free himfor war, but in the sunmer of 1862 he requests a
sabbatical for study in Europe. Wen it is granted he proceeds not to France
but to the office of the Governor of Miine, where he receives a conmission in
the 20th Regi ment of Infantry, Maine Volunteers, and marches off to war with a
vast faith in the brotherhood of man.

Spends the long night at Fredericksburg piling corpses in front of hinself to
shield himfrombullets. Comes to Gettysburg with that hard fragnment of the
Regi ment, whi ch has survived. One week before the battle he is given command
of the Reginment. Hi s younger brother Thomas beconmes his aide. Thomas too has
yearned to be a soldier.

The wi shes of both nmen are to be granted on the dark rear slope of a small
rocky hill called Little Round Top.

John Buford, Major Ceneral, thirty-seven. A cavalry soldier, restless and
caged in the taned and political East, who |oves the great plains and the
menory of snow. A man with an eye for the good ground, already badly wounded
and not long to live, weary of stupidity and politics and bloody mlitary
greed. At Thorofare Gap he hel d against Longstreet for six hours, waiting for
hel p that never cane.

Too good an officer for his own advancenent, he rides a desk in Washington
until luck puts himback in the field, where he is given two brigades of
cavalry and told to trail Lee's arny. He is first into Gettysburg, where he
lifts up his eyes to the hills. He is a man who knows the val ue of ground.

John Reynol ds, Major Ceneral, forty-two. Perhaps the finest soldier in the
Union Arny. Like Lee before him a former comander of West Point, a courteous
man, mlitary, a marvel ous horseman, another gentleman. His home is not far
fromGettysburg. He has fallen in love late in life, but the girl is Catholic
and Reynol ds has not yet told his Protestant fanily, but he wears her ring on
a chain around his neck, under his uniform Early that nonth he is called to
Washi ngton, where he is offered command of the Arny. But he has seen the
mlitary results of maneuvering by arncthair commanders Hal |l eck and Stanton,
and he insists that the Arny cannot be comanded from Washi ngton, that he
cannot accept command without a free hand. He therefore respectfully declines.
The honor passes to George Meade, who is not even given the option but ordered
to command. And thus it is John Reynolds, not Meade, who rides into Gettysburg
on the norning of the First Day.

CGeorge Gordon Meade, Major Ceneral, forty-seven. Vain and bad-tenpered,

bal ding, full of self-pity. He takes command of the Army on a Sunday, June 28,
two days before the battle. He wishes to hold a Grand Review, but there turns
out not to be time. He plans a |ine of defense along Pipe Creek, far from

Gettysburg, in the unreal hope that Lee will attack himon ground of his own
choosi ng. No deci sion he makes at Gettysburg will be decisive, except perhaps
the | ast.

Wnfield Scott Hancock, Major General, thirty-nine. Armstead' s old friend. A
magnetic man with a beautiful wife. A painter of talent, a picture-book
Ceneral . Has a tendency to gain weight, but at this noment he is still young
and slim still a superb presence, a man who arrives on the battlefield in



spotlessly clean |linen and never keeps his head down. In the fight to come he
will be everywhere, and in the end he will be waiting for Lew Armi stead at the
top of Cenetery Hill.

Al that month there is heat and wild rain. Cherries are ripening over al
Pennsyl vani a, and the nen gorge as they march. The civilians have fled and
houses are dark. The arm es nmove north through the heat and the dust.

"When men take up arns to set other nen free, there is something sacred and
holy in the warfare."

-Wodrow W I son

"I hate the idea of causes, and if | had to choose between betrayi ng ny
country and betraying nmy friend, | hope | should have the guts to betray ny
country."

-E. M Forster

"Wth all ny devotion to the Union and the feeling of loyalty and duty of an
American citizen, | have not been able to raise ny hand against ny relatives,
nmy children, ny hone. | have therefore resigned ny conmssion in the Arnmy..."

-froma letter of Robert E. Lee
M. Mason: How do you justify your acts?

John Brown: | think, nmy friend, you are guilty of a great wong agai nst CGod
and hurmanity-1 say it without wishing to be offensive-and it would be
perfectly right for anyone to interfere with you so far as to free those you
willfully and w ckedly hold in bondage. | do not say this insultingly.

M. Mason: | understand that.

-froman interview with John Brown after his capture
MONDAY, JUNE 29, 1863

M ne eyes have seen the glory..

1. THE SPY.

He rode into the dark of the woods and di snount ed.

He crawl ed upward on his belly over cool rocks out into the sunlight, and
suddenly he was in the open and he could see for mles, and there was the
whol e vast arny below him filling the valley Iike a snoking river. It cane
out of a blue rainstormin the east and overflowed the narrow valley road,
coiling along a stream narrow ng and choking a white bridge, fading out into
the yell owi sh dust of June but still visible on the farther road beyond the
blue hills, spiked with flags and guidons |ike a great chopped bristly snake,
t he snake ending headl ess in a blue wall of summer rain.

The spy tucked hinself behind a boul der and began counting flags. Mist be
twenty thousand men, visible all at once. Two whol e Union Corps. He could nmake
out the fanmiliar black hats of the Iron Brigade, troops belonging to John
Reynol ds' First Corps. He | ooked at his watch, noted the tinme. They were

com ng very fast. The Arnmy of the Potomac had never noved this fast. The day
was murderously hot and there was no wind and the dust hung above the arny
like a yellow veil. He thought: there'll be some of themdie of the heat



today. But they are com ng faster than they ever cane before.

He slipped back down into the cool dark and rode slowy downhill toward the
silent enmpty country to the north. Wth luck he could make the Southern |line
before nightfall. After nightfall it would be dangerous. But he nust not seem

to hurry. The horse was already tired. And yet there was the pressure of that
great blue army behind him building Iike water behind a cracking dam He rode
out into the open, into the land between the armes.

There were fat Dutch barns, prim Gernan orchards. But there were no cattle in
the fields and no horses, and houses everywhere were enpty and dark. He was
alone in the heat and the silence, and then it began to rain and he rode head
down into nonstrous lightning. Al his life he had been afraid of |ightning
but he kept riding. He did not know where the Southern headquarters was but he
knew it had to be somewhere near Chanbersburg. He had smell ed out the shape of
Lee's arny in all the runors and bar talk and newspapers and hysteria he had
drifted through all over eastern Pennsylvania, and on that day he was perhaps
the only man alive who knew the positions of both arnmies. He carried the

know edge with a hot and lovely pride. Lee would be near Chambersburg, and
wherever Lee was Longstreet would not be far away. So finding the headquarters
was not the problem The problemwas riding through a picket line in the dark

The rain grew worse. He could not even nove in under a tree because of the
lightning. He had to take care not to get |lost. He rode quoting Shakespeare
frommenory, thinking of the picket |ine ahead sonewhere in the dark. The sky
opened and poured down on himand he rode on: it will be rain tonight: let it
cone down. That was a speech of murderers. He had been an actor once. He had
no stature and a snmall voice and there were no big parts for himuntil the war
cane, and now he was the only one who knew how good he was. If only they could
see himwork, old cold Longstreet and the rest. But everyone hated spies.

cone a single spy. Wet single spy. But they come in whole battalions. The rain
began to ease off and he spurred the horse to a trot. My ki ngdom for a horse.
Jolly good line. He went on, reciting Henry the Fifth aloud: "Once nore into
the breech..."

Late that afternoon he canme to a crossroad and the sign of nuch caval ry havi ng
passed this way a few hours ago. H's owmn way |led north to Chanbersburg, but he
knew t hat Longstreet would have to know who these people were so close to his
line. He debated a nonent at the crossroads, knowing there was no tinme. A
del ay woul d cost himdaylight. Yet he was a man of pride and the tracks drew
him Perhaps it was only Jeb Stuart. The spy thought hopefully, wistfully: if
it's Stuart | can ask for an armed escort all the way hone. He turned and

foll owed the tracks.

After a while he saw a farmhouse and a man standing out in a field, in a peach
orchard, and he spurred that way. The man was snall and bald with [ arge round
arnms and spoke very bad English. The spy went into his act: a sinpl em nded
farmer seeking a runaway wife, terrified of soldiers.

The bald nman regarded himsweatily, disgustedly, told himthe soldiers just
gone by were "plu" soldiers, Yankees. The spy asked: what town |ies yonder?
and the farmer told him Gettysburg, but the name meant nothing. The spy turned
and spurred back to the crossroads. Yankee caval ry nmeant John Buford's col um.
Moving lickety-split. Where was Stuart? No escort now. He rode back again
toward the blue hills. But the horse could not be pushed. He had to di smount
and wal k.

That was the last sign of Yankees. He was novi ng up across South Muntain; he
was al nost hone. Beyond South Muntain was Lee and, of course, Longstreet. A
strange friendship; grimand ganbling Longstreet, formal and pious old Bobby



Lee. The spy wondered at it, and then the rain began again, bringing nore
[ightning but at |east some cooler air, and he tucked hinself in under his hat
and went back to Hamlet. A d Jackson was dead. Good night, sweet Prince, and
flights of angels sing thee to thy rest..

He rode into darkness. No |longer any need to hurry. He left the roadway at

| ast and noved out in to a field away fromthe lightning and the trees and sat
inthe rain to eat a lonely supper, trying to make up his mnd whether it was
worth the risk of going on. He was very close; he could begin to feel themup
ahead. There was no way of know ng when or where, but suddenly they would be
there in the road, stepping phantomike out of the trees wearing those sick
eerie smles, and other men with guns woul d suddenly appear all around him
prodding himin the back with hard steel barrels, as you prod an aninmal, and
he woul d have to be |ucky, because few men rode out at night on good and
honest busi ness, not now, this night, in this invaded country.

He rode slowy up the road, not really thinking, just noving, reluctant to
stop. He was weary. Fragments of Haml et flickered in his brain: If it be not
now, yet it will come. Ripeness is all. Now there's a good part. A town ahead.
A few lights. And then he struck the picket |ine

There was a presence in the road, a liquid Southern voice. He saw t hem
outlined in lightning, black ragged figures rising around him A sudden

| antern poured yellow |light. He saw one bl eak hawki sh grinning face; hurriedly
he menti oned Longstreet's name. Wth sonme you postured and with sonme you
grovel ed and with sone you were inperious.

But you could do that only by daylight, when you could see the faces and gauge
the reaction. And now he was too tired and cold. He sat and shuddered: an
insignificant man on a pale and nuddy horse. He turned out to be lucky. There
was a patient sergeant with a long gray beard who put hi munder guard and sent
himalong up the dark road to Longstreet's headquarters.

He was not safe even now, but he could begin to rel ax.

He rode up the long road between picket fires, and he could hear them singing
in the rain, chasing each other in the dark of the trees. A fat and happy
arnmy, roasting neat and fresh bread, telling stories in the dark. He began to
fall asleep on the horse; he was home. But they did not like to see himsleep
and one of them woke himup to remind him cheerily, that if there was no one
up there who knew him why, then, unfortunately, they'd have to hang him and
the soldier said it just to see the ook on his face, and the spy shivered,
wondering. Why do there have to be nen like that, men who enjoy another nman's
dyi ng?

Longstreet was not asleep. He lay on the cot watching the lightning flare in
the door of the tent. It was very quiet in the grove and there was the sound
of the raindrops continuing to fall fromthe trees although the rain had
ended. When Sorrel touched himon the armhe was glad of it; he was thinking
of his dead children

"Sir? You asked to be awakened if Harrison cane back."
"Yes." Longstreet got up quickly and put on the old blue robe and the carpet
slippers. He was a very big man and he was full-bearded and wil d-haired. He

t hought of the last tine he'd seen the spy, back in Virginia, tiny man with a
face like a weasel: "And where will your headquarters be, General, up there in
Pennsylvania? T'is a big state indeed."

H m standing there with cold gold clutched in a dirty hand.



And Longstreet had said icily, cheerily, "It will be where it will be. If you
cannot find the headquarters of this whole army you cannot be rmuch of a spy."
And the spy had said stiffly, "Scout, sir. | ama scout. And | ama patriot,
sir."

Longstreet had grinned. We are all patriots. He stepped out into the light. He
did not know what to expect. He had not really expected the spy to come back
at all.

The little man was there: a soggy spectacle on a pale and spattered horse. He
sat grinning wanly from under the floppy brimof a soaked and dripping hat.

Li ghtning fl ared behind him he touched his cap

"Your servant. Ceneral. May | cone down?"

Longstreet nodded. The guard backed off. Longstreet told Sorrel to get sone
coffee. The spy slithered down fromthe horse and stood grinning foolishly,

shivering, mouth slack with fatigue.

"Well, sir-" the spy chuckled, teeth chattering-"you see, | was able to find
you after all."

Longstreet sat at the canp table on a wet seat, extracted a cigar, lighted it.
The spy sat floppily, nouth still open, breathing deeply.

"It has been a long day. |'ve ridden hard all this day."
"\What have you got ?"
"I came through the pickets at night, you know. That can be very touchy."

Longstreet nodded. He watched, he waited. Sorrel cane wi th steam ng coffee;
the cup burned Longstreet's fingers.

Sorrel sat, gazing curiously, distastefully at the spy.

The spy guzzled, then sniffed Longstreet's fragrant snmoke. Wstfully: "I say.
Ceneral, | don't suppose you' ve got another of those? Good Southern tobacco?"

"Directly," Longstreet said. "Wat have you got?"
"I"ve got the position of the Union Arny."

Longstreet nodded, show ng nothing. He had not known the Union Arny was on the
nove, was within two hundred mles, was even this side of the Potonac, but he
nodded and said nothing. The spy asked for a nap and began pointing out the
positions of the corps.

"They're coming in seven corps. | figure at |east eighty thousand nen,
possi bly as rmuch as a hundred thousand.

When they're all together they'll outnunber you, but they're not as strong as
they were; the two-year enlistnents are running out. The First Corps is here.
The Eleventh is right behind it. John Reynolds is in comrand of the |ead
elements. | saw himat Taneytown this norning."

"Reynol ds, " Longstreet said.

"Yes, sir.



"You saw hi m yoursel f?"

The spy grinned, nodded, rubbed his nose, chuckl ed.

"So close | could touch him It was Reynolds all right."
"Thi s nmorning. At Taneytown."

"Exactly. You didn't know any of that, now did you, General ?" The spy bobbed
his head with delight. "You didn't even know they was on the nove, did ye?

t hought not. You wouldn't be spread out so thin if you knowed they was
comn'."

Longstreet | ooked at Sorrel. The aide shrugged silently If this was true,

t here woul d have been some word. Longstreet's mind noved over it slowly He
said: "How did you know we were spread out?"

"I snelled it out." The spy grinned, fox-like, toothy "Listen, General, |'m
good at this business."

"Tell me what you know of our position."

"Well, now !l can't be too exact on this, 'cause | aint scouted you myself, but
| gather that you're spread from York up to Harrisburg and then back to
Chanbersburg, with the nmain body around Chanbersburg and General Lee just

"round the bend."

It was exact. Longstreet thought: if this one knows it, they will know it. He
said slowy, "W've had no word of Union novenent."

The spy bobbed with joy "I knew it. Thass why | hurried. Came through that
picket line in the dark and all. | don't know if you realize, General-"
Sorrell said coldly, "Sir, don't you think, if this man's story was true, that
we woul d have heard sonet hi ng?"

Sorrel did not approve of spies. The spy grinmaced, blew

"You aint exactly on friendly ground no nore. Major. This aint Virginia no
nore."

True, Longstreet thought. But there would have been something. Stuart?
Longstreet said, "Ceneral Stuart's cavalry went out a few days back. He hasn't
reported any novenent."

The spy shrugged, exasperated, gl oomng at Sorrel.

Sorrel turned his back, |ooked at his fingernails.

Longstreet said, "Wat have you heard of Stuart?"

"Not much. He's riding in the north somewhere. Stirring up headlines and fuss,
but | never heard himdo any real damage."

Longstreet said, "If the Union Arny were as close as you say, one would
think-" "Well, |I'mdamed," the spy said, a small rage flaning

"I come through that picket line in the dark and all. Listen, Ceneral, | tel
you this: | don't know what old Stuart is doing and | don't care, but | done

ny job and this is a fact.



This here sanme afternoon of this here day | cone on the tracks of Union
cavalry thick as fleas, one whol e brigade and maybe two, and them bl uebellies
weren't no four hours hard ride fromthis here now spot, and that, by God, is
the Lord's truth." He bl ew again, meditating. Then he added, by way of
amendnment, "Buford's colum, | think it was. To be exact."

Longstreet thought: can't be true. But he was an instinctive man, and suddenly
his brain knew and his own tenper boiled. Jeb Stuart... was joyriding. God
damm him Longstreet turned to Sorrel

"Al'l right. Major. Send to Ceneral Lee. | guess we'll have to wake hi mup. Get
ny horse."

Sorrel started to say sonething, but he knew that you did not argue with
Longstreet. He noved.

The spy said delightedly, "Ceneral Lee? Do | get to see General Lee? \Well
now." He stood up and took off the ridicul ous hat and snmoot hed wet plastered
hair across a balding skull. He gl owed. Longstreet got the rest of the

i nformati on and went back to his tent and dressed quickly.

If the spy was right the arny was in great danger. They could be cut apart and
cut off fromhone and destroyed in detail, piece by piece. If the spy was
right, then Lee would have to turn, but the old nan did not believe in spies
nor in any information you had to pay for, had not approved of the nobney spent
or even the idea behind it. And the old man had faith in Stuart, and why in
God' s name had Stuart sent nothing, not even a courier, because even Stuart
wasn't fool enough to let the whole dammed Arny of the Potonmac get this close
wi t hout word, not one damed | onesone word.

Longstreet went back out into the light. He had never believed in this

i nvasion. Lee and Davis together had overruled him He did not believe in

of f ensi ve warfare when the eneny out nunmbered you and out gunned you and woul d
cone | ooking for you anyway if you waited sonewhere on your own ground. He had
not argued since |eaving honme, but the invasion did not sit right in his craw,
t he whol e schene | ay edgewi se and raspy in his brain, and treading here on
alien ground, he felt a cold wind blowing, a distant alarm Only instinct. No
facts as yet. The spy rem nded himabout the cigar. It was a short way through
the night to Lee's headquarters, and they rode past |ow sputtering canpfires
with the spy puffing exuberant blue snoke |ike a happy furnace.

"Tis a happy arny you've got here, General," the spy chatted with approval.

"I felt it the nonent | crossed the picket line. A happy arny, eager for the

fight. Singing and all. You can feel it in the air. Not like them bluebellies.
A desperate tired lot. | tell you. General, this will be a factor.

The bluebellies is al nost done. Wy, do you know what | see everywhere | go?
Di sgraceful, it is. On every street in every town, able-bodied nmen. Just
standi ng there, by the thousands, reading them poor squeaky pitiful newspapers
about this here mighty invasion and the |ast gasp of the Union and how every
man rmust take up arms, haw. " The spy guffawed. "Like a bunch of fat wonen at
church.

The war's al nost over. You can feel it. General. The end is in the air."

Longstreet said nothing. He was beginning to think of what to do if the spy
was right. If he could not get Lee to turn now there could be disaster. And
yet if the Union Arny was truly out in the open at |ast there was a great
opportunity: a sudden nove south, between Hooker and Washi ngton, cut them off



from Lincoln. Yes. Longstreet said, "Wat do you hear of Hooker? \Were is he?"

The spy stopped, nouth sagging. "Ch by Jesus. Forgive me." He grimced, shook
his head. "I done forgot. There was an itemin the newspaper this norning.
Sayi ng that Hooker was replaced. They gave the command to Meade, | think it
was. "

"Ceorge Meade?"

"Yes, sir. | think."

"You're sure?"

"Well, it was Meade the newspaper said, but you know t hem damm newspapers."”

Longstreet thought: new factor. He spurred the horse, but he couldn't nove
fast because of the dark. Lee nust listen

God bless the politicians. Reynolds was their best nan.
Why did they go to Meade? But I'msorry to see Hooker go.
ad Fighting Joe. Longstreet said, "It was Meade, then, and not Reynol ds?"

"Runmor was that Reynol ds was offered the job but wouldn't have it on a plate.
That's what the paper said."

Ad John's too smart to take it. Not with that idiot Halleck pulling the
strings. But Meade? Fussy. Engi neer. Careful

No genius for sure. But a new factor. A Pennsylvania man.
He will know this country.
The spy chatted on amiably. He seened to need to talKk.

He was saying, "Strange thing about it all, thing that bothers me is that when
you do this job right nobody knows you're doing it, nobody ever watches you
wor k, do you see? And sonetimes | can't help but wish | had an audi ence.

|'ve played sone scenes, ah, Ceneral, but |'ve been lovely." The spy sighed,
puf fed, sighed again. "This current creation, now, is marvelous. |'ma poor
hal f-witted farmer, do you see, terrified of soldiers, and ne lovely young

wi fe has run off with a drunmer and |I'm out ascourin' the countryside for her,
a sorrowful pitiful sight am And people |ookin' down their noses and grinnin'
behi nd me back and all the tine tellin' ne exactly what | want to know about
who is where and how many and how | ong ago, and them not even knowin' they're
doin' it, too busy feelin' contenmptuous. There are many people. General, that
don't give a damm for a human soul, do you know that? The strange thing is,
after playing this poor fool farmer for a while | can't help but feel sorry
for him

Because nobody cares."

They came to Lee's canp, in the grove just south of Chanbersburg. By the tine
they got there Longstreet knew that the spy was telling the truth. Young

Wal ter Tayl or was up, annoyed, prissy, defending General Lee's night's rest
even agai nst Longstreet, who gl owed once with the begi nning of rage, and sent
Tayl or off to get the old man out of bed. They di smounted and waited. The spy
sat under an awning, grinning with joy at the prospect of neeting Lee.



Longstreet could not sit down. He disliked getting the old man up: Lee had not

been well. But you could | ose the war up here. Should have gone to Vicksburg.
News fromthere very bad. It will fall, and after that... we rmust win here if
we are to win at all, and we nust do it soon. The rain touched him he

shivered. Too damm much rain would rmuck up the roads.
Lee cane out into the light. The spy hopped to attention
Lee bowed slightly, stiffly.

"Centl enen.’

He stood bareheaded in the rain: regal, formal, a beautiful white-haired,
whi t e-bearded old man in a faded blue robe. He | ooked haggard. Longstreet

t hought: he | ooks ol der every time you see him For a nmonment the spy was
silent, enraptured, then he bowed suddenly fromthe waist, wdely, formally,
gracefully, plucking the floppy hat fromthe bal ding head and actually
sweeping the ground with it, dandy, ridicul ous, sonething off a stage
somewher e desi gned for a king.

"Ceneral," the spy said grandly, "a votre service." He said sonmething else in
a strange and sout hern French

Longstreet was startled at the transformation.

Lee gl anced at Longstreet: a silent question. Longstreet said, "Beg pardon
sir. | thought this urgent. The man has information."

Lee | ooked at the spy silently. His face showed not hi ng.

Then he said formally, "Sir, you nust excuse nme, | do not know your nane."
"The nane is Harrison, sir, at present." The spy grinned toothily. "The nane
of an ex-President, ex-General. A small joke, sir. One nust keep one's sense

of hunor."

Lee gl anced again at Longstreet. Longstreet said, "The man has the position of
the Union Arny. He says they are very close. | have a map."

He noved to the map table, under the awning. The spy followed with reproach
Lee cane slowmy to the table, watching the nan. After a nonment he said to

Harrison, "I understand that you are CGeneral Longstreet's"-a slight
pause-"'scout.'" Lee would not use the word spy. "I believe we saw you | ast
back in Virginia."

"That's a fact," the spy worshipped. "I been kind of circulatin' since,

anongst the bluebellies, and | tell you, Ceneral, sir, that it's an honor and
a priv-" Longstreet said, "He clains their |ead elements are here.

He says there is a colum of strong Union cavalry not four hours off."

Lee | ooked at the map. Then he sat down and | ooked nore closely. Longstreet
gave the positions, the spy fluttering noth-1ike behind himw th nunbers and
nanes and dates. Lee |istened w thout expression.

Longstreet finished. "He estimtes perhaps one hundred thousand nen."

Lee nodded. But estimates meant nothing. He sat for a nonent staring at the
map and then bowed his head slightly.



Longstreet thought: he doesn't believe. Then Lee raised his eyes and regarded
t he spy.

"You appear to have ridden hard. Have you conme a | ong way?"
"Sir, | sure have."
"And you cane through the picket line after dark?"

"Yes, sir-" the spy's head bobbed-"1 did indeed."

"We are in your debt." Lee stared at the map. "Thank you. Now |'m sure Cenera
Longstreet will see to your accommodations.'' The spy was di sm ssed, had sense
enough to knowit. He rose reluctantly. He said, "It has been ny pl easure,

sir, to have served such a man as yourself. God bl ess you, sir."

Lee thanked hi magain. Longstreet instructed Sorrel to see that the man was
fed and given a tent for the night and to be kept where Longstreet could find
himif he needed him which nmeant: keep an eye on him The spy went out into
the dark. Longstreet and Lee sat alone at the table in the rain.

Lee said softly, "Do you believe this man?"
"No choice. "

"l suppose not." Lee rubbed his eyes, |eaned forward on the table. Wth his
right hand he held the nmuscle of his |left arm He shook his head slowy. "Am |
to nove on the word of a paid spy?"

"Can't afford not to."

"There shoul d have been sonething from Stuart."

"There shoul d have been."

"Stuart would not have |left us blind."

"He's joyriding again," Longstreet said. "This time you ought to stonp him
Really stomp him"

Lee shook his head. "Stuart would not |eave us blind."

"We've got to turn," Longstreet said. Hi s heart was beating strongly. It was
bad to see the indonmitable old man weak and hatless in the early norning,
somet hing soft in his eyes, pain in his face, the right hand rubbing the pain
inthe arm Longstreet said, "W can't risk it. If we don't concentrate

they' Il chop us up."

Lee said nothing. After a nmoment Longstreet told hi mabout Meade. Lee said,
"They shoul d have gone to Reynolds."

"Thought so too. | think he turned it down."

Lee nodded. He smiled slightly. "I would have preferred to continue agai nst
General Hooker."

Longstreet grinned. "Me too."

"Meade will be... cautious. It will take himsone tine to take command, to



organi ze a staff. | think... perhaps we should nove quickly. There rmay be an
opportunity here."

"Yes. If we swing in behind himand cut himoff from Washi ngton..."

"I'f your man is correct.”

"We'll find out."

Lee bent toward the map. The mountains rose like a rounded wall between them
and the Union Army. There was one gap east of Chanmbersburg and beyond that al
t he roads cane together, web-like, at a small town. Lee put his finger on the
nap.

"What town is that?"

Longstreet | ooked. "Gettysburg," he said.

Lee nodded. "Well-" he was squinting-"I see no reason to delay. It's their
arny |'mafter, not their towns."

He followed the roads with his finger, all converging on that one small town.

"I think we should concentrate in this direction. This road junction will be
useful . "

"Yes," Longstreet said.

Lee | ooked up with black di amond eyes. "We'll nove at first light."
Longstreet felt a lovely thrill. Trust the old man to nove.

"Yes, sir."

Lee started to rise. A short while ago he had fallen froma horse onto his
hands, and when he pushed hinmself up fromthe table Longstreet saw hi mwi nce.
Longstreet thought: go to sleep and let ne do it. Gve the order and I'll do
it all. He said, "I regret the need to wake you, sir."

Lee | ooked past himinto the soft blow ng dark. The rain had ended. A |ight
wi nd was moving in the tops of the pines-cool sweet air, gentle and clean. Lee
took a deep breath.

"A good tinme of night. | have always liked this tine of night."
"Yes."
"Well." Lee glanced once al nost shyly at Longstreet's face, then | ooked away.

They stood for a nonment in awkward sil ence. They had been together for a |ong
time in war and they had grown very cl ose, but Lee was ever fornmal and
Longstreet was inarticulate, so they stood for a | ong nonent side by side

wi t hout speaki ng, not |ooking at each other, listening to the raindrops fal
in the |l eaves. But the silent nmonent was enough. After a while Lee said
slowy, "Wen this is over, | shall mss it very nmuch."

"Yes."

"I do not nean the fighting."



"Well," Lee said. He | ooked to the sky. "It is all in God' s hands."

They sai d good night. Longstreet watched the old nan back to his tent. Then he
nmount ed and rode al one back to his canp to begin the turning of the arny, al

t he wagons and all the guns, down the narrow mountain road that led to
Gettysburg. It was still a long dark hour till dawn. He sat al one on his horse
in the night and he could feel the arny asleep around him all those young
hearts beating in the dark. They would need their rest now. He sat alone to
await the dawn, and let themsleep a little |onger

2. CHAMBERLAI N

He dreanmed of Maine and ice black water; he awoke to a murderous sun. A voice
calling: "Colonel, darlin'." He squinted: the whiskery face of Buster Kilrain.

"Col onel, darlin', | hate to be a-wakin' ye, but there's a message here ye
ought to be seein'.”

Chanberl ain had slept on the ground; he rolled to a sitting position. Light
boiled in through the tent flap

Chanberl ain cl osed his eyes.

"And how are ye feelin' this nomin'. Colonel, me |ad?"

Chanberl ain ran his tongue around his nmouth. He said briefly, dryly, "Ak."
"We're about to be havin' guests, sir, or | wouldn't be wakin' ye."

Chanber |l ai n | ooked up through bl eary eyes. He had wal ked eighty miles in four
days through the hottest weather he had ever known and he had gone down with
sunst r oke.

He felt eerie fragility, like a piece of thin glass in a high hot wind. He saw
a wooden canteen, held in the big hand of Kilrain, cold drops of water on
var ni shed si des. He drank

The worl d focused.

one hundred and twenty nen," Kilrain said.
Chanber| ain peered at him

"They should be arriving any monent," Kilrain said. He was squatting easily,
confortably, in the opening of the tent, the Iight flam ng behind him

"Who?" Chanberl ain said.

"They are sending us sone nutineers,” Kilrain said with fatherly patience.
"One hundred and twenty men fromthe old Second Mai ne, which has been

di sbanded. "

"Muti neers?"

"Ay. What happened was that the enlistment of the old Second ran out and they
were all sent hone except one hundred and twenty, which had foolishly signed
t hree-year papers, and so they all had one year to go, only they all thought
they was signing to fight with the Second, and Second only, and so they
muti ni ed. One hundred and twenty. Are you all right. Col onel ?"



Chanber| ai n nodded vaguel y.

"Well, these poor fellers did not want to fight no nore, naturally, being

Mai ne men of a certain intelligence, and refused, only nobody will send them
hone, and nobody knew what to do with them until they thought of us, being as
we are the other Maine reginent here in the arny. There's a nessage here
signed by Meade hinself. That's the new General we got now, sir, if you can
keep track as they go by. The message says they' Il be sent here this norning
and they are to fight, and if they don't fight you can feel free to shoot
them™

" Shoot ?"

" Ay
"Let me see." Chanberlain read painfully. His head felt very strange indeed,
but he was conming awake into the norning as froma | ong way away and he coul d
begin to hear the bugles out across the fields. Late to get noving today.
Thank God. Sonmebody gave us an extra hour. Bless him He read:... you are
therefore authorized to shoot any man who refuses to do his duty. Shoot?

He said, "These are all Miine nmen?"
"Yes, sir. Fine big fellers. |1've seen them Loggin' nen.

You may renmenber there was a bit of a brawl some nonths back, during the nud
march? These fellers were fanous for their fists."

Chanberl ain said, "One hundred and twenty."

"Yes, sir.

"Sonmebody' s crazy."

"Yes, sir.
"How many nen do we now have in this Reginment?"

"Ah, sonewhat |ess than two hundred and fifty, sir, as of yesterday. Countin’
the officers.”

"How do | take care of a hundred and twenty mutinous nen?"

"Yes, sir," Kilrain synpathized. "Well, you'll have to talk to them sir."
Chanberl ain sat for a long nonment silently trying to function. He was
thirty-four years old, and on this day one year ago he had been a professor of
rhetoric at Bowdoin College. He had no idea what to do. But it was tine to go
out into the sun. He craw ed forward through the tent flap and stood up

bl i nki ng, swayi ng, one hand against the bole of a tree. He was a tall man,
somewhat picturesque. He wore stolen blue cavalry trousers and a three-foot
sword, and the clothes he wore he had not taken off for a week. He had a
grave, boyish dignity, that clean-eyed, scrubbedbrain, naive | ook of the happy
pr of essor.

Kilrain, a white-haired man with the build of an ape, |ooked up at himwth
fatherly joy "If ye'll ride the horse today, Colonel, which the Lord hath
provi ded, instead of walkin' in the dust with the others fools, ye'll be al
right- if ye wear the hat. It's the walkin', do you see, that does the great
harm "



"You wal ked, " Chanberlain said grunpily, thinking: shoot thenf Miine nen? How
can | shoot Maine nen? I'lIl never be able to go hone.

"Ah, but. Colonel, darlin', I've been in the infantry since before you was
bom It's themfirst few thousand mles.

After that, a nan gets a linber to his feet."
"Hey, Lawrence. How you doin'?"

Younger brother, Tom Chanberl ain, bright-faced, high-voiced, a new |lieutenant,
wor shi pful . The heat had not seened to touch him Chanberl ain nodded. Tom said
critically, "You |lookin' kinda peaked. Why don't you ride the horse?"

Chanber | ai n gl oomed. But the day was not as bright as it had seened through
the opening of the tent. He | ooked upward with relief toward a darkeni ng sky.
The troops were nmoving in the fields, but there had been no order to march

The wagons were not yet |oaded. He thought: God bless the delay. H s mind was
begi nning to function. Al down the road and all through the trees the troops
wer e novi ng, cooking, the thousands of troop and t housands of wagons of the
Fifth Corps, Arny of the Potomac, of which Chanberlain's 20th Maine was a

m nor fragnent. But far down the road there was notion

Kilrain said, "There they cone."
Chanber | ai n squi nted. Then he saw troops on the road, a | ong way off.

The Iine of nmen came slowy up the road. There were guards with fixed
bayonets. Chanberlain could see the men shuffling, strange pathetic spectacle,
dusty, dirty, ragged nmen, heads down, faces down: it rem nded himof a history
book picture of inpressed seanen in the last war with England. But these nen
woul d have to march all day, in the heat. Chanberlain thought: not possible.

Tom was neditating. "CGosh, Lawence. There's al nbst as many nen there as we
got in the whole regi nent. How we going to guard thenf"

Chanber | ain said nothing. He was thinking: How do you force a man to fight-for
freedon? The idiocy of it jarred him Think on it later. Mist do sonething
NOW.

There was an officer, a captain, at the head of the col um.

The Captain turned themin off the road and herded theminto an open space in
the field near the Reginmental flag. The men of the Reginment, busy with coffee,
stood up to watch.

The Captain had a | oud voice and used obscene words. He assenbled the men in
two long ragged lines and called themto attention, but they ignored him One
slunped to the ground, nore exhaustion than nutiny. A guard came forward and
yel l ed and probed with a bayonet, but abruptly several nore men sat down and
then they all did, and the Captain began yelling, but the guards stood

grinni ng confusedly, foolishly, having gone as far as they would go, unwilling
to push further unless the men here showed sone threat, and the nmen seened
beyond threat, nerely enornously weary. Chanberlain took it all in as he noved

toward the Captain. He put his hands behind his back and cane forward sl owy,
studiously. The Captain pulled off dirty gloves and shook his head with
contenpt, glowering up at Chanberl ain.



"Looki ng for the commandi ng officer. Twentieth Mine."
"You' ve found him?" Chanberl ain said.

"That's himall right." Toms voice, behind him very proud. Chanberlain
suppressed a smile.

"You Chanberl ai n?" The Captain stared at himgrimy, insolently, show ng what
he t hought of Maine nen.

Chanberl ain did not answer for a |long nmonment, |ooking into the nan's eyes
until the eyes suddenly blinked and dropped, and then Chanberlain said softly,
"Col onel Chanberlain to you."

The Captain stood still for a noment, then slowy cane to attention, slowy
saluted. Chanberlain did not return it. He |ooked past the Captain at the
men, nost of whom had their heads down. But there were eyes on him He | ooked
back and forth down the line, |Iooking for a faniliar face.

That woul d hel p. But there was no one he knew.
"Captain Brewer, sir. Ah. One-eighteen Pennsylvania."

The Captain tugged in his coat front, produced a sheaf of papers. "If you're

t he conmmandi ng officer, sir, then | present you with these here prisoners." He
handed t he papers. Chanberl ain took them glanced down, handed them back to
Tom The Captain said, "You' re welcone to 'em God knows. Had to use the
bayonet to get 'em nobving. You got to sign for 'em Colonel."

Chanberl ain said over his shoulder, "Sign it, Tom" To the Captain he said,
"You're relieved. Captain." The Captain nodded, pulling on the dirty gl oves.
"You're authorized to use whatever force necessary. Colonel." He said that
loudly, for effect. "If you have to shoot 'em why, you go right ahead. Wn't
nobody say nothin'."

"You're relieved, Captain," Chanberlain said. He wal ked past the Captain,
closer to the men, who did not nove, who did not seemto notice him One of
the guards stiffened as Chanberl ai n approached, |ooked past himto his
captai n. Chanberlain said, "You men can | eave now. W don't need any guards."

He stood in front of the men, ignoring the guards. They began to nove off.
Chanberl ain stood for a nmonent | ooking down. Sone of the faces turned up
There was hunger and exhaustion and occasi onal hatred. Chanmberlain said, "MW
name i s Chanberlain. |I'm Col onel, Twentieth Miine."

Sone of themdid not even raise their heads. He waited another nonent. Then he
sai d, "Wen did you eat |ast?"

More heads cane up. There was no answer. Then a man in the front row said
huskily, in a whiskey voice, "W're hungry, Colonel."

Anot her man said, "They been tryin' to break us by not feedin' us."
Chanberl ain | ooked: a scarred man, hatless, hair plastered thinly on the scalp
li ke strands of black seaweed. The man said, "W ain't broke yet."

Chanber | ai n nodded. A hard case. But we'll begin with food. He said, "They

just told us you were coning a little while ago. |1've told the cook to butcher
a steer. Hope you like it near to raw, not much tine to cook." Eyes opened
wi de. He could begin to see the hunger on the faces, like the yellow shine of

sickness. He said, "W've got a ways to go today and you'll be comi ng with us,



SO you better eat hearty. We're all set for you back in the trees." He saw

A azi er Estabrook standi ng huge-arned and peaceful in the shade of a nearhby
tree. "G azier," Chanberlain said, "you show these men where to go. You fellas
eat up and then I'Il cone over and hear what you have to say.'' No man noved.
Chanberl ain turned away. He did not know what he would do if they did not
choose to nove. He heard a voice: "Col onel ?"

He turned. The scarred man was standi ng.

"Col onel, we got grievances. The nen elected nme to talk for 'em
"Right." Chanberlain nodded. "You cone on with ne and tal k. The rest of you
fellas go eat." He beckoned to the scarred man and waved to d azi er Estabrook
He turned again, not waiting for the men to nove off, not sure they woul d go,
began to wal k purposefully toward the bl essed dark, wondering again how big a
guard detail it would take, thinking he mght wind up with nmore nmen out of
action than in, and al so: what are you going to say? Good big boys they are.
Seen their share of action

"CGosh, Lawrence,"” Tom Chanber!l ain sai d.

"Smle," Chanberlain said cheerily, "and don't call me Lawence. Are they

nmovi ng?" He stopped and gl anced pl easantly backward, saw with delight that the
men were up and noving toward the trees, toward food. He grinned, plucked a
book from his jacket, handed it to Tom

"Here. This is Casey's Manual of Infantry Tactics. You study it, maybe someday
you'll make a soldier." He smled at the scarred man, extended a hand. "What's
your name?"

The man stopped, |ooked at himfor a | ong cold second.

The hand seened to conme up against gravity, against his will. Automatic
courtesy: Chanberlain was relying on it.

"I"'mnot usually that informal," Chanberlain said with the sane Iight, calm
pl easant manner that he had devel oped when talking to particularly rebellious
students who had conme in with a grievance and who hadn't yet |earned that the
soft answer turneth away wath. Some wath. "But | suppose somebody ought to
wel comre you to the Regi nent."

The man said, "I don't feel too kindly. Colonel."

Chanber | ai n nodded. He went on inside the tent, the scarred man foll ow ng, and
sat down on a canp stool, letting the man stand. He invited the man to have
coffee, which the man declined, and then listened silently to the man's story.

The scarred man spoke calmy and coldly, |ooking straight into Chanberlain's
eyes. A good stubborn man.

There was a bit of the | awer about him he used chunky phrases about |aw and
justice. But he had heavy hands with thick muscul ar fingers and bl ack
fingernails and there was a | ook of power to him a coiled tight set to the
way he stood, bal anced, ugly, slightly contenptuous, but watchful, trying to
gauge Chanberlain's strength.

Chanberlain said, "I see."

"I been in eleven different engagenents. Col onel. How many you been in?"



"Not that nmany," Chanberlain said.

"I done my share. W all have. Mst of us-" he gestured out the tent flap into
the norning glare-"there's some of them no damm good but nost of them been al
the way there and back. Damm good men. Shoul dn't ought to use themthis way.

Looky here." He pulled up a pants |eg.

Chanber | ain saw a purple gash, white scar tissue. The man |let the pants |eg
fall. Chanberlain said nothing. The nman | ooked at his face, seened suddenly
enbarrassed, realized he had gone too far. For the first time he was
uncertain. But he repeated, "I done my share.”

Chanber | ai n nodded. The man was relaxing slowy.' It was warmin the tent; he

opened his shirt. Chanberlain said, "Wat's your nane?"
"Bucklin. Joseph Bucklin."

"\Where you fron®"

"Bangor . "

"Don't know any Bucklins. Farner?"

"Fi shernmen. "

Fornmer Sergeant Kilrain put his head in the tent.

"Col onel, there's a courier comn'.
Chanber | ai n nodded. Bucklin said, "I'mtired, Col onel

You know what | mean? I'mtired. |'ve had all of this arnmy and all of these

of ficers, this damed Hooker and this goddamed idi ot Meade, all of them the
whol e bl oody | ousy rotten mess of sick-brained pot-bellied scabheads that aint
fit to lead a johnny detail, aint fit to pour pee outen a boot wth
instructions on the heel. I'mtired. W are good nmen and we had our own good
flag and these goddammed idiots use us |like we was cows or dogs or even worse.
W aint gonna win this war. W can't win no how because of these | amne-brained
bastards from West Point, these goddammed gentl enen, these officers. Only one
of fi cer knew what he was doin: Mdellan, and | ook what happened to him |
just as soon go hone and let them damm Johnnies go hone and the hell with it."

He et it go, out of breath. He had obviously been waiting to say that to sone
officer for a long tine. Chanberlain said, "I get your point."

Kil rain announced, "Courier, sir.

Chanber | ai n rose, excused hinsel f, stepped out into the sunlight. A
bri ght - cheeked |ieutenant, just disnmounted, saluted himbriskly.

"Col onel Chanberlain, sir. Colonel Vincent, wi shes to informyou that the
corps is noving out at once and that you are instructed to take the advance.
The Twentieth Miine has been assigned to the first position in line. You will
send out flankers and advance guards."

"My complinents to the Col onel." Chanberlain saluted, turned to Kilrain and
Ellis Spear, who had conme up. "You |g heard him boys. Get the Regi nent up.
Sound the General, strike the tents." Back inside the tent, he said cheerfully
to Bucklin, "W're nmoving out. You better hurry up your eating. Tell your nen
"Il be over in a mnute. I'Il think on what you said."



Bucklin slipped by him went away. Chanberlain thought: we're first in |line.
Kilrain.

The former sergeant was back. "Sir."

"Where we headed?"

"West, sir. Pennsylvania somewhere. That's all | know. " - "Listen, Buster
You're a private now and |'m not supposed to keep you at headquarters in that
rank. If you want to go on back to the ranks, you just say so, because | fee
obligated-well, you don't have to be here, but listen, | need you."

"Then I'1l be stayin', Colonel, laddie." Kilrain grinned.

"But you know | can't pronote you. Not after that episode with the bottle. D d
you have to pick an officer?"

Kilrain grinned. "I was not aware of rank, sir, at the tinme. And he was the
target which happened to present itself."

"Buster, you haven't got a bottle about?"
"I's the Colonel in need of a drink, sir?"
"I meant... forget it. Al right. Buster, nove 'emout."

Kilrain saluted, grinning, and withdrew. The only professional in the
regi ment. The drinking would kill him Well.

He woul d di e happy. Now. \Wat do | say to thenf?
Tom cane in, saluted.

"The men fromthe Second Maine are being fed, sir."
"Don't call ne sir."

"Well, Lawence, Geat God A-Mghty-"

"You just be careful of the name business in front of the nen. Listen, we
don't want anybody to think there's favoritism"

Tom put on the wounded | ook, face of the ruptured deer

"Ceneral Meade has his son as his adjutant.”

"That's different. Generals can do anything. Nothing quite so rmuch like God on
earth as a general on a battlefield." The tent was com ng down about his head;
he stepped outside to avoid the collapse. The General and God was a nice
paral l el . They have your future in their hands and they have all power and
know all. He grinned, thinking of Meade surrounded by his angelic staff: Dan
Butterfield, wild Dan Sickles. But what do | say?

"Law ence, what you goin' to do?"

Chanber | ai n shook his head. The regi ment was up and novi ng.

"God, you can't shoot them You do that, you'll never go back to M ne when



the war's over."
"I know that." Chanberlain nmeditated. "Whnder if they do?"

He heard a flare of bugles, |ooked down the road toward Union MIIs. The next
regi ment, the 83rd Pennsylvania, was up and form ng. He saw wagons and

anbul ances noving out into the road. He could feel again the yell ow heat. Mist
renenmber to cover up. More susceptible to sunstroke now. Can't afford a foggy
head. He began to walk slowy toward the grove of trees.

Kilrain says tell the truth.

Wi ch is?

Fight. O we'll shoot you

Not true. | won't shoot anybody.

He wal ked slowy out into the sunlight. He thought: but the truth is rmuch nore
than that. Truth is too personal.

Don't know if | can express it. He paused in the heat.

Strange thing. You would die for it wi thout further question, but you had a
hard time tal king about it. He shook his head.

"Il wave no nore flags for hone. No tears for Mt her
Nobody ever died for apple pie.

He wal ked slowy toward the dark grove. He had a conplicated brain and there
were things going on back there fromtinme to time that he only diny
understood, so he relied on his instincts, but he was |learning all the tine.
The faith itself was sinple: he believed in the dignity of man.

H s ancestors were Huguenots, refugees of a chai ned and bl oody Europe. He had
| earned their stories in the cradle.

He had grown up believing in Anerica and the individual and it was a stronger
faith than his faith in God. This was the | and where no man had to bow. In
this place at last a man could stand up free of the past, free of tradition
and bl ood ties and the curse of royalty and become what he w shed to becone.
This was the first place on earth where the man mattered nore than the state.
True freedom had begun here and it would spread eventually over all the earth.

But it had begun here. The fact of slavery upon this incredibly beautiful new
cl ean earth was appalling, but nore even than that was the horror of old
Europe, the curse of nobility, which the South was transplanting to new soil.

They were forming a new ari stocracy, a new breed of glittering nmen, and
Chanberl ain had conme to crush it. But he was fighting for the dignity of man
and in that way he was fighting for hinself. If men were equal in Anmerica, al
these forner Poles and English and Czechs and bl acks, then they were equal
everywhere, and there was really no such thing as foreigner; there were only
free men and sl aves.

And so it was not even patriotismbut a new faith. The Frenchman may fight for
France, but the American fights for mankind, for freedom for the people, not
the | and.



Yet the words had been used too often and the fragnents that cane to
Chanberl ain now were weak. A man who has been shot at is a newrealist, and
what do you say to a realist when the war is a war of ideals? He thought
finally Wll, | owe themthe truth at least. Mght's well begin with that.

The Regi ment had begun to form Chanberlain thought: At least it'll be a short
speech. He wal ked slowy toward the prisoners.

d azi er Estabrook was standing guard, |leaning patiently on his rifle. He was a
thick little man of about forty. Except for Kilrain he was the ol dest man in

t he Regi ment, the strongest man Chanberl ain had ever seen. He waved happily as
Chanber | ain came up but went on leaning on the rifle. He pointed at one of the
pri soners.

"Hey, Col onel, you know who this is? This here is Dan Burns from O ono. | know
hi s daddy. Daddy's a preacher. You really ought to hear him Best damm cusser
| ever heard. Knows nore fine swear words than any nan in Maine, | bet. Hee."

Chanberlain smled. But the Burns boy was | ooking at himw th no expression
Chanberl ain said, "You fellas gather round."

He stood in the shade, waited while they closed in silently, watchfully around
him In the background the tents were coni ng down, the wagons were hitching,
but some of the nmen of the Regiment had cone out to watch and |isten.

Sone of the nen here were still chewing. But they were quiet, attentive.
Chanberl ain waited a nmonent |longer. Now it was quiet in the grove and the
clink of the wagons was sharp in the distance. Chanberlain said, "I've been

talking with Bucklin. He's told me your problem™

Sone of the nen grunbl ed. Chanmberlain heard no words clearly. He went on
speaking softly so that they would have to quiet to hear him

"l don't know what | can do about it. 1'll do what | can
"Il look into it as soon as possible. But there's nothing | can do today.
We're noving out in a few mnutes and we'll be marching all day and we nay be

in a big fight before nightfall. But as soon as | can, I'll do what | can."

They were silent, watching him Chanberlain began to relax. He had nmade many
speeches and he had a gift for it.

He did not know what it was, but when he spoke nost men stopped to listen
Fanny said it was sonmething in his voice.

He hoped it was there now

"I"ve been ordered to take you nen with me. |'ve been told that if you don't
cone | can shoot you. Well, you know | won't do that. Not Miine men. | won't
shoot any man who doesn't want this fight. Maybe someone else will, but I

won't. So that's that."
He paused again. There was nothing on their faces to |l ead him

"Here's the situation. |'ve been ordered to take you along, and that's what
I'"mgoing to do. Under guard if necessary. But you can have your rifles if you
want them The whole Reb arny is up the road a ways waiting for us and this is
no tine for an argunment like this. | tell you this we sure can use you. W're
down bel ow hal f strength and we need you, no doubt of that. But whether you



fight or not is up to you. Whether you cone along, well, you're comng."

Tom had come up with Chanberlain's horse. Over the heads of the prisoners
Chanberl ain could see the Reginment falling into line out in the flam ng road.
He took a deep breath.

"Well, | don't want to preach to you. You know who we are and what we're doing
here. But if you're going to fight alongside us there's a few things | want
you to know "

He bowed his head, not |ooking at eyes. He fol ded his hands together

"This Regi nent was formed last fall, back in Mine.

There were a thousand of us then. There's not three hundred of us now " He
gl anced up briefly. "But what is left is choice.”

He was enbarrassed. He spoke very slowy, staring at the ground.

"Some of us volunteered to fight for Union. Some came in mainly because we
were bored at hone and this | ooked like it m ght be fun. Sone came because we

were ashamed not to. Many of us came... because it was the right thing to do
Al'l of us have seen nmen die. Mst of us never saw a bl ack man back honme. W
think on that, too. But freedom.. is not just a word."

He | ooked up in to the sky, over silent faces.

"This is a different kind of arny. If you ook at history you'll see nen fight
for pay, or wonen, or sonme other kind of loot. They fight for |and, or because
a king nakes them or just because they like killing. But we're here for
something new. | don't... this hasn't happened nmuch in the history of the
world. We're an armnmy going out to set other men free."

He bent down, scratched the black dirt into his fingers.

He was beginning to warmto it; the words were beginning to flow. No one in
front of himwas noving. He said, "This is free ground. Al the way from here
to the Pacific Ocean. No nman has to bow No man born to royalty. Here we judge
you by what you do, not by what your father was. Here you can be sonething.
Here's a place to build a home. It isn't the land-there's always nore | and.
It's the idea that we all have value, you and ne, we're worth sonething nore
than the dirt. | never saw dirt 1'd die for, but I'mnot asking you to cone
join us and fight for dirt. What we're all fighting for, in the end, is each
ot her."

Once he started tal king he broke right through the enbarrassment and there was
suddenly no longer a barrier there. The words came out of himin a clear
river, and he felt hinself silent and suspended in the grove listening to

hi nsel f speak, carried outside hinmself and | ooki ng back down on the silent
faces and hi nsel f speaking, and he felt the power in him the power of his
cause. For an instant he could see black castles in the air; he could create
centuries of screami ng, eons of torture. Then he was back in sunlit

Pennsyl vani a. The bugl es were bl owi ng and he was done.

He had nothing else to say. No one noved. He felt the enbarrassment return. He
was suddenly enornously tired.

The faces were staring up at himlike white stones. Some heads were down. He
said, "Didn't mean to preach. Sorry.



But | thought... you should know who we are.” He had forgotten howtiring it
was just to speak. "Well, this is still the arny, but you're as free as | can
make you. Go ahead and talk for a while. If you want your rifles for this
fight you'll have them back and nothing else will be said. If you won't join
us you'll come along under guard. Wen this is over I'll do what | can to see
that you get fair treatnent.

Now we have to nove out." He stopped, |ooked at them

The faces showed nothing. He said slowmy, "I think if we lose this fight the
war will be over. So if you choose to cone with us I'll be personally
grateful. Well. We have to nmove out."

He turned, left silence behind him Tom canme up with the horse-a pal e-gray
light-footed aninmal. Tom s face was shiny red.

"My Lawence, you sure talk pretty.”

Chanberlain grunted. He was really tired. Rest a monment. He paused with his
hands on the saddl e horn. There was a new vague doubt stirring in his brain.
Sonet hing troubled him he did not know why.

"You ride today, Lawence. You | ook weary." Chanberlain nodded. Ellis Spear
was up. He was Chanberlain's ranking officer, an ex-teacher from W scasset who
was i npressed with Chanberlain's professorship. A shy nman, formal, but very
conpetent. He gestured toward the prisoners.

"Col onel, what do you suggest we do with then"

"G ve thema nmonent. Sone of themnmay be willing to fight. Tom you go back
and see what they say. W'll have to march them under guard. Don't know what
el se to do.

I"'mnot going to shoot them W can't |eave them here.”

The Regi ment had fornmed out in the road, the color bearers in front.

Chanber | ai n nounted, put on the w de-brimred hat with the enbl em of the
i nfantry, began wal king his horse slowy across the field toward the road.

The uneasiness still troubled him He had mi ssed sonething, he did not know
what. Well, he was an instinctive nman; the nmind would tell himsooner or

|ater. Perhaps it was only that when you try to put it into words you cannot
express it truly, it never sounds as you dreamit. But then... you were asking

themto die.

Ellis Speer was saying, "How far are we from Pennsyl vani a, Col onel, you have
any idea?"

"Better than twenty mles."
hot day."

Chanber | ai n squi nted upward. "Going to be anot her

He noved to the head of the colum. The troops were nmoving slowy, patiently,
setting thenselves for the long march. After a nonent Tom cane riding up. H's
face was delighted. Chanberlain said, "How many are going to join us?"

Tom grinned hugely. "Wuld you believe it? Al but six."

"How many?"

"I counted, by actual count, one hundred and fourteen."



"Well." Chanberlain rubbed his nose, astounded.

Tom said, still grinning, "Brother, you did real good."
"They're all marching together?"

"Right. G azier's got the six hardheads in tow "

"Well, get all the nanmes and start assigning themto different conpanies. |
don't want them bunched up, spread them out. See about their arns.”

"Yes, sir. Colonel, sir.

Chanber | ai n reached the head of the colum. The road ahead was | ong and
straight, rising toward a ridge of trees.

He turned in his saddle, |ooked back, saw the entire Fifth Corps forning
behi nd him He thought: 120 new nen. Hardly noticeable in such a mass. And
yet... he felt a nmonent of huge joy. He called for road guards and skirm shers
and the Twentieth Miine began to nove toward Gettysburg.

3. BUFORD.

The Iand west of Gettysburg is a series of ridges, like waves in the earth.
The first Rebel infantry came in that way, down the narrow gray road fromthe
mount ai n gap. At noon they were in sight of the town. It was a small neat

pl ace: white board houses, rail fences, all in order, one white church
steeple. The soldiers coming over the |last ridge by the Lutheran Sem nary
could see across the town to the hills beyond and a wi nding gray road com ng
up fromthe south, and as the first gray troops entered the town there was
nmotion on that southern road: a blur, blue novenent, blue cavalry. They cane
on slowy around the | ast bend, a | ong blue snoking snake, spiked with guns
and flags. The soldiers | ooked at each other across vacant fields. The day was
very hot; the sky was a steamy haze. Soneone lifted a gun and fired, but the
range was too long. The streets of Gettysburg were deserted.

Just beyond the town there were two hills. One was wooded and green; the other
was flat, topped by a cenetery.

The Uni on comrander, a tall blond sunburned man named John Buford, rode up the
long slope to the top of the hill, into the cenmetery. He stopped by a stone
wal I, | ooked down across flat open ground, lovely clear field of fire. He
could see all the way across the town and the ridges to the bl ue nmountains
beyond, a darkening sky. On the far side of the town there was a red brick
buil ding, the stately Senminary, topped with a white cupola. The road by the
buil ding was jamed with Rebel troops. Buford counted half a dozen flags. He
had thought it was only a raiding party. Now he sensed power behind it, a road
flowing with troops all the way back to the nountains.

The first blue brigade had stopped on the road below, by a red barn. The
conmander of that brigade. Bill Ganble, cane up the hill on a nmuddy horse,
trailed by a small cloud of aides, gazed westward with watery eyes. He
wheezed, w pi ng his nose.

"By God, that's infantry."
Buf ord put the glasses to his eyes. He saw one man on a bl ack horse, waving a

plumed hat: an officer. The Rebel troops had stopped. Buford | ooked around,
searching for other novenment. He saw a squad of blue troopers, his own nen,



riding dowmn into deserted streets. Still no sound of gunfire.

Ganbl e said, "That's one whol e brigade. At |east one brigade."

"Do you see any caval ry?"

Ganbl e swept the horizon, shook his head.

Strange. Infantry noving alone in enemy country. Blind. Very strange.

Ganbl e sneezed violently, w ped his nose on his coat, swore, wheezed. Hi s nose
had been running all that day He pointed back along the ridge beyond the
cenetery.

"I'f you want to fight here, sir, this sure is |ovely ground.

W tuck in here behind this stone wall and |'d be proud to defend it. Best
damm ground |'ve seen all day."

Buford said, "It is that." But he had only two brigades.

He was only a scout. The big infantry was a | ong day's march behind him But
Ganble was right: it was |ovely ground.

"By God, | think they're pulling back."

Buf ord | ooked. The gray troops had turned; they had begun to withdraw back up
the road. Slowy, very slowy.

He coul d see back-turned faces, feel the cold defiance. But he felt hinself
| oosen, begin to breathe.

"Now that's damed strange." Ganble sniffled. "Wat do you make of that?"
Buf ord shook his head. He rode slowy along the stone wall, suspending
judgrment. There was no wind at all; it was exactly noon. It was very quiet
anong t he gravestones.

Superb ground. He thought: they must have orders not to fight. \Wich neans
they don't know who we are or how many. Wi ch neans they have no cavalry, no
eyes. He stopped by a white angel, armuplifted, a stony sadness. For five
days Buford had been tracking Lee's armnmy, shadowing it froma |long way off as
you track a big cat. But now the cat had turned.

Buf ord said aloud, "He's coming this way."

“Sir?"

"Lee's turned. That's the nmain body."

"You think so?" Ganble nused, wiggling his nose.

"Coul d be. But | would have sworn he was headed for Harrisburg.”

"He was," Buford said. An idea was blowing in his brain. But there was time to
think, tine to breathe, and he was a patient man. He sat watching the Rebs

wi t hdraw, then he said, "Myve your brigades into town. That will nake the good
citizens happy. I'mgoing to go have a | ook."

He hopped the stone wall, rode down the |long slope. He owed a nessage to



Reynol ds, back with the infantry, but that could wait until he was sure. He
was ol d army cavalry, Kentucky-born, raised in the Indian wars; he was sl ow,
he was careful, but he sensed sonethi ng happeni ng, a breathless sonething in
his chest. He rode down through the town and out the road the Rebs had taken
There was no one in the streets, not even dogs, but he saw white faces at

wi ndows, a fluttering of curtains. There were no cows anywhere, or chickens,

or horses. Reb raiding parties had peeled the land. He rode up toward the
brick building with the cupola and topped a crest. Of in the distance there
was anot her rise; he could see the Reb colum wi thdrawing into a blue west. He
saw the lone officer, nmuch closer now, sitting regally on horseback, outlined
agai nst a darkening sky. The man was | ooking his way, with glasses. Buford
waved. You never knew what old friend was out there. The Reb officer took off
his hat, bowed formally. Buford grinmaced: a gentleman. A soldier fired at very
| ong range.

Buf ord saw his staff people duck, but he did not hear the bullet. He thought:
they'Il be back in the norning. Lee's concentrating this way. Only one road
down t hrough the nountains; have to conme this way. They will all converge
here. In the norning.

He turned in his stirrups, |ooked back at the high ground, the cenetery. The
hills rose Iike watchtowers. All that norning he had seen nothing but flat
ground. Wen the Rebs came in, in the norning, they would nove into those
hills. And Reynol ds woul d not be here in tine.

Ganbl e rode up, saluting. Tom Devin, the other brigade commander, arrived with
a cheery grin. Ganble was sober sane; Devin was nore the barroomtype.

Buf ord wal ked the horse back and forth along the rise. He said aloud, "I
wonder where their cavalry is."

Devin | aughed. "The way old Stuart gets around, he could be having dinner in
Phi | adel phi a. "

Buf ord was not listening. He said abruptly, "Get your patrol out. Scout this

bunch in front of us, but scout up north. They'll be coming in that way, from
Carlisle. W've got a bit of light yet. I want to know before sundown. | think
Lee's turned. He's coming this way. If I'mright there'll be a lot of troops

up the northern road too. Hop to it."

They noved. Buford wote a nessage to John Reynol ds, back with the |ead
infantry: Have occupi ed Gettysburg. Contacted |arge party of Reb infantry. |
think they are coming this way.

Expect they will be here in force in the norning.

The word would go from Reynolds to Meade. Wth any luck at all Meade woul d
read it before mdnight. Fromthere it would go by wire to Washi ngton. But
some of Stuart's cavalry had cut the wires and they nmight not be patched yet,
so Washington would be in the dark and screaning its head off. God, that

m serabl e Hall eck. Buford took a deep breath. The great joy of the cavalry was
to be so far away, out in the clean air, the open spaces, away fromthose
dammed councils. There were sonme nmoments, |ike now, when he felt no superior
presence at all. Buford shook his head. He had been badly wounded in the

wi nter, and possibly as you got older you had | ess patience instead of nore.
But he felt the beautiful absence of a commander, a silence above him a w ndy
freedom

The last Reb infantry wal ked away over the last rise. The Reb officer stood
al one for a noment, then waved again and withdrew. The ridge was bare.



Buf ord sniffed: distant rain. The |land around hi mwas hot and dry and the dust
of the horses was blowing steadily up fromthe south as the wi nd began to pick
up, and he could see a darkness in the nmountains, black sky, a blaze of
[ightning. A squadron of Ganble's cavalry nmoved slowy up the road. Buford
turned again in the saddl e, |ooked back again at the high ground. He shook his
head once qui ckly.

No orders: you are only a scout.

Devi n rode back, asking for instructions as to where to place his brigade. He
had a cheery boyish face, curly yellow hair. He had much nore courage than

wi sdom Buford said abruptly, accusing, "You know what's going to happen in

t he norni ng?"

"Sir?"

"The whol e damm Reb armny's going to be here in the norning. They'll nove right
t hrough town and occupy those damed hills-" Buford pointed angrily-"because
one thing Lee ain't is a fool, and when our people get here Lee will have the
hi gh ground and there'll be the devil to pay."

Devin's eyes were wide. Buford turned. The noods were getting out of hand. He
was no man for war councils, or teaching either, and no sense in brooding to
junior officers-but he sawit all with such netal brilliance: Meade will cone
in slowmy, cautiously, newto conmand, wary of reputation. But they'll be on
hi s back from Washi ngton, wires hot with nmessages: attack, attack. So he w Il
set up a ring around the hills and when Lee's all nicely dug in behind fat

rocks Meade will finally attack, if he can coordinate the army, straight up
the hillside, out in the open in that gorgeous field of fire, and we w ||
attack valiantly and be butchered valiantly, and afterward men will thunp

their chests and say what a brave charge it was.

The vision was brutally clear: he had to wonder at the clarity of it. Few
things in a soldier's life were so clear as this, so black-line etched that he
could actually see the blue troops for one | ong bl oody nonment, going up the
long slope to the stony top as if it were already done and a nenory al ready,
an odd, set, stony quality to it, as if tonorrow had occurred and there was
not hi ng you could do about it, the way you sonetinmes feel before a foolish

attack, knowing it will fail but you cannot stop it or even run away but rnust
even take part and help it fail. But never this clearly. There was al ways sone
hope. Never this detail. But if we withdrawthere is no good ground south of

here. This is the place to fight.
Devin was watching himwarily. Buford was an odd nan.

When he rode off there by hinself he liked to talk to hinmself and you could
see his lips noving. He had been too |Iong out in the plains.

He | ooked at Devin, finally saw him He said abruptly, "No orders yet. Tel
your men to di smount and eat. Rest.

Get sone rest.”

He rode slowy away to inspect the ground in front of him between him and the
Rebels. If we made a stand here, how | ong do you think we could hold? Long
enough for John Reynolds to get here with the infantry? How | ong woul d t hat
take? WIIl Reynolds hurry? Reynolds is a good nman. But he m ght not understand
the situation. How do you make hi munderstand? At this distance. But if you
hol d, you at least give himtime to see the ground. But how | ong can you hold



agai nst Lee's whole arny? If it is the whole arny. These are two very good
bri gades; you built them yoursel f. Suppose you sacrifice them and Reynolds is
| ate?

For Reynolds will be late. They're always late
Think on it, John.
There's time, there's tine.

The Iand was long ridges, with streans down in the dark hollows. Di snounted,
along a ridge, with all night to dig in, the boys could hold for a while. Good
boys. Buford had taught themto fight disnmounted, the way they did out west,
and the hell with this Stuart business, this glorious Murat charge. Try that
agai nst an | ndian, that glorious charge, saber a-shining, and he'd drop behind
a rock or a stunp and shoot your glorious head off as you went by No, Buford
had reformed his boys. He had thrown away the silly sabers and the damed
dragoon pistols and given themthe new repeating carbines, and though there
were only 2,500 of themthey could dig in behind a fence and hol d anybody for
a while.

But could they hold | ong enough?

Wierever he rode he could | ook back at the hills, dom nant as castles. He was
becom ng steadily nore nervous. Easy enough to pull out: the job is done. But
he was a professional. Damed few of themin this army. And he would not |ive
forever.

Rain clouds blotted the western sun. The bl ue nountains were gone. Ganble's
first scouts rode back to report that the Rebs had gone into canp just down
the road, about three mles out of Gettysburg. Buford rode out far enough to
see the pickets for hinself, then he rode back toward the green hills. He
stopped by the Sem nary and had a cup of coffee.

The staff left himalone. After that he depl oyed the brigades.

He had made no plans, but it didn't hurt to prepare. He told Ganble to

di smount and dig in along the crest of the ridge just past the semnary,
facing the Rebs who woul d cone down that road. He posted Devin in the sane
way, across the road fromthe north. Three nen in line, every fourth man to
fall back with the horses. He watched to see that it was done. They were weary
men and they dug silently and there was no nmusic. He heard an officer

grunmbl ing. The damed fool wanted to charge the Reb picket line. Buford |et

| oose a black glare. But it was a good line. It would hold for a while, even
ol d Bobby Lee. If John Reynolds got up early in the norning.

It was darker now, still very quiet. No need to nmake the decision yet. They
could always pull out at the last mnute.

He grinned to hinself, and the staff noticed his face and rel axed nonentarily.
Buf ord thought: one good thing about cavalry, you can always |eave in a hel
of a hurry.

Buf ord turned and rode back through the town, anxious for news fromhis
scouts. People were noving in the streets.

He collected a small follow ng of happy boys, one small ragged girl with a
beautiful, delicate face. He smled down, but in the square ahead he saw a
crowmd, a speaker, a circle of portly nmen. He turned quickly away. He was no
good with civilians. There was somnet hing about the mayors of towns that



troubled him They were too fat and they tal ked too nuch and they did not
think twice of asking a man to die for them Mich of the east troubl ed Buford.
A fat country.

Too many people tal ked too rmuch. The newspapers |ied.

But the wonen... Yes, the wonen.

He rode by one porch and there was a woman in a dress of rose, white |lace at
the throat, a tall blond woman with a face of soft beauty, so lovely that

Buf ord sl owed the horse, staring, before taking off his hat. She stood by a
vined colum, gazing at him she smled. There was an old man in the front
yard, very old and thin and weak; he hobbled forward, glaring with feeble,
toot hl ess rage. "They's Johnny Rebs eva-where, eva-where!" Buford bowed and
nmoved on, turned to | ook back at the beautiful woman, who stood there watching
hi m

"Go back and say hello. General."

A coaxing voice, a grinning tone: |ean Sergeant Corse, a bow egged ai de.
Buf ord smiled, shook his head.

"W dow woman, | betcha."”
Buf ord turned away, headed toward the cenetery.

"If ye'd like me to ride back. General, |I'msure an interduction could be
arranged. "

Buf ord chuckl ed. "Not tonight, Sergeant."

"The General could use a di-version. Beggin' yer pardon. Ceneral. But ye'r too
shy a lad, for yer age. Ye work too hard. These here now qui et towns, now,

not hin' ever happens here, and the | adies would be so delighted to see you, an
i mportant adventurous man such as you, who has seen the world, now, ye'd be
doin' 'ema gracious favor, just wi' yer presence."

Buford smled. "I'm about as shy as a howitzer."

"And simlarly graceful. Begging yer pardon."

"Zackly." Buford began the slowride up the hill to the cenetery.

"Ah," the Sergeant said sadly, "but she was a lovely lass."

"She was that."

The Sergeant brightened. "Well, then if the General does not mind, | may just
ride on over there nmeself, later on, after supper, that is, if the General has
no objections." He pushed the gl asses back up on his nose, straightened his
hat, tucked in his collar.

Buf ord said, "No objections. Sergeant."

"Ah. Un."

Buf ord | ooked.

"And, ah, what time would the General be having supper, now?"



Buf ord | ooked at the staff, saw bright hopeful eyes. The hint finally got to
him They could not eat until he had eaten. They trail ed hi mwherever he went,
like a pennant; he was so used to their presence he did not notice their
hunger. He was rarely hungry hinmsel f these days.

The Sergeant said woefully, "The folks in this here town have been after us
for food. The Rebs didn't |eave them nmuch. The General ought to eat what we
got while we got it, because the boys is givin' it away." He glared
reproachfully at the other officers.

"Sorry," Buford said. He pointed to the cenetery. "I'll eat right here. A
little dried beef. You gentlenen have sone supper."”

They rode on into the cenmetery. He disnounted at last, first tine in hours,
sat down on stone in silent pain. He thought: body not nuch good but the m nd
works well. Two young |ieutenants sat down near him chew ng on corn dodgers.
He squinted; he did not remenber their names. He could renenber if he had to,
duty of a good officer; he could fish in the nenory for the names and pul
them up out of the darkness, after a while, but though he was kind to young
lieutenants he had learned a long tinme ago it was not wise to get to know
them One of these had wi spy yellow hair, red freckles, he had a strange
resenbl ance to an ear of corn. The other was buck-toothed. Buford suddenly
renmenbered: the buck-toothed boy is a college boy, very bright, very well
educat ed. Buford nodded. The Lieutenants nodded. They thought he was a genuis.
He had thrown away the book of cavalry doctrine and they lIoved himfor it.

At Thorofare Gap he had hel d agai nst Longstreet, 3,000 nmen agai nst 25,000, for
six hours, sending off appeal after appeal for hel p which never came. The

Li eutenants adnired himgreatly, and he could sonetinmes overhear them quoting
his discoveries: your great fat horse is transportation, that's all he is,
with no nore place on a nodern battlefield than a great fat el ephant. He
turned from eager eyes, remenbering the cries for help that never cane. That
time it was General Pope. Now it was General Meade. Make no pl ans.

He sat watching the lights come on in Gettysburg. The soldiers bordered the
town along the west and the north in two long fire-speckled fences-a |ovely
sight in the gathering dusk. The last |ight of June burned in the west. He had
one nmarvel ous snoke-a dreany cigar. Tonorrow he will cone, old Bob Lee

hi nsel f, down that western road, on a gray horse. And with himw Il conme about
seventy thousand rnen

One of the Lieutenants was reading a newspaper. Buford saw rippled bl ack
headl i nes:

CI TI ZENS OF PENNSYLVANI A: PREPARE TO DEFEND YOUR HOVES!

A call for mlitia. He smled. MIlitia would not stop ol d Bobby Lee. W have
good ol d Ceorge Meade.

Now, now. Have faith. He m ght be very good.
The hell he is.

Buf ord peered quickly around, not knowing if he had said that out |oud. Damed
bad habit. But the Lieutenants were chatting. Buford | ooked past themto the
silent town. Pretty country. But too neat, too tidy. No feel of space, of

size, a great starry roof overhead, a great wind blowing. Well. You are not a
natural Easterner, that's for sure. Extraordinary to think of war here. Not
the country for it. Too neat. Not enough room He saw again the white angel

He thought: damm good ground.



He sat on a rail fence, watching the night come over CGettysburg. There was no
word fromthe patrols. He went around readi ng the gravestones, many Dutch
nanes, ghostA ly sentinels, tipped his hat in respect, thought of his own

death,, tested his body, still sound, still trustable through a Iong night,
but weaker, noticeably weaker, the heart uneven, the breath failing. But there
was at | east one good fight left. Perhaps I'Il make it here. H s nind

wander ed. He wondered what it would be like to lose the war. Could you ever
travel in the South again? Probably not for a while. But they had great
fishing there. Black bass rising in flat black water: ah. Shame to go there
again, to foreign ground.

Strange sense of enormpus | oss. Buford did not hate. He was a professional
The only ones who even irritated himwere the cavaliers, the high-bred,
feathery, courtly ones who spoke |ike Englishnmen and treated a man like dirt.
But they were nostly damm fools, not men enough to hate. But it would be a
great shane if you could never go south any nore, for the fishing, for the
warnth in winter. Thought once of retiring there. If | get that old.

Qut of the dark: Devin.

"Sir, the scouts are in. You were right, sir. Lee's coming this way al
right."

Buf ord focused. "Wat have you got?"

"Those troops we ran into today were A P. Hill. Hi s whole Corps is back up
the road between here and Cashtown. Longstreet's Corps is right behind him
Ewell's Corps is coning down fromthe north. They were right in front of
Harri sburg but they've turned back. They're concentrating in this direction."

Buf ord nodded. He said absently, "Lee's trying to get around us, between us
and Washi ngton. And won't that charmthe Senate?"

He sat down to wite the message to Reynolds, on a gravestone, by lantern
light. H s hand stopped of itself. H's brain sent nothing. He sat notionless,
penci| poised, staring at the bl ank paper

He hel d good ground before and sent off appeals, and hel p never came. He was
very lowon faith. It was a kind of gray sickness; it weakened the hands. He
stood up and wal ked to the stone fence. It wasn't the dying. He had seen nen
die all his life, and death was the luck of the chance, the price you
eventual |y paid. What was worse was the stupidity. The appalling sick
stupidity that was so bad you thought sonetines you would go suddenly,
violently, conpletely insane just having to watch it. It was a deadly thing to
be thinking on. Job to be done here. And all of it turns on faith.

The faces were staring at him all the bright apple faces.

He shuddered with vague anger. |If Reynolds says he will come, Reynolds wll
cone. An honorable man. | hope to God. Buford was angry, violently angry. But
he sat down and wrote the nmessage.

He was in possession of good ground at Gettysburg. |If Reynolds came quick
first thing in the nmorning, Buford could hold it. If not, the Rebs would take
it and there was no ground near that was any good. Buford did not know how
long his two brigades could hold. Urgent reply.

It was too formal. He struggled to nake clear. He stared at it for a |long
whil e and then sealed it slowy, thinking, well, we aren't truly committed, we



can still run, and gave the nessage to the buck-toothed |ieutenant, who took
it delightedly off into the night, although he'd been in the saddle all that
day.

Buford felt the pain of old wounds, a sudden vast need for sleep. Now it was
up to Reynolds. He said to Devin, "How many guns have we got?"

"Sir? Ah, we have, ah, one battery, sir, is all. Six guns.

Calef's Battery, that is, sir.
"Post themout al ong that west road. The Cashtown road."

Buford tried to think of sonething else to do but it was all suspended again,
a breezy vacancy. Rest until Reynolds sends the word. He sat down once nore,
back agai nst a gravestone, and began to drift slowy away, turning his mnd
away as you shift a field of vision with your gl asses, noving to focus on

hi gher ground. He renmenbered a snowstorm Young |ieutenant delivering mlitary
mai | : days al one across an enormous white plain. Lovely to renenber: riding,
delivering mail. He dreamed. The wound began to hurt. He woke to the Sergeant,
bow egged Corse: the nan dragged drearily by on a spattered horse, raised

di sgusted eyes.

"The husband, by God, is an undertaker.'" He rode nournfully off. The sound of
musi ¢ began to drift up the hill from Gettysburg. A preacher fromthe Sem nary
began a I ow, insistent, theol ogical argunent with a young |ieutenant, back and
forth, back and forth, the staff listening with admiration at the |ovely
words. The staff began to bed down for the night. It was near nidnight when

t he buck-toot hed boy came back from Reynol ds, panting down froma | athered
horse. Buford read: CGeneral Buford: Hold your ground. | will come in the
nmorni ng as early as possible. John Reynol ds.

Buf ord nodded. Al right. If you say so. The officers were up and gat heri ng.
Buf ord said to the buck-toothed boy, "D d he say anything el se?"

"No sir. He was very busy."

"How far back is he?"

"Not ten mles, sir, | don't think."

"Well," Buford said. He faced the staff: the eager, the wary. "We're going to
hold here in the norning." He paused, still fuzzy-brained. "W'Ill try to hold
| ong enough for General Reynolds to come up with sone infantry. | want to save

the high ground, if we can."”

There was a breathy silence, sone toothy grins, as if he had announced a
party.

"I think they'll be attacking us at dawn. W ought to be able to stop themfor
a couple of hours."

At Thorofare Gap we held for six. But that was better ground.

Devin was glowing. "Hell, General, we can hold themall the | ong damed day,
as the feller says.”

Buf ord frowned. He said slowy, "I don't know how long will be necessary. It
may be a long tinme. W can force themto deploy, anyway, and that will take up
time. Also, that's a narrow road Lee's com ng down, and if we stack them up



back there they'Il be a while getting untracked. But the point is to hold |ong
enough for the infantry. If we hang onto these hills, we have a good chance to
win the fight that's com ng. Understood?"

He had excited them They were young enough to be eager for this. He felt a
certain breathless quality hinself.

He ordered a good feed for the night, no point now in saving food. They noved
out to give their orders. Buford rode out once nore, in the dark, to the
pi cket 1ine.

He posted the | ead pickets hinmself, not far fromthe Rebel line. There were
four men along the bridge: New York and Illinois, tw of themvery young. They
wer e popeyed to be so near the Rebs. doser than anybody in the whol e dang

arny.

Buf ord said, "They should come in just at about first light. Keep a clear eye.
Stay in there |long enough to get a good | ook, then shoot and run. Gve us a
good warning, but fire only a fewrounds. Don't wait too |ong before you pul
out."

A corporal said stiffly, "Yes, sir. General, sir." He broke into a giggle.
Buf ord heard a boy say, "Now aint you glad you jined the cal vry?"

Buf ord rode back to the Seminary. He made his headquarters there. In the
nmor ni ng he woul d have a good view fromthe cupola. He di smounted and sat down
to rest. It was very quiet. He closed his eyes and he could see fields of
snow, mles and mles of Woning snow, and white nountains in the distance,
all clean and incredibly still, and no nan anywhere and no notion

4. LONGSTREET.

In Longstreet's canp, they were teaching the Englishman to play poker. They
had spread a bl anket near a fire and hung a lantern on a tree and they sat
around t he bl anket sl apping bugs in the dark, surrounded by canpfires,

| aughter and nusic. The Englishman was a naturally funny man. He was very thin
and perpetual |y astoni shed and sonmewhat gap-toothed, and his manner of talking
al one was enough to convul se them and he enjoyed it. H s nane was
Fremant | e- Li eut enant Col onel Arthur Lyon Fremantle- |ate of Her Majesty's

Col dstream Guards, observing for the Queen. There were several other
foreigners in the group and they foll owed Longstreet's headquarters like a
smal | shoal of colorful fish. They were gathered around the bl anket now,

wat ching Fremantl e perform and everyone was | aughi ng except the Prussian
Schei ber, a stocky man in a stained white suit, who was annoyed that no one
coul d speak Cerman.

Longstreet sat with his back against a tree, waiting. Hs fane as a poker
pl ayer was | egendary but he had not played in a long time, not since the

deat hs of his children, and he did not feel like it now, but he liked to sit
in the darkness and watch, passing the tinme silently, a small distance away, a
menber of it all warmed by the fire but still not involved in it, not having
to tal k.

What bot hered hi m nost was the blindness. Jeb Stuart had not returned. The
arnmy had noved all day in enenmy country and they had not even known what was
around the next bend. Harrison's news was growi ng old: the Union Arnmy was on
the nove. Longstreet had sent the spy back into Gettysburg to see what he
could find, but Gettysburg was alnost thirty mles away and he had not yet
ret ur ned.



Longstreet dreaned, storing up energy, know ng the fight was com ng and
resting deliberately, relaxing the nuscles, feeling hinself |oose upon the
earth and filling with strength slowy, as the lungs fill with clean air. He
was a patient man; he could outwait the dawn. He saw a star fall: a pale cold
spark in the eastern sky. Lovely sight. He remenbered, counting stars at

m dnight in a pasture: a girl. The girl thought they were nessages from God.
Longstreet grinned: she |loves ne, she |oves ne not.

"Sir?"

He | ooked up-a sl ender, haughty face: G Moxley Sorrel, Longstreet's chief of
staff. Longstreet said, "Mjor."

"I"mjust back from General Lee's headquarters, sir. The CGeneral has retired
for the night. Everything going nicely, sir. CGeneral Lee says we should all be
concentrated around Cettysburg tonorrow evening."

"Not hi ng from Stuart?"

"No, sir. But some of General Hill's troops went into Gettysburg this
afternoon and claimthey saw Union cavalry there."

Longstreet | ooked up sharply. Sorrel went on: "They had orders not to engage,
so they withdrew. General Hill thinks they were m staken. He says it must be
mlitia. He's going back in force in the norning."

"Who saw caval ry? \What of ficer?"

"Ah, Johnston Pettigrew, | believe, sir."
"The scholar? Fella from North Carolina?"
"Ah, yes, sir. | think so, sir."
"Bl ue caval ry?"

"Yes, sir."

"Why doesn't Hill believe hin? Does Hi Il have other information?"

"No, sir. Ah, | would say, sir, judging fromwhat | heard, that General Hil
thinks that, ah, Pettigrewis not a professional and tends to be overexcited

and perhaps to exaggerate a bit."

"Urn." Longstreet rubbed his face. If there was infantry coming, as Harrison
had said, there would be cavalry in front of it.

"What does General Lee say?"
"The General, ah, defers to General Hill's judgnent, | believe."
Longstreet grimaced. He thought: we have other cavalry.

Why doesn't the old man send for a | ook? Tell you why: he can't believe Stuart
woul d [ et hi m down.

"Have you any orders, sir?" Sorrel was gazing longingly toward the poker gane.

"No. "



"The men are anxious to have you join the gane, sir. As you once did."
"Not tonight. Mjor."

Sorrel bowed. "Yes, sir. Ch, by the way, sir, Ceneral Pickett sends his

conpliments and states that he will be dropping by later this evening for a
chat."
Longstreet nodded. There'll be a conplaint fromold George. But good to see

him Sorrel nmoved off into a burst of laughter, a cloud of |ovely tobacco.
Longstreet sat brooding.

There was an odor of trouble, an indefinable wong. It was |ike playing chess
and naki ng a bad nove and not knowi ng why but knowi ng instinctively that it
was a bad nove. The instincts were yelling. As they used to do | ong ago at
night in Indian country. He gazed out into the black

The stars were obscured. It was the blindness that bothered him Cavalry in
Gettysburg? Harrison would know.

"Sir?"
He | ooked up again. In soft light: Fremantle.
"Beg your pardon, sir. Mst hunbly, sir. |I'mnot disturbing you?"

"Um" Longstreet said. But there was sonething about the man, prepared for
flight that nmade Longstreet grin. He was a scrawny man, toothy, with a

pi pe-1i ke neck and a nonstrous Adami s apple. He | ooked like a popeyed bird who
had just swall owed sonething |arge and sticky and triangular. He was wearing a
tall gray hat and a renmarkable coat with very wi de shoul ders, |ike w ngs.

He said cheerily, "If | amdisturbing you at all, sir, my nost hunble
apol ogi es. But your fanme, sir, as a practitioner of poker, is such that one
cones to you for advice. | hope you don't mind."

"Not "t'all,"” Longstreet said. Sonetinmes when you were around Englishnmen there
was this ridiculous tendency to imtate them Longstreet restrained hinself.
But he grinned.

"What | wanted to ask you, sir, is this. | gather that you are the authority
in these matters, and | learned long ago, sir, that in affairs of this kind it
is always wisest to go directly, straightway, may | say, to the top."

Longstreet waited. Fremantle relaxed slightly, conspiratorially, stroked a
handl ebar nustache.

"I am nmost curious, General, as to your attitude toward a subtle subject: the
i nside straight. On what occasion, or rather, under what circunstance, does
one draw to an inside straight? In your opinion. Your response will be kept
confidential, of course."

"Never," Longstreet said.

Fremant| e nodded gravely, listening. There was nothing el se. After a nonment he
i nqui red, "Never?"

"Never."

Fremant|l e thought upon it. "You mean never," he concl uded.



Longstreet nodded.

"Quite," Fremantle said. He drew back, brooding, then drew hinself up
"Indeed," he said. "Wll, thank you, sir.

Your most hunbl e servant. My apol ogi es for the disturbance.™
"Not 'fall."

"I leave you to nore inportant things." He bowed, backed off, paused, | ooked
up. "Never?" he said wistfully.

"Never," Longstreet said.
"Ch. Well, right-ho." Fremantle went away.
Longstreet turned to the dark. A strange and | acey race.

Talk like ladies, fight like wildcats. There had | ong been tal k of Engl and
coming in on the side of the South. But Longstreet did not think they would
cone. They will conme when we don't need them |ike the bank offering noney
when you're no | onger in debt.

A cluster of yells: he | ooked up. A group of horsenen were riding into canp.
One pluned rider waved a feathered hat: that woul d be George Pickett. At a

di stance he | ooked like a French king, all curls and feathers. Longstreet

gri nned unconsciously. Pickett rode into the firelight, bronze-curled and

| ovely, hair down to his shoul ders, regal and gorgeous on a stately nount. He
gestured to the staff, sonmeone pointed toward Longstreet. Pickett rode this
way, bowi ng. Men were grinning, lighting up as he passed; Longstreet could see
atrain of officers behind him He had brought along all three of his brigade
commanders: Arm stead, Garnett and Kenper. They rode toward Longstreet |ike
shi ps through a gleeful surf, Pickett bowi ng fromside to side. Someone
offered a bottle. Pickett raised a scornful hand. He had sworn to dear Sallie
ne'er to touch |iquor.

Longstreet shook his head admiringly. The foreigners were clustering.
Pi ckett stopped before Longstreet and sal uted grandly.

"Ceneral Pickett presents his complinents, sir, and requests perm ssion to
parley with the Commandi ng General, s '"il vous plait."

Longstreet said, "Howdy, Ceorge."

Beyond Pickett's shoul der Lew Arm stead grinned hell o, touching his hat.
Longstreet had known themall for twenty years and nore. They had served
together in the Mexican War and in the old 6th Infantry out in California.
They had been under fire together, and as | ong as he lived Longstreet would
never forget the sight of Pickett with the flag going over the wall in the
snoke and flame of Chapul tepec.

Pi ckett had not aged a noment since. Longstreet thought: my permanent boy. It
was nore a famly than an army. But the fornalities had to be observed. He
saluted. Pickett hopped out of the saddle, ringlets aflutter as he junped.
Longstreet whiffed a pungent odor

"Good Lord, Ceorge, what's that smnell?"



"That's me," Pickett said proudly. "Ain't it |ovely?"
Arm stead di snounted, chuckling. "He got it off a dead Frenchman. Eveni ng,
Pete. "

"Who, " Longstreet said. "I bet the Frenchman smelled better."

Pickett was offended. "I did not either get it off a Frenchman. | bought it in
a store in Richnond." He neditated. "Did have a French nane, now that | think
onit. But Sallie likes it." This concluded the matter. Pickett gl owed and
prinped, grinning. He was used to kidding and fond of it. Dick Garnett was

di smounting slowy. Longstreet caught the ook of pain in his eyes. He was
favoring a | eg.

He had that sane soft gray look in his face, his eyes. Too tired, much too
tired.

Longstreet extended a hand. "How are you, Dick?"

"Fine, General, just fine.'
was wat ching with care.

But the handcl asp had no vitality. Lew Arm stead

Longstreet said easily, "Sorry | had to assign you to old snelly George. Hope
you have a strong stomach.™”

"Ceneral ," Garnett said formally, gracefully, "you rmust know how nmuch
appreci ate the opportunity.”

There was a second of silence. Garnett had withdrawn the ol d Stonewall Brigade
wi t hout orders. Jackson had accused him of cowardi ce. Now Jackson was dead,
and Garnett's honor was conprom sed, and he had not recovered fromthe stain,
and in his company there were many nmen who woul d never |et himrecover. Yet
Longstreet knew the quality of the nman, and he said slowy, carefully, "Dick

| consider it a damed fine piece of luck for ne when you becane avail able for
this conmand. "

Garnett took a deep breath, then nodded once quickly, |ooking past Longstreet
into the dark. Lew Arnistead draped a casual arm across his shoul ders.

"Di ck's been eating too many cherries. He's got the AOd Soldier's Disease.”

Garnett smled weakly. "Sure do." He rubbed his stomach. "Got to learn to
fight fromthe squatting position."

Arm stead grinned. "I know what's wong with you. You been standi ng downwi nd
of ole George. You got to learn to watch them funes."

A circle had gathered at a respectful distance. One of these was Fremantle, of
Her Maj esty's Col dstream Guards, w de-hatted. Adam s-appl ed. Pickett was
regarding himw th curiosity.

Longstreet renmenbered his manners. "Oh, excuse nme, Colonel. Allow nme to
present our Ceorge Pickett. Qur |oveliest general. General Pickett, Colone
Fremantl e of the Col dstream Guards."

Pi ckett bowed low in the classic fashion, sweeping the ground with the pluned
hat .

"The fane of your reginment, sir, has preceded you."



"Ceneral Pickett is our ranking strategist,'
t he deeper questions to George."

Longstreet said. "W refer al

"They do," Pickett adnmitted, nodding. "They do indeed."
"Ceneral Pickett's record at West Point is still the talk of the army."
Armi st ead hawed.

"It is unbecomng to a soldier, all this book-learning," Pickett said
haughtily.

"It aint gentlenmanly, CGeorge," Arm stead corrected.

"Nor that either," Pickett agreed.

"He finished last in his class,"” Longstreet explained.

"Dead last. Wiich is quite a feat, if you consider his classmtes."

"The Yankees got all the smart ones,’
it got them"

Pi ckett said placidly, "and | ook where

Fremantl e stood grinning vaguely, not quite sure howto take all this. Lew
Arm stead came forward and bowed silently, delicately, old courtly Lo, giving
it a touch of elegance. He did not extend a hand, knowi ng the British custom
He said, "Good evening, Colonel. Lo Arm stead.

The 'Lo" is short for Lothario. Let ne welcone you to 'Lee's M serables.' The
Col dstream Guards? Weren't you fellas over here in the discussion betw xt us
of 1812? | seemto renmenber ny daddy telling nme about... No, it was the Bl ack
Watch. The kilted fellas, that's who it was."

Fremantl e said, "Lee's M serabl es?"

"A joke," Longstreet said patiently. "Somebody read Victor Hugo-believe it or
not | have officers who read and ever since then we've been Lee's M serables."”

Fremantl e was still in the dark. Longstreet said, "Victor Hugo. French witer
Novel . Les M serables."

Fremantl e brightened. Then he smiled. Then he chuckled. "Ch that's very good.
Oh, | say that's very good indeed, Haw. "

Pickett said formally. "Allow ne to introduce ny conmanders. The el derly one
here is Lewis Arnmistead. The 'Lothario' is a bit of a joke, as you can see.
But we are denocratic. W do not hold his great age against him W carry him
to the battle, and we aimhimand turn himloose. " Hs is what we in this
country call an "Ad Famly'-"

Arm stead said briefly, "Oh God"-"al though doubtl ess you English woul d
consider himstill an inmigrant. There have been Armisteads in all our wars,
and maybe we better change the subject, because it is likely that old Lo's
grandaddy took a pot-shot at your grandaddy, but anyway, we had to let himin
this war to keep the string going, do you see? Age and all."

"Creak," Arm stead sai d.

"The next on here is Dick Garnett. Ah, Ri chard Brooke Garnett."



Garnett bowed. Pickett said, "Od Dick is a good lad, but sickly. Ah well-"

Pi ckett nade a sad face-"sone of us are born puny, and others are blessed with
great natural strength. It is all God's will. Sit down, Dick. Now this next
one here-" he indicated stoic JimKenper-"this one is not even a soldier, so
watch him Note the shifty beady eye?

He's a politician. Only reason he's here is to gather votes cone next
el ection.”

Kemper stepped forward, hand extended warily. He had been speaker of the
Vi rgi nia House and he was not fond of foreigners. Fremantle took the hand with
forced good will.

Kenmper sai d brusquely, "Look here now, Colonel. Been | wondering when you
peopl e were going to get out and break than dammed Yankee bl ockade. How about
t hat ?"

Fremant | e apol ogi zed, grinning foolishly. Now the Prussian was here and the
Austrian, Ross. A crowd was formng. Pickett went on to introduce some of his
staff: Beau Harrison, his IG and Jim Crocker. Crocker was noodily
sentinmental, already a bit drunk. He was returning now after an absence of
thirteen years to his old alma mater, Pennsylvania College, in Gettysburg.
Soneone suggested they drink to that, but Pickett rem nded one and al

soul fully of his oath to Sallie, schoolgirl Sallie, who was half his age, and
that brought up a round of ribald kidding that should have insulted Pickett
but didn't. He glowed in the mdst of it, hairy, happy. Fremantle | ooked on
never quite certain what was ki dding and what wasn't. He produced sone brandy;
Arm stead came up with a flask; Kenper had a bottle of his own. Longstreet

t hought: careful. He sat off to one side, wthdrawi ng, had one | ong hot sw g
fromArm stead's flask, disciplined hinmself not to take another, withdrew
against the trunk of a cool tree, letting the night come over him listening
to themtal k, remniscing. He knew enough to stay out of it. The presence of
t he commander al ways a danper. But after a few nmonents Pickett detached
hinsel f fromthe group and came to Longstreet.

"General ? A few words?"
"Sure, Ceorge. Fire."

"By George you're looking well, sir. Miust say, never saw you | ooking better.''
"You | ook lovely too, Ceorge." Longstreet |liked this man. He was not
overwhel mi ngly bright, but he was a fighter. Longstreet was always careful to
gi ve himexact instructions and to follow himto make sure he knew what to do,
but once pointed, George could be relied on. A lovely adventurous boy,
thirty-eight years old and never to grow ol der, fond of adventure and romance
and all the bright sparkles of youth. Longstreet said happily, "Wat can | do
for you, Ceorge?"

"Well, sir, now!l don't mean this as a reflection upon you, sir. But well, you
know, sir, my Division, ny Virginia boys, we weren't at Chancellorsville."

"Well, you know we were assigned away on sone piddling affair, and we weren't
at Fredericksburg either; we were off again doing sone other piddling thing,
and now they' ve taken two of my brigades, Corse and Jenkins, and sent them off
to guard Ri chnond- R chnond, for the |ove of God-and now, General, do you know
where I'mplaced in line of march? Last, sir, that's where. Exactly |ast.
bring up the damed rear. Beg pardon."



Longstreet sighed.

Pickett said, "Well, | tell you, sir, frankly, my boys are beginning to wonder
at the attitude of the high command toward nmy Division. My boys-"

"Ceorge," Longstreet said.
"Sir, | must-" Pickett noted Longstreet's face. "Now, | don't mean to inply
this command. Not you, sir. | was just hoping you would talk to sonmebody."

"Ceorge." Longstreet paused, then he said patiently, "Wuld you like us to
nmove the whole armnmy out of the way and let you go first?"

Pi ckett brightened. That seemed a good idea. Another |ook at Longstreet's
face.

"I only meant, sir, that we haven't-"

"I know, Ceorge. Listen, there's no plot. It's just the way things fell out.
have three divisions, right? There's you, and there's Hood and McLaws. And
where | go you go.

Right? And ny HQis near the Add Man, and the A d Man chooses to be here, and
that's the way it is. W sent your two brigades to Ri chnmond because we figured
they were Virginia boys and that was proper. But look at it this way: if the
arnmy has to turn and fight its way out of here, you'll be exactly first in
line."

Pi ckett thought on that.

"That's possi bl e?"

"Yup."
"Well," Pickett nmused. At that noment Lew Arm stead canme up. Pickett said
wistfully, "Well, | had to speak on it, sir. You understand. No offense?"
"None. "

"Well then. But | nean, the whole war could be dam well|l over soon, beg
pardon, and nmy boys woul d have missed it. And these are Virginians, sir, and
have a certain pride." It occurred to himthat Longstreet not being a

Vi rgi nian, he m ght have given another insult.

But Longstreet said, "I know | can count on you, George, when the tinme cones.
And it'll cone, it'll come."

Arm stead broke in, "Sorry to interrupt, but they're calling for George at the
poker table." He bowed. "Your fane, sir, has preceded you."

Pi ckett excused hinmsel f, watchful of Longstreet. Pickett was al ways saying
something to irritate sonebody, and he rarely knew why, so his nethod was
sinmply to apologize in general fromtine to tine and to | et people know he
meant well and then shove off and hope for the best. He apol ogi zed and
departed, curls ajiggle.

Arm stead | ooked after him "Hope he brought some noney with him" He turned
back to Longstreet, smling.



"How goes it, Pete?"

"Passing well, passing well." An old soldier's joke, vaguely obscene. It had
once been funny. Touched now with nenories, sentinmental songs. Longstreet
thought: he's really quite gray. Has reached that tine when a man ages
rapidly, older with each passing nonent. A d Lothario.

Longstreet was touched. Arm stead had his eyes turned away, foll owi ng Pickett.

"I gather that George was trying to get us up front where we could get shot.

Correct? Thought so. Well, nust say, if you ve got to do all this dam
mar ching at nmy age there ought to be some action sone tine. Although-" he held
up a hand-"1 don't conplain, | don't conplain." He sat, letting a knee creak

"Cetting rickety."

Longstreet |ooked: firelight soft on a weary face. Armi stead was tired.
Longstreet watched him gaugi ng. Arm stead noticed.

"I"'mall right, Pete."

"Course."
"No, really. I..."He stopped in md-sentence. "I amgetting a little old for
it. To tell the truth. It, ah..." He shrugged. "It isn't as rmuch fun when your

feet hurt. Ooo."

He rubbed his calf. He | ooked away from Longstreet's eyes. "These are damm
good cherries they grow around here.

Wonder if they'd grow back hone."

Laughter broke from Pickett's group. A cloud passed over the noon. Arm stead
had somet hing on his mnd.

Longstreet waited. Harrison had to be back soon. Arm stead said, "I hear you
have some word of the Union Arny."

"Right." Longstreet thought: Hancock

"Have you heard anything of old Wn?"

"Yep. He's got the Second Corps, headed this way. W should be running into
hi m one of these days." Longstreet felt a small jeal ousy. Arnistead and
Hancock. He could see them together-graceful Lo, dashing and confi dent
Hancock. They had been cl oser than brothers before the war. A rare
friendshi p. And now Hancock was coming this way with an eneny corps.

Arm stead said, "Never thought it would last this |long."

He was staring off into the dark

"Me neither. | was thinking on that |ast night. The day of the one-battle war
is over, | think. It used to be that you went out to fight in the norning and
by sundown the issue was deci ded and the king was dead and the war was usually
over. But now. .."He grunted, shaking his head. "Now it goes on and on. \War has

changed, Lewis. They all expect one smashing victory. Waterloo and all that.
But | think that kind of war is over. W have trenches now. And it's a
different thing, you know, to ask a man to fight froma trench. Any man can
charge briefly in the norning. But to ask a man to fight froma trench, day
after day..."



"Quess you're right," Arm stead said. But he was not interested, and
Longstreet, who loved to talk tactics and strategy, let it go. After a noment
Arm stead said, "Wuldn't mnd seeing old Wn again. One nore tine."

"Why don't you?"

"You woul dn't mind?"

"Hell no."

"Real ly? | mean, well, Pete, do you think it would be proper?"

"Sure. If the chance cones, just get a nessenger and a flag of truce and go on
over. Nothing to it."

"I sure would like just to talk to himagain," Arm stead said. He | eaned back
closing his eyes. "Last tine was in California. Wen the war was begi nni ng.
Ni ght before we left there was a party."

Long time ago, another world. And then Longstreet thought of his children
that Christmas, that terrible Christmas, and turned his mnd away. There was a
si | ence.

Arm stead said, "Ch, by the way, Pete, how s your w fe?

Been nmeaning to ask."

"Fine." He said it automatically. But she was not fine.

He felt a spasmof pain |like a blast of sudden cold, saw the patient

hi gh- boned I ndi an face, that beautiful worman, indelible suffering. Children
never die: they live on in the brain forever. After a nmonent he realized that
Arm stead was watching him

"I'f you want ne to | eave, Pete."
"No." Longstreet shook his head quickly.

"Well, then, | think I'll just set a spell and pass the tine of day. Don't get
to see much of you any nore." He smiled: a touch of shyness. He was five years
ol der than Longstreet, and now he was the junior officer, but he was one of
the rare ones who was genuinely glad to see another nman advance.

In some of themthere was a hunger for rank-in Jubal Early it was a

di sease-but Arm stead had grown past the hunger, if he ever had it at all. He
was an honest man, open as the sunrise, cut fromthe same pattern as Lee: old
famly, Virginia gentleman, man of honor, man of duty. He was one of the nen
who would hold ground if it could be held; he would die for a word. He was a
man to depend on, and there was this truth about war: it taught you the nen
you coul d depend on

He was saying, "I tell you one thing you don't have to worry on, and that's
our Division. | never saw troops anywhere so ready for a brawl. And they're
not just kids, either. Mst of themare veterans and they'll know what to do.

But the norale is sinply amazing. Really is. Never saw anything like it in the
old arnmy. They're off on a Holy Var.

The Crusades nust have been a little like this. Wsh |'d a been there. Seen
old Richard and the rest."



Longstreet said, "They never took Jerusalem"”
Arm stead squi nted

"It takes a bit nmore than norale," Longstreet said.
"Ch sure.” But Longstreet was al ways gl oony. "Well, anyhow, |'ve never seen
anything like this. The O d Man's acconplishnent. Incredible. H s presence is
ever ywher e.

They hush when he passes, |ike an angel of the Lord. You ever see anything
like it?"
"No. "

"Remenber what they said when he took command? Called himdd Ganny. Hee."
Arm stead chuckl ed. "Man, what damm fools we are.”

"There's talk of making him President, after the war."
"They are?" Armi stead considered it. "Do you suppose he'd take it?"

"No, | don't think he would take it. But, | don't know | like to think of him
in charge. One honest nman."

"A Holy War," Longstreet said. He shook his head. He did not think nmuch of the
Cause. He was a professional: the Cause was Victory. It cane to himin the

ni ght sonetimes with a sudden appal ling shock that the boys he was fighting
wer e boys he had grown up with. The war had cone as a nightmare in which you
chose your nightmare side. Once chosen, you put your head down and went on to
wi n. He thought: shut up. But he said: "You ve heard it often enough: one of
our boys can lick any ten of them that nonsense."

"Vl

"Well, you've fought with those boys over there, you' ve conmmanded them" He
gestured vaguely east. "You know damm wel |l they can fight. You shoul d have
seen them cone up that hill at Fredericksburg, listen.”" He gestured vaguely,
tightly, losing command of the words. "Well, Lo, you know we are dyi ng one at

atine and there aren't enough of us and we die just as dead as anybody, and a
boy from back honme aint a better soldier than a boy from M nnesota or anywhere
el se just because he's from back hone."

Arm stead nodded carefully. "Well, sure." He paused watchfully "Of course
know that. But then, on the other hand, we sure do stonmp them consistently,
now don't we, Pete? We... | don't know, but | feel we're sonething special. |
do. We're good, and we knowit. It may just be the Od Man and a few ot her

| eaders like you. Well, | don't know what it is. But I tell you, | believe in
it, and | don't think we're overconfident."

Longstreet nodded. Let it go. But Armi stead sat up

"Anot her thing, Peter, long as the subject is up. I've been thinking on your

t heories of defensive war, and | ook, Pete, if you don't mind the opinion of an
aging mlitary genius, just this once? Technically, by God, you're probably

ri ght.

Hel |, you're undoubtedly right. This may be a tine for defensive war. But,
Pete, this aint the arny for it. W aren't bred for the defense. And the Ad



Man, Lord, if ever there was a man not suited for slow dull defense, it's old
RE™"

Longstreet said, "But he's a soldier."

"Exactly. And so are you. But the Ad Man is just plain, well, too proud.
Li sten, do you renmenber when he was assigned to the defense of Ri chnond and he
started digging trenches, you renmenber what they started calling hinP"

"The King of Spades." God, the Ri chnmond newspapers.

"Right. And you could see how hurt he was. Mst people would be. Stain on the
ol d honor. Now, Pete, you're w se enough not to give a dam about things |ike
that. But O d Robert, now, he's fromthe old school, and I'll bet you right
now he can't wait to get themout in the open sonewhere where he can hit them
face to face. And you know every soldier in the arnmy feels the sane way, and
it's one of the reasons why the norale here is so good and the Union norale is
so bad, and isn't that a fact?"

Longstreet said nothing. It was all probably true. And yet there was danger in
it; there was even sonethi ng dangerous in Lee. Longstreet said, "He prom sed
me he would stay on the defensive. He said he would | ook for a good defensive
position and let themtry to hit us."

"He did?"

"He did."

"Well, maybe. But | tell you, Pete, it aint natural to him"
"And it is to me?"

Arm stead cocked his head to one side. Then he sm | ed, shook his head, and
reached out abruptly to slap Longstreet's knee.

"Well, mght's well be blunt, old soul, and to hell with the social graces.
Truth is, Peter, that you are by nature the stubbomest human being, nor mnule
either, nor even arny mule, that | personally have ever known, or ever hope to
know, and ny hat is off to you for it, because you are also the best dam
defensive soldier | ever saw, by mles and nmiles and nmles, and that's a fact.
Now" he started to rise-"I'll get a-movin', back to nmy virtuous bed."

Longstreet grunted, found hinmself blushing. He rose, went silently with

Arm stead toward the crowd around Pickett. Mxley Sorrel was on his feet,
poundi ng his palmwi th a clenched fist. The Englishman, Frenmantle, was

i steni ng opennmout hed. The Prussian, Scheiber, was smiling in a nasty sort of
way. Longstreet caught the conclusion of Sorrel's sentence.

" know t hat governnent derives its power fromthe consent of the governed.
Every government, everywhere. And, sir, let me nmake this plain: W do not
consent. We will never consent."

They stood up as Longstreet approached. Sorrel's face was flushed. Ji m Kenper
was not finished with the argunent, Longstreet or no. To Fremantle he went on
"You must tell them and make it plain, that what we are fighting for is our
freedomfromthe rule of what is to us a foreign governnent. That's all we
want and that's what this war is all about. We established this country in the
first place with strong state governnents just for that reason, to avoid a
central tyranny-"



"Ch Lord," Arnm stead said, "the Cause."

Fremantle rose, trying to face Longstreet and continue to listen politely to
Kenmper at the sane nonent. Pickett suggested with authority that it was
growing quite late and that his officers should get back to their separate
conmmands.

There were polite farewells and kind words, and Longstreet wal ked Pi ckett and
Arm stead to their horses. Kenper was still saying firm hard, noble things to
Sorrel and Sorrel was agreeing absol utely-nongrelizing, mnoney-grubbing
Yankees-and Longstreet said, "Wat happened?"

Pi ckett answered obligingly, unconcerned, "Well, JimKenper kept needling our
English friend about why they didn't come and join in with us, it being in
their interest and all, and the Englishman said that it was a very touchy

subj ect, since nmost Englishnen figured the war was all about, ah, slavery, and
then ol d Kenper got a bit outraged and had to explain to himhow wong he was,
and Sorrel and sonme others joined in, but no harm done."

"Dam fool ," Kenper said. "He still thinks it's about slavery."

"Actually," Pickett said gravely, "I think ny anal ogy of the club was best. |
mean, it's as if we all joined a gentlenmen's club, and then the nenbers of the
club started sticking their noses into our private lives, and then we up and
resigned, and then they tell us we don't have the right to resign. | think
that's a fair anal ogy, hey, Pete?"

Longstreet shrugged. They all stood for a noment agreeing with each other,

Longstreet saying nothing. After a while they were nounted, still chatting
about what a shame it was that so many people seened to think it was slavery
t hat brought on the war, when all it was really was a question of the

Constitution. Longstreet took the reins of Pickett's horse.
"Ceorge, the arny is concentrating toward Gettysburg.

HI1l is going inin the norning and we'll follow, and BEwmell is com ng down
fromthe north. Tomorrow night we'll all be together."

"Ch, very good." Pickett was delighted. He was | ooking forward to parties and
nusi c.

Longstreet said, "I think that sometime in the next few days there's going to
be a big fight. | want you to do everything necessary to get your boys ready."

"Sir, they're ready now "

"Well, do what you can. The little things. See to the water. Once the arny is
gathered in one place all the wells will run dry. See to it, George."

"Towill, I will."

Longstreet thought: don't be so damm notherly.

"Well, then. 1'll see you tonorrow night."

They said their good nights. Arnistead waved farewel|.

"I'f you happen to run across Jubal Early, Peter, tell himfor me to go to
hel I . "



They rode off into the dark. The nobon was down; the night sky was filled with
stars. Longstreet stood for a noment al one. Sone good nen there. Lo had said,
"Best defensive soldier.”" FromLewis, a conpliment. And yet, is it really ny
nature? O is it only the sinmple reality?

M ght as well argue with stars.

The fires were dying one by one. Longstreet went back to his place by the canp
table. The tall silent aide from Texas, T. J. Goree, had curled up in a
bedroll, always near, to be used at a nmonent's notice. For "The Cause." So
many good nen. Longstreet waited al one, saw one falling star, reninding him
once nmore of the girl in a field a long tine ago.

Harri son cane back long after midnight. He brought the news of Union cavalry
in Gettysburg. Longstreet sent the word to Lee's headquarters, but the Ad Mn
had gone to sleep and Major Taylor did not think it inportant enough to wake
him General H Il had insisted, after all, that the reports of cavalry in
CGettysburg were foolish.

Longstreet waited for an answer, but no answer cane. He lay for a long while
awake, but there was gathering cloud and he saw no nore falling stars.

Just before dawn the rain began: fine msty rain blowing cold and clean in
soft mountain air. Buford' s pickets saw the dawn conme high in the sky, a gray
bl ush, a bleak rose. A boy fromlllinois clinbed a tree. There was m st across
Marsh Creek, ever whiter in the growing light. The boy fromlllinois stared
and felt his heart beating and saw novenent. A blur in the mst, an unfurled
flag. Then the dark figures, row on row skirm shers. Long, long rows, I|ike
wal ki ng trees, comng up toward himout of the mst. He had a | ong paral yzed
nonment, which he would renenber until the end of his |life. Then he raised the
rifle and laid it across the linb of the tree and ai med generally toward the
breast of a tall figure in the front of the line, waited, let the cold rain
fall, msting his vision, cleared his eyes, waited, prayed, and pressed the
trigger.

VEDNESDAY, JULY 1, 1863 The First Day
of the comi ng of the Lord
1. LEE

He cane out of the tent into a fine cold rain. The troops were already up and
nmovi ng out on the m sty road beyond the trees. Sonme of them saw the white head
and came to the fence to stare at him The ground rocked. Lee fl oated,
clutched the tent. Got up too quickly. Mist nove slowy, with care. Bryan cane
out of the mist, bearing steam ng coffee in a metal cup. Lee took it in pained
hands, drank, felt the heat soak down through himlike hot Iiquid sunshine.
The di zzi ness passed. There was fog flat and lowin the treetops, like a soft
roof. The rain was clean on his face. He wal ked slowy to the rail where the
horses were tethered: gentle Traveler, skittish Lucy Long. Stuart had not cone
back in the night. If Stuart had cone they woul d have wakened him He said
good nmorning to the beautiful gray horse, the great soft eyes, said a silent
prayer. He thought: tonight we'll all be together

Troops were gathering along the rail fence, looking in at him He heard a nan
cry a raucous greeting. Another man shushed himin anger. Lee turned, bowed
slightly, waved a stiff arm There was a cluster of sloppy salutes, broad wet
grins under dripping hats. A bareheaded boy stood in reverent silence, black
hat clutched to his breast. An officer nmoved down the fence, hustling the nen
away.



Lee took a deep breath, testing his chest: a w ndbl own vacancy, a breathl ess

pain. He had a sense of enormous unnatural fragility, |ike hollow glass. He
sat silently on a rail, letting the velvet nose nuzzle him Not ruch pain this
norni ng. Praise God. He had fallen fromhis horse on his hands and t he hands
still hurt himbut the pain in the chest was not bad at all. But it was not

the pain that troubled hiny it was a sick gray enptiness he knew too well,
that sense of a hole clear through himlike the blasted vacancy in the air
behi nd a shell burst, an enornous enptiness. The thing about the heart was
that you could not coax it or force it, as you could any other disease. WII
power meant nothing. The great cold nmessage had cone in the spring, and Lee
carried it inside himevery noment of every day and all through the

ni ght s-that endl ess, breathl ess, inconsolable alarm there is not nuch tine,
bewar e, prepare.

"Sir?"

Lee | ooked up. Young Walter Taylor. Lee cane slowy awake, back to the misty
worl d. Taylor stood in the rain with inky papers-a cool boy of twenty-four

al ready a nmj or.

"Good norning, sir. Trust you slept well?"

The cl ear bl ack eyes were concerned. Lee nodded. Taylor was a slimand cocky
boy. Behind Lee's back he called him"The G eat Tycoon." He did not know that
Lee knew it. He had a delicate face, sensitive nostrils. He said cheerily,
"Not hi ng from General Stuart, sir."

Lee nodded.

"Not a thing, sir. W can't even pick up any runors. But we rmustn't fret now,
sir." A consoling tone. "They haven't got anybody can catch General Stuart."

Lee turned to the beautiful horse. He had a sudden rushi ng sensation of human
frailty, death Iike a bl owi ng wi nd: Jackson was gone, Stuart would go, I|ike
| eaves from autumm trees. Matter of tine.

Tayl or said airily, "Sir, I wuld assune that if we haven't heard fromthe
general it is obviously because he has nothing to report."

"Perhaps," Lee said.

"After all, sir, Longstreet's man is a paid spy. And an actor to boot." Tayl or
pursed his lips primy, nicked way froma gray cuff.
Lee said, "If | do not hear from General Stuart by this evening | will have to

send for him"

"Yes, sir.

"We' || send the Maryl and people. They'll be familiar with the ground."

"Very good, sir.
sir."

Tayl or shifted wet papers. "Message here from General H I,

"Yes."

"The General wi shes to informyou that he is going into Gettysburg this
morning with his lead Division." Taylor squinted upward at a |ightening sky,
"I expect he's already under way He advises ne that there is a shoe factory in



the town and his nen intend to, ah, requisition sone footgear."
Tayl or grinned.
"Ceneral Ewell is noving down fromthe north?"

"Yes, sir. The rain may slow things somewhat. But General BEwell expects to be
in the Cashtown area by noon."

Lee nodded. Tayl or peered distastefully at another paper.

"Ah, there is a report here, sir, of Union cavalry in Gettysburg, but Cenera
Hill discounts it."

"Caval ry?"

"Yes, sir. CGeneral Pettigrew clainms he saw them yesterday afternoon. General
H 1l says he was, ah, overeager.

CGeneral H Il says he expects no opposition but perhaps some local mlitia,
wi th shotguns and such."

Tayl or grinned cheerily Lee renenbered Longstreet's spy. If it is Union
cavalry, there will be infantry close behind it. Lee said, "W is Hill's head
conmander ?"

"Ah, that will be General Heth, sir."

Harry Heth. Studious. Reliable. Lee said, "General H Il knows | want no fight
until this arny is concentrated."

"Sir, he does."

"That nust be clear."

"l believe it is, sir.

Lee felt a thunp, a flutter in his chest. It was as if the heart was turning
over. He put his hand there, passed one snmall breathless nonment. It happened
often: no pain, just a soft deep flutter. Taylor was eyeing himplacidly. He
had no fear of the Arny of the Potonac.

"WI|l the CGeneral have breakfast?"
Lee shook hi s head.

"W have flapjacks in small nountains, sir. You must try them sir. Fresh
butter and bacon and wagons of hans, apple butter, ripe cherries. Never seen
anything like it, sir. You really ought to pitch in. Courtesy of mne host,
the great state of Pennsylvania. Nothing like it since the war began

Marvel ous what it does for norale. Never saw the nmen happi er. Napol eon knew a
thing or two, what? For a Frenchman?"

Lee said, "Later." There was no hunger in the glassy chest. Want to see
Longstreet. Up ahead, in the mst, A P. H Il probes toward Gettysburg like a

blind hand. Hill was new to command. One-legged Ewell was new to conmand. Both
had repl aced Stonewal | Jackson, who was perhaps irrepl aceabl e. Now t here was
only Longstreet, and a thunping heart. Lee said, "W will nove the

headquarters forward today, this norning."



"Yes, sir. Sir, ah, there are a nunber of civilians to see you."
Lee turned sharply. "Trouble with our sol diers?"

"Ch no, sir. No problemthere. The men are behaving very well, very well

i ndeed. Oh yes, sir. But, ah, there are sone |ocal wonen who claimwe' ve taken
all their food, and al though they don't conplain of our having paid for it al
in the good dear coin of the mghty state of Virginia-" Taylor grinned-"they
do object to starving. | must say that Ewell's raiding parties seemto have
been thorough. At any rate, the | adies seek your assistance. Rather massive

| adi es, nost of them but one or two have charm™

"See to it. Major."

"OfF course, sir. Except, ah, sir, the old gentleman, he's been waiting al
night to see you."

"dd gentl eman?"

"Well, sir, we conscripted his horse. At your orders, as you know. | expl ained
that to the old man, fortunes of war and all that, but the old gentleman
insists that the horse is blind, and can be of no use to us, and is an old
friend."

Lee sighed. "A blind horse?"

"Yes, sir. | didn't want to trouble you, sir, but your orders were strict on
this point."

"G ve himthe horse. Mjor."

"Yes, sir." Tayl or nodded.

"W nust be charitable with these people. Mjor. W have enough enemes."
"Ch yes, sir." Taylor made a slight bow "The men have the strictest orders.
But | nust say, sir, that those orders would be easier to follow had the
Yankees shown charity when they were back in Virginia."

"Mpjor," Lee said slowy, "we will behave ourselves."

Tayl or recogni zed the tone. "Yes, sir," he said.

Lee rested against the rail fence. He noticed at last a struggling band:
"Bonny Blue Rag." A brave but tinny sound. He bowed in that direction, raised
his coffee cup in tribute. Atall thin soldier waved a feathered hat: the
musi ¢ bounced away. Lee said, "I would like to see General Longstreet. My
conpliments, and ask himto ride with me this norning, if he is not otherw se
occupi ed. "

"Breakfast, sir?"

"In a nonent, Major."

Tayl or saluted formally, noved off. Lee sat for a nonent al one, gazing
eastward. Cavalry. If Longstreet's spy was right, then there could truly be
cavalry in Gettysburg and nasses of infantry right behind. We drift blindly

toward a great collision. Peace, until night. He rubbed the left arm

Must show no pain, no weakness here. The strength nowis in Longstreet. Trust



to him

He saw the ol d gentl eman, who thanked himwi th tears for the return of the
blind horse. A Pennsylvania woman flirted, asked for his autograph. He gave
it, amazed, wondering what good it would do her in this country. He nmet with
his aides: angry Marshall, gray-bearded Venable. Marshall was furious with the
absent Stuart, was ready to draw up court-nartial papers. Lee said nothing.
The courteous Venable drew himpolitely away.

"Sir, | have a request to nmake."
"Yes."

Venable: a courtly man, a man of patience. He said, "Could you speak to Dorsey
Pender, sir? He's had a letter fromhis wife."

Lee renenbered: beautiful woman on a gol den horse, riding with Pender on the
banks of the Rappahannock. Lovely sight, a sunset sky.

"Ms. Pender is, ah, a pious wonan, and she believes that now that we have
i nvaded Pennsylvania we are in the wong, and God has forsaken us-you know how
t hese peopl e reason, sir-and she says she cannot pray for him"

Lee shook his head. God protect us fromour loving friends. He saw for one
smal |l noment the tragic face of his own frail wife, that unhappy woman, the

stone strong face of his nother. Venable said, "I think a talk might help
Pender, sir. Another man woul d shake it off, but he's... taken it badly. Says
he cannot pray hinself." Venabl e paused. "I know there are others who fee
that way."

Lee nodded. Venable said, "It was easier in Virginia, sir. On our hone
ground. "

"I know. "

"WIl you speak to him sir?"

"Yes," Lee said.
"Very good, sir. | knowit will help him sir."
Lee said, "I once swore to defend this ground." He | ooked out across the nisty

grove. "No matter. No matter. W end the war as best we can." He put his hand
to his chest. "Napol eon once said, 'The logical end to defensive warfare is
surrender.' You might tell himthat."

"Yes, sir. Thank you very nuch, sir.

Venabl e went away. Lee felt a deeper spasm I|ike a black stain. | swore to
defend. Now I invade. A soldier, no theologian. God, let it be over soon

While there's time to play with grandchildren. It cane too |late. Fane cane too
[ate. I would have enjoyed it, if | were a younger nan.

He noved back to the map table. The guilt stayed with him ineradicable, Iike
the silent alarmin the fragile chest. Swore to defend. Msty matters. Get on
with the fight. He | ooked down at the map. The roads all converged, weblike,
to Gettysburg. And where's the spider? Nine roads in all. Message from Ewel |
his troops were on the nmove, would be com ng down into Gettysburg fromthe
north. Lee | ooked at his watch: eight o' clock. The rain had stopped, the m st
was bl owi ng of f. He thought: good. Too nmuch rain would muck up the roads. The



first sun broke through, yellow and warm through steamng tree | eaves, broad
bright light blazed across the map table. Lee began to come slowy awake,
blinking in the blaze of norning.

Qut on the road the troops were moving in a great nottled stream Longstreet's
First Corps, the backbone of the arny, moving up behind Powell Hill. The
bar ef oot, sunburned, thin and grinning army, joyful, unbeatable, already
imortal. And then through the trees the fanmiliar form big man on a bl ack
horse, great round shoul ders, head thick as a stunp: Janmes Longstreet.

It was reassuring just to look at him riding slowmy forward into the sunlight
on the black Irish stallion: Dutch Longstreet, old Pete. He was riding al ong
in a cloud of visitors, bright-clad foreigners, observers from Europe, plunes
and feathers and hel neted horsenen, reporters from R chnond, the sol emm
menbers of Longstreet's staff. He separated fromthe group and rode to Lee's
tent and the notley bright cloud remai ned respectfully distant. Lee rose with
unconsci ous j oy.

"Ceneral ."
"Mornin'."

Longstreet touched his cap, cane heavily down fromthe horse. He was taller
than Lee, head |ike a boulder, full-bearded, |ong-haired, always a bit sl oppy,
gl oony, shocked his staff by going into battle once wearing carpet slippers.
Never cared much for appearance, gave an inpression of om nous bad-tenpered
strength and a kind of slow, even stubborn, unquenchable anger: a soft voice,
a ragged mouth. He tal ked very slowy and sonetinmes had trouble finding the
right word, and the first inpression of himaround that gay and courtly canp
was that he was rather dull-witted and not nuch fun. He was not a Virginian
But he was a magnificent soldier. Wth Jackson gone he was the rock of the
arnmy, and Lee felt a new clutching in his chest, |ooking at him thinking that
this was one man you could not afford to | ose. Longstreet smiled his ragged
smle, grunmbled, jerked a finger over his shoul der.

"Her Majesty's forces in the New Wrld passed a restful night."
Lee | ooked, saw the ludicrous man in the lustrous hat and the wi de gray coat.
The man made a sweepi ng, quixotic bow, nearly falling fromthe horse. Col one

Fremantl e was up. Lee gave a formal bow, smiling inwardly.

Longstreet observed with sloe-eyed surprise. "After a while, you know, he
actually begins to grow on you."

"You' re keeping himentertai ned?"
"Not exactly. He's got his heart set on a cavalry charge.

Drawn sabers, all that glorious French business. He was horrified when | had
to tell himwe didn't use the British square.™

Lee smil ed.

"But he's a likable fella." Longstreet took off his hat, scratched his head.
"Can't say he's learning much. But he seenms to like us, all right. He says you
have a great reputation in Europe."

Lee said, "There'll be no help fromthere."



"President Davis has hope."
"Well, | guess that won't do himany harmto hope."

"At least we'll be good hosts." Lee felt a sudden strength. It came out of
Longstreet like sunlight. Lee said happily, "And how are you this norning.
General ?"

"Me?" Longstreet blinked. "I'mall right." He paused, cocked his head to one
side, stared at the old man.

Lee said happily, "You must take care of yourself."

Longstreet was nystified. No one ever asked himhow he felt. H s health was
| egendary, he never tired.

Lee said diplomatically, "The A d Soldier's illness is going around."

"It's the dammed cherries," Longstreet gl ooned. "Too many raw cherries.”

Lee nodded. Then he said softly, "Ceneral, in the fight that's com ng, | want
you to stay back fromthe main line."

Longstreet | ooked at him expressionless. Black eyes glistened, bright and
hard under hairy eyebrows. Inpossible to tell what he was thinking.

Lee said, "You are our only veteran conmander."
Longstreet nodded.
"I'f I should beconme once again indisposed,” Lee said.

"God forbid." Longstreet stared. "And how are you?"

Lee smled, waved a deprecating hand. "I amwell, very well. Thank God. But
there is always... a possibility. And now Jackson is gone, and we nust all do
nore than before. And | do not know if Hill or Ewell are ready for conmand,

but I know that you..."

He paused. Hard to speak in this fashion. Longstreet was staring with cold
silent eyes. Lee said sternly, "You have a very bad habit. General, of going
too far forward."

Longstreet said, "You cannot |ead from behind."

"Well. Let nme put it plainly. | cannot spare you."

Longstreet stood silent for a nonent. He bowed slightly, then he grinned.
"True," he said.

"You will oblige me?"
"My pleasure," Longstreet said

Lee rubbed his nose, |ooked down at the table. "Now, let us | ook to the day.
Not hi ng wi || happen today. But we have an opportunity, | believe."

"Not hi ng from Stuart?"



Lee shook his head. Longstreet grunbled,' 'The Federals are closing in."
"l have no new information."

"When Stuart cones back, if he does conme back-which he will eventually, if
only just to read the Ri chnond newspapers-you ought to court-martial him"

"And wi Il that nake hima better soldier?"

Longstreet paused. He said, "Al right. What wll?"

"Reproach, | think. I rmust |let himknow how badly he has |l et us down."
Longstreet chuckl ed. He shook his head, gazing at Lee.

"Yes, by Ceorge. Maybe. Reproach fromyou. Yes." Longstreet grinned wi dely.
"Mght do the job. But ne... |I'mnot good at that."

"Different nmen, different nethods. Docile nen nmake very poor soldiers.'

Longstreet grinned wyly. "An arny of tenperanentals. It isn't an arny, it's a

gentlemen's club. My God. Renenber when old Powell Hi Il wanted to fight nme a
duel, right in the mddle of the war?"

"And you ignored him You did exactly right."

"Yep. He mi ght have shot ne."

Lee smled. Hs heart rolled again, a soft sudden thunp, |eaving him
breat hl ess. Longstreet was grinning, staring off toward the road, did not
notice. Lee said, "One newitem | have confirmed some of your man Harrison's
i nformati on. The new commander is definitely George Meade, not Reynolds. The

news is carried in the | ocal newspapers."

Longstreet reached inside his coat, extracted a fat cigar.

"You can trust ny man, | think. | sent himinto Gettysburg last night. He said

he saw two brigades of Union cavalry there."
"Last night?"
"I sent you a report."

Lee felt a tightening in his chest. He put his hand to his arm He said

slowy, "General H Il reports only mlitia."
"It's cavalry, | think." Longstreet chewed, spat.
Where there is cavalry there will be infantry cl ose behind.

"\Whose troops?"
"John Buford."

Longstreet neditated.

Meade's coming fast. Looks like he's trying to get behind us."

"Yes." Lee thought: the direction does not matter. Fight himwherever he is.
Lee said, "W have an opportunity."



Longstreet chewed, nodded, grinned. "Yep. (bjective was to get himout of

Washi ngton and in the open. Now he's out. Now all we have to do is sw ng round
bet ween hi m and Washi ngton and get astride sone nice thick rocks and nake him
cone to us, and we've got himin the open.”

Take the defensive. Not again. Lee shook his head. He pointed to Gettysburg.
"He has been forcing the march. The weat her has been unusually hot. He will
arrive strung out and tired, piece by piece. If we concentrate we can hit him
as he comes up. If we min one or two corps we can even the odds."

He was again breathl ess, but he bent over the map.

Longstreet said not hing.

"He's new to conmand, " Lee said. "It will take him sone days to pick up the
reins. His information will be poor, he will have staff problens."
"Yes, and he will have Washi ngton on his back, urging himto throw us out of

Pennsylvania. He has to fight. W don't."
Lee put his hand to his eyes. He was fuzzy-brained.

Longstreet |oved the defense. But all the bright theories so rarely worked.
Instinct said: hit hard, hit quick, hit everything. But he |listened. Then he
said slowy, "That nmove will be what Meade expects."

"Yes. Because he fears it."

Lee turned away fromthe table. He wanted no argunent now. He had been down
this road before, and Longstreet was inmmovable, and there was no point in
argunent when you did not even know where the eneny was. Yet it was good
counsel . Trust Longstreet to tell the truth. Lee | ooked up and there was
Traveler, led by a black groom The staff had gathered, the tents were down.
Time to nove. Lee took a deep, delighted breath.

"Now, Ceneral," he said, "let's go see what CGeorge Meade intends."

They noved out into the open, into the warmsunlight. It was beconming a
marvel ous day. Qut on the road the arny fl owed endl essly eastward, pouring
toward the great fight. Lee snelled the superb wetness of clean nmountain air.
He said, "Ceneral, will you ride with ne?"

Longstreet bowed. "My pleasure.”

Lee mounted in pain, but the hot sun would heal the old bones. They rode out
into a space in the great gray bristling stream Another band pl ayed; nmen were
shouting. It was lovely country. They rode through soft green rounded hills, a
sunny nom a splendid air, nmoving toward adventure as rode the plumed kni ghts
of old. Far back in the woods there was still fog in the trees, caught in the
branches like fragnents of white sunmer, and Lee renenbered:

Bow down Thy Heavens, O Lord, and come down, Touch the nountains, and they
shal | snoke

He cl osed his eyes.

Bl essed be the Lord nmy strength, which teacheth ny fingers to fight and ny
hands to war.



Anmen.
They rode several miles before they heard the first thunder

Lee reined to a stop. Silence. Mtion of ragged white clouds. He said, "Did
you hear that?"

Longstreet, who was slightly deaf, shook his head.
"I't m ght have been thunder." But Lee waited. Then it canme: |ow, distant

t hunpi ng. Om nous: angry. Longstreet said grimy, bright-eyes, angered, "I
don't hear too well any nore."

"That was artillery,"” Lee said. Longstreet gazed at himw th black marble
eyes. "You don't think..." Lee began, then stopped. "I'd better ride forward,"
he said. Longstreet nodded. Lee |ooked at his watch. Not quite ten in the
nmorni ng. He left Longstreet and rode toward the sound of the guns.

2. BUFORD.

Just before dawn Buford rode down the line hinmself, waking themup, all the
boyi sh faces. Then he clinbed the | adder into the white cupola and sat
listening to the rain, watching the light come. The air was cool and wet and
delicious to breathe: a slow, fine, soaking rain, a farner's rain, gentle on
the roof. The light cane slowy: there were great trees out in the mst. Then
t he guns began.

A single shot. He sat up. Another. Two nore w dely spaced. Then a snall
vol l ey, a spattering. A long silence: several seconds. He stared at white air,
t he rounded tops of snoky trees. Men were nmoving out in the open bel ow him

An officer paused on horseback in the road. The firing began agai n. Rebel
guns, farther off, but not many. Buford was cold. He shuddered, waited.

The first attack was very short: a ragged fire. Buford nodded, I|istening.
"Yes. Tried to brush us off. Got a bloody nose. Now he'll get angry, al
puffed up like a partridge.

Now he'll formup a line and try us for real, and he'll hit the main line."
The mist was lifting slowy, the rain was slackening, but Buford could not see
the line. He felt the attack cone and turned his face toward the sound of the
guns, judging the size of the attack by the wi dth of the sound, and he sat
grinning alone in the cupola, while the Rebel troops pushed his Iine and drew
back, bloody, and tried again in another place, the firing spreading all down
the Iine |ike a popping fuse, and then there was another |ong silence, and
Buf ord could feel themreform ng again, beginning for the first tinme to take
this seriously. The next assault woul d be organized. He | ooked at his watch.

Reynol ds shoul d be awake by now. They will have eaten their breakfast now, the
i nfantry, and maybe they're on the nmarch.

There was a silence. He clinbed down out of the cupol a.

The staff waited whitefaced under dripping trees. Buford asked for coffee. He
went back inside the Semnary and waited for the firing to begin again before
sending his first word to Reynolds. It took |onger than he expected. If
whoever was out there attacking himhad any brains he would probe this
position first and find out what he was attacking. Buford listened for the
scattered fire of patrols conming in, noving along his flanks, outlining him



but there was nothing. A long silence, then a massed assault.

Buf ord grinned, baring fangs. Dam fool. He's got a brigade in position
that's all. He's hitting ne with one brigade, and |I'm dug in. Lovely, lovely
He wote to Reynolds: "Rebel infantry attacked at dawn.

Am hol di ng west of Gettysburg, expecting relief. John Buford."

The fire was hotting up. He heard the first cannon: Calef's Battery opening up
down the road, grinned again. No Reb cannon to reply: not yet. He sent the
nmessenger off into the mst, clinbed again into the cupol a.

The Iight was nuch clearer. He saw speckles of yellow fire through the nist:

wi nki ng guns. The road ran bl ack through nisty fields. He saw one bl ack cannon
spout red fire at the limts of his vision. On the far side of the road there
was a deep railroad cut-an unfinished railroad; he had not noticed it before.
He saw horsemen noving behind the line. Then he heard that ripply sound that
rai sed the hair, that high thin screamfromfar away com ng out of the m st
unbodi ed and terrible, inhuman. It got inside himfor a suspended second. The
scream of a flood of charging nen: the Rebel yell

It died in massive fire. There was still no cannon on the other side. Calef's
Battery blasted the mist, thunder anong the lighter fire. The assault began to
di e away The wounded were begi nning to come back off the line.

Buf ord went down fromthe cupola, restless, found Bill Ganble in the field by
Calef's Battery, checking amunition. There was blood on his left sleeve. H's
nose was still running. He grinned wetly at Buford.

"Hey, Ceneral. That was quite a scrap.”
"How are your | osses?"
"Not bad. Not bad at all. W were dug in pretty good.

W got "emright out in the open. Really got a twist on 'em

Arrogant people, you know that? Canme right at us. Listen, we got sone
prisoners. | talked to 'em They're Harry Heth's Division, of HIl's Corps.
That's what |'ve got in front of ne."

Buf ord nodded. Ganbl e was tal king very quickly, head nmoving in jerky tw tches.

"Sir, as | remenber, Heth's got near ten thousand nen.

They're all within sound of the fight, back that road, between here and
Casht own. "

Buf ord squinted. The rain had quit but the sky was still |ow and gray. He
could see a long way off through the trees, and there were ragged bodies in
the fields, groups of nen digging, cutting trees for cover

Ganbl e said, "Sir, he'll be back with all ten thousand."

"It'"ll take hima while to deploy," Buford said.

"Yes, but he's got Hill's whole Corps behind him Mybe twenty-five thousand.
And Longstreet behind that. And Ewell in the north."

"1 know. "



"Thing is this. Wen John Reynol ds gets here, he won't have the whol e arny
with him only a part of it. Point is-" he sniffled, w ped his nose-"as | see
it, the Rebs will be here this afternoon with everything they've got."

Buf ord said nothing. Ganble sniffed cheerily.

"Just thought I'd nention it. Now, what you want me to do here?"

Buf ord thought: if it was a mistake. God hel p us.

"Heth will be back in a bit," Buford said. "If he's got any brains at all, and
he's not stupid, he'll know by now that he's got a brigade in front of him
Don't think he'll wait to get his whole Division in line. That woul d take half
t he norning."

"He doesn't need his whole Division."

"Right. Does Devin report any activity on his front?"

"Not a thing."

"Al'l right. I'll have Devin pull some of his people out and | eave a cover in
the north and have himdig in al ongside, |engthening your |ine. Wen Heth
cones back he'll run into two brigades. That should hold himuntil Reynol ds
gets here."

"Right," Ganble said. He peered up at the sky. "G ad the rain is gone. Don't
want anything to sl ow up Reynol ds"

"Take care of yourself."
"You know nme: the soul of caution."”

Buf ord noved off toward the north. He sent a second message to Reynol ds. He
pul l ed Devin out of line in the north and brought himin al ongside Ganble: two
t housand nen facing west. Al that while whenever he cane near the line he
could see enemny troops noving in the fields across the way, spreading out as
they came down the road, like a gray river spreading where it reaches the sea.
If Heth was efficient and deliberate he had the power to cone straight through
i ke an aval anche. Buford could hear the artillery comng into place on the
far side, heard the spattering of rifle fire fromprobing patrols. He | ooked
at his watch; it was after eight. Reynolds had to be on the road. The infantry
had to be comi ng. He rode back and forth along the Iine, watched Devin's men
digging in, heard bullets clip | eaves above himas snipers craw ed cl oser. W
cannot hold ten thousand. Not for very long. If Heth attacks in force he wll
roll right over us, and we | ose the two brigades and the high ground too, and
it will have been ny fault. And the road in the north is open; they can cone
in there and they'll be behind us, on our flank

There was not hing he could do about that; he had no nore troops. But he pulled
a squad out of Devin's line and put the young Lieutenant with comsilk hair in
charge and gave hi m orders.

"Son, you ride on out that road to the north about five nmiles. You squat
across sone high ground, where you can see. First sign you get of eneny coning
down that road, you ride like hell this way and tell ne. Understand?"

The squad gal | oped off. A cannon shell burst in the air nearby, raining
fragnents in the wet |eaves around him The first Reb cannon were in position



linbering up easily, casually, getting the range. Now Buford had a little tine
to think. It all depends on how fast Reynolds conmes. It all depends on how
many nen he's got with himand how fast Lee is noving this way. Nothing to do
but fight now and hold this line. But he kept | ooking at his watch. There
ought to be some word. He gall oped back to the Seminary and clinbed the cupol a
and gazed back to that southern road, but there was nothing there. A short
whil e after that he saw the enemy come out in the open, line after line, heard
t he guns open up, dozens of guns, watched his own |ine disappear in snoke. The
bi g attack had cone.

Ganbl e was down. The first report was very bad, and Buford rode over and took
conmmand, but it was only concussion and Ganbl e was back on his feet in a few
nmonents, ragged and dirty. There was a breakthrough on the right but sone
junior officers patched it. Lone infantry began bendi ng around the right

flank. Buford nounted some nen and drove them off. There were nonents in snoke
when he could not see and thought the Iine was going; one time when a shel
burst very close and left himdeaf and still and floating, |ike a bloody

cl oud.

On the right there was anot her breakthrough, hand-to-hand fighting. He rode

t hat way, |eaping wounded, but it had been repul sed when he got there. One by
one Calef's guns were being silenced. No one had yet broken away, no one was
runni ng, but Buford could feel themgiving, like a dam He rode back to the
Sem nary, |ooked down the road.

Not hi ng. Not much nore tine. He felt the begi nning of an awful anger, an
unbear abl e sadness, suppressed it. He rode back to the line. The fire was
weakeni ng. He stood irresolute in the road. An ai de suggested he go to cover.
He |istened. The Rebs were pulling back, formng to cone again. But the Reb
cannon were poundi ng, pounding. He heard the great whirring of fragments in
the air, saw air bursts in bright electric sparks. He rode slowy along the
snoking line, looking at the faces. The brigades were wecked. There was not
much ammunition. They were down in the dirt firing slowmy, carefully from
behind splintery trees, piled gray rails, nounds of raw dirt. They had maybe
hal f an hour.

Pul | out before then. Save sonething. He rode back toward the Sem nary. He
clinmbed the cupola, |ooked out across the field of war. Weckage everywhere,
mounded bodi es, snoking earth, naked stunps of trees. He could see a | ong way
now, above the rolling snoke which had replaced the mst, and the road com ng
down fromthe faroff mountains was packed wi th soldiers, thousands of
soldiers, sunlight glittering on jewel ed guns. He | ooked toward the south-and
t here was Reynol ds.

He was coming at a gallop across the fields to the south, a Iine of aides
strung out behind him cutting across the field to save time. No m staking
him matchless rider gliding over rail fences in parade-ground precision
effortless notion, always a superb rider. Buford blinked, w ped his face,

t hanked God. But the road behi nd Reynol ds was enpty.

The General rode into the yard bel ow, di smounted.

Buf ord waited in the cupola, weariness suddenly beginning to get to himin
waves. |In a nmonent Reynol ds was up the | adder

"Good norni ng, John."

An i mmacul ate man, tidy as a photograph, soft-voiced, alnost el egant. Buford
put out a hand.



"Ceneral, |I'mdamed glad to see you."

Reynol ds stepped up for a | ook. Buford explained the position. In all his life
he had never been so happy to see anybody. But where was the infantry?
Reynol ds swung, pointed a gl oved hand.

The blue line had cone around the bend. Buford saw with a slight shock the
first colum of infantry, the lovely flags. Reynolds said softly, "That's the
First Corps. The Eleventh is right behind it."

Buf ord wat ched them cone. He | eaned agai nst the side of the cupola. Reynol ds
had turned, was surveying the hills to the south. There was a set, hard,

formal | ook to him but a happiness in his eyes. Buford thought: he has brains
to see.

Reynol ds said, "Good job, John."

"Thank you."

"This is going to be very interesting."
"Yes," Buford said.

"They seemto be form ng for another assault. That's Harry Heth, isn't it?
Very good. He'll come in here thinking he's up against two very tired cavalry
bri gades, and instead he'll be hitting two corps of fresh Union infantry."

Reynol ds smiled slightly. "Poor Harry," he said.
"Yes, sir," Buford said.

"You can start pulling your boys out. As soon as we set up. Well done. Wl
done indeed. You can put themout on ny flanks. Keep an eye on that north
road. | expect Dick Ewell to be coming in shortly."

"Yes, sir.

They went down out of the cupola. Reynolds mounted a beautiful black horse.
Buf ord came out into the open, saw his staff tidying itself up, conbing hair,
buttoni ng buttons.

Shells were falling on the ridge nearby and bullets were slicing | eaves, but
Reynol ds sat astride the horse in a nmotionless calm |ooking out toward the
fight, picture of a soldier, painted against the trees. Reynolds called in one
of his officers. He said slowy, sonmewhat delicately, pronouncing each word in
turn, evenly, nmachinelike, "Captain, | want you to ride as fast as you can to
CGeneral Meade. Tell himthe eneny is advancing in strong force and that | am
afraid they will get the heights beyond the town before | can. W will fight
them here inch by inch, through the town if necessary, barricading the
streets. W will delay themas | ong as possible. | am sendi ng nessages to al
nmy conmanders to cone to this place with all possible speed.

Repeat that."
The Captain did, and was gone. Reynol ds sent nessages to other conmmanders:
Doubl eday, Sickles. Then he said, to Buford, "I think I'll nove over and hurry

t he boys al ong."

"Cbliged," Buford said



"Not at all." He wheeled the horse gracefully, still sonething of that el egant
quality of display in the fluid motion, and rode off. In the direction he took
Buf ord heard nusic. A blue band was playing. Buford issued his own orders. The
great weight was off him Now it belonged to Reynolds. And there was no
regret. Through nost of his life he had resented the appearance of higher
conmand. Now it canme to save him A new thing. He did not nind at all

Must be the age. Well, you have gone to the linit, |lad. You have reached your
own personal end.

Tom Devi n was up. He was annoyed to be pulled out.

Buf ord | ooked at him shook his head. In a noment Reynol ds was back, |eading
bl ue troops at double tine through the fields, tearing down rail fences as
t hey cane.

Buford's heart was stirred: the Black Hats, Sinon Cutler's Iron Brigade, best
troops in the Union Arny. An onen. They began to nove out onto the road by
the Sem nary, reginment after reginent, nmoving with veteran gl oom veteran
silence, steady men, not nmany boys. One man was eating cherries hurriedly from
a nmess tin; another had a banjo on his back, which was bothering him and he
swung it around to cover his front and banged the man in front of him who
conpl ai ned, to peculiar |laughter. One man asked one of Buford's aides |oudly
whi ch way was the war and offered to go the other way, and an officer turned
and began sending theminto line along the crest Gambl e had hel d.

Then Reynol ds was back

The Rebel shells were beginning to pass overhead. They had seen new troops
com ng and some of the fire was falling now on Gettysburg. Reynol ds sumoned
anot her ai de.

"Li eutenant, get on into town and tell these people to stay in off the
streets. There's liable to be a fair-sized dispute here today, and give anyone
you meet my conplinments, along with my suggestion that every person stay

i ndoors, in cellars if possible, and out of harm s way. Especially children."
He peered at the aide. "Joe, how do you see with those things on?" The aide
wore gl asses that were very nmuddy. He took themand tried to clean them and
sneared themwith jittery fingers. A shell hit a treetop across the road and
splinters flickered through the grove and spattered against the brick wall.
Reynol ds said pleasantly, "Gentlenmen, let's place the troops."

He notioned to Buford. They rode out into the road.

Buford felt a certain dreanmy calm Reynolds, |like Lee before him had once
conmanded the Point. There was a professional air to him the teacher
approaching the class, utterly in command of his subject. Reynolds said, "Now,
John, he's got a good fifteen thousand nmen out there, wouldn't you say?"

"Yes. Be alot more in alittle while."

"Yes. Well, between us we can put alnost twenty thousand in the field in the
next half hour. We're in very good shape, | think."

"For a while," Buford said
Reynol ds nodded.

He turned in his saddl e, | ooked back toward the hills.



"Isn't that |ovely ground?" he said.
"I thought so."

"Keep at it, John. Sonmeday, if you're spared, you nay nmeke a soldier." He
bowed his head once slightly. It came over Buford like a sunrise that he had
just received Reynol ds' greatest conplinent. At that noment it mattered very
much. "Now, " Reynolds said, "let's go surprise Harry Heth."

They rode out together, placing the troops. The First Corps noved into |ine on
the left. The El eventh Corps noved in behind them swung out to the right.
Through all that the Reb cannon were firing steadily and snmoke was filling up
t he hol | ow between the armi es and no one could see the notion of the troops.
The El eventh was still not in |line when the new Reb attack came rolling up out
of the smoke. Reynol ds noved off to the left, close to the line.

Buf ord heard nusic, an eerie sound |like a joyful w nd, began to recognize it:
"The Canpbells Are Comi ng." He recogni zed Rufus Dawes and the Sixth Wsconsin
nmovi ng up, nmore W sconsin nen behind them deploying in line of skirm shers
and firing already as they noved up, the line beginning to go fluid as the
first Reb troops poured over a partly deserted crest, and nmet the shock of
waves of new troops conming up fromthe south.

Buf ord got one last glinpse of Reynolds. He was out in the open, waving his
hat, pointing to a grove of trees. A nonent |ater Buford | ooked that way and
the horse was bare-backed. He did not believe it. He broke off and rode to
see. Reynolds lay in the dirt road, the aides bending over him Wen Buford
got there the thick stain had already puddled the dirt beneath his head. His
eyes were open, half asleep, his face pl easant and conposed, a soft snile

Buf ord knelt. He was dead. An aide, a young sergeant, was crying. Buford
backed away. They put a bl anket over him

Of to the left there was massive firing. There was a noment of silence around
them Buford said, "Take himout of here.”

He backed off. Across the road a wonan was chasing a wild-haired child. A
sol di er ran past her and caught the child and gave it to her. Buford went to a
great shade tree and stood in the dark for a nonent. Too good a man, Reynol ds.
Mich too good a man. Buford wandered slowy back out into the light. It was
very hot now, he could feel sweat all down his face.

A detail froma New York regiment carried Reynol ds away, under a bl anket.
Buf ord's aides came to him back to the shepherd. There were no orders to
gi ve.

The battle went on without a comrander. The nen fought where Reynol ds had

pl aced them Buford slowy wthdrew his cavalry, as Reynol ds had ordered. Al
the rest of that norning gray Rebel troops cane pouring down that narrow road.
No nessages cane. The line continued to hold. There did not seemto be anyone
in command, but the line held. After a while Buford nounted what was |eft of
his cavalry and rode slowly out that road to the north. He could not hold for
| ong, but he could hold for a little while, and the yell ow haired |ieutenant
was out there al one.

3. LEE

They had stripped the rails fromboth sides of the road, to w den the passage,
and sonme of the men were marching in the fields.



The road was al ready going to dust and the dust was rising, and there was
nothing to see ahead but troops in the dust toiling upward toward the crest of
a divide. The bands played as he went by. He nodded, touching his cap, head
cocked, listening, searching beyond the music and the noise of rolling wagons
and steely clinking of sabers and guns for the distant roll of artillery which
was al ways there, beyond the hills. They cane to a narrow pass: rocky country,
dark gorges, heavily wooded. He thought: if there is a repulse, this will be
good country to defend. Longstreet could bring up his people and hold this

pl ace and we woul d shelter the army back in the nountains.

He began al nbst to expect it. He had seen retreat. There would be clots of nen
out in the fields, out far fromthe road, noving back the other way, men with
gray stubborn faces who would not listen. Then there woul d be the wounded. But
here they would bl ock the road. No roomto maneuver. |f Longstreet's spy was
right and there had been nmasses of cavalry ahead, what the blue cavalry could
do to his packed troops..

Lee knew that he was worrying too rmuch, recognized it, put a stop to it. He
bowed hi s head and prayed once quickly, then was able to rel ax and conpose
hinself. He rode up into the pass and the country began to flatten out, to go
down toward Cashtown. The day was hazy and he could not see far ahead. He
began to pass enpty houses, dark doors, dark wi ndows. The people had fled. He
entered Cashtown and there at the crossroads, nmounted, watching the troops
pass, was Powell Hill.

HI1l was sitting with his hat down over his eyes, slouching in the saddle, a
pasty illness in his face. He smled a ghostly snile, drew hinself up

sal uted, waved toward a brick house just off the road.

Lee said, "General, you don't |ook well."

"Morentary indisposition." H Il grinned weakly.

"Touch of the Ad Soldier's D sease. Wuld you |like to go indoors, sir?"

Lee turned to Taylor. "We will establish tenporary headquarters here. Al
di spatches to this place.” To Hill he said, "Wat artillery is that?"

H 1l shook his head, |ooked away fromLee's eyes. "I don't know, sir. | sent
forward for information a while back

Harry Heth is ahead. He has instructions not to force a major action. | told
hi m nysel f, this norning."

"You have no word from hi nP"
"No, sir." Hill was not confortable. Lee said nothing.
They went to the brick house. There was a wonman at the gate to whom Lee was

i ntroduced. Near her stood a small boy in very short pants, sucking his thunb.
Lee was offered coffee.

Lee said to Hill, "I must know what's happeni ng ahead."

"Sir, I'l'l go nyself."

H 1l was up abruptly, giving instructions to aides. Lee started to object,
said nothing. H Il was a nervous, volatile, brilliant man. He had been a

superb division commander, but now he commanded a corps, and it was a brutal
mlitary truth that there were nmen who were marvel ous with a reginment but



could not handl e a brigade, and men who were superb with a division but
i ncapabl e of |eading a corps. No way of predicting it. One could only have
faith in character.

But to be ill, on this day-very bad luck. Lee watched him
He seened well enough to ride. Good. Hi Il was gone.

Lee began work on a plan of withdrawal. Mnents |later Walter Taylor was in
wi th General Anderson, who had just cone into town to |ook for H Il
Anderson's Division, of HIl's Corps, was stacking up on the road south of
town, noving in behind Pender and Heth. Anderson had come to find out about
t he sound of the guns. He knew not hi ng.

Sitting in the house was galling. Lee was becomi ng agitated. Anderson sat by,
hat in hand, watchfully.

Lee said abruptly, inmpulsively, "I cannot inagine what's beconme of Stuart.
|'ve heard nothing. You understand, | know nothing of what's in front of ne.
It may be the entire Federal arny."

He stopped, controlled hinmself. But he could wait no |longer. He called for
Travel er and noved on out of Cashtown, toward Cettysburg.

Now he could begin to hear rifle fire, the small sounds of infantry. He
touched his chest, feeling a stuffiness there. So it was nore than a duel of
artillery. Yet Heth was not a fool

Het h woul d have reasons. Suspend judgment. But Jackson is not here. BEwell and

H 1l are new at their commands; all in God's hands. But there was pain in his
chest, pain in the left arm He could see snoke ahead, a |ong white cl oud,
low, like fog, on the horizon. The troops around hi mwere eager, bright-faced;

t he bands were playing. He came out into a field and saw nen depl oyi ng, novi ng
out on both sides of the road, cutting away the fences: Pender's Division. He
put his binoculars to his eyes. Troops were running in a dark grove of trees.
Tayl or said that Gettysburg was just ahead.

Lee rode left up a flat grassy rise. Below himthere was a planted field, rows
of low green bush, rolling toward a creek, broken by one lowrail fence and a
few thick clunps of trees. Beyond the streamthere was a rise and atop the
rise was a large red building with a white cupola. To the left was an open
railroad cut, unfinished, a white wound in the earth.

There was snoke around the building. A battery of artillery was firing from
there. Lee saw blue hills to the south, in the haze, but now, sweeping the

gl asses, he could begin to see the lines of fire, could sense by the blots of
snoke and the pattern of sound what had happened, was happeni ng, begin piecing
it together.

Heth's Division had formed on a front about a nmile, had obviously been

repul sed. The Union infantry was firing back froma line at |east as |long as
Heth's. There did not seemto be many cannon, but there were many rifles. Ws
this the whole Union force or only an advance detachnent?

Ewel | was off to the north; Longstreet was mles away.

What had Hem gotten hinmsel f into?

The fire fromHeth's front was slowing. H s troops were not noving. Lee could
see many wounded, wagons under trees, clusters of men drifting back through a



field to the right. Aides began com ng up with nessages. Taylor had gone to
| ook for Heth. Lee was thinking: how do we di sengage? how do we fall back?
where do we hold until Longstreet cones up?

He sent a nmessage to Ewell to advance with all possible speed. He sent a note
to Longstreet telling himthat the Union infantry had arrived in force. But he
knew Longstreet could do nothing; there were two divisions in his way. Lee

| ooked at his watch: well after two o' clock. Darkness a | ong way away. No way
of knowi ng where the rest of Meade's arny was. Possibly moving to the south,
to get between Lee and Washi ngt on.

And here, at last, was Harry Heth.

He rode up spattering dust, jerking at the horse wi th unnatural notions, a
square-faced man, a gentle face. He blinked, saluting, w ping sweat fromhis
eyes. He had never been inpulsive, like HIl; there was even at this nonent
somet hi ng grave and perpl exed about him a studious bew |l dernent. He had been
the old arnmy's leading authority on the rifle; he had witten a manual. But he
had gotten into a fight against orders and there was a bl ankness in his eyes,
vacancy and shane. Lee thought: he does not know what's happeni ng.

Het h coughed. "Sir, beg to report."

"Yes."

"Very strange, sir. Situation very confused."

"What happened?"

Lee's eyes were wide and very dark. Heth said painfully, "Sir. | nmoved in this
nmorning as directed. | thought it was only a fewmlitia. But it was
di smount ed caval ry. John Buford. Well, there weren't all that many and it was

only cavalry, so | just decided to push on it. The boys woul dn't hol d back.
t hought we shoul dn't ought to be stopped by a few di srounted caval ry. But they
made a good fight. | didn't expect... They really put up a scrap.”

"Yes." Lee was watching his eyes.

Heth grimaced, blowing. "Well, sir, they wouldn't |eave.

My boys got the dander up. W depl oyed the whol e division and went after them
We just about had themrunning and then all of a sudden | see us noving in on
infantry. They got infantry support up fromthe south. The boys got pushed
back. Then we re-formed and tried again, couldn't stop there, sir, but there's
nmore infantry now, | don't know how many. But | don't know what el se we could
have done. Sir, I'msorry. But it started out as a mnor scrap with a few
mlitia and the next thing I know |I'mtangling with half the Union arny."

"Who are they?"
“Sir?"

Lee was watching the fight, which was now rel atively quiet. The snoke was
cl earing, blowi ng toward the north.

He could see blue troops nmoving in the trees on the Union right, noving out on
the flank. He | ooked north, but he could see nothing beyond the ridge. The

bl ue troops seened to be pulling back that way, retreating, reformng

St range.



The battery up by the cupola had stopped firing. Riding up through the haze:
Dorsey Pender. Letter froma pious wife.

To Heth Lee said, "What units have you engaged?"
"The cavalry was Buford, sir. Two brigades. They really fought. Then there was
the First Corps, the black hats, John Reynolds' old corps. Then there was

anot her corps, but we still haven't got it identified."

At Lee's shoulder, Taylor said quietly, insistently, "General, you are in
range of the eneny batteries."

Lee said, "It's quiet now " He | ooked once nore at Heth; his anger died. No
time for blanme. But there must be infornmation.

Tayl or insisted, "You gentlenen are standing together

May | suggest that you nove at least to the shelter of the trees?"
There was a sudden fire on the left, a burst in the north.

Lee felt an acute spasm of real anger. He clutched his chest.

| know not hi ng.

Heth said, "lI'd better look to my flank." He noved away. A rider cane up-a
courier from Rodes.

"Ceneral Rodes' conpliments, sir. | have the honor to informyou that the
Ceneral has joined the engagenent with his entire division and is attacking
the Union right. He begs ne to informyou that General Early is behind himand
will be on the field within the hour. Do you have any instructions, sir?"

Lee felt a thrill of delight, mxed with alarm Rodes had conme in right on the
Union flank; the blue troops were turning to neet a new threat. And Early was
cl ose behi nd.

A flank assault, already begun. Lee sat staring north. No way to tell. He
could order forward the entire army Heth was here and Pender. Rodes' attack

m ght al nost have been pl anned.

But he did not know how many Federal s were ahead.

Rodes ni ght be attacking half the Union armny. Another Sharpsburg. And yet, and
yet, | cannot call himback; he is already committed. Lee said, "Nothing for

now. Wait here."

He turned to Taylor. "I want all possible know edge of yamthe eneny strength.
Ri de forward yoursel f and observe.

And be careful ."

Tayl or saluted formally and rode off, the grin breaking across his face just
as he turned. Lee turned and began headi ng back toward the road. Now Heth was
back.

"Sir, Rodes is heavily engaged. Shall | attack?"

Lee shook his head, then said loudly, "No." He rode on, then he said over his
shoul der, "We are not yet prepared for a full engagenent. Longstreet is not



up.

Heth said, "There aren't that nmany of the eneny, sir.
"What are your casualties?"

"Mbderate, sir. There's been sone fighting. But Pender is in position
Toget her, sir, we could sweep them™

Lee waited. It did not feel right. There was sonething heavy and dark and
tight about the day, riding stiffly in the broad barren field, in harsh
sunlight. The firing in the north was nounting. Batteries of artillery had
opened up.

"Who i s conmandi ng there?" Lee pointed to the hills beyond the town.

Het h bl i nked, suddenly remenbering. "Sir, |I'd forgotten. W have word that
Ceneral Reynolds was killed."

Lee turned. "John Reynol ds?"

"Yes, sir. Prisoners state he was killed this norning. | believe Doubl eday has
succeeded him"

"Are you sure?"
"The news seens reliable."

"I"'msorry," Lee said. Hs mnd flashed a vision of Reynolds. A neat trim nman
A gentleman, a friend. Lee shook his head. It was queer to be so strange and
tight in the mnd. He seened unable to think clearly. Reynol ds dead.

Gone. Doubl eday behind him Doubl eday an unknown quantity, but certainly
not hi ng spectacul ar. But Reynolds' First Corps was solid. Wat to do?

"I can support Rodes, sir," Heth said.

Lee | ooked at him He knows he has brought this on; he wants to fight now to
retrieve it. Hs answer is to fight, not to think; to fight, pure and sinple.
Lee rode slowy forward, nearing the trees ahead al ongsi de the road. You can
depend on the troops, but can you count on the general s? Wiy has Rodes
attacked? WII Hill fight well, or Rodes either? What | need is Longstreet and
he is not here. A mstake to bring himup |ast.

Anot her courier. "Ceneral Early has arrived, begs to report that he is
attacking to the north of General Rodes."

Lee stopped, |ooked north. It was working alnmost like a plan. It was possible
to see Intention in it. The Union formed to face himand fought well and now
was being flanked fromthe north, sinmply because Lee's nmen had orders to cone
to Gettysburg, and they were conming in alnost behind the Union defenses. Lee
felt a sharpness in the air. H s blood was rising. He had tried to be

di screet, but it was all happening without him wthout one decision; it was
all in God's hands. And yet he could leave it alone hinmself no | onger. Rodes
and Early were attacking; Heth and Pender were waiting here in front of him
Lee's instinct sensed opportunity. Let us go in together, as God has decreed a
fight here.

He swng to Heth. "CGeneral, you may attack."



To Pender he said the same. He gave no further directions. The generals woul d
know what to do now. Wth that word it was out of his hands. It had never
really been in his hands at all. And yet his was the responsibility.

He rode forward to the rise ahead, across the small creek

Now he had a clearer view Pender's D vision was on the nove; he heard the
great scream of the massed Rebel yells.

Now batteries were in position behind him beginning to open up on the woods
near the cupola. Lee ducked his head as the shot whickered over him He did
not like to stand in front of artillery. Sone of the artillery was noving

f or war d.

Rifle fire was breaking out. The wind shifted; he was envel oped i n snoke.
Marshal | 's face appeared, an incoherent nessage. Lee tried to find sone place
to watch the assault. Pender's whole force was stream ng forward across the
fields, into the woods. Lee saw flags floating through white snoke,

di senbodi ed, |ike wal king sticks. Shell bursts were appearing in the air,
white flakes, round puffs. One bl ossonmed near. There was Marshall again. Lee
heard fragnents split the air near him He noved into a grove of trees: oak
chestnut. There was a white house nearby, a white rail fence, a dead horse
lying in a black mound in the sun

He waited in the grove, listening to the enormous sound of war. Eventually he
sat, resting hinmself against the bole of a tree. It was dark and cool back in
here out of the sun. Men were dying up ahead. He took off his hat, ran his
fingers through his hair, felt his life beating in his chest. The fight went
on. Lee thought for the first time that day of his son

Rooney, wounded, lying not far fromhere. He closed his eyes, prayed for his
boy, for all of them He put his hand down on black dirt, was rem nded:
Pennsyl vania. | amthe invader.

Once nmore the Rebel yell-inhuman scream ng of the onrushing dead. Another unit
was going. He rose and went forward, trying to see, but no point in that.
There was too nuch snoke. Yet it might help if he was seen. He nmoved up out of
the grove of trees, onto the road. The road ahead was crowded with wounded.
There were nen |ying under wagons, out of the sun, nost of them seni-naked,
covered with bandages, bl ood. He saw anot her dead horse, a splintered wagon;
the severed forefoot of a horse lay near himin gray dust. Snhoke was pouring
down the road as froma great furnace. He noved forward; his staff followed
hi m

Here was A. P. HII.

H 1l said, white-faced, "Very hard going. Heth is down."

Lee | ooked at him waiting.

"Whunded in the head. | don't know how serious. But the Division is noving.
Pender is on the flank. But the Yankees are fighting well. | don't recall them
fighting this well before.”

H 1l seened peculiarly calm vacant, as if he was not wholly present. He was a
handsome man who had a great deal of noney but was not "society" and was

overly aware of it and very touchy about it.

Lee said, "Let me know Ceneral Heth's condition as soon as possible."



Lee sat down against a rail fence. A band came by, playing an incoherent song,
fifes and bugles. The sky was overcast with bl owi ng white snoke, the snell of
hot guns, of blasted earth, the sweet snmell of splintery trees. Lee was in the
way, in the road; men were gathering around him calling to him He saw a
house, an empty front porch. He noved toward that way and stared down toward

t he snoke.

Firing was intense. He sent couriers to Early and Rodes to advise themof his
new headquarters and to ask for progress.

He had no idea of the whereabouts of Ewell, who was supposed to be in comand
over there and who probably knew | ess of what was happeni ng than Lee did.
Longstreet was right: command was too | oose. But no tine for that now

A courier fromEarly: The eneny was falling back. Lee could hear an officer
near himerupt in a high scream

"They're runnin'. Great God Anmighty, they're runnin'!"
Lee | ooked down the snoky street, saw a nman hel pi ng anot her man al ong the
road, saw nmasses of men noving vaguely through a field, saw fl ashes of

artillery. The fire seened to be slowi ng down. There were nmany nen yelling.

A lieutenant canme down the road, pointing back toward the snoke, yelling
wildly that soneone was hurt.

A P. HIl said, at Lee's elbow, "CGeneral Heth's surgeon has exam ned him
sir. He says he ought to be all right, but he will be out of action for a
while."

"Where is he?"

"I'n a house over this way." Hill pointed.

"You will take good care of him of course. And, Ceneral, see to yourself. You
can do no nore good now. | want you to rest."

HI1l said softly, calmy, vacantly, "I'mfine. CGeneral, just fine."

But he | ooked as if he were about to faint. Lee was thinking: if Longstreet
were only here. How many in the Union Arny? If the First Corps is here and the
El eventh, the rest nust not be far behind. He heard nmore nen yelling. In the
street he saw officers waving their hats, grinning enornmous grins. Victory? A
rider canme up, from Pender. A young man with a marvel ous w de mustache said,
"Ceneral Pender begs to report the eneny is falling back." Oficers threw hats
in the air. Lee snmiled, could not be heard. One man touched hi m another
patted his back. He raised his glasses and | ooked to the clearing snoke.

He turned to Marshall. "I'Il go forward."
Travel er was at the rail outside. Lee nounted and rode.

Men were cheering himnow, touching the horse as he went by. He tried to
control his face. The wounded were everywhere. Sone of them were Union boys,

| ooking at himinsensibly as he went by. A courier fromEarly: a rout on the
left flank. The Union El eventh Corps was running. Mre cheers. Lee closed his
eyes once briefly. God's will. My trust in Thee. Ch Lord, bless You and thank
You.

He nmoved forward to the rise ahead, across a small creek.



Tayl or said, "This nust be WII|oughby Run." Lee halted at the crest. Now he
could see; the land lay before himweathed in snoky ridges. Half a mle away
lay the town, white board buildings, dirt roads. Beyond it was a high hil

that rose above a series of ridges running off to the east.

Bl ue troops were pouring back through the town, noving up the sides of the

hill. The couriers were right: they were retreating. Victory. Lee put his

gl asses to his eyes, felt his hands trenble, focused, saw. Union artillery
form ng on the high hill, men digging. The fight was not over. Mist not |et

t hose nen occupy the high ground. Lee turned. To Taylor he said, "Find Hll's
chief of artillery, tell himl want fire placed on that hill. | don't want it
occupi ed. What word do you have from BEwell? And send General Hill to ne."

Tayl or moved off. Lee was thinking: we nmust continue the assault. The bl ue
troops are on the nove; now we must keep them noving. But Heth is down. He

| ooked for Pender's courier, informed himto tell General Pender to continue
the assault. But Early and Rodes were closer, on the left. If they only kept
nmovi ng. The guns on the high hill were beginning to fire.

Here was Powell Hill, Iooking worse. He said, "The nen have done all they can
do. Heth's division is exhausted.

Pender says he has had the hardest fighting of the war."

Lee studied him | ooked away, back to the hill above Gettysburg. Hill nmay be
sick but Pender was trustworthy. If Pender had doubts..

Tayl or arrived. "General Ewell is with General Early, sir.
We are in communication.”
"Good," Lee said. "Deliver this nmessage in person.

Tell CGeneral Ewell the Federal troops are retreating in confusion. It is only
necessary to push those people to get possession of those heights. O course,
I do not know his situation, and I do not want himto engage a superior force,
but I do want himto take that hill, if he thinks practicable, as soon as
possi bl e. Remind himthat Longstreet is not yet up."

Tayl or repeated the nessage, rode off. Beyond that hill Lee could begin to
feel the weight of the Union Arny, the massive blue force pouring his way.

What kind of sol dier would Meade turn out to be? W nust not give himthe high
ground. Lee | ooked sout heast, saw two rounded hills. W mght sw ng around
that way. They have marched qui cker than | expected. Thank the Lord for
Longstreet's spy.

He heard nmore cheering, to the rear, |ooked, saw Longstreet. Moving forward
slowy, calmy, like a black rock, grinning hungrily through the black beard.
Lee flushed with pleasure. Longstreet dismounted, extended a hand.

"Congratul ati ons, General. Wsh | could have been here."

Lee took the hand warmy. "Come here, | want you to see this." He waved toward

the field ahead, the hill beyond Gettysburg.

An officer near himsaid, "General Lee, it's Second Manassas all over again!"

"Not quite," Lee said cheerily, "not quite." He was delighted to have
Longstreet here. Now through the streets Johnson's Division was novi ng,



Longstreet's people could not be far behind. Wth every step of a soldier
with every tick of the clock, the army was gaining safety, closer to victory,
cl oser to the dream of independence.

Longstreet studied the field. After a nonent he said, "W were |lucky."
"It couldn't have worked better if we had planned it."

Longstreet nodded. Lee explained the position that Ewell had orders to nmove to
the left and take that hill. Longstreet studied the hill* while Lee spoke.
After a noment he said, "Fine. But this is fine. This is alnost perfect." He
turned to Lee. "They're right where we want them All we have to do is sw ng
around that way-" he pointed toward Washi ngton-"and get between them and

Li ncol n and find sone good high ground, and they'll have to hit us, they'l
have to, and we'll have them General, we'll have them"

H s eyes were flashing; he was as excited as Lee had ever seen him Lee said,
amazed, "You nean you want me to di sengage?"

"OfF course." Longstreet seemed surprised. "You certainly don't nean-sir, |
have been under the inpression that it would be our strategy to conduct a
def ensi ve canpai gn, wherever possible, in order to keep this arny intact."

"Granted. But the situation has changed."
"I'n what way?"

"W cannot di sengage. W have al ready pushed them back. How can we nove off in
the face of the enenmy?"

Longstreet pointed. "Very sinply. Around to the right. He will occupy those
hei ghts and wait to see what we are going to do. He al ways has. Meade is new
to the conmand. He will not nove quickly."

Lee put his hand to his face. He | ooked toward the hill and saw the broken
Uni on corps falling back up the sl ope.

He felt only one urge: to press on and get it done. He said nothing, turning
away. There was a nessenger from General Ewell. Lee recognized the man.
Captain Janmes Power Smith, Ewell's aide. The Captain was delighted to see the
Conmandi ng Gener al .

Ewel | 's nessage was cautious: "CGeneral Ewell says he will direct Early and
Rodes to move forward, but he requests support of CGeneral Hill on his right.
He says that there is a strong Union position south of the town which should
be taken at once."

Lee asked which position BEwell meant. He handed Snmith the glasses. Snmith said
the position was beyond the one in front, at the top of which there was a
cenmetery.

Lee | ooked at his watch. It was alnost five o' clock. Still two hours of
daylight. He said to Longstreet, "General, how far way is your |ead division?"

"McLaws. About six miles. He is beyond Johnson's train of wagons."

Lee shook his head. To Smth he said, "I have no force to attack the hill
Ceneral HilIl's Corps has had hard fighting.

Tell CGeneral Ewell to take that hill if at all possible. Have you seen Mj or



Tayl or ?"

"No, sir."

"You must just have passed him"

Lee sent Smith away. He renmenbered: he had ordered artillery to fire on the
hill, but none was firing. He sent to find out why. He began to realize he was
really very tired

But if a strong Union force was on a hill to the south..

but without Longstreet's Corps a general assault was inpossible. Wiere was the
artillery? Wiere was Hi Il ? Wiy had Early and Rodes stopped their attacks? He
coul d see the town bel ow choked with soldiers, horses, but there was no

advance.

He turned, saw Longstreet watching him He had the | ook of a man suppressing
his thoughts. Lee said, "Say it, General."

"W shoul dn't have attacked here, General. Heth had his orders.”
Lee waved a hand. "I know that. But we have pushed them back."
"I'n the morning we will be outnunbered.”

Lee shrugged. Nunbers were neaningless. "Had | paid attention to nunbers,
General ..." Lee left the rest unsaid.

Longstreet said, "If we noved south, toward Washi ngton, we could fight on
ground of our choosing."

"The enemny is here. CGeneral. W did not want the fight, but the fight is here.
What if | ask this army to retreat?"

"They will do as you order."
Lee shook his head again. He was growi ng weary of this.

Way didn't Ewell's assault begin? A cautious conmander, new to his comrand.
And A.P. HIl is sick. Yet we won.

The soldiers won. Lee pointed toward the hill.
"They will probably retreat. O BEwell will push them off.
But if Meade is there tonorrow, | will attack him"

"If Meade is there," Longstreet said inplacably, "it is because he wants you
to attack him"

That was enough. Lee thought: docile nmen do not nmake good soldiers. He said
not hi ng. Longstreet could see the conversation was at an end. He said, "I'l
bring my boys up as soon as | can."

Lee nodded. As Longstreet was going. Lee said, "Ceneral."

"Yes, sir?"

"Your spy was correct in his reports. Had it not been for that report, this



arnmy mght have been destroyed in detail. | thank you."

Longstreet nodded. If the complinent pleased him he did not showit. He noved
of f.

Lee stood al one, troubled. He had had enough of defensive war. The King of
Spades. Let us attack, and let it be done. | amextraordinarily tired. You are
an old man. And if sonethi ng happens to you?

He picked up the glasses, waiting for Emell's attack. No attack began
4. CHAMBERLAI N

Chanberl ain rode slowy forward, into the western sun. It was soft green
country, a land of orchards and good big barns. Here and there al ong the road
peopl e came out to see the troops go by and there were a few cheers, but npst
of the people were silent and glum not hostile, apprehensive. The sight was
depressing. Some of themwere selling food to the troops. One farmer had a
stand offering cold nmlk for sale, at outrageous prices, and after Chanberlain
was past there was a scuffle and sone of the men requisitioned the mlk and
told himto charge it to the U S. Guvmint. Chanberlain heard but did not |ook
back. It was beginning to be very hot, and Chanberlain closed his eyes to |let
the salt sweat gather in the conmer of his eyelids and wiped it away and rode
with his eyes closed, hinself tucked away back in the dark under his hat. Wen
he opened his eyes again the day was violently bright and very dusty, and so
he rode hal f asl eep, eyes partly closed, dream ng

At noon they reached the Pennsylvani a border. Now there were nore people and
they were much nmore friendly and the band behind struck up "Yankee Doodle."
Now t he farners began to hand out free food; Chanberlain snelled fresh bread
baki ng. A very pretty young girl with Iong blond hair rushed up to himand
pressed a warm cake into his hand and he was enbarrassed. The regi nent greeted
the girl with cheers. It was good to be first in line. No dust ahead.
Chanberlain swiveled in the saddle and | ooked back down the road, and there
down in the dust |ike a huge blue snake cane the whole Fifth Corps along the
wi ndi ng road, sone nen on horses riding high in black hats, anmong the tilting
flags. More bands were playing. Chanberlain wi ped sweat fromhis eyes.

It was time to dismount. A good officer rode as little as possible. He got
down fromthe horse and began to march along in the dust, in the heat. Near
hi m he coul d hear Tom Chanberl ain talking to one of the new men fromthe
Second Mai ne, explaining the ways of this reginment. Tom was proud but not too
proud. The Second Mai ne had seen nore action. Chanberlain thought of Tom and
his m nd wandered back to Mine: young Tomlost, in the dark of the winter, a
| ong search. Mdther crying, we never found him he survived out there and cane
back hinself, a grinning kid with a bright red nose, never once afraid..

"One of the things you get to know," Tom Chanberlain was saying, "is that this
here brigade has got its own special bugle call. You ever hear tell of Dan
Butterfiel d?"

"Ceneral Butterfield what was w th Hooker ?"

"Right. Sane man. Well, he used to be our brigade comuander."

"They say he was a pistol. No man like himfor having a good tine." He gave a
l ewd wi nk, suggestion of coarseness.

"Well, | don't know about that, but he liked to wite bugle calls. Trouble

with this army is too nmany bugle calls.



Call for artillery and infantry and get up and eat and retreat and all that,
and it got a mte confusin', so Oe Dan Butterfield wote a call for this here
Bri gade, special. If there is an order for this Brigade, well, sonebody el se
woul d be blowing his blane bugle and we'd think it was for us only it wasn't,
but we would follow the order anyway, and next thing you know we'd be in
trouble."

"That happened to us once,"” the Maine man said. "Half | the Regi ment charged
and the other half retreated. You had your choice." He chuckled. "Seenms a good
system conme to think on it."

"Well, in this Brigade we got a special call. You hear that call and you know
the next call is for you. CGoes like this: "We call it 'Dan Butterfield,'
just like this: 'Dan, Dan, Dan, Butterfield, Butterfield.'"™ The M ne man
said glumy, "In the mddle of a fight |I'm supposed to renenber that?"

"It's easy if you renenber." He sang it again: "Dan, Dan, Dan, Butterfield."

"Um" the M ne nman said.

"Oe Butterfield wote a |lot of bugle calls. You know Butterfield s Lullaby?"
"Butterfield s what?"

Tom hunmmred a few bars of what was still known as Butterfield s Lullaby but
which the army would |later know as "Taps" and which now had no connotation of
death, which sinply neant rest for the night, rest after a long day in the
dust and the sun, with the bugles blaring, and Joshua Chanberlain, |istening,
t hought of the sound of Butterfield' s Lullaby com ng out of the dark, through
atent flap, wth the canpfires burning warmand red in the night, and
Chanber | ai n thought: you can grow to love it

Amazi ng. Chanberlain let his eyes close down to the slits, retreating within
hi nsel f. He had | earned that you could sleep on your feet on the | ong marches.
You set your feet to going and after a while they went by thensel ves and you
sort of turned your attention away and your feet went on wal ki ng painl essly,

al nrost without feeling, and gradually you cl osed down your eyes so that al

you could see were the heels of the man in front of you, one heel, other heel
one heel, other heel, and so you noved on dreamily in the heat and the dust,

cl osi ng your eyes agai nst the sweat, head down and gradual | y darkeni ng, so you
actually slept with the sight of the heels in front of you, one heel, other
heel , and often when the man in front of you stopped you bunped into him
There were no heel s today, but there was the horse he led by the reins. He did
not know the nanme of this horse.

He did not bother any nore; the horses were all dead too soon. Yet you |learn
to love it.

Isn't that amazing? Long marches and no rest, up very early in the norning and
asleep late in the rain, and there's a nmarvel ous excitenent to it, a joy to
wake in the nmorning and feel the arny all around you and see the canpfires in
the norning and snell the coffee..

awake all night in front of Fredericksburg. W attacked in the afternoon
just at dusk, and the stone wall was aflame fromone end to the other, too
much smoke, couldn't see, the attack failed, couldn't withdraw, lay there al
night in the dark, in the cold anobng the wounded and dying. Piled-up bodies in
front of you to catch the bullets, using the dead for a shield; renmenber the
sound? O bullets in dead bodies? Like a shot into a rotten leg, a wet thick



| eg.

All a man is: wet leg of blood. Remenmber the flap of a torn curtain in a
bl asted wi ndow, fragnent-whispering in that awful breeze: never, forever,
never, forever.

You have a professor's mnd. But that is the way it sounded.
Never. Forever.

Love that too?

Not love it. Not quite. And yet, | was never so alive.
Maine... is silent and cold.

Maine in the winter: air is darker, the sky is a deeper dark. A darkness cones
with winter that these Southern people don't know. Snow falls so nuch earlier
and in the winter you can walk in a snowfield anobng bushes, and visitors don't
know t hat the bushes are the tops of tall pines, and you' re standing in thirty
feet of snow Visitors. Once long ago visitors in the dead of winter: a
preacher preaching hell-fire. Scared the fool out of ne. And | resented it and
Pa said | was right.

Pa.

When he thought of the old man he could see himsuddenly in a field in the
spring, trying to nove a gray boul der. He always knew instinctively the ones
you coul d nove, even though the greater part was buried in the earth, and he
expected you to nmove the rock and not discuss it. A hard and silent man, an
honest man, a noble man. Little hunor but sonetines the door opened and you
saw the warnmth within a long way off, a certain sadness, a slow, renote,

unf at homabl e quality as if the man wanted to be closer to the world but did
not know how. Once Chanberl ain had a speech nmenorized from Shakespeare and
gave it proudly, the old man listening but not |ooking, and Chanberl ain

renenmbered it still: "What a piece of work is man... in action how |like an
angel!" And the old man, grinning, had scratched his head and then said
stiffly, "Well, boy, if he's an angel, he's sure a nmurderin' angel."

And Chanberl ain had gone on to school to make an oration on the subject: Mn
the Killer Angel. And when the old man heard about it he was very proud, and
Chanberlain felt very good renenbering it. The old man was proud of his son
the Colonel OF Infantry. Wat would he have t hought of the speech this
nmor ni ng? Home and Mot her. Mther wanted ne to be a parson. Vincent picked ne,
me, to |l ead the Regi ment. Fol ks back home will know by now

Conmmander of the Regi nent. Way ne? What did Vincent see?

He turned his nind away fromthat. Think on it when the time comes. You think
too much beforehand and you get too sel f-conscious and tight and you don't
function well. He knew that he was an instinctive man, not a planner, and he
did best when he fell back on instinct. Think of music now and singing. Pass
the tine with a bit of harmony Hum songs, and rest.

But it was very hot.

Coul d use sonme Mai ne cool now.

Home. One place is just like another, really. Maybe not.



But truth is it's just all rock and dirt and people are roughly the sane. |
was born up there but I'mno stranger here.

Have always felt at hone everywhere, even in Virginia, where they hate ne.
Everywhere you go there's nothing but the same rock and dirt and houses and
peopl e and deer and birds. They give it all names, but I'mat hone everywhere.

Qdd thing: unpatriotic. I was at home in England. | would be at hone in the
desert. In Afghanistan or far Typee. Al mne, it all belongs to me. My world.

Tom Chanber | ai n was sayi ng, "You should have seen the | ast commander. dd
Ames. He was the worst, | nmean to tell you, the triple-toed half-wound,
spotted rmule worst."

"Where was you boys at Chancellorsville?"
"Well now. " A painful subject. Joshua Chanberl ain opened his eyes.
"The fact is," Tomsaid gloomly, "we was not engaged."

"Well now, a lot of us wa'nt engaged. That there Hooker, | hear he froze right
up like a pond in the dark."
"Well, we had us a misfortune.” Tomturned eyes sad as a trout. He was a | ean
happy, excitable man who had turned out to be cal mand serene in conbat.

Sol di eri ng was beginning to intrigue him

"The thing was, damm, we had t hese here 'nocul ati ons.
You ever been 'nocul at ed?"

The man swore earnestly Tom nodded. "Well, then, you a know Only thing was, we
wound up sick, half the dang reginent. And cone time for the fight at
Chancel l orsville our Surgeon Major-that's a stunbl e-fingered man named Wbrny
Monroe-he up and reported us unfit for conbat.

So they went ahead and sent us back to mind the dang tel egraph wires. W
wasn't allowed to 'sociate with nobody.

A d Lawence there he went on up and argued, but woul dn't nobody conme near us.
It was |like he was carrying the plague. Lawence said hang it, we ought to be
the first ones in, we'd probably give the Rebs a di sease and be nore useful
than any other outfit in the whole arny. Matter of fact, way things turned, we
probably woul d' ve been nore use than nost of them people. Anyway we wasn't in
it."

The Maine man was chuckling. Chanberl ain thought: woul d have thought nountain
men were tougher than city boys. But nountain nmen get all the diseases. City
boys get inmmune as they grow up. W were a thousand strong when we | eft Maine.

Gl lant six hundred... Half a |eague, half a | eague..

It was quieter now. No one was tal king. Sound of troops at route step, shuffle
in the dust, dull clink of mess kits, a band in the distance, tinny, forlorn
raw call of a cowin the sunlight. A voice in his ear, a hand on his arm

"Col onel, sir-" exasperated-"beg the Col onel's pardon, but would the Col one
do us all a favor and get back on the dammed horse?"

Col onel opened his eyes into the glare, saw. Tozier. Color Sergeant Tozier. A



huge man with a huge nose, sweat bubbling all over his face. "I'Il tell you,
sir, be a damm site easier handlin' these here newrecruits if the officers
woul d act like they got sense, sir."

Chanber |l ai n blinked, wiped at his sweat. Some of the nen were watching with
that odd soft look on their faces that still surprised Chanmberlain. He started
to say sonething, shook his head. Tozier was right. He nmounted the horse.

Tozi er said, "How are you, sir?"
Chanber| ai n nodded, grinned weakly.

"W don't need no nore new comrandi ng of ficers,"'
Li eut enant, keep an eye on the Col onel . "

Tozier said. "Here you.

Tom said, "Yes, sir." Tozier departed. Chambenain thought: good thing old Amres
didn't see him M boys.

Ames shaped them But they're nmine. Year ago they held neetings to decide what
to do; if they disagreed with an officer, they stopped and argued. Can't
conduct an arny as a town neeting.

They were conming into Hanover. Qut in a field dead bodies lay in untidy rows.
The arns were up above the heads, the clothes were scattered, shoes were

m ssing. The hair of sone was flickering in the wind and they | ooked alive.
Chanberl ain | earned: Stuart had been through here and there'd been a brush.
The sight of dead nmen awakened them all

A clear day, very hot. Wnd swinging to the south.

Buzzards ahead. As they rode | adi es waved handkerchi efs, a band played the
" St ar - Spangl ed Banner." Chanberl ain wondered: will the people here let the
buzzards have then?

O wll they bury them Stuart's nmen?

The peopl e of Hanover were delighted to see them Now as they got closer to

t he Rebel s peopl e seened nuch happi er everywhere. Happiness seenmed to increase
in direct proportion to how close you were. Wien we actually get there.
Chanberl ain thought, it will be easy to tell: the nen will be kissing you

Chanber | ai n rode upright through towmn. On the far side he slunped again. For a
short while Col onel Vincent canme up to ride with him Vincent was the new

bri gade commander-a very handsome man with thick sideburns, fromthe 83rd
Pennsyl vani a. He had a good reputation and he had the air of a man who knew
what he was doi ng. But Chanberlain had seen that air before. Hooker had it.
And if ever there was a man who did not know what he was doi ng. .

Vi ncent had heard about the 114 volunteers. He was inpressed. He thought that
t hi ngs were | ooking up. The arny was ready for a fight. That in itself was an
i npressive fact, after all that had happened. He showed Chanberlain the new
brigade flag: triangular, white, with a blue border, a red Maltese Cross in
the center. The man | ooked at it without interest. It neant nothing nuch, as
yet. Vincent rode back. The man fromthe Second Maine said sadly, "You ever
hear about our flag? It cost twelve hundred dollars."

But the nen were tired. There was sil ence again.

Chanberl ain saw a rider going to the rear, a blue courier



Then there was the first wagon, then another. There was fighting at
Gettysburg. Of against the horizon he could see a haze, a dark haze, as of
dirt stirred into the air.

Not hi ng to do now but rest on the march. The troops becane very still. It was
dar ker now. The land around themwas hilly and green, turning slowy gold,
t hen hazy purple.

It was a beautiful afternoon. At dark, word cane forward to go into bivouac.
Vi ncent came up and stopped the columm, and the nmen noved gratefully out into
a field, carrying the rails of the fences with themfor evening fires. They
had marched nore than twenty mles again; it was now a hundred mles in five
days. Now for the first tinme the new Maine nmen heard the call: Dan, Dan, Dan
Butterfield! Butterfield!

And then down the road cane nore riders, rushing to the rear on | athered
horses. Chamberl ain | ooked up to watch them go, sensing alarm He could fee
the Gray arny beyond the hills. A monent |ater there cane the bugle call: Dan
Dan, Dan, Butterfield, Butterfield, then forward.

A universal groan. No rest now. The rattle of the rails being dropped, a
general cursing. Chanberlain reforned the regiment out in the road. Dispatch
from Vincent: Mve out.

Wrd of what had happened noved slowy down the columm, but it was a |ong
whi |l e before word came down to Chanberlain. By that tine it was well after
dark and the moon was rising, yellow in hazy air, huge in the trees, gazing
i ke one single vacant eye, and Vincent rode up

Two Corps had been engaged at Gettysburg and had been driven off. The First
Cor ps had done well, but the Eleventh, those Dutchnen, had run again, as they
did at Chancellorsville. Now the First was hol ding and scream ng back for

rei nforcements. John Reynol ds was hurt, possibly killed.

Proceed with all possible speed.

Chanberlain did not protest. In the darkness he could feel his strength
rising, comng over himin the cooler air of evening. Not far to Gettysburg
now. He coul d hear no guns.

But now al ong the roadway there were people rushing out, people lining the
rail fences, anxious, overjoyed. From houses back off away fromthe road there
was a waving of flags, a fluttering of white handkerchiefs; wonen lifted | anps
at the wi ndows. There were many heal t hy-1 ooki ng young men |ining the road and
some of the nen from Maine grunbled. But the rest were too tired. Chanberlain
saw sone staggering, then one fell out. He collapsed in a clatter of falling
rifle, of nmess tins rattling in the dust. He was pulled aside. Chanberlain
arranged a detail to pick up fallen nen.

On and on. Now it was much darker and the noon was high, and then ahead there
was an officer, a staff officer, sitting on a black horse. He rode out to neet
Chanber| ain as he passed.

"Col onel, tell your nen. CGeneral Mdellan has assunmed command of the arny."
Chanberl ain did not have to spread the word. It went down the ranks |ike a

wi nd in wheat. Some of the nen cheered hoarsely. One man fired a rifle, and

then Tozier talked to him For a | ong nmonent Chanberl ain believed it.

McCl el | an was back. God bless old Lincoln. The only general of the whole ness



who knew what he was doi ng.

But then the troops noved on and the nmoon went behind a cloud and Chanberl ain
knew that it could not be true.

But the nen marched believing they were behind McClellan. He was the only
general Chanberl ain had ever seen who was truly | oved. The Rebs | oved Lee, no
doubt of that.

And we | oved Mac. Chanberlain thought: two things an officer nmust do, to | ead
men. This fromold Ares, who never cared about |ove: You nust care for your
men's wel fare. You nust show physical courage.

Wl |, Chanberlain thought, there's no McCellan

There's only Meade, whom none of these people know, et alone |like, and he'l
be cautious. So |I've taken care, as best | can, of their welfare. Now tonorrow
we' |l see about the courage.

Now t here were the wounded, the stragglers. Men |inped back, sat out in the
fields making fires, sul ked al ong eastward, out in the dark. Now there were
runors: a terrible defeat, soneone had bl undered, two hundred thousand Rebs,
the El eventh Corps had deserted. Chanberlain ordered his nen to close up and
keep noving and not to talk. Dam the runors. You never knew what was true
until days or weeks or even nonths afterwards. He called close up, close up
first order he had given since norning, and then shortly after that the order
cane to stop, at |ast.

It was al most nidnight. There were clouds again and it was very dark, but
Chanberl ain could see a hill in front of himand masses of troops and tents
ahead. The Twentieth Maine went off the road and nost went to sl eep wthout
fires, sone without pitching tents, for the night was warm and w t hout a w nd.
Chanber | ai n asked a passing courier: how far to Gettysburg? and the nman
poi nt ed back over his shoulder. You' re there, Colonel, you're there.

Chanberlain lay down to rest. It was just after mdnight.

He wondered if McClellan would really be back. He prayed for a |leader. For his
boys.

5. LONGSTREET.

He rode out of Gettysburg just after dark. H s headquarters were back on the
Casht own Road, and so he rode back over the battlefield of the day. H s staff
recogni zed his nmood and left himdiscreetly alone. He was riding slunped
forward, head down, hat over his eyes. One by one they left him noving ahead,
cheering up when they were out of his company. He passed a hospital wagon, saw
mounded |inbs glowing whitely in the dark, a pile of |egs, another of arns. It
| ooked li ke nmasses of fat white spiders.

He stopped in the road and |ighted a cigar, |ooking around himat the tents
and the wagons, listening to the runble and nmusic of the army in the night.
There were a few groans, dead sounds from dying earth, npst of them soft and
| ow.

There was a fire far off, a large fire in a grove of trees, nen outlined
agai nst a great glare; a band was playing sonething discordant,

unr ecogni zabl e. A dog passed him trotted through the Iight of an open tent
flap, paused, |ooked, inspected the ground, padded silently into the dark
Fragments of cloth, trees, chewed bits of paper littered the road.



Longstreet took it all in, began to move on. He passed a bl ack nmound which
seened strange in the dark: l[unpy, m sshapen. He rode over and saw. dead
horses. He rode away fromthe field, toward hi gher ground.

Lee would attack in the norning. C ear enough. Tinme and place not yet set. But
he will attack. Fixed and unturnable, a runaway horse. Longstreet felt a
depression so profound it deadened him Gazing back on that black hill above
Gettysburg, that high lighted hill already speckled with fires anmong the
gravestones, he snelled disaster like distant rain.

It was Longstreet's curse to see the thing clearly. He was a brilliant man who
was slow in speech and slow to nove and silent-faced as stone. He had not the
power to convince.

He sat on the horse, turning his mnd away, willing it away as a gun barre
swi vel s, and then he thought of his children, powerless to stop that vision
It bl ossoned: a black picture.

She stood in the doorway: the boy is dead. She didn't even say his name. She
didn't even cry.

Longstreet took a long deep breath. In the winter the fever had conme to

Ri chmond. In a week they were dead. Al within a week, all three. He saw the
sweet faces: nonment of enormous pain. The thing had pushed himout of his

m nd, insane, but no one knew it. They |ooked at the plain blunt stubborn face
and saw not hing but dull Dutch eyes, the great darkness, the silence. He had
not thought God would do a thing like that. He went to church and asked and
there was no answer. He got down on his knees and pl eaded but there was no
answer. She kept standing in the door: the boy is dead. And he could not even
hel p her, could say nothing, could not nove, could not even take her into his
ar ns.

Not hing to give. One strength he did not have. On God: my boy is dead.

He had tears in his eyes. Turn away fromthat. He mastered it. Wat he had
left was the arny. The boys were here. He even had the father, in place of
God: old Robert Lee. Rest with that, abide with that.

H s aides were all gone, all but two. Goree hung back fromhimin the grow ng
dark. He rode on alone, silently, Goree trailing like a hunting dog, and met
one of his surgeons coming up fromcanp: J. S. D. Cullen, delighted, having
heard of the great victory, and Longstreet succeeded in depressing him and
Cul l en departed. Longstreet |ectured hinself: depression is contagious; keep
it to yourself. He needed sonmething to cheer him turned to two nen behind
him found there was only one, not an aide, the Englishman: Fremantle. Exactly
what he needed. Longstreet drew up to wait.

The Englishman cane pleasantly, slowy forward. He was the kind of breezy,
cheery man who brings hunmor with his presence. He was wearing the sane tal
gray hat and the remarkable coat. He said cheerily, tapping the great hat,
"Don't nean to intrude upon your thoughts. General."

"Not Tall," Longstreet said.
"Really, sir, if you'd rather ride alone..."

"Good to see you," Longstreet said.

The Englishman rode up grinning broadly through wi dely spaced teeth. He had



entered the country by way of Mexico, riding in a wagon drawn by a

t obacco- chewi ng man who had turned out to be, in his spare time, the | oca
judge, Fremantle had seen many interesting things: a casual hanging, raw
floods, great fires. He was continually amazed at the conbination of raw
earth and rough people, white columed houses and traces of English manner. He
had not gotten used to the crude habit of shaking hands, which was comon
anong these people, but he forced hinself. He was enjoying hinmself hugely. He
had not changed his clothes in some days and he | ooked delightfully

di sreput abl e, yet mannered and cool and light in the saddle.

Longstreet grinned again. "Did you get a chance to see anythi ng?"

"Well as a matter of fact | did. | found rather a large tree and Law ey and
sat out in the open and there was quite a show. Lovely, oh lovely."

"You didn't happen to see a cavalry charge?" Stuart: not yet returned.
"Not a one," Fremantle gl oomed. "Nor a hollow square. You know, sir, we
really ought to discuss that at |ength on sonme occasion. Provided this war

| asts | ong enough, which nost people seemto think it won't. You fellows seem
to do well enough without it, | rust say. But still, one likes to feel a
certain security in these matters, which the square gives, do you see? One
likes to know, that is, where everyone is, at given noments. Ah, but then-" he
took a deep breath, tapped his chest-"there's always tonorrow. | gather you
expect a bit of an adventure tonorrow. "

Longstreet nodded.

"Well, | shall try to find a position of advantage. | w || appreciate your
advi ce, although of course if I'mever in the way at all, you nust feel free,
| mean, one must not hanper operations. Don't spare nmy feelings, sir. But if
you'll tell me where to stand.”

“TowillL"

Fremant| e whacked a nosquito. "Another victory today. Wien | am cl ear about it
all | shall wite it down. Expect you chaps are getting rather used to

victory, what? Dam!"

He swatted anot her bug. "Mist say, enornously inpressive, this arny. Yet the

Federal fellas just keep on comng. Curious. | have a bit of difficulty, you
know, understanding exactly why. Some tinme when there's tine... but the war is
endi ng, of course. | can feel that nyself. That is the nessage | shal

transmt to ny people. No doubt of it."
He eyed Longstreet. Longstreet said nothing.

"Your Ceneral Lee is a wonder."

"Yes," Longstreet said.

"Athing one rarely sees." Fremantle paused. "Remarkable," he said. He was

about to say sonething else but changed his mind

"He holds this armnmy together," Longstreet said.
"Strordnry dignity."

"Strordnry."



"I mean, one does not expect it. No offense, sir? But your CGeneral Lee is an
Engli sh general, sir. Strordnry. He has gai ned sone reputation, sir, as of
course you know, but there is a tendency in Europe to, ah, think of Anericans
as, ah, somewhat behind the times, sometinmes what, ah, how do | say this? One
is on tricky ground here, but, sir, of course you understand, there are these
cultural differences, a newland and all that. Yet, what | nmean to say is, one
did not expect Ceneral Lee."

"To be a gentlenman," Longstreet said.

Fremantl e squinted. After a nmonent he nodded. Longstreet was not of fended.
Fremantl e said wonderingly, "Sir, you cannot inagine the surprise. One hears
all these stories of Indians and massacres and | ean backwoodsnen with ten-foot
rifles and rain dances and what not, and yet here, your officers..."He shook
his head. "Strordnry. Wy, do you know, your General Lee is even a nenber of

t he Church of Engl and?"

"True."
"He has great forebears.”
"Yes," Longstreet said.

"I have noticed, sir, that you are always in canp near him | nust say, sir,
that | am touched."

"Well," Longstreet said.

"Ah." Fremantle sighed. "W have so many things in conmon, your country and
mne. | earnestly hope we shall beconme allies. Yet | feel you do not need us.
But | nust say, | amincreasingly indebted to you for your hospitality."

"Qur pleasure.”

"Ah. Un" Fremantle cocked his head again. "One thing |'mvery glad to see.
Your General Lee is a noralist, as are all true gentlenmen, of course, but he
respects mnor vice, harnml ess vice, when he finds it in others. Now that's the
mark of the true gentleman. That is what distinguishes the man so to ne, aside
fromhis mlitary prowess, of course. The true gentleman has no vices, but he
all ows you your own. Ah." He patted a saddl ebag. "By which | nean, sir, to get
to the heart of the matter, that | have a flagon of brandy at your disposal
shoul d the occasion arise."

"I't undoubtedly will." Longstreet bowed. "Thank you."

"You may call on nme, sir."
Longstreet sm | ed.

"A smal |l weakness," Frenmantle went on cheerily, "of which | am not proud, you
understand. But one sees so little whisky in this armnmy. Amazing."

"Lee's exanple. Jackson didn't drink either. Nor does Stuart."

Fremant| e shook his head in wonder. "Ch, by the way, there's a story going
around, do you know? They say that General Lee was asleep, and the arny was
mar chi ng by, and fifteen thousand nen went by on tiptoe so as not to wake him

Is that true?"

"M ght have been." Longstreet chuckled. "I know one that | heard nyself. While



ago we sat around a fire, talked on Darwin. Evolution. You read about it?"
" AR?"

"Charl es Darwi n. Theory of Evolution."

"Can't say that | have. There are so many of these things rattling about."
"Theory that claims that nmen are descended from apes.”

"Ch that. Oh yes. Well, |'ve heard-distastefully-of that."

"Well, we were talking on that. Finally agreed that Darwi n was probably right.
Then one fella said, with great dignity he said, 'Wll, maybe you are cone
froman ape, and naybe | am cone from an ape, but General Lee, he didn't cone
fromno ape.'"
"Well, of course.”
into the dark.

Fremantl e did not quite see the hunor. Longstreet grinned

"It is a Christian army," Longstreet said. "You did not know Jackson.

"No. It was ny great misfortune to arrive after his death. They tell great
things of him™"

"He was colorful," Longstreet said. "He was Christian."

"Hi s reputati on exceeds that of Lee."

"Well, pay no attention to that. But he was a good soldier. He could nove
troops. He knew how to hate."

Longstreet thought: a good Christian. He renenbered suddenly the day Jackson
had come upon sone of his troops letting a valiant Yankee col or sergeant

wi thdraw after a great fight. The men refused to fire at him that nan had
been brave, he deserved to live. Jackson said, "I don't want them brave, |
want them dead."

"They tell many stories of the man. | regret not having known him"
"He | oved to chew | enons," Longstreet said.
"Lenmons?"

"Don't know where he got them He loved them | renenber himthat way, sitting
on a fence, chewing a lenmon, his finger in the air."

Fremant| e stared.

"He had a finger shot away," Longstreet expl ained.

"When he held it down the bl ood would get into it and hurt him so he would
hold it up in the air and ride or talk with his armheld up, not noticing it.
It was a sight, until you got used to it. Dick Ewell thought he was crazy
Ewell is rather odd hinself. He told me Jackson told himthat he never ate
pepper because it weakened his left leg."

Fremantl e's nouth was open.

"I"mserious," Longstreet said amiably "Alittle eccentricity is a help to a



general. It helps with the newspapers.

The wonen love it too. Southern women like their nen religious and a little
mad. That's why they fall in love with preachers.™

Premantl e was not follow ng. Longstreet said, "He knew how to fight, Jackson
did. A P. Hll is good too. He wears a red shirt when he's going into battle.
It's an interesting arny. You' ve net CGeorge Pickett?"

"Ch yes."

"Perfume and all." Longstreet chuckled. "It's a hell of an army" But thinking
of Pickett, last in line, rem nded himof Pickett's two brigade commanders:
Garnett and Armistead. O d Armistead, torn by the war away from his bel oved
friend Wn Hancock, who was undoubtedly waiting ahead on that black hil

beyond Gettysburg. Arnistead would be thinking of that tonight. And then there
was Dick Garnett.

"Pickett's nmen are extraordinary nmen," Fremantle said.

"The Virginians seemdifferent, quite, fromthe Texans, or the soldiers from
M ssissippi. |Is that true, do you think, sir?"

"Yes. Have you net Dick Garnett?"
"Ah, yes. Tall fella, rather dark. Wunded leg Odd that..."

"Jackson tried to court-martial him For cowardice in the face of the eneny
I've known Garnett for twenty years. No coward. But his honor is gone. You
wi || hear bad things from people who know nothing. | want you to know the
truth. Jackson was... a hard man."

Fremant| e nodded silently.

"He also court-martialed A, P. H Il once. And Lee sinply overlooked it. Vell,
cone to think of it, | had some trouble with old Powel!l myself once; he wanted
to fight ne a duel. Matter of honor. | ignored him It's an interesting arnmny.
Only Lee could hold it together. But the thing about Garnett troubles me. He

t hi nks his honor is gone."

"Atragic thing," Fremantle said. There was tact there, a tone of caution
"The papers, of course, all side with Jackson." Longstreet blew out a breath.
"And Jackson is dead. So now Garnett will have to die bravely to erase the
stain.”

And he saw that Fremantle agreed. Only thing for a gentleman to do. Longstreet
shook his head. A weary bitterness fogged his brain. He knew Garnett woul d
die, no help for it now, unturnable, ridiculous, doomed with a festering,
unseen wound.

Fremantl e said, "You are not, ah, Virginia born, sir?"

"South Carolina," Longstreet said.

"Ah. That's in the far south isn't it, sir?"

"True," Longstreet said. He was weary of talk. "Honor," he said. "Honor
wi thout intelligence is a disaster. Honor could | ose the war."



Fremant|l e was vaguel y shocked.

“Sir?"
"Listen. Let me tell you sonmething. | appreciate honor and bravery and
courage. Before God... but the point of the war is not to show how brave you

are and how you can die in a manly fashion, face to the enemy. God knows it's
easy to die. Anybody can die."

In the darkness he could not see Fremantle's face. He tal ked to dar kness.

"Let me explain this. Try to see this. Wen we were all young, they fought in
a sinple way. They faced each other out in the open, usually across a field.
One side canme running. The other got one shot in, froma close distance,
because the rifle wasn't very good at distance, because it wasn't a rifle.
Then after that one shot they hit together hand to hand, or sword to sword,
and the cavalry would ride in fromone angle or another. That's the truth,
isn'"t it? In the old days they fought froma distance with bows and arrows and
ran at each other, man to man, with swords. But now, listen, nowit's quite a
bit different, and quite a few people don't seemto know that yet. But we're

| ear ni ng. Look.

Ri ght now, take a man with a good rifle, a good man with a good rifle, which
has a good range and nay even be a repeater. He can kill at, oh
conservatively, two, three hundred yards shooting into the crowd attacking
hi m

Forget the cannon. Just put one man behind a tree. You can hardly see himfrom
two hundred yards away, but he can see you. And shoot. And shoot again. How

many nen do you think it will take to get to that man behind a tree, in a
ditch, defended by cannon, if you have to cross an open field to get hinP How
many nen? Well, 1've figured it. At least three. And he'll kill at |east two.

The way you do it is this: one man fires while one man is nmoving, and the
other is loading and getting ready to nove. That's how the three nmen attack
There's al ways one noving and one firing. That way you can do it. If you
forget the cannon. But you'll |ose one man nost probably on the way across the
field, at |east one, probably two, against a cannon you'll lose all three, no
matter what you do, and that's across the field. Now If you are attacking
uphill..."

He broke it off. No point in talking this way to a foreigner. M ght have to
fight himsonetime. But the man woul d not see. Longstreet had spoken to his
own officers.

They found what he said vaguely shameful. Defense? When Lee dug trenches
around Ri chrnond they called him derisively, the King of Spades. Longstreet
took a deep breath and let it go, renenbering again that damed bl ack hill
fires like eyes.

Fremantl e said, bew |dered, "But, sir, there is the exanple of Solferino. And
of course the Charge of the Light Brigade."

"Yes," Longstreet said. Like all Englishmen, and nost Southerners, Fremantle
woul d rather lose the war than his dignity. Dick Garnett would die and die
smling. "Had he his hurts before?" Aye, then he died |like a man. Longstreet,
who had invented a transverse trench, which no one would use, filed the matter
forcefully in the dark cavern of his swelling brain and rode into canp.

That night, at supper, soneone renmarked casually that since the arny needed
ammuni tion, wouldn't it be proper for the amunition factories to stay open on



Sunday? Most of the officers agreed that it had not yet cone to that.

Longstreet stayed up talking, as long as there was conmpany, as long as there
was a fire. Because when the fire was gone and the dark had truly conme there
was no way he could avoid the dead faces of his children

6. LEE.

Lee rode north through the town and out the Heidl ersburg Road. There was a joy
in the night all around him

The nmen yell ed and whooped as he passed by. Many stopped and just smiled and
some took off their hats. They had won again. The joy on their faces, the | ook
of incredible pride, the way so many of them | ooked at himgoing by as if
waiting for some sign of his approval of a job well done, another fight so
nobly fought, lights in all the starry young eyes, and beyond that the way
some of themhad tears in their eyes as he went by, tears for him for the
cause, for the dead of the day; the sight of it was sonething very nearly
unbear abl e, and he set his face and rode through sayi ng not hi ng, noddi ng,
touching his hat. Then he was out the other side of town, and there were piles
of stacked Uni on nuskets, blankets and canteens and wagons, the abandoned

i mpl enents of war.

Ewel | had made his headquarters in a farmhouse. He was there, along with Early
and Rodes. They were all standing at a white gate as Lee rode up at the

begi nni ng of the night, enough light still in the sky so that the black nass
of the hill to the east, the untaken hill, could still be seen against the
eveni ng sky. Lee thought: why did you not attack? \Why?

But he sai d not hing.

Ewel | had the | ook of a great-beaked, hopping bird. He was bald and scrawny;
his voi ce pi ped and squeaked |ike cracki ng eggshells. He had lost a leg at
Manassas and had just recently returned to the arny, and he was standi ng
awkwar dl y bal anci ng hi msel f against the unfam liar |eg and scratching his head
and swayi ng nervously, clutching a fencepost. Early stood beside him dark
formal, conposed.

Rodes off to the side bowed formally at Lee's approach

"Good evening, sir. God bless you, did you see themrun? Did you see then? W
whi pped them again, by God, yes, sir, we did, sir." Bwmell chattered. Lee
sensed a strange thin quality in his voice, a wavery exuberance. He escorted
Lee through the house, hobbling awkwardly on the wooden | eg, talking about the
bullet that had hit himthere that afternoon while he was nounted on his
horse. They went out into an arbor and sat in the warm eveni ng under the
grapevi nes and the soft sky and Ewell sat on the ground and hiked up his pants
to show Lee where the bullet had hit, a Mnnie ball just below the jointed
knee, a vast gash of splintered white wood. Ewell was giggling, grinning,
cocking his head off to the side |like a huge parrot, chortling.

Lee asked the condition of the corps, the nunmber of wounded. Early spoke up
Ewel | deferred. Early stood with his |l egs wi de apart, his hands cl asped behi nd
hi s back, heavy in the jaw, his face bleak and grim black beard dirty and
untrinmed. He had been a West Pointer, had left the army to becone a | awer, a
prosecutor. He was utterly sure of hinself. Lee watched and listened. Early
expl ai ned the situation coolly and logically. Behind him Ewell nodded in
punctuation, his head twitching, his fingers fluttering. Lee felt a
strangeness in the air, a coolness. BEwell should speak for hinself. Rodes sat
silently leaning forward, his hands on his knees, |ooking at the ground. There



was a pause.
Lee said, "I had hoped you woul d nove on through the town and take that hill."

Ewel | blinked, rubbed his nose, |ooked at Early, |ooked at Rodes, patted his
thigh. Lee, watching, felt a sudden acute depression

Ewell said, "I didn't think it was, ah, practical. W were waiting, ah, for
many reasons. We had nmarched all day, and fought, and your orders were a
caution agai nst bringing on a general engagenent." He jabbered, ranbling,
nmovi ng about in his chair. Early wal ked over and sat on the railing of the
arbor. Ewell turned to himfor confirmation

Early said calmy, silently, bored, "There were reports of Federal troops in
the north. We couldn't bring artillery to bear, and no word cane fromHill, as
you know. W decided it would be best to wait for Johnson." Yes, yes, Ewell
nodded vi gorously, thunping the wooden leg. "But he did not arrive until dark
just a while ago. He's out now, |ooking over the terrain."

Ewel | went on nodding. Lee | ooked at Rodes, who said nothing. After a noment
Early said, "You may renenber, sir, that | passed over this ground a few days
ago and amfamliar with it. The hill is named Cenetery Hill. It has anot her
hill beyond it, also occupied. It will be a very strong position."

Lee closed his eyes for a nmoment, was very tired. Think of all of it later. An
ai de brought a cup of hot boiled coffee, thick with sugar. Lee drank, revived,
abruptly saw the face of Jackson in his mnd, a flare of cold blue eyes. He

| ooked up, blinked. Could al nost see him Jackson was here.

Jackson was | ooki ng on

Ewel | was drinking coffee. Early had fol ded his arns.

Rodes still gazed at the ground, plucking at one of his fingers. Lee said,
"Can you attack on this flank, in the norning?"

Ewel | sat up. Early did not nove. Lee felt the depression, cold and sl ow and
steady like a wind in his brain, shook his head to blow it away.

Early said, "That hill will be a very strong position. Once it is fortified.
VWhi ch they are doing right now "

"Very strong." Ewell nodded violently.
"Have you | ooked over the ground, sir?" Early asked.
"From a di stance."

Early | eaned back into the dark. He spoke slowy, deliberately. "I do not
thi nk we shoul d attack this point.

This will be the strong point. Qur troops have marched hard today and fought
hard today. | suggest we hold here while the rest of the arny makes an attack
on the other flank."

"You think an attack here woul d succeed?"

"I think it would be very costly."

Ewel | nodded. Lee turned.



"Ceneral Rodes?"
Rodes | ooked up, glanced away, shrugged.

"We'| | attack, of course. But the nen have had a good fight. And it will be a

strong position." He |ooked up at Ewell, then quickly away. "lI'msorry we did
not take it today."
"Well," Lee said. "Today is done."

"Ceneral Longstreet has not been engaged,"” Eariy said.

"Hi s Corps has not been fought for sonme tine." He was referring to
Chancel lorsville, where Longstreet's nmen had been detached. "If he were to
attack on the right he would draw the eneny fromthis position and we coul d
then attenpt the assault. Supported, of course, by CGeneral Hill."

Lee thought: Longstreet cannot stand the man. | wonder why? Sonething too cold
here, sonething disagreeable in the silence of the eyes, the tilt of the head.
Jubal . Strange nane. A d Jubilee. Nothing happy about the man. And yet,

unm st akabl e conpetence. Lee said, "Longstreet proposes that we nove our arnmny
to the right around the eneny flank and interpose between Meade and
Washi ngt on. "

"And vacate this position?" Ewell popped his eyes, slapped the splintered wood
again. "Leave this town, which we have just captured?”

Lee said, with sone irritation, "The town is of no inportance.”

Ewel | | ooked to Eariy. Eariy said slowy, "To nove this entire Corps, in the
face of a fortified enenmy?" He smiled slightly, with a touch of the disdain
for which he was rapidly becom ng notorious.

"Hardly fitting," BEwell piped. "Hardly. Troops fought so hard for this town,
do we nmove themout and march themoff into the woods, in sight of the eneny?
Morale will suffer. General. The boys are ready. Qur boys are ready."
"Longstreet is on nme defensive again." Early grinned. " Suppose that's to be
expected. But really, sir, it seems we are here and the enemy is nmere, and

H 1l and General Ewell have engaged and Longstreet has not. If Longstreet can
be induced to attack on the right, we can give you this hill tonorrow by
sundown. "

Ewel | was noddi ng again, pointing at Early, waggi ng a bony finger. They

tal ked. Lee made no deci sion. Mist not judge Ewell now. The man had been a
good soldier for too long. First day in conmand of the Corps. Jackson's old
Cor ps.

HI1l is sick. Bwell indecisive. The hill untaken. Longstreet broods on
defensive war. Lee said, "Wuld you gentlenen retreat?"

"Retreat? Retreat?" Ewell sat with his nouth open
Rodes | ooked up
"Wul d you suggest that we fall back behind South Muntai n?"

"Retreat?" Ewell was amazed. "But why?"



Lee said, "If we do not withdraw, and if we do not nmaneuver in the face of the
eneny, then we nust attack
There is no other alternative." He rose, not waiting for an answer. They
acconpanied himto the door. He saw a vase filled with flowers on a snall
wooden table. A picture of an old man frowned down out of an old round frane.
Lee was thinking: very dangerous to withdraw. To pull this arnmy with all its
trai ns back through that pass. Wthout cavalry, it cannot be done. Stuart,
have waited | ong enough

He thanked the nmen for their day's work, told themto get a good night's rest.
Once again he saw Jackson's bl ue eyes, probing, reproachful. He thought:
Ceneral, we miss you.

He rode off into the dark. Taylor was there with nessages. Lee answered them
one to | nmboden, one to Chilton, sent Taylor off to find the raider. Harry

G lnmore, who was with Johnson. He rode off with Venable and then, noving in
out of the night to greet him saw old Isaac Trinble, astride a pal e horse,
fiery old Isaac. Lee snmiled a greeting. Ceneral Trinble was al nost sixty. Not
much ol der than you, old man. But he | ooks ancient. Do | |ook that ol d?

| was tired before, but I amnot tired now. No pain now God' s blessing. Wat
will | do about Ewell?

Trinble said, "Sir, | beg your pardon, but | will not serve the man." He was
furious. He raised one huge hand |ike a vast claw and made a gesture as if
pushing a disgusting thing away fromhim into the black air. "I wll not
serve the man. | ama volunteer aide with the nan, sir, as you know. | npst
respectfully request another assignnent." He shook his head violently, alnpst

di splacing his hat. "The man is a disgrace. Have you heard it all, sir? Wat
t hey have been telling you? Ask the aides, sir, or CGeneral Cordon, or
Johnson. "

He went on. He was a marvel ous old nan who had sworn to be a Major General or
a corpse. Lee gathered that he was tal king about Ewell. Lee calned him but he
wanted to hear.

Trinble said, "W should have taken that hill. God in H s w sdom knows we
could have taken that hill. Beyond Cenetery Hill there is another hill and it
was totally unoccupied. There was no one there at all, and it commanded the
town. Gordon sawit, sir, he was with us, nme and Gordon and Ewel |, al

standing there in the flanming dark like great fat idiots with that bl oody
dammed hill enpty, begging your pardon. General, but that bl oody damed hil
was as bare as his bl oody dammed great head and it comands the town. W al
saw it. Ceneral, as God is ny witness, ask anyone here. McKimwas there. Smith

was there, they were all there. | said, 'General BEwell, we have got to take
that hill. General Jackson would not have stopped like this with the
bl uebellies on the run and plenty of light left and a hill like that enpty as,

oh God help us, | don't know what.' But nobody there at all. And the Federals
runni ng, no guns set up, nothing but one battery and one reginent in line."

He was running out of breath. Lee had stopped to listen
He sensed, anmpong the anger, the bitter breath of truth.

Trinble took off his hat and wiped it across his brow, and his white hair
gl eaned in the noonlight |ike wadded cotton

Lee said, "CGo on."



"Yes, sir. Sir, | told him GCeneral Ewell, | said to him 'Sir, give ne one
division and I will take that hill." And he said nothing at all. He stood
there! He stared at ne! | said, 'General Ewell, give me one brigade, and

will take that hill." | was becom ng disturbed, sir. And General BEwell put his
arnms behind himand blinked. So | said, 'GCeneral, give ne one reginent and
will take that hill.' And he said nothing; he just shook his head, and | threw
my sword down." Trinble gestured hel plessly, actually close to tears, "Down on
the ground in front of him" He raised both |t arns. "W could have done it,
sir. A Dblind man should have seen it. Now they are working, up there, you can
hear the axes. Now in the norning many a good boy will die."

He wi ped his face. It was all out of him The fire died. He slumped forward in
t he saddl e.

"Ceneral, sir, | request another assignnment."
Lee said softly, "Thank you. Ceneral. You will be of great service, thank
you. "

Now that Trinble was qui eter Lee could question him

Dick Ewell had frozen; he had deferred to Early. Lee thought: | must |ook into
this. He told Trinble to rest and he rode back to his headquarters in the
dark. He was becoming increasingly tired, but there was much to do. Food. Get
some fuel. The ancient body had no reserve. Hs chest was stuffed, a feeling
of cool bl eakness there, no strength in him He thought of that and of Stuart
of f somewhere, possibly dead, and of Ewell's weakness and Hill's illness and
the Union Arny growing now in the night on that hill, blossom ng darkly across
the filed Iike a fungus, a bristly fungus.

The headquarters was in a small stone house on Sem nary R dge. An elderly
worman, the resident, was cooking for him Lee chatted with her politely, his
m nd on other things, while aides came and went. Cenerals pushed in and out,
reporters and artists and the Prussian and the Austrian passed in and out.
There was a rocking chair for Lee; it received himlike an enfolding arm
Tayl or appeared with a squad of men, led by a man naned Walters, a Maryl ander
Now |l ate at night it was becoming difficult to recognize people, to renenber
their names. Lee prepared sealed orders to be given to each of Walters' nmen;
they were to scatter out over the countryside and find Stuart and get hi m back
to Gettysburg with all possible speed. Wen that was done Lee | ooked for
Longstreet, but the stubborn face was not there. Lee closed his eyes. The
uproar of jokes and joy went on around him Mist see Ewell now, wi thout Early.
He notioned to Marshall, sent for Ewell. The roomgradually cleared. Lee
signed orders. | do too rmuch nyself. He was thinking: retreat is not even an
option; we rnust assault or maneuver. |If we assault, Longstreet nust bear the

| oad.

Lee took a quick nap. He was awakened by the arrival of Ewell. He rose and
went out into the night. The strange beaked figure waited with deference. Lee
sai d, "How are you, sir?"

"I amfine, sir. The leg troubles ne a bit."

Lee suggested a doctor. Ewell shook his head. "Drugs injure a nman's thinking.
The leg is minor. Sir?"

"Johnson's nmen are in position now He is very optimstic, much nore than
Early. | believe we ought to attack there, sir."

"Attack the hill?"



"Yes, sir. @ulp's HII or Cenmetery Hill, or both, sir.

There was a new certainty in his voice. Lee was very glad to hear it. A snall
relief blossoned like a flower. Lee said only, "I have made no deci sion yet.
But in your opinion, we should attack on your flank."

"Yes, sir."
Lee nodded. "I will consider it. | amglad to hear you are well."
"Ceneral," Ewell said. H's face was not clear in the evening light, the

| anpl i ght frominside, the moon fromthe heavens, but there was a sadness in
his voice, regret apparent in the notion of his head, the beak above the wld
nmust ache bobbing. "I think I was too slow today, sir. | regret that very much.
| was trying to be... careful. | may have been too careful.”

Lee was noved. My good old soldier. He was enbarrassed. He said quickly, "You
won a victory, General."

Ewel | | ooked up. Hs eyes were strained. "It was not a large victory, it mght
have been | arger, we m ght have pushed harder. But it was a victory. | am
sati sfied. The men fought well. This was your first day. It is not as easy as

it sonetimes appears.”

"No, sir," Ewell said.
"Now get some rest." Lee sent himoff. He went back into the house feeling
much better. The old nan had been a good soldier for too |ong; you cannot
worry about Ewell.

And then Lee thought: but sonmetimes | have seen it happen.

A man | oses part of hinself, an arm a leg, and though he has been a fine

sol dier he is never quite the same again; he has |ost nothing else visible,
but there is a certain softness in the man thereafter, a slowness, a caution.
| did not expect it with BEwell. | do not understand it. Very little of a man
isinahand or aleg. Aman is in his spirit and he has that in full no
matter what part of his body dies, or all of it. But, Lee thought, you may not
understand. It has not happened to you, so you don't understand. So don't
judge. He was a good soldier. He is not Jackson. Jackson is gone-not entirely
gone; Jackson was there today watching, and Ewell sees his eyes-but you cannot
bl ame himfor not being Jackson. You nust nmake do with the tools God has given
for the job. Richard Ewell, old Baldy... and his ridicul ous horse.

Lee went back to the rocker. M dnight cane, and he had not yet slept.
Headquarters grew steadily nore still. Lee thought again of Rooney Lee,
wounded, and prayed for him There was no tinme for a letter to his wife, that
troubl ed woman. He closed his eyes and t hought of Meade, out there, gathering
the arny. John Reynolds was dead. He prayed for the soul of Reynolds. And in
t he norni ng?

This is the great battle. Tonorrow or the next day. This will determ ne the
war. Virginia is here, all the South is here. Wat will you do tonorrow?

No orders were out. Now he was alone. It was cool er
Tayl or cane and tucked a bl anket around his knees and Lee did not argue. He

was drifting off. Longstreet would be up in the norning. Pickett would be up
by late afternoon. In the afternoon all the army will be here. And we will hit



them We will hit themw th everything and drive themright off that hill and
send them runni ng back down the road to Washington. If Stuart's cavalry...

He woke briefly. Wthout cavalry in the rear no victory would be conplete.
Shoul d we attack before Stuart cones?

And if he comes with tired horses and weary nmen? If he cones at all..

Don't think on that. Lee closed his eyes. And let hinmself fall into the bright
dark. For Thine be the Kingdom and the Power. ..

7. BUFORD.

He cane back at last to the cenetery on the hill. Al down the ridge they were
digging in, all around the crest of the hill. He sat on the horse and wat ched
the picks swinging in the moonlight, listened to the sound of shovels in the
earth. The army was still coming in, marching by nmoonlight. It was al nbst two

o' clock in the norning.
He rode slowy along the ridge, |ooking for headquarters.

He had been hit once in the left armand the bl eeding had stopped but the
genui ne pain was just begi nning. They had wrapped the arm and put his coat
back on and he did not show the injury. He rode stiffly, dizzily, |ooking for
someone to give himorders for what was left of his cavalry.

He found a small farmhouse, center of nany lights, many horses tethered
out si de. The musk of cigar snoke was heavy in the warmair. He renenbered an
old Indian joke: follow cigar snoke; fat nmen there. Bright noonlight, a warm
and cl oudl ess night. They were posting cannon al ong the ridge by noonlight:
pl easant | oom ng shapes, rolling caissons. Buford thought: | need a drink

Whi sky stiffens.

He rode to the farmhouse and stopped in a crowmd of horses and sat there.

Rat her not get down. Men were passing in and out, much conversation. A cloud
of officers had clustered by the small |ighted door, |ooking in. One glanced
up, saw him noted the star, turned, saluted quickly Buford wi ggled a finger
the man came forward: a major. Other men were turning. Buford rode the horse
al nost to the door.

Buford said, "Who's in command, and where do | find hinP"

"Good evening, sir," the major said. A very high voice.

A lisp? "The officer in command is General Howard, sir.

He may be found-" "Don't be a damm fool, Edgar," another man said. He sal uted
Buf ord. "Beggi ng your pardon, sir, but the truth is that General Hancock is in

command, and if you'll-" Another major, skinny, grinning. The first major said
angrily, "I nust remnd you, sir, that General Howard is the senior officer on
the field."

"But Ceneral Hancock has orders from General Meade hinsel f."

They argued, ignoring Buford. He | ooked down in wonder. Other officers voiced
opi nions. diver Howard was the conmander of the El eventh Corps. He had
arrived this nmorning with Reynol ds. He had fought on the right and been

br oken, just as he had been broken at Chancellorsville.

He was a one-arnmed nan for whom Buford had no admiration. The nmmjors



confronted |ike wi spy chickens; it was very strange. Behind them Buford saw
suddenly a fanmiliar face: John G bbon, of Hancock's corps. Infantry. A cold,
silent man. His brothers fought for the other side.

Buf ord nodded. G bbon nodded. A major was giving a lecture on mlitary
precedence: Howard could not be relieved except by witten order or by Meade
i n person.

G bbon canme up and took the reins.

"Evenin', John."

Buf ord bowed.

"A hard day?"

"Long," Buford admtted.

"Hancock's inside, if you want to see him" G bbon |l ed the horse out of the
crowmd. The argunent went on behind them Buford watched it with awe. Never get
used to it, the mnd of headquarters, not if I live a thousand years.

G bbon said, "That's been going on all night."

"I gather Meade's not here yet. Who's in command?"

"Take your choice."'
sol di er.

G bbon grinned. But he was one of Hancock's fanatics. Good

"I have to refit nmy outfit,"” Buford said. "I need orders."

"Hancock got here late this afternoon, just as Howard's Corps was falling
apart. They ran, them Dutchmen, just like they did at Chancellorsville.
Hancock took command and reforned themon this hill, along with the First, and
ever since then everybody's been coining to himfor orders, and not Howard,
and he's hopping mad. Kind of funny. He clainms he's senior officer." G bbon
chuckl ed. "But Hancock has a verbal order from Meade. It's all very funny.

Thing is, when Hancock's on the field the men naturally turn that way. dd
Howard's really steaned."”

"I just want orders," Buford said. "I'mkind of weary."

He was thinking: need the long quiet again, want to get away fromhere. He
di smounted, held briefly to the horse.

G bbon called a man to take the reins. He said, "I'Il get your orders. Wy
don't you wait out here?"

Buford sat on a rail. The armwas alive with pain. He said, "lIs the arny
her e?"

"Just about. Al but Sedgewi ck. We've got Sykes and Geary and Sickles, along
wi th Hancock. And Howard. Sedgewi ck will be here tonorrow, but he has a | ong
mar ch. "

"Good," Buford said. He nodded, closed his eyes. Can relax now. He felt the
begi nni ng of sleep, even anbng the pain, the quiet dark com ng, the soft
rolling dream ess rest.



G bbon said, "They're all inside."

Buf ord stirred, began to head toward the door. G bbon said casually, "Wy
don't you stay out here?"

Buf ord noved sleepily toward the door. Need one |ast order, then a good | ong
sl eep. The ai des near the door were parting, but something in G bbon's voice
caught him He stopped, turned. G bbon was there

"Howar d has nade a conpl ai nt agai nst you, John. He says you shoul d have
supported himon the right."

Buf ord nodded dunbly, then blinked. He raised the pained arm G bbon said, "He
lost half his strength. Most of them got taken prisoner. He's mad as a hornet,
| ookin' for somebody to blame it on. | think he's picked you."

Buford felt nothing for a nmoment, a sort of sodden silence all through his

brain, then the anger began to rise like a netal wave, like a hot tide in the
dark. Buford could say nothing. No words cane. G bbon said softly, "Stay out
here, John. 1'Il tell Hancock you're here."

He noved past Buford into the room Buford blinked and blinked again and then
began nmovi ng, pushing his way into the light, the snoke of the room It was
jamred with officers, all the brass. The anger made Buford dizzy. He tried to
push his way through and the pain went all the way up his armand into his
chest and shocked himstiff. He could see faces: Sickles, the bully boy, the
bright politician, a fat cigar clanped in a fat nouth, the nman who was fanpus
for having shot his wife's lover. Geary and Sykes were sitting, brooding; that
dammed Howard was nmaki ng a speech. And there was Hancock against a wall,
witing a note, talking to aides, issuing orders. Buford' s vision blurred. The
roomwas very hot and there was too rmuch snoke. He had to push his way back
out of the roominto the open air. He kept saying al oud. God damm him God
damm him He sat on a rail. In a nmoment he | ooked up and there was Hancock

"How are you, John?"

Handsone face, watching. Buford focused. Hancock | ooked down with bright dark
eyes. Buford said, "lI'mall right."

"Heard you were with John Reynol ds when he died."
"I was."
"Tell me."

Buford told him Hancock would wite the letter. Good, very good. Hancock was
ol der since last time Buford saw him Cal mand cocky, damed good-I| ooki ng nan.

Buford felt suddenly better. Cool, clean air.

Hancock said, "I'm sending the body back to his folks in Lancaster. They m ght
appreciate a note fromyou."

"Il send it."
"How s your division?"

Buford told him Hancock was surprised. He hadn't known Buford was that
i nvol ved. Buford said, "W were involved."

"Well, get yourself refitted. May need you in the norning."



There was commotion behind him A mass of aides were riding up. Sonmebody bl ew
a di scordant bugle. Hancock stood up, grinned. Buford noted: why, Hancock's
wearing a clean white shirt. Isn't that amazing. Cean as a whistle.

Hancock said, "Here's Made."

They all cane out to neet him the angry nan with the squeaky voice. They
gat hered around hi mas he di smounted. Buford was pushed to the side. He heard
Meade greet Hancock

"Dam dark. | can't see a dam thing."

Hancock said he was very glad to see the General. Meade said, with great
di sgust, "Well, | hope to God this is good ground. CGeneral. Is it good
ground?"

"Very good ground. Ceneral."

"Well, by God it better be, because we're going to have to fight here sure
enough in the norning."

Buf ord was pushed too far away. Meade went on into the house. Rocks of

of ficers gathered at the wi ndows. Buford had enough; he had his orders. He got
back on his horse and rode slowy back toward the cenmetery. He had not much
strength left. He called for one of his aides, but the bucktoothed boy was
dead, and the yell ow haired boy was dead, and the Sergeant was down and woul d
never recover.

Buf ord stopped in the cenetery. He could not find the white angel. But he

| ooked out across the town and he could see a great ocean of Rebel canpfires,
flooding the town, with fire burning all over those ridges to the west,
flooding fire right up to the base of the hill. Buford took off his hat,

| ooked up to the stars. He said to John Reynolds, "Well, John, we held the
ground." He wi ped his eyes. He thought: have to get some nore |ieutenants.
Then he rode off down the hill into the black beneath the trees.

THURSDAY, JULY 2, 1863 The Second Day

He hath | oosed the fateful |ightning..

1. FREMANTLE.

Awake in the dark, the stars still brightly shining, Fremantle, a slow riser
staggered into the dawn not quite know ng where he was. These peopl e m ght
conduct these things at a civilized hour. Three in the norning. Incredible.
He washed in dirty water. Came vaguely awake. War

The arny awakened around him He could sense the red battle forning today,
comng like the sun. H's senses shocked hi m awake. He expected cannon at any
nonent .

He saw the first light of dawn a dusky rose in the east, the sun com ng up
fromthe direction of the enemy. He felt sleepily marvelous. He bid a cheery
hello to Sorrel, Longstreet's aide.

"Mpjor Sorrel, sir, good nmorning! | say, could you direct ne to the battle?"

Sorrel, a neat and natty person, smled and bowed.



"Wwuld you care for a bite to eat before the assault? W can serve Yankees
done to order, before or after breakfast."

Fremantl e coul d not suppress a yawn, snothered it politely with his hand. "I
suppose there is time for a bun or two. How s Ceneral Longstreet this norning?
My conplinments, and | trust he slept well."

"Doubt if he slept at all. He's gone over to speak with General Lee."
"Does the man ever sleep? Amazing. He rarely even sits down."

Sorrel smiled. A bird, annoyed at bei ng awakened early, began chattering in
the tree above him Oher officers began stepping out into the dark of the
nmorni ng. There was Ross, the fat Austrian with the Scotch name. He was al
aglow i n the powder-blue uniformof the Austrian Hussars, conplete with

shi ning silver chamberpot for the head, waving a blue plune. As he came cl oser
Fremantl e observed with alarmthat the man was spotl essly grooned; even his
nmust ache was waxed, the ends slimand sharp |like w ggly rapiers.

Ross booned happily, patting hinmself fat-handedly across the stomach. "C est
| e sangl ant appel -de Mars, eh, old chap?" He popped the slender Fremantle on
the arm unsettling him

Fremantle said with distaste, "Early in the norning for that, old friend
Could you wait until after tea?"

The others were gathering around the breakfast table.

Schei bert, the beardl ess Prussian, noody, prim was dressed all in white,
white coat, floppy white hat, the inevitable glittering nmonocle. \Wile npost of
the officers of the arny could speak French, few could speak German, and

Schei bert's pride was continually offended, but he went on stubbornly using
German military ternms in conversation, was not understood, would not explain,
sat fatly, whitely to the side, a rare sight, oddly comical in that conpany.

Lawl ey, the correspondent, seened ill again and had not made up his nind
whet her or not to ride today. There were the three nedical people-Mury,
Cul I en, Barksdal e-and others of Longstreet's staff: Latrobe, Goree, and the
charming little Jew, Major Mdses. They sat down to a splendid breakfast, and
al t hough Fremantle continued to wake up slowy, coning alive as the day cane
alive, warmy, brightly, with no clouds anywhere, the w nd beginning to pick
up and rustle the trees, the light beginning to sift down through the coo

| eaves, the dark branches, still Fremantle renmai ned vaguely asl eep

The norning at war. Marvel ous. Good nen around a table. What a joy to be with
the winners! Al these nmen had not hing but contenpt for the Yankees, whomthey
had beaten so often. There was even an air of regret at the table, a sense of
seize the day, as if these bright monents of good fell owship before battle
were nunbered, that the war woul d soon be over, and all this would end, and we
woul d all go back to the duller pursuits of peace. Fremantle enjoyed hinself
enornously. Sout herners! They were Englishnmen, by George. Fremantle was at
horre.

He ate hot eggs, warm bread, reveled in steam ng tea, although the water from
which the tea was made left an aftertaste in the nouth, afterthoughts in the
brai n: fromwhat nearby barn? The nen all chatted, joked. Fremantle was sorry
to see breakfast end. But the sun was fully up

Now once nmore he coul d expect the big thunder of cannon



Mist not miss it today. Sorrel promised to keep himinforned. They rode
toget her toward the |lines, hoping for a good view

So Fremantl e cane to Gettysburg, saw the bodies unburied in the fields,

begi nning to becone offensive in the heat of the nmorning, poor chaps. They
turned off to the right and rode up through a grove of trees to higher ground,
and through the trees Fremantle could already see the blue ridge to the east,
soft in the norning haze, where the Yankees were canped. But he could see no
troops, no novenent.

He felt his stomach tighten, his breath grow sharp. In the presence of the
eneny! In range of the guns! He passed a battery of Southern artillery, mxed
Napol eons and Parrots, served by wagons stanped USA

Sorrel said, "W got nobst of our wagons fromthe eneny. Many of the guns.
Their artillery is very good. But ours will get better.”

The Austrian, Ross, had ridden up beside them One of the gunners, a |ean
barefoot man in dusty brown, stared at hi munbelievingly as he passed, then
bawl ed in a piercing voice that carried all along the line, "Hey, mster. You
in blue. What you do, man, you look like you swall owed sonme mice."

Sorrel put his hand over his mouth. Ross stared back, unconprehending.

Fremantl e said cheerily, "The fellowis referring to the waxed mnmustache, old
friend."

Ross grunbl ed, twi tched the nmustache, stroked the ends |ovingly, glowered.
They rode to Lee's headquarters, then beyond, up the ridge to where the
Ceneral s were neeting.

There was a gathering of officers, too many nen. Sorrel suggested that if
Fremantl e wanted a good view, he should find a convenient tree. Frenmantle
wandered forward, with Law ey, through the cool green woods, to the sane
conmandi ng position he had the day before, clinbed the same wi de oak. There
below him not fifty feet away, he recogni zed Longstreet, then Lee. The
officers were in consultation

Lee was standing with his back to the group, bareheaded, the white hair
flicking in the breeze. He was gazing out toward the Union |ines, which were
clearly visible in the east. He put his field glasses to his eyes, |ooked, put
t hem down, wal ked two or three paces south, turned, |ooked again, slowy

wal ked back and forth. Longstreet was sitting on a canp stool, whittling
slowy on a stick, making a point, sharpening the point, sharpening,
sharpening. A P. Hill, looking nuch healthier than the day before, was
chatting with another officer, unidentified. Sitting next to Longstreet, on a
stunp, also whittling, was a tall slimman with an extraordi nary face, eyes
with a cold glint in them erect in posture even as he sat, cutting a stick.
Fremant| e asked, inpressed, "Wo is that?"

Law ey: "That's Hood. John Bell Hood. They call him'Sam"' | think. He
conmands one of Longstreet's divisions. From Texas, | believe."

"Does his behavior in battle match his appearance?”
"He does his job," Lawl ey said |aconically.

"An interesting arny," Fremantle said. "Most interesting."



Lee had turned, was saying sonmething to Longstreet.
Longstreet shook his head. Hill came cl oser

Law ey said, "The Yankees have dug in. But | don't see any trenches anywhere
here. That nmeans we'll| attack."

The "we" was inevitable, but Fremantle noticed it. He felt a part, alnost a
menber, of this marvel ous group of outnunbered nmen. Englishmen. They call ed

t hensel ves Anmeri cans, but they were transplanted Englishmen. Look at the
nanes: Lee, Hill, Longstreet, Jackson, Stuart. And Lee was Church of Engl and.
Most of themwere. Al gentlenen.

No finer gentlenmen in England than Lee. Well, of course, here and there,
possi bly one exception. O two.

Nevert hel ess, they are our people. Proud to have them

And perhaps they will rejoin the Queen and it will be as it was, as it always
shoul d have been

They had tal ked of that the evening before. Every one of the officers had

i nsisted that the South woul d be happi er under the Queen than under the Union
O course, hard to say what they nmeant. But if England came to hel p now, would
it not be possible? That this soil would once again be English soil?

He had borrowed gl asses from Sorrel, was | ooking at the Union |ines. He could
see the cannon now, rolled out in front of the trees. He could see nmen noving
anong the cai ssons, nen on horseback nmoving in the trees; here and there a
pennant blew. He saw a flash of gold. Breastworks were going up, twi sted

sticks, small, very far away. There was an open valley below him partly
cultivated, then a long bare rise to the Union line. To the left was the high
hill, Cenmetery Hill, that Ewell had failed to take the day before, the hill

that had worried Longstreet. To the center was a wooded ridge. To the right
were two round hills, one rocky, the other wooded. The Union position was
approximately three mles in length, or so it seemed fromhere. Al this
Fremantl e saw with continually rising excitenent.

He | ooked down, saw Longstreet rise, nmove off, shoul ders bowed, wandering head
down and | unbering, like a bearded stunp, to stare out at the lines. Hood
j oi ned him

Once nmore Longstreet shook his head. Lee canme back to a small table, stared at
a map, |ooked up, back toward the Union |ines, keeping his hand on the map.
Fremantl e had a good | ook at that extraordinary face. Lee |ooked weary, nore
pal e than before. The sun was clinbing; it was noticeably hotter. Frenmantle
felt a familiar runble in his own stomach. Ch CGod, not the soldier's disease.
Those dammed cherri es.

There seened no point in remaining in the tree. Soldiers had observed him
hanging in the air like a plunp gray fruit, were beginning to point and grin.
Fremantl e descended with dignity, joined the other foreigners. He heard, for
the first tinme that day, nusic: a polka. He listened with surprise. He could
not identify the sound but he knew the beat. It was followed by a march

Ross said, "They play even during an attack. Not very good. But inspiring.
Have you heard the Rebel yell?"

Fremant| e nodded. "Godawful sound. | expect they learned it fromIndians."



Ross opened wi de his eyes. "Never thought of that," he said. H s silver hel net
shifted. Sweat was all over his brow.

"I say, old friend, you really aren't going to wear that thing all day, are
you? In this charm ng climte?"

"Well," Ross said. He tweaked his nustache. "One nmust be properly dressed.
Teach these fellas respect.”

Fremant| e nodded. Understandable. One tried to be neat.
But that helnmet. And Ross did tend to |look a bit ridicul ous.

Li ke some sort of fat plumed duck. These chaps all |ooked so natural, so..
earthy. Not the officers. But the troops. Hardly any uniformat all. Brown and
yel | ow Anericans. Odd. So near, yet so far

He saw Moxl ey Sorrel, wal king briskly off on a mssion, "corralled him" as
the Americans would put it.

Sorrel said, "W've sent out engineers to inspect the ground to our right.
W' || be attacking later in the day Don't know where yet, so you can rel ax,
shoul d say, for two hours or so at least."

"Have you heard from General Stuart?"

"Not a word. General Lee has sent out scouts to find him" Sorrel chuckl ed.
"Cheer up, you nmay have your charge."

"I hope to have a good position today."

"W'll do all we can. | suggest you stay close to Longstreet. There'll be
action where he is."

Sorrel noved off. Through the trees Fremantle saw Longstreet nounting his
horse. Fremantle led his own horse that way Longstreet had Goree with him the
ai de from Texas. The greeting was friendly, even warm Frenantle thought,
startled, he likes ne, and flushed with unexpected pride. He asked if he could
ride with the General; Longstreet nodded. They rode down to the right, along
the spine of the ridge, in under the trees. Mst of Longstreet's staff had

j oi ned them

Longstreet said to Hood, "I'll do what | can. H's mind seens set on it."

Hood shrugged. He seened smaller now when you were cl ose. He had extraordinary
eyes. The eyebrows were shaggy and tilted and the eyes were dark as coal so
that he seened very sad. Fremantle had a sudden numnbing thought: by evening
this man coul d be dead. Fremantle stared at him transfixed, trying to sense a
premoni ti on. He had never had a prenonition, but he had heard of them
happeni ng, particularly on the battlefield. Men often knew when their tine had
cone. He stared at Hood, but truthfully, except for the sadness in the eyes,
whi ch may have been only weariness, for Hood had marched all night, there was
no extra sensation, nothing at all but a certain delicious air of inpending
conbat which was with themall. Longstreet nost of all, sitting round and

i mobil e on the bl ack horse, gazing eastward.

Hood said, "Well, if he's right, then the war is over by sundown."

Longstreet nodded.



"We' || see. But going in without Pickett is like going in with one boot off.
"Il wait as long as | can."

Hood cocked his head toward the Union lines. "Do you have any idea of the
force?"

Longstreet ticked off the corps so far identified: five, counting the two
involved in the first day's action. He thought there would be nmore very soon

t hat perhaps even now the entire arnmy was up. Lee did not think so. But
yesterday he had not thought the Yankees would be there at all, and they were
there in force, and now today the Yankees were on the high ground and with
Stuart gone there was no way of know ng just how many corps lay in wait beyond
the haze of that far ridge

Fremantl e rode along politely, silently, listening. He had devel oped a
confidence that was al nost absolute. He knew that Longstreet was tense and
that there was a certain gloomin the set of his face, but Fremantle knew wth
the certainty of youth and faith that he could not possibly |ose this day, not
with these troops, not with Englishnen, the gentl enen against the rabble. He
rode along with delight blossoming in himlike a roseate flower, |istening.
Longstreet | ooked at himvacantly, saw him then | ooked at him

"Col onel ," he said abruptly, "how are you?"

"By CGeorge, sir, | amfine, | must say."

"You slept well?"

Fremant| e thought: everyone seenms concerned that | sleep well.

"Ch, very well." He paused. "Not long, mnd you, but well."
Longstreet smiled. There seemed to be sonething about Fremantle that anused
him Fremantle was oddly flattered; he did not know why.

"I would like someday to nmeet the Queen," Longstreet said.

"I"msure that could be arranged. Sir, you would be consi dered nost wel come in
my country, a nost distinguished visitor."

There was firing bel ow, a sharp popping, a scattering of shots, a bunch
anot her bunch, then silence. Longstreet put on his gl asses, | ooked down into
the valley. "Pickets," he said.

Fremantl e, who did not know what to expect, started, gul ped, stared. But he
was delighted. He saw puffs of white snoke start up down in the valley, like
vents in the earth, blow slowy lazily to his left, to the north. He | ooked up
at the ridge, but he could see only a few black cannon, a single flag. He said
abruptly, "l say, sir, you say you won't be attacking for a bit?"

Longstreet shook his head.

"Then, ah, if | may be so bold, what's to prevent the Yankees from attacki ng
you?"

Longstreet | ooked at Hood.

"I mean, ah, | don't see that you have bothered to entrench,” Fremantle went
on.



Longstreet grinned. Hood grinned.

"An interesting thought.'
to ne."

Longstreet smiled. "I confess, it had not occurred

"Me neither," Hood said
"But | suppose it's possible," Longstreet said.
"You really think so?"

"Well," Longstreet hedged. He grinned, reached up along the edge of his hat,
scratched his head. "I guess not."

More soberly, he turned to Fremantle. "It would be nost unlike General Meade
to attack. For one thing, he is General Meade. For another, he has just
arrived on the field and it will take some tinme to understand the position

i ke perhaps a week. Also, he has not yet managed to gather the entire Army of
the Potomac, all two hundred thousand nmen, and he will be reluctant to nove

wi thout his full force. Then again, he will think of reasons.” Longstreet
shook his head, and Fremantl e saw that he had again lost his hunmor. "No, Meade
will not do us the favor, the great favor. W will have to nmake him attack. W
wi Il have to occupy dangerous grounds between hi mand Washi ngton and let the
politicians push himto the assault. Wiich they will nobst certainly do. G ven
tine. W need tine."

He paused, shook his head. They rode on in silence.
Fremantl e began to realize how remarkably still it was.

Down in the valley the fields were open and still, the breeze had sl owed,
there was no novenent of snoke. A few cows grazed in the shade, rested in dark
pool s of shade under the trees. Fremantle could feel the presence of that vast
arny; he knew it was there, thousands of nen, thousands of horses, miles of
cannon, mles of steel. And spread out beyond himand around himLee's whol e
arnmy in the dark shade, noving, settling, lining up for the assault, and yet
fromthis point on the ridge under the tree he could | ook out across the whol e
val l ey and see nothing, hear nothing, feel nothing, not even a trenbling of
the earth, not even one snall slow runmble of all those feet and wheel s noving
agai nst the earth, noving in together like two waves neeting in a great ocean
like two aval anches comi ng down together down facing sides of a green
nmount ai n. The day had dawned cl ear, but now there were clouds beginning to
patch the sky with hazy blots of cottony white, and not even any notion there,
just the white silence against the blue. It was beginning to be very hot,
hotter even than before, and Fremantle noticed perspiration on all the faces.
He had not slept well, and suddenly the silence and the heat began to get to
him He was a man froma northern cline and England did not have this sort of
weat her, and when you have not slept..

He was nost anxious to nove on with Longstreet, but he saw Lawl ey and Ross
pull off into an open field and sit down, and so he bade Longstreet goodbye
and rode off to join his fell ow Europeans. He let his horse roamwth the
others in a fenced field and found hinself a grassy place under a charm ng
tree and lay flat on his back, gazing up serenely into the blue, watching
those curious flecks that you can see if you stare upward agai nst the vacant
bl ue, the defects of your own eye.

They chatted, telling stories of other wars. They di scussed the strategy of
Napol eon, the theories of Jom ni, the wonen of Richnond. Fremantle was not
that inpressed by Napol eon. But he was inpressed by the wonen of Richnmond. He



lay dreanmily renmenbering certain ladies, a ball, a rose garden..

This land was huge. England had a sense of conpactness, |like a garden, a

| ovel y garden, but this country was w thout borders. There was this refreshing
sense of space, of blow ng winds, too hot, too cold, too huge, raw in a way
raw meat is rawand yet there were the neat farms, the green country, so mnuch
i ke Home. The people so much |ike Hone. Southern Home. Couldn't grow flowers,
t hese people. No gardens. Great weakness. And yet. They are Englishnen. Shoul d
| tell Longstreet? Wuld it annoy hin?

He thinks, after all, that he is an American

Un The great experiment. In denocracy. The equality of rabble. In not much
nore than a generation they have conme back to class. As the French have done.
What a tragic thing, that Revolution. Bl oody CGeorge was a bl oody fool

But no matter. The experinment doesn't work. Gve themfifty years, and al
that equality rot is gone. Here they have the sanme |love of the | and and of
tradition, of the right form of breeding, in their horses, their wonen. O
course slavery is a bit embarrassing, but that, of course, will go. But the
point is they do it all exactly as we do in Europe. And the North does not.
That's what the war is really about. The North has those huge bl oody cities
and a thousand religions, and the only aristocracy is the aristocracy of

weal th. The Northerner doesn't give a dam for tradition, or breeding, or the
ad Country. He hates the A d Country. Gdd. You very rarely hear a Sout herner
refer to "the Ad Country."” In that painted way a Gernan does. Or an Italian
Wl |, of course, the South is the Ad Country. They haven't |eft Europe.
They've nmerely transplanted it. And that's what the war is about.

Fremant| e opened an eye. It occurred to himthat he m ght have cone across
somet hi ng rat her profound, sonmething to take back to England. The nore he

t hought about it, the nore clear it seened. In the South there was one
religion, as in England, one way of life. They evEn all owed the occasi ona
Jew | i ke Longstreet's Major Mses, or Judah Benjam n, back in Ri chnond-but by
and |l arge they were all the same nationality, same religion, sane custons.

A little rougher, perhaps, but... my word.

Fremantl e sat up. Major O arke was resting, back against a tree. Fremantle
said, "l say. Major, Longstreet is an English name, | should imagine."

C arke blinked.
"No, as a matter of fact, | don't think it is." He pondered. "Dutch, | think
Yes, cone to think of it. Dutch all right. Cones from New Jersey, the old

Dutch settlements up there."

"Ch." Fremantle's theory had taken a jolt. Well. But Longstreet was an
exception. He was not a Virginian

Fremantl e again rel axed. He even began to feel hungry.

The norni ng noved toward noon

2. CHAMBERLAI N

The regiment sat in an open field studded with boul ders |ike half-sunken
balls. Small fires burned under a steamgray sky. Chanberl ai n wander ed,

wat ching, listening. He did not talk; he noved silently anong them hands
cl asped behind his back, wandering, noddi ng, soaking in the sounds of voices,



tabulating the light in men's eyes, noving like a forester through a treasured
grove, noting the condition of the trees. All his Iife he had been a detached
man, but he was not detached any nore. He had grown up in the cold New Engl and
woods, the iron dark, grown in contained silence Iike a | one house on a
nmount ai n, and now he was no | onger alone; he had joined not only the arny but
the race, not only the country but mankind. H's nother had wanted himto join

the church. Now he had his call. He wandered, sensing. Tired men. But ready.
Pl ease, CGod, do not wthdraw them now. He saw illness in one face, told the
man to report to sick call. One man conpl ai ned. "Col onel, it keeps raining,

t hese dam Enfi el ds gonna cl og on us.
Wayn't we trade 'em for Springfields first chance we get?"

Chanber | ai n agreed. He saw Bucklin, together with a col d-eyed group fromthe
ol d Second Mai ne, nodded good norning, did not stop to talk. A young private
asked him "Sir, is it true that General McCellan is in command agai n?"
Chanberl ain had to say no. The private swore.

Chanberlain finished the wal k, went back alone to sit under a tree.

He had dreaned of her in the night, dreaned of his wife in a scarlet robe,
turning witchlike to love him Now when he closed his eyes she was suddenly
there, hot candy presence. Away from her, you |oved her nore. The only need
was her, she the only vacancy in the steany norning.

He renenbered her letter, the nmisspelled words: "I lie here dreanyly.'' Even

the misspelling is |ovely.

A mass of men was comi ng down the road, unarmed, unspiked, no rifles visible:
prisoners. They stopped near a long rock |edge, which walled the road. Some of
his own troops began drifting over that way, to stare, to chat. They were
usually polite to prisoners. The accents fascinated them Although sone of the
Regi ment were sailing nen, nost of them had never been out of Maine.
Chanber | ai n thought vaguely of the South. She had loved it. She had been at
hone. Heat and Spani sh noss. Strange hot |and of courtly manners and sudden

vi ol ence, el egance and anger.

A curious mxture: the white-columed houses high on the green hills, the
shacks down in the dark valleys. Land of black and white, no grays. The South
was a well-bred, well-mannered, highly educated nan chal |l engi ng you to a duel

She loved it. Dreanyly. She had liked being a professor's wife. She had been
out raged when he went oif to war.

Squar e- headed Kilrain: "lIs the Col onel awake?"

Chanber| ai n nodded, | ooking up

"I have found me a John Henry, sir.
"John who?"

"A John Henry, sir. A black man. A darky. He's over thataway.'' Kilrain
gestured. Chanberlain started to rise

"I heard hima-groanin',k"
care to see hin®"

Kilrain said, "just before dawn. Wuld the Col one

"Lead on."



Kilrain wal ked down a grassy slope away fromthe road, across the soft field,

marshy with heavy rain, up a rise of granite to a gathering of boul ders al ong
the edge of a grove of dark trees. Chanberlain saw two nen standing on a rock
| edge, nmen of the Reginment. Kilrain sprang lightly up the rock. The two

nmen- one was the newconer, Bucklin- touched their caps and wi shed hi m"norni ng"
and grinned and poi nt ed.

The black man lay in the shadow between two round rocks. He was very big and
very black. H s head was shaved and round and resting on npssy granite. He was
breathing slowy and deeply, audibly; his eyes were blinking. He wore a faded
red shirt, ragged, dusty, and dark pants ragged around his legs. There were no
sleeves in the shirt, and his arnms had nuscles |ike black cannonballs. H s

right armwas cupped across his belly. Chanberlain saw a dark stain, a tear
realized mat the man had been bl eedi ng.

Buckl in was bending over himwith a tin cup of coffee in his hand. The bl ack
man took a drink. He opened his eyes and the whites of his eyes were
red-stai ned and ugly.

Chanber | ain pointed to the wound.

"How bad is that?"

"Ch, not bad," Kilrain said. "I think he's bled a lot, but you know, you can't
really tell.'

Buckl in chuckled. "That's a fact."
"Bull et wound," Kilrain said. "Just under the ribs."

Chanberl ain knelt. The black man's face was enpty, inscrutable. The red eyes
| ooked up out of a vast darkness.

Then the man blinked and Chanberlain realized that there was not hi ng
i nscrutabl e here; the man was exhaust ed.

Chanberl ain had rarely seen black nen; he was fascinated.

"We'| | get himsonething to eat, then we'll get himto a surgeon. Is the
bullet still in?"

"Don't know. Don't think so. Haven't really | ooked."

Kilrain paused. "He sure is black, and that's a fact."

"Did you get his name?"

"He said something | couldn't understand. Hell, Colonel, | can't even
understand them Johnnies, and |'ve been a long tinme in this army " The bl ack
man drank nore of the coffee, put out both hands and took the cup, drank

nodded, said somnething i nconprehensi bl e.

"Quess he was a servant on the march, took a chance to run away. Quess they
shot at him"

Chanberl ai n | ooked at the bald head, the ragged dress. Inpossible to tell the
age. A young man, at least. No lines around the eyes. Thick-1lipped, huge jaw.
Look of aninmal strength. Chanberlain shook his head.

"He woul dn't be a house servant. Look at his hands.



Fi el d hands." Chanberlain tried to comuni cate. The man sai d somet hi ng weakl vy,
softly. Chanberlain, who could speak seven | anguages, recogni zed nothing. The
man said a word that sounded |ike Baatu, Baatu, and closed his eyes.

"God," Kilrain said. "He can't even speak English."
Buckl in grunted. "Maybe he's just bad wounded."

Chanber | ai n shook his head. "No. | think you're right. | don't think he knows
t he | anguage. "

The man opened his eyes again, |ooked directly at Chamberl ain, nodded his
head, grinmaced, said again, Baatu, Baatu. Chanberlain said, "Do you suppose
that could be 'thank you' ?"

The bl ack man nodded strongly. "Tang oo, tang oo, baas."

"That's it." Chanberlain reached out, patted the man happily on the arm
"Don't worry, fella, you'll be all right." He gestured to Kilrain. "Here,
let's get himup."

They carried the nman down out of the rocks, lay himon open grass. A knot of
sol di ers gathered. The man pull ed hinself desperately up on one el bow, | ooked
round in fear.

Kilrain brought some hardtack and bacon and he ate with obvi ous hunger, but
his teeth were bad; he had trouble chew ng the hardtack. The sol diers squatted
around himcuriously. You saw very few bl ack nmen in New Engl and

Chanber | ain knew one to speak to: a silent round-headed man with a white wife,
a farmer, living far out of town, without friends. You saw black nmen in the
cities but they kept to thensel ves. Chanberlain's curiosity was natural and
friendly, but there was a reserve in it, an unexpected caution. The man was
really very black. Chanberlain felt an oddness, a crawly hesitation, not
wanting to touch him

He shook his head, amazed at hinself. He saw. pal mof the hand al nost white;
bl ood dries normally, skin seens dusty.

But he could not tell whether it was truly dust or only a natural sheen of
light on hair above black skin. But he felt it again: a flutter of
unm st akabl e revul sion. Fat lips, brute jaw, red-veined eyeballs. Chanberlain
stood up. He had not expected this feeling. He had not even known this feeling
was there. He renenbered suddenly a conversation with a Southerner a long tine
ago, before the war, a Baptist mnister. White conplacent face, sense of bland
enornous superiority: my dear man, you have to live anbng them you sinply
don't under st and.

Kilrain said, "And this is what it's all about."
A sol dier said softly, "Poor bastard."
"Hey, Sarge. How much you figure he's worth, this one, on the hoof?"

"Funny. Very funny. But they'd give a thousand dollars for him | bet. N ne
hundred for sure."

"Real ly? Hell." It was Bucklin, grinning. "Wiyn't we sell himback and buy
outen this arny."



Chanberlain said to Kilrain, "He can't have been long in this country."
"No. A recent inport, you m ght say."
"I wonder how rmuch he knows of what's happening."

Kilrain shrugged. A crowd was gathering. Chamberlain said, "Get a surgeon to
| ook at that wound."

He backed off. He stared at the palmof his own hand. A matter of thin skin. A
matter of color. The reaction is instinctive. Any alien thing. And yet
Chanber | ai n was ashaned; he had not known it was there. He thought: If | feel
this way, even |, an educated man... what was in God's nind?

He renenbered the mnister: and what if it is you who are wong, after all?

Tom cane bubbling up with a nessage from Vincent: the Corps would nove soon
on further orders. Tom was chuckl i ng.

"Law ence, you want to hear a funny thing? W were talking to these three Reb
prisoners, trying to be sociable, you know? But mainly trying to figure 'em
out. They were farmtype fellers. W asked them why they were fighting this
war, thinkin' on slavery and all, and one fella said they was fightin' for
their 'rats.' Hee. That's what he said." Tomgiggled, grinned. "W all thought
they was crazy, but we hadn't heard a-right. They kept on insistin' they
wasn't fightin' for no slaves, they were fighting for their '"rats.' It finally
dawned on ne that what the feller neant was their 'rights,' only, the way they
talk, it canme out 'rats.' Hee. Then after that | asked this fella what rights
he had that we were offendin', and he said, well, he didn't know, but he nust
have sone rights he didn't know nothin' about. Now, aint that sonething?"

"Button your shirt," Chanberlain said.

"Yassuh, boss. Hey, what we got here?" He noved to see the surrounded bl ack
The surgeon had bent over the man and the red eyes had gone wild with new
fear, rolling horse-like, terrified. Chanberlain went away, went back to the
coffeepot. He felt a slow deep flow of synpathy. To be alien and al one, anong
white lords and glittering nachi nes, uprooted by brute force and threat of
death fromthe famliar earth of what he did not even know was Africa, to be
shi pped in black stinking darkness across an ocean he had not dreamed exi sted,
forced then to work on alien soil, strange beyond belief, by men with guns
whose words he could not even conprehend. What could the black man know of
what was happeni ng? Chanberlain tried to inmagine it. He had seen ignorance,
but this was nore than that.

What could this man know of borders and states' rights and the Constitution
and Dred Scott? What did he know of the war? And yet he was truly what it was
all about. It sinplified to that. Seen in the flesh, the cause of the war was
brutally clear.

He thought of witing Fanny a quick letter. Dreanyly. He wanted to tell her
about the black man. He wanted tinme to think. But the 83rd Pennsyl vania was up
and formng. Ellis Spear was com ng along the line. It came to Chanberlain
suddenly that they mght nove fromhere to battle. Under his conmand. He took
a deep breath. Bloody |onely feeling.

He noved back to the cluster around the black man. The shirt was off and Nol an
was attending him The |ight was stronger; the sun was a bl ood red ball just
over the hills. Chanberlain saw a glistening black chest, nmassive nuscles. The



bl ack man was in pain.

Nol an said, "He'll be all right. Colonel. Bullet glanced off a rib. Cut the
skin. Looks just |ike anybody el se inside."

Nol an clucked in surprise. "Never treated a Negro before. This one's a tough
one. They all got nuscles like this one, Col onel ?"

"We'|l have to | eave him" Chanberlain said. "Let himhave some rations, try
to give himdirections. Buster, can you talk to hin®"

"Alittle. Found out who shot him |t was sone wonan in that town there,
Cettysburg.”

"A woman?"

"He came into town | ooking for directions and a wonan came out on a porch and
shot at him He don't understand. | guess she didn't want to take a chance on
bei ng caught with him But shoot hin? Christ. He crawl ed out here figurin' on
dyin' ."

Chanber| ai n shook his head slowy.

Kilrain said, "He's only been in this country a few weeks. He says he'd like
to go honme. Since now he's free."

Bugl es were bl owi ng. The nmen were noving out into formation. Tom cane up with
the bl ack mare.

"l don't know what | can do," Chanberlain said. "G ve himsone food. Bind him
up. Make a good bandage. But | don't know what el se."

"Whi ch way is hone. Col onel ?"
"Let's go. Buster."
"Do | point himgenerally east?"

Chanber | ai n shrugged. He started to noved off, and then he turned, and to the
bl ack face | ooking up, to the red eyes, he | ooked down and bowed slightly,
touchi ng his cap.

"Goodbye, friend. Good |uck. God bless you."

He rode off feeling foolish and angry, placed hinmself in front of the
Regi nent .

The Division was formng on | evel ground, down the road-great square bl ocks of
bl ue. The colors were unfurled, the lines were dressed. A stillness cane over
the corps. They were expecting a review, possibly Meade hinsel f. But no one
cane. Chanberlain sat on his horse, alone in the sun before the ranks of the
Twentieth Maine. He heard Tozier behind him "Dress it up, dress it up," a
muf f1 ed conpl ai nt, whispers, the far sound of hoofs pawi ng the ground. Hi s own
horse stood quietly, neck down, nibbling Pennsylvania grass. Chanberlain |et
the mare feed. The day was very hot. He saw a buzzard floating along in the
pal e bl ue above, drifting and floating, and he thought of the snell of dead
men and chi cken hawks swoopi ng down and the only eagle he'd ever seen, in
captivity, back in Brewer, a vast w ngspread, a nurderous eve

Col onel Vincent cane down the line, trailing aides |ike blue clouds.



Chanber | ai n saluted. Vincent |ooked very happy.

"We' || be noving up soon. No action this norning. | expect we'll be in
reserve."

"Yes, sir."

"Reserve is the best duty. That means they'll use us where we're needed. 'Once

nore into the breach
white

He grinned brightly, showing teeth al nbst womanly

"How does that go. Professor?"

Chanberlain smled politely.

"You spell breach with an "a,' am/| right? Thought so.

I'"'ma Harvard man nyself." Vincent grinned, |ooked thoughtfully at the
Regi ment. "d ad you got those extra men. You may need 'em How they getting
al ong?"

"Fi ne."

Vi ncent nodded, reached out cheerily, patted Chanberlain on the arm "You'l
be all right. Colonel. dad to have you with us. |I'm having some beef driven
up. If there's time, we'll have a good feed tonight in this brigade."

He was interrupted by bugles, and there it was: Dan, Dan, Dan, Butterfield,
Butterfield. He swng his horse to |listen, saw riders approaching, began to
nove that way.

Over his shoul der he said, "Anything you need. Colonel," and he rode off.

The call cane to advance. Chanberlain turned to face the Regiment. He ordered
right shoulder arns; the rifles went up. He drew his sword, turned. Down the
line the order cane: advance. He gave the long order to Tozier: guide in the
next reginment, the 118th Pennsyl vania. He raised his sword. They began to
nove; the whole Corps in mass, at slow march forward through a flat farm a
peach orchard

He ordered route step. Looking far off down the line, he saw the nen noving in
a long blue wave, the heart-stopping sight of thousands of men wal ki ng
silently forward, rifles shouldered and gleaning in the sun, colors bobbing,
the officers in front on high-stepping horses. Chanberlain sucked in his
breat h: marvel ous, marvel ous. Behind himhe could hear men joking, but he
could not hear the jokes.

Details of nen, in front, were renoving white rail fences.

He rode past a house, slowed to let the nen flowround it, saw a fat woman in
a bonnet, a gray dress, standing on the porch, her hands in her apron. She
extracted one hand, waved slowy, silently. Chanberlain bowed. Some of the nen
wi shed her good norning. A sergeant apol ogized for marching through her farm
The Regi ment noved on across the open place and through a cornfield and sone
| ow bushes. Then there was high ground to the right. The front of the Corps
swung to face south, rolled forward down a slope through nore cornfields. The
corn was high and the men tried not to tranple it, but that was not possible.
It was beconming a long wal k, up and down in the heat, but Chanberlain was not
tired. They cane to a brook, cold water already very dirty frommany nen
novi ng upstream



Chanberl ain sent back word that no one was to fall out to fill a canteen
canteen bearers woul d be appointed. On the far side of the brook they cane
upon a broad road and the rear of the arny. He saw a long |line of dark wagons,
a band of Provost guards, nen gathered in groups around stacked rifles, small
fires. To the right there was an artillery park, dozens of guns and cai ssons
and horses. Beyond the road there was a rise of ground, and at that nonment,

| ooki ng upward toward a broad tree on a knoll just above, a tree with huge
branches spread wide in the shape of a cup, full and green agai nst a bl ue sky.
Chanberl ain heard the first gun, a cannon, a long soft boomof a gun firing a
| ong way off.

A short while later the Corps was stopped. They were told to stop where they
were and rest. The nen sat in a flat field, an orchard to the left, trees and
men everywhere, higher ground in front of them They waited. Nothing happened.
There was the sound of an occasi onal cannon

But even the crows nearby were silent. Some of the nen began to lie back, to
rest. Chanberlain rode briefly off to find out what woul d happen, but no one
knew. Wien he returned he found hinself a place under a tree. It was very hot.
He had just closed his eyes when a courier arrived with a nmessage from Meade
to read to the troops. Chanberlain gathered themaround himin the field, in
the sunlight, and read the order

Hour of decision, eneny on soil. Wen he cane to the part about men who failed
to do their duty being punished by instant death, it embarrassed him The nen
| ooked up at himwith enpty faces. Chamberlain read the order and added
not hi ng, went off by himself to sit down. Damm fool order. M nd of Wst Point
at worKk.

No time to threaten a man. Not now. Men cannot be threatened into the kind of
fight they will have to put up to win. They will have to be led. By you,
Joshuway, by you.

Vell. Let's get on with it.

He | ooked out across the field. The men were sleeping, witing letters. Sone
of them had staked their rifles bayonet first into the ground and rigged tent
cloth across to shade themfromthe sun. One man had built a small fire and
was popping corn. No one was singing.

Kilrain came and sat with him took off his cap, wiped a sweating red face.

"John Henry's still with us."” He indicated the woods to the east. Chanberlain
| ooked, did not see the dark head.

"We ought to offer hima rifle," Kilrain said.

There was a silence. Chanberlain said, "Don't know what to do for him Don't
think there's anything we can do."

"Don't guess he'll ever get hone."
"CQuess not."

"Suppose he'll wander to a city, Pittsburgh. Maybe New York. Fella can al ways
get lost inacity.”

A cannon thunped far off. A soldier cane in fromforaging, held a white
chi cken al oft, grinning.



Kilrain said, "God damm all gentlenen."

Chanber | ai n | ooked: square head, white hair, a battered face, scarred around
the eyes like an old fighter. In battle he noved with a crouch, a fanged white
ape, grinning. Chanberlain had come to depend on him In battle nmen often
seened to nmelt away, reappearing afterward with tight mrthless grins. But
Kilrain was al ways there, eyes that saw through snoke, eyes that could read

t he ground.

Chanber |l ain said suddenly, "Buster, tell ne something. Wat do you think of
Negr oes?"

Kil rai n brooded.

"There are sonme who are unpopul ar," he concl uded.

Chanber | ai n wai t ed.

"Well, if you nmean the race, well, | don't really know "

He hunched his shoulders. "I have reservations, | will adnmt. As many a nman
does. As you well know This is not a thing to be ashamed of. But the thing
is, you cannot judge a race. Any man who judges by the group is a pea-wit. You
take men one at a tinme, and |I've seen a few blacks that earned nmy respect. A
few. Not many, but a few"

Chanberl ain said, "To me there was never any difference."

"None at all ?"

"None. O course, | didn't know that many. But those | knew. .. well, you

| ooked in the eye and there was a man. There was the divine spark, as ny

not her used to say. That was all there was to it... all thereis toit."

" Um "

"We used to have visitors fromthe South before the war. It was al ways very
polite. | never understood them but we stayed off the question of slavery
until near the end, out of courtesy. But toward the end there was no staying
away fromit, and there was one tine |I'll never forget. There was this

m ni ster, a Southern Baptist, and this professor fromthe University of
Virginia. The professor was a fanmous man, but nore than that, he was a good
man, and he had a brain."”

"Rare conbi nation."

"True. Well, we sat drinking tea. Ladies were present. 1'll never forget. He
held the tea like this." Chanberlain extended a delicate finger. "I kept
trying to be courteous, but this mnister was so damed wong and noral and
arrogant all at the same tinme that he began to get under ny skin. And finally
he said, like this: 'Look here, ny good nman, you don't understand.' There was
this tone of voice as if he was speaking to a stupid dull child and he was
bei ng patient, but running out of patience. Then he said, 'You don't
understand. You have to live with the Negro to understand. Let me put it this
way. Suppose | kept a fine stallion in one of ny fields, and suddenly one of
your Northern abolitionists cane up and insisted | should free it. Well, sir,
I would not be nore astonished. | feel exactly that way about ny bl acks, and
resent your |ack of know edge, sir.'" Kilrain grunted. Chanberlain said, "I
renmenber himsitting there, sipping tea. | tried to point out that a man is



not a horse, and he replied, very patiently, that that was the thing I did not
understand, that a Negro was not a man. Then |I left the room"

Kilrain smled. Chanberlain said slowmy, "I don't really understand it. Never
have. The nore | think on it the nore it horrifies nme. How can they |l ook in
the eyes of a man and nake a sl ave of himand then quote the Bible? But then
right after that, after | left the room the other one came to see ne, the
professor. | could see he was concerned, and | respected him and he
apol ogi zed for having offended ne in ny own hone."

"Ch yes." Kilrain nodded. "He would definitely do that."

"But then he pointed out that he could not apol ogize for his views, because
they were honestly held. And | had to see he was right there. Then he tal ked
to ne for a while, and he was trying to get through to me, just as | had tried
with the mnister. The difference was that this was a brilliant man. He
explained that the mnister was a noral man, kind to his children, and that
the minister believed every word he said, just as | did, and then he said, 'MW

young friend, what if it is you who are wong?' | had one of those nonents
when you feel that if the rest of the world is right, then you yourself have
gone mad. Because | was really thinking of killing him w ping himoff the

earth, and it was then | realized for the first tinme that if it was necessary
to kill them then | would kill them and sonething at the time said: you
cannot be utterly right. And there is still something every now and then which
says, 'Yes, but what if you are wong? " Chanberlain stopped. A shell burst
dimy a long way off, a dull and distant thunping.

They sat for a long while in silence, then Kilrain said, softly smling,
"Colonel, you're a lovely man." He shook his head. "I see at |ast a great

di fference between us, and yet, | admre ye, lad. You're an idealist, praise
be. "

Kilrain rubbed his nose, brooding. Then he said, "The truth is. Colonel, that
there's no divine spark, bless you. There's nmany a man alive no nore val ue
than a dead dog. Believe ne, when you've seen them hang each ot her..

Equality? Christ in Heaven. What I'mfighting for is the right to prove I'ma
better man than many. Were have you seen this divine spark in operation

Col onel ? Where have you noted this magnificent equality? The G eat Wite Joker
in the Sky doonms us all to stupidity or poverty frombirth. No two things on
earth are equal or have an equal chance, not a |leaf nor a tree. There's many a
man worse than me, and some better, but | don't think race or country matters
a damm. What matters is justice. 'Tis why |I'"'mhere. I'Il be treated as |
deserve, not as ny father deserved. I'mKilrain, and I God damm all gentl enen.
| don't know who me father was and | don't give a damm. There's only one
aristocracy, and that's right here-" he tapped his white skull with a thick
finger-"and you, Colonel |addie, are a nenber of it and don't even know it.
You are dammed good at everything |'ve seen you do, a lovely soldier, an
honest man, and you got a good heart on you too, which is rare in clever nmen.

Strange thing, I'mnot a clever man neself, but | know it when I run across
it. The strange and marvel ous thing about you. Colonel darlin', is that you
bel i eve in manki nd, even preachers, whereas when you' ve got mny great
experience of the world you will have |earned that good nen are rare, much
rarer than you think. Ah-" he raised his hands, smiling-"don't you worry about
m ni sters. The nore you kill, the nore you do the world a service." He
chuckl ed, rubbing his face. H's nose was fat and soft, rippling under his
fingers.

Chanberl ain said, "Wat has been done to the black is a terrible thing."



"True. From any point of view But your freed black will turn out no better
than many the white that's fighting to free him The point is that we have a
country here where the past cannot keep a good nman in chains, and that's the
nature of the war. It's the aristocracy |'mafter. Al that |ovely, pluned,
stinking chivalry. The people who | ook at you like a piece of filth, a

coachroach, ah." His face twitched to stark bitterness. "I tell you. Col onel
we got to win this war." He brooded. "Wat wll happen, do you think, if we

| ose? Do you think the country will ever get back together again?"

"Doubt it. Wound it too deep. The differences... If they win there'll be two
countries, like France and Germany in Europe, and the border will be arnmed.
Then there'll be a third country in the Wst, and that one will be the bal ance
of power.'' Kilrain sat nmoodily munching on a bl ade of grass. Mre cannons

t hunped; the dull sound rolled anmong the hills.

Kilrain said, "They used to have signs on tavern doors: Dogs and Irishnen keep
out. You ever see them signs, Colonel?"

"They burned a Catholic church up your way not |ong ago. Wth sonme nuns in
it."

"Yes."
"There was a divine spark."

Chanberl ai n grinned, shook his head. Kilrain turned away. Chanberlain sat for
a while silently and then took out a copy of Harper's Wekly he'd carried up
wi th him and began to ook through it. There was an article by a general from
Argentina concerning the use of Negro troops. He said that they fought very
well, with training.

Chanberl ain's nose winkled. The world around himgrew silent; there was
something in the air. The odor of dead neat cane down on the wind, drifting
through the trees. Soft and sour, the snell of distant death. It passed |like
an invisible cloud. Kilrain said, "Make you a little wager, Colonel. W'Il sit
here all day and in the evening we'll march away again." He lay back. "So
mght's well get sone rest.”

Chanber | ai n noved back against a tree. He was not tired. He cl osed his eyes,
saw a sudden shocki ng nenory of death, torn flaps of skin, the black rotted
nmeat of nuscle.

Kilrain said sleepily, "I bet nothing happens today."

But Chanberlain knew. He was certain. He | ooked toward the odor of death.
Still early in the day. Long tine until nightfall. They'll conme. He coul d not
relax. But what if it is you who are wong? But | amnot wong. Thank God for
that. If | were an officer for them on the other side, what would | be
feeling now?

The cannon had stilled. The old sol dier was poppi hg corn: pop pop poppity pop
Chanber | ain put down the paper, folded his arns.

Wi t ed.

3. LONGSTREET.

They had taken a door fromits hinges at the Thonpson house and pl aced it
across fence rails to serve as a map table. Lee stood above it with his arns



fol ded behind him staring down. Although the norning was warm and hunmid his
coat was buttoned at the throat, his face pale. He put one hand down, drumed
on the map, shook his head, then turned abruptly and wal ked off to the edge of
the trees to | ook toward Cenetery Hill

Longstreet sat gazing at the map, fixing it in his mnd

Johnston and O arke had scouted the Union position and it was drawn now on the
map in blue ink. Longstreet |ooked down at the map and then up at the hazy
blue ridge in the east, trying to orient hinself.

There were two hills beyond Gettysburg: first Cemetery Hill and beyond that
@Qulp's HII. The Union Arny had dug in along the crest of both hills, in a
crescent. Fromthe two hills ran a long ridge, like the shaft of a fishhook
Cenetery Ridge, sloping gradually down to the south to two nmore hills, one
rocky and bare, the other high and thickly wooded. Meade had put troops al ong
the ridge so that his position was shaped |ike the fishhook, but there were no
troops yet on the rocky hills.

Longstreet sat alone, a forbidding figure. He was thinking: Lee has made up
his mnd; there's nothing you can do.

Well. Then there will be a scrap. He took a deep breath.
Qught to get sonething to eat.
" Ceneral ?"

He | ooked down, saw the handsone face of Taylor, Lee's aide.

"Ceneral Lee wishes to speak to you, sir.

Lee was up on the rise by the Sem nary, wal king back and forth under the shade
trees. Oficers sat quietly by, joking softly, respectfully with each ot her
keepi ng an eye on the old man wal ki ng back and forth, back and forth, stopping
to stare at the eastern hills, the eastern haze. Longstreet cane up

"Ceneral ," Lee said.

Longstreet grunted. There was bright heat in Lee's eyes, like fever.
Longstreet felt a shudder of alarm

Lee said, "I like to go into battle with the agreement of my commanders, as
far as possible, as you know. W are all nenmbers of his army, in a comon

cause. "

Longstreet waited.

"I understand your position," Lee said. "I did not want this fight but | think
it was forced upon us. As the war was." He added, "As the war was." He stopped
and frowned, put up his fingers and rubbed the bridge of his nose. "Well," he
said. He gestured toward the north, toward Ewell. "General Ewell has changed

his mnd about attacking to the left. He insists the eneny is too firmy
entrenched and has been heavily reinforced in the night.

|'ve been over there personally. | tend to agree with him
There are elenments of at |east three Union corps occupying those hills."

Longstreet waited. Lee had been over to the left, through Gettysburg, to



i nspect BEwell's position, but he had not been to the right to check on
Longstreet. It was a neasure of his trust, and Longstreet knew it.

"I spoke to BEwell of your suggestion that he nmove around to the right. Both he
and Early were opposed.”

"Early." Longstreet grimaced, spat.

"Yes." Lee nodded. "Both Cenerals were of the opinion that an attack on the
right would draw of f Union forces and that they would then be able to take the
hills. They insist that w thdrawing from Gettysburg, giving it back to the
enemny, would be bad for norale, is unnecessary, and m ght be dangerous."

Lee | ooked at him the deep-set eyes still bright, still hot, still questing.
Longstreet said not hing.

"You di sagree," Lee said.

Longstreet shrugged. He had di sagreed | ast night, had argued all norning, but
now he was setting his mnd to it.

The attack woul d cone.

"We nust attack," General Lee said forcefully. "W nust attack. | would rather
not have done it upon this ground, but every noment we delay the eneny uses to
reinforce hinmself. We cannot support ourselves in this country. W cannot |et
hi m wor k around behind us and cut us off fromhome. W mnust hit himnow W
pushed hi myesterday; he will renenber it. The men are ready. | see no
alternative."

"Yes, sir," Longstreet said. He wants nme to agree. But | cannot agree. Let's
get on with it.

Lee waited for a nmonent, but Longstreet said nothing, and the silence
| engt hened until at last Lee said, "You will attack on the right with the
First Corps."

Longstreet nodded. He took off his hat and wi ped the sweat fromhis brow. He
was beginning to relax inside, like an unclenching fist. Now that you knew for
sure it was coming a man could rest a bit.

"I want you to attack en echelon, to take Cenetery Hill in reverse. H Il wll
support you wi th Pender and Anderson.

Heth's Division will be in reserve. It had a hard day yesterday. BEwell's
people will demonstrate, to keep them from reinforcing agai nst you."

"Al'l right," Longstreet said. "But | don't have Pickett. | have only Hood and
McLaws. "

Lee said, "You will have to go in without him"

Longstreet said stubbornly, "Law s Brigade is still coming up. | nust have
Law "

"How I ong wi Il that take?"

"At | east another hour."

"Al'l right." Lee nodded. Hi s head bobbed tightly; he was blinking.



"It will take time to position the nmen, the artillery."
"At your discretion. General."

"Sir." Longstreet bowed slightly.
"Let us go to the map." Lee turned back toward the table. "I am suspicious of
witten orders since that affair at Sharpsburg.”

Back at the map table nen waited for them expectantly.

Soneone told a joke; there was a ripple of laughter. Lee did not seemto
noti ce.

McLaws and Hood were at a table, along with A. P. Hill. H Il had | ooked well
in the norning, but he did not |ook well now. Lee bent down over the nap. He
said, "You will attack up at Enmm tsburg Road, up Cenetery Ridge, passing in
front of the Rocky Hill. Your objective will be to get in the rear of the
Union Army."

McLaws bent over the map. He was a patient man, stubborn and slow, not
brilliant, but a dependabl e sol dier

He had a deep streak of sloppy sentimentality to himand he |Ioved to sit
around fires singing sad songs of hone. He tended to be a bit ponpous at
tinmes, but he was reliable.

Lee said to McLaws, "Well, General, do you think you can carry this |ine?"

McLaws shrugged, glanced briefly at Longstreet. He was well aware of

Longstreet's theory of defensive tactics. He said pontifically, "Wll, sir, |
know of nothing to prevent ny taking that line, but then, of course, | haven't
seen it nyself. | wouldn't mind taking out a |line of skirmshers to

reconnoiter the position."

"Unnecessary," Longstreet said. "Waste of tine. W' ve had scouts out al
nmorning. Let's get on with it, CGeneral. | don't want you to | eave your
Di vi sion. "

McLaws | ooked to Lee. Lee nodded.

"Yes. Vell, we will step off in echelon, fromright to left.

Ewell will wait until he hears your artillery. The left of your advance will
be on the Emmi tsburg Road. Your right will sweep under those rocky heights."
"We' || have enfilade fire com ng down on us."

"Not for long," Lee said. "You'll be up over the ridge and take themin the
rear. Wen you are heavily engaged, Ewell will take themin front."

Longstreet nodded. It might work. Heavy |loss, but it might work.
Hood, who had been silent, said suddenly, softly, "General Lee?"

They turned to face him Lee considered hima fine tactician, and nore than
that. Hood was a man you listened to. He said, in that soft voice, "General
I'd like to send one brigade around those rocky heights. | think I can get
into their wagon trains back there."



Lee shook his head quickly, raised a hand as if warding himoff.

"Let's concentrate. Ceneral, concentrate. | can't risk losing a brigade."
Hood said nothing, glanced at Longstreet. MlLaws was not quite sure where to
post his Division. They discussed that for a while, and then explained it to
H1l. Longstreet turned suddenly to Sorrel, who was standing by.

"Mpjor, | need sonmething to eat."

"To eat, sir? O course, sir. Wiat would you like, sir?"

"Marching food," Longstreet said, "I don't give a damm what."

Sorrel noved off. Longstreet | ooked up and saw Harry Heth, a white bandage on
hi s head, standing weakly by a tree, |ooking down vacantly to the map table,
trying to conprehend.

"How are you. Harry?" Longstreet said.

Het h turned, squinted, blinked. "I'mfine," he said.

"What' s happeni ng? Are you going to attack? \Where's ny Division?"

Lee said, "Your Division will not fight today. CGeneral. | want you to rest."
There was that tone in his voice, that nmarvel ous warnth, that nmade them al

| ook not at Heth but at Lee, the gray beard, the dark-eyed, the old man, the
fighter.

"Sir, I'mfine," Heth said. But he could not even stand w thout the hand on
the tree.
Lee smled. "OF course, sir. But | would rather you rested. W will soon be

needi ng you." He turned back to the table. "Gentl emen?" he said.
They nmoved out. Al exander was off to place the artillery.

McLaws noved out to join his Division. Hood wal ked for a nonent at
Longstreet's side.

"We nmarched all night," Hood said. "Took a two hour break, fromtwo A M to
four, then marched again to get here."

"I know, " Longstreet said.

"Law s people will conme even farther, with no rest. It's twenty-four niles to
Quilford. He left at three AM Wen he gets here he'll be pretty tired." Hood
squinted at the sun.

"Not that it makes rmuch difference, | guess. But one thing, General. Everybody
here's had first crack at the water. | want to round some up for Law s boys
when they arrive. They'll be thirsty, wells may be dry."

"See to it," Longstreet said. "Any way you can." He paused, watched the nen
around hi mnoving into notion, nen nounting on horses, cannon novi ng past and
swinging into position, the artillery people beginning to dig trenches

al ongsi de the guns. He said, "Your idea of noving to the right was sound, but
his mnd was set. Well, we'll do what we can." He turned. At noments like this
it was difficult to look a man in the eye. He put out his hand.



"Well, Sam let's go to it. Take care of yourself."

Hood took the hand, held it for a nmoment. Sometines you touched a man I|ike
this and it was the last time, and the next tinme you saw himhe was cold and
white and bl oodl ess and the warnth was gone forever

Hood said, "And you, Pete." He wal ked away, thin, awkward, |ong bony strides.

Longstreet thought: Best soldier in the arny. If it can be done, he will do
it. He and Pickett. My two. Ch God, there's not enough of them W have to
spend themlike gold, in single pieces. Once they're gone, there will be no
nor e.

Sorrel appeared with a tin plate, a steam ng slab of neat.
"What's that?" Longstreet sniffed.
"Bit of steak, sir. Conplinents of Major Mses."

Longstreet picked it up in his fingers, too hot, sucked the ends of his
fingers: delicious.

"Maj or Moses thought you wanted fighting food, sir.
Longstreet ate with slow delight. Hot food for a hot day.
W Il be much hotter later on

Longstreet noved toward his conmand. The corps was to be led into position by
Lee's engi neer. Captain Johnston, who had scouted the area this norning. Lee
had gone off to see Ewell, to explain the attack to him Longstreet told
Johnston, "Time doesn't matter here. What matters is surprise. W nust go on
unobserved. W're hitting themon the flank. If they see us coming they'l

have time to swing round their artillery and it'll be a dam slaughter. So you
take your tinme. Captain, but | don't want us observed."

Johnston saluted, his face strained. "Sir," he said, "my | nake a point?"

"Make away. "
"Ceneral Lee has ordered ne to conduct you to the field. But, sir, | scouted
the Union position this nmorning, not the roads leading to it. | don't know

much nore about how to get there than you do."

Longstreet sighed. Stuart's fault. If there were cavalry here, the roads and
routes would be known. Longstreet said, "All right. Captain. But anything you
know is nore than I know "

"But, sir. Ceneral Lee is giving me responsibility for an entire corps.”
Johnst on sweat ed.

"I know, Captain. It's a weight, isn't it? Wll. You |l ead on as best you can
If you get nervous, call. But |I don't want us observed."

"Yes, sir, very good, sir." He rode off.

Longstreet took out a treasured cigar, lighted it, chonped it. Stuart. He
ought to be court-marti al ed.

Wuld you do it? Court-nartial Stuart?



Yes, | woul d.

Seriously? O are you just tal king?

Longstreet thought a nmoment. Lee wouldn't. Lee won't.
But | woul d.

The I ong march began at around noon, the sun high in a cloudl ess sea of
burni ng haze. A nessenger canme in fromLaw he had joined Hood's col um back
at WIIloughby Run. A superb nmarch. Longstreet sent his conplinents, hoped Hood
got himthe water. On little things like that-a cup of water-battles were

deci ded. Ceneral ship? How nuch of a factor is it, really?

He rode in the dust of a blazing road, brooding in his saddle. The hot neat
had fired him He rode alone, and then there was cheering behind him raw,
hoarse cheering fromdusty throats, and there was Lee-the old man with the
slight smle, the eyes bright with new vigor, revived, the fight comng up to
warm hi mlike sunrise

"Ceneral ." Longstreet touched his cap

"You don't mind if | acconmpany you?" Lee said in the gravely fornal

gentl eman' s way.

Longstreet bowed. "d ad to have you with us." There was a peculiar hilarity in
Longstreet's breast, the mulish foolish hungry feeling you get just before an
assault. There was a certain wild independence in the air, blowing |like a hot
wi nd inside his head. He felt an absurd inpulse to josh old Lee, to pat him on
the back and ruffle the white hair and tell imoral stories. He felt foolish,
fond and hungry. Lee |ooked at himand abruptly smled, alnbst a grin, a
sudden light blazing in black round eyes.

"Heat rem nds me of Mexico," Longstreet said. Visions of those days rolled and
boi |l ed: white snoke bl owi ng through broken white buildings, wld-haired

Pi ckett going over the wall, man's face with pools of dirt in the eyes, sky
wheeling in black blotches, silver blotches, after the wound. Lieutenant
Longstreet: for distinguished service on the field of battle..

"Yes, but there it was very dry." Lee squinted upward.

"And | believe it was warmer. Yes, it was undoubtedly warnmer."

"That was a good outfit. There were some very good men in that outfit."

"Yes," Lee said.

"Some of them are up ahead now, waiting for us."

And the past flared again in Longstreet's mind, and the world tilted, and for
a nonent they were all one arnmy again, riding with old friends through the
white dust toward Chapultepec. And then it was past. He blinked, grimaced,

| ooked at Lee. The old man was gazing silently ahead into the rising dust.
"It troubles me sonetimes," Longstreet said. H's mnd rang a warning, but he
went on grimy, as you ride over rocks. "They're never quite the eneny, those
boys in blue."

"1 know," Lee said.



"I used to command those boys," Longstreet said.

"Difficult thing to fight nen you used to comand."
Lee sai d not hi ng.

"Swore an oath too," Longstreet said. He shook his head violently. Strange

t hought to have, at the nmoment. "I nust say, there are tinmes when |I'm
troubled. But... couldn't fight against home. Not against your own famly. And
yet... we broke the vow '' Lee said, "Let's not think on this today."

"Yes," Longstreet said. There was a nonment of dusty silence. He grunmbled to
hinsel f: why did you start that? Wy tal k about that now? Dam f ool

Then Lee said, "There was a higher duty to Virginia. That was the first duty.
There was never any doubt about that."

"Quess not," Longstreet said. But we broke the vow.
Lee said, "The issue is in God's hands. W will live with H s decision
whi chever way it goes."

Longstreet glanced at the dusty face, saw a shadow cross the eyes like a
passing wing. Lee said, "I pray it will be over soon."

"Amen," Longstreet said.

They rode for a while in silence, a tiny island in the snoky stream of
mar chi ng men. Then Lee said slowy, in a strange, soft, slow tone of voice,
"Sol di eri ng has one great trap."

Longstreet turned to see his face. Lee was riding slowy ahead, without
expression. He spoke in that sanme slow voice.

"To be a good soldier you nust |love the arny. But to be a good officer you
must be willing to order the death of the thing you love. This is... a very
hard thing to do. No other profession requires it. That if one reason why
there are so very few good officers. Although there are many good nen."

Lee rarely lectured. Longstreet sensed a nessage beyond it. He waited. Lee
said, "W don't fear our own deaths, you and |I." He smiled slightly, then

gl anced away. "W protect ourselves out of mlitary necessity, not fear. You,
sir, do not protect yourself enough and rnust give thought to it. | need you.
But the point is, we are afraid to die. W are prepared for our own deaths and
for the deaths of conrades. We learn that at the Point. But | have seen this
happen: We are not prepared for as many deaths as we have to face, inevitably
as the war goes on. There cones a tine..."

He paused. He had been gazing straight ahead, away from Longstreet. Now,
bl ack- eyed, he turned back, glanced once quickly into Longstreet's eyes, then
| ooked away.

"We are never prepared for so many to die. So you understand? No one is. W
expect sonme chosen few. W expect an occasional enpty chair, a toast to dear
departed conrades. Victory celebrations for nost of us, a hallowed death for a
few. But the war goes on. And the men die. The price gets ever higher. Sone
officers... can pay no longer. W are prepared to | ose sonme of us." He paused
again. "But never all of us. Surely not all of us. But... that is the trap

You can hol d not hi ng back when you attack. You nust commt yourself totally.



And yet, if they all die, a man nust ask hinself, will it have been worth it?"

Longstreet felt a col dness down his spine. He had never heard Lee speak this
way. He had not known Lee thought of this kind of thing. He said, "You think I
feel too nuch for the nmen."

"Ch no," Lee shook his head quickly. "Not too rmuch. | did not say 'too nuch'."
But |... was just speaking."

Longstreet thought: Possibly? But his mind said: No. It is not that. That's
the trap all right, but it's not ny trap. Not yet. But he thinks I |ove the
men too much. He thinks that's where all the talk of defense comes from M
God... But there's no tine.

Lee said, "General, you know, |'ve not been well lately."

That was so unlike himthat Longstreet turned to stare. But the face was calm
conposed, watchful. Longstreet felt a rumble of unexpected affection. Lee
said, "I hope ny illness has not affected nmy judgnent. | rely on you always to
tell me the truth as you see it."

"Of course.”
"No matter how nuch | disagree."
Longstreet shrugged.

"I want this to be the last battle," Lee said. He took a deep breath. He
| eaned forward slightly and | owered his voice, as if to confide sonething
terribly important. "You know, General, under this beard I'mnot a young man."

Longstreet chuckl ed, grunbled, rubbed his nose.

A courier came toiling down the dusty | ane, pushing his horse through the
crowded troops. The nman rode to Lee. In this arny Lee was al ways easy to find.
The courier, whom Longstreet did not recognize, saluted, then for sone
unaccount abl e reason took off his hat, stood bareheaded in the sun, yellow
hair plastered wetly all over his scalp.

"Message from General Hood, sir.

"Yes." Politely, Lee waited.

"The General says to tell you that the Yankees are moving troops up on the
hi gh Rocky Hill, the one to the right. And there's a signal teamup there."*
Lee nodded, gave his conplinments.

"That was to be expected. Tell General Hood that General Meade mi ght have
saved hinmself the trouble. W'll have that hill before night."

The courier put his hat back on and rode off. They rode on for a while in
silence. Then Lee halted abruptly in the center of the road. He said, "I
suppose | should be getting back. 1'Il only be in your way."

"Not at all," Longstreet said. But it was Lee's practice to back off, once the
fight had begun, and let the comranders handle it. He could see that Lee was
reluctant to go. Gadually it dawned on himthat Lee was worried for him

"You know," Lee said slowy, |ooking eastward again, toward the heights, "when
| awoke this nmorning | half thought he'd be gone, General Meade, that he would



not want to fight here. When | woke up | thought, yes, Meade will be gone, and
Longstreet will be happy, and then I can please O d Pete, my war-horse."

"We' || nmake himsorry he stayed." Longstreet grinned.

"They fought well yesterday. Meredith's brigade put up a fine fight. They will
fight well again today."

Longstreet smiled. "W'll see," he said.
Lee put out a hand. Longstreet took it. The grip no longer quite so firm the
hand no | onger quite so |arge.

"God go with you," Lee said. It was like a blessing froma minister.
Longstreet nodded. Lee rode off.

Now Longstreet was al one. And now he felt a cold depression. He did not know
why. He chewed anot her cigar.

The arny ahead halted. He rode past waiting nen, gradually began to becone
annoyed. He | ooked up and saw Captain Johnston riding back, his face flushed
and worri ed.

"Ceneral ," Johnston said, "lI'msorry, but if we go on down this road the eneny
will viewus."

Longstreet swore. He began to ride ahead, saw Joe Kershaw ahead, on horseback
waiting with his South Carolina Brigade. Longstreet said, "Conme on, Joe, let's
see what's up."

They rode together, Johnston follow ng, across a road crossing fromeast to
west. On the north comer there was a tavern, deserted, the door open into a

bl ack interior. Beyond the tavern was a rise-Herr Ridge, Johnston said, a
continuation of the ridge |eading out fromtown, facing Sem nary R dge about a
mle away, not two mles fromthe Rocky HIl. Longstreet rode up fromunder a
clump of trees into the open. In front of himwas a broad green field at |east
half a mle w de, spreading eastward. To the south | oomed the Rocky Hill, gray
boul ders clearly visible along the top, and beyond it the higher em nence of
the Round Hill. Any march al ong here would be clearly visible to troops on
that hill. Longstreet swore again.

"Dam!" he roared, then abruptly shut his nouth.

Johnston said worriedly, "General, |I'msorry."

Longstreet said, "But you're dead right. W'll have to find another road." He
turned to Kershaw. "Joe, we're turning around. |'mtaking over as guide. Send
somebody for ny staff.”

Sorrel and Goree were com ng up, then Gsnun Latrobe.

Longstreet outlined the change: both Divisions would have to stop where they
were and turn around. Longstreet rode gloomly back along the Iine. God, how
long a delay would there be? It was after one now Lee's attack was en

echel on.

That took a long time. Well, we'll get this right in a hurry.

He sent Sorrel to Lee with word of the change of direction



Then he scouted for a new path. He rode all the way back to the Cashtown Road,
getting madder and madder as he rode.

If Stuart had appeared at that noment Longstreet woul d have arrested him

To save time, he ordered the brigades to double the line of march. But tine
was passing. There was a flurry over near the center. Longstreet sent Goree to
find out what was happening and it turned out to be nothing nuch-skirm sh of

pi ckets in Anderson's front.

They marched, seventeen thousand nen, their wagons, their artillery. Captain
Johnston was shattered; it was all his fault. Longstreet propped himup. If it
was anybody's fault, it was Stuart's. But it was naddening. He found a new
route al ong WI Il oughby Run, followed it down through the dark woods. At | east
it was out of the sun. Myst of these nen had nmarched all the day before and
all the night and they were fading visibly, lean men, holloweyed, falling out
to stare whitely at nothing as you passed, and they were expected to march now
again and fight at the end of it. He noved finally out through the woods
across country in the general direction he knew had to be right and so cane at
last within sight of that gray tower, that dammed rocky hill, but they were
under cover of the trees along Sem nary Ridge and so there ought to be at

| east sone senbl ance of surprise. Sorrel rode back and forth with reports to
Lee, who was becom ng steadily nore unnerved, and Sorrel had a very bad habit
of being a bit too presunptuous on occasion, and finally Longstreet turned in
his saddl e and roared, "Sorrel, God damm it! Everybody has his pace. This is
m ne. "

Sorrel retreated to a distance. Longstreet would not be hurried. He placed
Hood to the right, then McLaws before him Anderson's Division of Hll's Corps
shoul d be next in line. The soldiers were still nmoving into |ine when MLaws
was back. He was nildly confused.

"Ceneral, | understood General Lee to say that the enemy would be up on the
ri dge back there and we woul d attack across the road and up the ridge."

Longstreet said, "That's correct.”
McLaws hunmed, scratched his face.
"Wel | ?" Longstreet said om nously.

"Well, the eneny's right in front of nme. He's dug in just across that road.
He's all over that peach orchard.”

Longstreet took out his glasses, rode that way, out into the open, |ooked. But
this was a poor point, |ow ground; there was brush country ahead and he coul d
not see clearly.

He began to ride forward. He heard the popping of rifle fire to the north.
Not hi ng nuch, not yet. But then there was the whine of a bullet in the air,
here and past, gone away, death sliding through the air a few feet above him
di sappeari ng behind him Longstreet grunted. Sniper? From where? He scanned

t he brush. God knows. Can't worry now. He rode to a rail fence, stared down a
sl ope, saw a battery a long way off, down in flat ground beyond the peach

or char d.

Bl ue troops, speckled a |long fence. He could see them noving rails.

Behind him MLaws said, "Lot of them"



Longstreet | ooked up toward the ridge. But he could make out nothing at all
You don't suppose... they noved down here? Forward, off the ridge? How many?
You don't suppose a whol e Corps?

He | ooked around, spied Fairfax, sent himoff with word to Lee.
McLaws said, "Wat now?"

"Same plan. You hit them Hood goes first. You key on his | ast Brigade. That
will be G T. Anderson."

"Right. "

Longstreet was running | ow on aides. He found Goree, sent himoff to Hood,
telling himto send vedettes ahead to scout the ground. There was not a

caval ryman near, not one horse. Longstreet swore. But he was feeling better
Any minute now it would all begin. Al hell would break | oose and then no nore
worrying and fretting and fumng; he'd hit straight up that road with
everything he had. Never been afraid of that. Never been afraid to lose it al

i f necessary.

Longstreet knew hinmsel f. There was no fear there. The only fear was not of
death, was not of the war, was of blind stupid human frailty, of blind proud
foolishness that could lose it all. He was thinking very clearly now. M nd
seened to uncloud |ike washed gl ass. Everything cool and crystal

He gl anced at his watch. Getting on toward four o'clock

Good CGod. Lee's echelon plan woul d never work. Send nessenger to Lee. Let's
all go in together. The hell with a plan

But no nmessenger was avail able. A noment |ater one of Hood' s boys found him
riding slowy forward, watching MLaws noving into position

"Sir, message from General Hood. He says his scouts have noved to the right,
says there's nothing there. Nothing between us and the Federal train. He
suggests nost urgently we nmove around the big hill there and take them from
the rear.”

Longstreet sighed. "Sonny boy," he said patiently, disgustedly, "you go back
and tell Samthat | been telling General Lee that same dam thing for two
days, nmove to the right, and there aint no point in bringing it up again. Tel
himto attack as ordered."

The young scout saluted and was gone. Longstreet sat alone. And there was
happy-eyed Fremantle, dirty and cheery on a ragged horse. He seened never to
change hi s cl ot hes.

"Ceneral, are things about to conmence?"

"They are indeed." Longstreet grinned. "l suggest you find a convenient tree."
"I will, oh, I will indeed." He turned, pulling the horse away, then turned
back. "Ch, sir, | say, best of luck."

"Charming," Longstreet said.

Bar ksdal e' s Bri gade, M ssissippians, was passing him noving into line. He
wat ched them place all extra baggage, all blankets, all kitbags, and post one
| one guard-a frail young man who | ooked genuinely ill, who sagged agai nst the



fence. Longstreet approached and saw that the corn-silk hair was not young,
not young at all. The frail young man was a gaunt man with white hair. And he
was ill. He opened red eyes, stared vaguely upward.

"Howdy, General," he said. He smiled feebly.
Longstreet said, "Can | get you anythi ng?"

The old man shook his head. He gasped. "Aint nothin' serious. Damm green
appl es. Damm Yankee apples." He clutched his stomach. Longstreet grinned,
noved on

He saw Barksdale froma | ong way off. The fampus politician had his hat off
and was waving it wildly and his white hair was flow ng and bobbi ng,

conspi cuous, distingui shed. Longstreet was fond of this Brigade. Privately he
thought it the best in MLaws' whol e Division, but of course he couldn't say
so. But everybody knew M ssissippi was tough. What was it that old man said
back in Chanmbersburg? "You nen of Virginia are gentlenen. But those people
from M ssissippi." Longstreet grinned. Another fella had said the sane thing
about Hood's Texans.

The joke about breastworks. Ch God, let's go.

The sane officer, back from Hood. The face was wary, the voice was firm
"Ceneral Hood begs to report, sir, that the eneny has his left flank in the
air. He requests your presence, sir, or that of General Lee. He begs to inform
you that in his opinion it would be nmost unwi se to attack up the Emm tsburg
Road. The ground is very bad and heavily defended. \Wereas if we nove to the

rear, sir, there is no defense all. The enemy has uncovered the Rocky Hill."
Longstreet said, "Tell CGeneral Hood..." Then he thought: they uncovered the
Rocky Hill. MLaws has troops in front of him Good God. They aren't back on
the ridge at all; they' ve nmoved forward. He took out the map he had drawn of

the position, tried to visualize it.

The Union Arny was supposed to be up on the ridge. But it wasn't. It was down
in the peach orchard

He stared at the nap again.
So Hood had found an opening to the right. O course.

Longstreet stared again at his watch. Alnost four. Lee was mles away. If | go

to himnow .. He saw again the grave gray face, the dark reproachful eyes. Too
| at e.
Wl |, Longstreet thought. Lee wants a frontal assault. | guess he'll have one.

He turned to the nessenger
"Tell CGeneral Hood to attack as ordered."”

McLaws and Barksdal e canme up together. Barksdal e was breat hing deeply, face
pal e, ready for the fight. He said, "Wen do we go in?"

"In awhile, inawile."

There was a cannon to the right. The begi nning? No. Hood was probing with his
batteries. Longstreet extracted another cigar. The supply was low. Calmy he
told Goree to go get sonme nore. He | ooked up to see Harry Sellars. Hood's AG
Longstreet thought: Sellars is a good nman, the best he has. Hood's trying to



i npress ne. The cannon booned. Sellars started tal king. Longstreet said
gently, "Harry, I"'msorry."

Sellars said, his voice touched with desperation, "CGeneral, will you | ook at
the ground? W can't even nount artillery.”

"Al'l right." Longstreet decided to ride with him Tine was running out. Even
now, if Lee attacked en echelon, some of the brigades could not attack before
dark, unless everything went very snmoothly, and it would not go snoothly, not
today. Longstreet rode, listening to Sellars, thinking: when you study war
it's all so clear. Everybody knows all the novenments. General So and So shoul d
have done such and such. God knows we all try. W none of us |ose battles on
purpose. But now on this field what can we do that's undone?

He cane on Hood, preparing to nove out. There was sonething rare in his face;
a light was shining fromhis eyes. Longstreet had heard men tal k of Hood's
face in a fight, but he had not seen it; the fight had not yet begun. But
Hood's eyes, normally so soft and sad, were w de and bl ack as round coal s,
shining with a bl ack heat.

Hood said, "General, the ground is strewn with boul ders.

They are dug in all over the ground and there are guns in the rocks above.
Every nove | make is observed. If | attack as ordered | will lose half ny
Division, and they will still be | ooking down our throats fromthat hill. W
must nove to the right."

Longstreet said nothing. He | ooked down; through thick woods he could begin to
see the boul ders, great boulders tall as houses, piled one upon another |ike
t he wreckage of a vast expl osion

Hood said, "How can you nmount cannon in that?"

Longstreet: "Sam.." He shook his head. He thought of it again. No. Too |late.
| cannot go against Lee. Not again. He said, "Sam the Commandi ng General will
not approve a nove to the right. | argued it yesterday. | argued it al
nmorning. Hell, |'ve been arguing against any attack at all. How can | cal

this one off? W have our orders. Go on in. W're waiting on you."

Hood stared at himw th the black round eyes. Longstreet felt an overwhel ning
wave of sadness. They're all going in to die. But he could say nothing. Hood
stared at him

Hood: "Let ne nove to the right, up the Round Hill. If | could get a battery
up there..."

Longstreet shook his head. "Not enough tinme. You'd have to cut trees; it would
be dark before you were in action."

But he was staring upward at the top of the Rocky Hill

Everywhere you went, that dammed hill | ooked down on you. The key to the
position. Once they got a battery up there. Longstreet said, "You re going to
have to take that hill."

He poi nted.

Hood said, "They don't even need rifles to defend that. Al they need to do is
roll rocks down on you."



Longstreet said, "But you're going to have to take it."
"Ceneral, | do this under protest."
Longstreet nodded. Hood turned. His staff was waiting.

He began issuing orders in a |l ow voice. Longstreet backed away. Hood sal uted
and rode off. Longstreet rode back toward MLaws.

Goodbye, Sam You're right. You're the best I've got. If | |ose you, | don't
know what I'I1l do. God bl ess you, Sam

Longstreet was rattled. Never been this rattled in a fight.

But the guns began and the sound livened him W'I|l brood later. W'IIl count
the dead and brood later. Wth any luck at all... but did you see those rocks?

He rode out into the open. That damed rocky hill stood off to his right,
overl ooking the field. That they should |l eave it uncovered was incredible. He
saw notion: signal flags?

Sonet hing was up there. Not a battery, not yet. The fire of Hood was
spreading. The first brigade had hit. There was no wind now, the air all dead
around him Hood's snoke stayed where it was, then slowy, very slowy, like a
huge ghost, the white cloud came drifting gracefully up the ridge, clinging to
the trees, drifting and tearing. The second brigade was follow ng. The fire
grew. Longstreet noved to where McLaws and Bar ksdal e were standi ng t oget her

Wof ford had come up.

They all stood together, waiting. The old man who was guardi ng the clothing of
that one M ssissippi reginent was asleep against the rail fence, his nmouth
open. Longstreet rode forward with Barksdal e. The nan was eager to go in.

McLaws noved back and forth, checking the line.

There were woods in front of them to the left a gray farnmhouse. The nmen were
scattered all through the trees, red pennants di pped down, rifles bristling
i ke black sticks.

Longstreet saw a shell burst in the woods ahead, another, another. The Yanks
knew t hey were there, knew they were coming. God, did Meade have the whol e
Uni on Arny here?

Agai nst nmy two divi sions?
McLaws came up. Even McLaws was getting nervous "Well, sir? Wen do | go in?"

"CalmMy," Longstreet said, "calmy" He stared through his gl asses. He could
see through the trees a Union battery firing froman orchard on the far side
of the road. He said, "W&'Il all go in directly." Sonmething in Longstreet was
savage now, he enjoyed hol di ng t hem back, the savage power. He could feel the
fire building in MLaws, in Barksdale, as water builds behind a damm.

But it was the point of an echelon attack. You begin on one side. The eneny is
pressed and begins to nove troops there. At the right nmonent your attack opens
i n another place. The eneny does not know where to nove troops now, or to nove
any at all. He delays. He is upset where he is, not quite so definite. Wth

[ uck, you catch himon the nove. He does not realize the attack is en echel on
for a while; he thinks perhaps it is a diversion, and he will be hit on



anot her flank. So he waits, and then gradually he is envel oped where he is,
and if his line was thin to begin with, you have not allowed himto
concentrate, and if he ganbled and concentrated, then he is very weak
somewher e, and sonewhere you break through. So restraint was necessary now,
and Longstreet got down off the horse and sat astride the fence for a while,
chatting, the fire growing all around him shells com ng down in the woods
ahead, beginning to fall in the field around him and MlLaws stood there

bl i nki ng and Bar ksdal e runni ng fingers through his hair.

"Not yet, not yet," Longstreet said cheerily, but he got back on his horse and
began riding slowy forward into the trees. In the dark of the trees he could
snell splintered wood and see white upturned faces with wide white dirty
flowers and he | ooked out to see a battery working steadily, firing into the
woods. He heard the first noans but saw no dead.

Al most time now. At his el bow, Barksdal e was sayi ng sonet hing, pleading. The
M ssi ssi ppi boys were staring not at Barksdal e but at Longstreet. Longstreet
| ooked down.

"Well," he said, "l guess it's time. If you're ready, sir, why don't you go
take that battery, that battery right there?"

He poi nted. Barksdal e screaned, waved his hat. The nen rose. Barksdal e forned
themin line, the shells zipping the | eaves above them They stepped out of

t he woods, Barksdale in front, on foot, forbidden to ride, and Longstreet saw
them go off across the field and saw the eneny fire open up, a whole fence
suddenly puff into white snmoke, and the bullets whirred by and clipped anong
the | eaves and thunked the trees, and Longstreet rode out into the open and
took off his hat. Barksdal e was going straight for the guns, running,
screaming, far out in front, alone, as if in arace with all the world, hair
streaming like a white torch.

Longstreet rode behind him his hat off, waving, scream ng, Go! CGo you
M ssi ssi ppi! Go!

4. CHAMBERLAI N
heard the cannon begin. sat up. Kilrain sat up

Tom Chanberl ain went on sl eepi ng, mouth open, saintly young, at peace.

Chanberlain said, "That's nostly in the west."

Kilrain cocked his head, listening. "I thought the Rebs were all up at
Gettysburg." He | ooked at Chamberl ain, eyes dark. "You don't suppose they're
fl anki ng us again."

The cannons were bl ossomng, filling the air with thunder, far enough away to
soften and roll, not angry yet, but grow ng.

"At Chancellorsville they cane in on the right. This tine they could be on the
left.”

"Do you think they'll ever |earn, our goddamm general s?"
Chanberl ain shook his head. "Wait."

The nmen in the field were stirring. Sone of the newer nmen were pulling the
tent hal ves down, but the others, professionals, had rolled over and were



staring mthe direction of the firing. The corn popper renmai ned asl eep

Chanberl ai n thought: Alert the nen? Sonme of themwere |ooking to him One
stood up, yawned, stretched, glanced unconcernedly in his direction. Not yet.
Chanberl ai n put the novel away.

Kilrain said, "That's a whol e divi sion
Chanber | ai n nodded.
"Good thing their artillery aint very good.

A rider had cone over the crest of the hill, was | oping down through the tal
grass anong the boul ders. Chanberlain stood up. The courier sal uted.

"Col onel Vincent's conpliments, sir. You are instructed to form your
regi ment."

Chanberl ain did not ask what was going on. He felt a cool ness spreading al
the way through him He began buttoning his shirt as the courier rode off-no
hurry, why hurry?-and began slipping on the belt and saber. Wen he was done
wi th that he began snoothing his hair, yawned, grinned, turned to Tozier.

"Sergeant, have the Reginent fall in.
He | ooked down on Tom sl eeping Tom Mns favorite.

He'll be all right. Did not want to wake him Delayed a nmoment, buttoned his
collar. Hot day for that. Shadows grow ng | onger. Cool soon. He nudged Tom
with his foot.

Tom groaned, licked his |lips, groaned again, opened his eyes.
"Hey, Lawrence." He blinked and sat up, heard the thunder. "What's happeni ng?"
"Let's go," Chanberl ain said.

"Right." He junped to his feet. Chanberlain wal ked out into the sun. Sone of
the men were in line, form ng by conpanies. The Regi nent was bi gger now
Chanberl ain was gl ad of the new men. Ellis Spear had cone sleepily up

di sarranged, eyes w de. Chanberlain told himto bring everybody, cooks and
prisoners, sick-call people. Chanberlain took a deep breath, smelled wet
grass, hay, felt his heart beating, |ooked up into God's broad sky, shivered
as a thrill passed through him He |ooked down through the woods.

The whol e Bri gade was form ng.

And not hi ng happened. The guns thundered beyond the hill. They were in line,
wai ti ng. Chamberlain | ooked at his watch. Not quite four. The nen were
remarkably quiet, nost of themstill sleepy. Sergeant Ruel Thomas, an orderly,
reported fromsick call. Chanberlain nodded formally.

Meade had ordered every soldier to action, even the Provost Guards. This was
it, the last great effort. Don't think now rest.

Here, at last, was Vincent, riding at a gallop down the |ong slope. He reined
up, the horse rising and kicking the air. Al the faces watched him

"Col onel, colum of fours. Follow ne."



Chanber | ai n gave the order, nounted, feeling weak. No strength in his arns.
Vi ncent gave orders to aides: they galloped away. Vincent said, "They're
attacking the left flank. Sickles has got us in one hell of a jam"

They began noving up the slope. The Twentieth Miine cane after them four
abreast. Vincent was shaking his handsone head.

"Dam fool. Unbelievable. But | must say, remarkably beautiful thing to see.”

They noved up between rocks. The artillery fire was grow ng, becom ng nassive.
They found a narrow road | eadi ng upward: hi gh ground ahead. Vincent spurred
his horse, waved to Chamberlain to cone on. They gal |l oped across a wooden
bridge, a dark creek, then up a narrow farmroad. The firing was |ouder. A
shell tore through the trees ahead, smashed a |inb, blasted rock. Fragnents
spattered the air.

Chanberl ain turned, saw Tom s white grinning face, saw himflick rock dust
fromhis uniform blinking it out of his eyes, grinning bleakly. Chanberlain
gri maced, gestured.

Tom sai d, "Wee."

Chanberl ain said, "Listen, another one a bit closer and it will be a hard day
for Mother. You get back to the rear and watch for stragglers. Keep your
di stance fromnme."

"Right, fine." Tomtouched his cap, a thing he rarely did, and noved off

t houghtfully Chanberlain felt an easing in his chest, a small weight lifted.
Vincent trotted coolly into the open, reined his horse. Chanberlain saw
through a break in the trees, blue hills very far away, hazy ridges mles to
the west, not ridges, nountains; he was on high ground. Vincent paused, | ooked
back, saw the Reginent coming up the road, shook his head, violently "That
damm fool Sickles, you know hi n?"

"Know of him"

Anot her shell passed close, fifty yards to the left, clipped a |linb,
ri cocheted up through the | eaves. Vincent glanced that way, then back, went
on.

"The Bully Boy You know the one. The politician from New York. Fella shot his
wife's lover. The Barton Key affair. You ve heard of it?"

Chanber | ai n nodded.

"Well, the damm fool was supposed to fall in on the left of Hancock, right
there." Vincent pointed up the ridge to the right. "He should be right here,
as a matter of fact, where we're standing. But he didn't like the ground."

Vi ncent shook his head, anazed. "He didn't like the ground. So he just up and
nmoved his whole Corps forward, hour or so ago. | saw them go. Amazing.
Beautiful. Full marching Iine forward, as if they were going to pass in
review. Myved right on out to the road down there. Leaving his hill uncovered.
Isn't that amazi ng?" Vincent grimaced.

"Politicians. Well, let's go."

The road turned upward, into dark woods. Shells were falling up there.
Chanber | ain heard the w cked hum of shrapnel in | eaves.



Vincent said, "Don't mean to rush you peopl e, but perhaps we better
doubl e-tine."

The nmen began to nove, running upward into the dark

Chanberl ain foll owed Vincent up the rise. The artillery was firing at nothing;
there was no one ahead at all. They passed massive boul ders, the stunps of
newly sawed trees, splinters of shattered ones. Chanberlain could begin to see
out across the valley: nass of m | ky snoke below, yellow flashes. Vincent

said, raising his voice to be heard, "Wole damm Rebel arny hitting Sickles
down there, coming up around his flank. Be here any mnute. Got to hold this
pl ace. This way."

He poi nted. They crossed the crown of the hill, had a brief glinpse all the
way out across Pennsyl vania, woods far away, a line of batteries massed and
firing, men noving in the snoke and rocks bel ow. Chanberlain thought: Bet you
could see Gettysburg fromhere. Look at those rocks, marvel ous position

But they noved down the hill, down into dark woods.

Shell s were passing over them exploding in the dark far away. Vincent |ed
them down to the left, stopped in the mddl e of nowhere, rocks and snall

trees, said to Chanberlain, "Al right, | place you here." Chanberlain | ooked,
saw a dark slope before him rock behind him ridges of rock to both sides.
Vincent said, "You'll hold here. The rest of the Brigade will form on your

right. Looks like you're the flank. Colonel."

"Right," Chanberlain said. He | ooked left and right, taking it all in. A quiet
pl ace in the woods. Strange place to fight. Can't see very far. The Regi nent
was novi ng up.

Chanberlain called in the conpany commanders, gave themthe position. R ght by
file into line. Vincent wal ked down into the woods, cane back up. An aide
found himwith a nessage. He sent to the rest of the Brigade to form around

the hill to the right, below the crown. Too nuch artillery on the crown. Rebs
liked to shoot high. Chanberlain strode back and forth, watching the Regi nment
formalong the ridge in the dark. The sun was behind the hill, on the other

side of the mountain. Here it was dark, but he had no sense of tenperature; he
felt neither hot nor cold. He heard Vincent say, "Col onel?"

"Yes." Chanberl ain was busy.

Vincent said, "You are the extreme left of the Union Iine. Do you understand
t hat ?"

"Yes," Chanberl ain said.

"The line runs fromhere all the way back to Gettysburg. But it stops here.
You know what that neans."

"Of course."

"You cannot wi thdraw. Under any conditions. If you go, the line is flanked. If
you go, they'll go right up the hilltop and take us in the rear. You nust
defend this place to the last."

"Yes," Chanberlain said absently.

Vincent was staring at him



"I'"ve got to go now. "
"Right," Chanberl ain said, w shing himgone.

"Now we'll see how professors fight," Vincent said.

"I"'ma Harvard man nysel f."

Chanber | ai n nodded patiently, noting that the artillery fire had sl ackened.
Coul d mean troops conming this way. Vincent's hand was out. Chanberl ain took
it, did not notice Vincent's departure. He turned, saw Ruel Thomas standing
there with his horse. Chanberlain said, "Take that animal back and tie it sone
pl ace. Sergeant, then come back."

"You nmean | eave it, sir?"

"I nean leave it."

Chanberl ai n turned back. The men were digging in, piling rocks to nake a stone

wal I . The position was nore than a hundred yards | ong. Chanberlain could see
the end of it, saw the 83rd Pennsylvania formng on his right. On his left
there was nothing, nothing at all. Chanberlain called Kilrain, told himto

check the flank, to see that the joint between Regi ments was secure.
Chanberlain took a short walk. Hold to the last. To the |ast what? Exercise in
rhetoric. Last man? Last shell? Last foot of ground? Last Reb?

The hill was shaped |ike a comm, |arge and round with a spur |eading out and
down: The Twentieth Miine was positioned along the spur, the other reginents
curved around to the right. At the end of the spur was a massive boul der
Chanberl ain pl aced the colors there, backed off. To the left of his line there
was not hi ng.

Enmpty ground. Bare rocks. He peered off into the darkness.

He was used to fighting with men on each side of him He felt the enptiness to
his left like a pressure, a cool ness, the coming of winter. He did not |ike
it.

He noved out in front of his line. Through the trees to his right he could see
the dark bulk of a larger hill. If the Rebs get a battery there. \Wat a ness.
This could be nessy indeed. He kept turning to ook to the vacant left, the
dark enptiness. No good at all. Mrrill's B Conpany was mnmovi ng up. Chanberl ain
signaled. Morrill canme up. He was a stocky man wi th an angul ar nustache, |ike
a nmessy inverted U Sl eepy-eyed, he sal uted.

"Captain, | want you to take your conmpany out there."

Chanberl ain pointed to the left. "Go out a ways, but stay wi thin supporting

distance. Build up a wall, dig in. I want you there in case sonmebody tries to
flank us. If | hear you fire I'll know the Rebs are trying to get round. Go
out a good distance. | have no idea what's out there. Keep nme inforned."

Conpany B was fifty men. Al one out in the woods.

Chanberl ain was sorry. They'd all rather be with the Regi ment. Messy detail
Wl |, he thought philosophically, so it goes. He noved on back up the hill,
saw Morrill's nen nmelt into the trees. Have | done all | can? Not yet, not
yet.

Artillery was comng in again behind him Al down the line, in front of him



the men were digging, piling rocks. He thought of the stone wall at
Frederi cksburg. Never, forever

This could be a good place to fight. Spirits rose. Left flank of the whole
line. Sonmething to tell the grandchildren. Nothing happeni ng here. He hopped
up the rocks, drawn toward the summit for a better | ook, saw an officer:

Col onel Rice of the 44th New York, with the same idea.

Rice grinned happily. "Wat a view"

He gestured. Chanberlain noved forward. Now he could see: masses of gray rock
wr eat hed in snoke, gray nen nmoving. If Sickles had a line down there it had
al ready been flanked. He saw a Union battery firing to the south, saw sprays
of men rush out of the woods, the snoke, and envelop it, dying, and then the
snoke drifted over it. But now nmore masses were coming, in clots, broken
lines, red battle flags plow ng through the snoke, nmoving this way, drifting
to the left, toward the base of the hill.

Rice said, glasses to his eyes, "My God, | can see all of it. Sickles is being
overrun." He put the glasses down and snmiled a foolish smle. "You know, there
are an awful ot of people headin' this way."

Chanber | ain saw gl eanms in the woods to the south

Bayonet s? Must get back to the Reginent. Rice noved off, calling a thoughtful
"good | uck." Chanberl ain wal ked down back into the dark. Awful |ot of people
comng this way. Sixty rounds per nman. Qught to be enough

" Col onel ?"

At his elbow d azier Estabrook. Incapable of standing up straight, he |isted,
like a sinking ship. He was chewi ng a huge plug of tobacco. Chanberlain
grinned, happy to see him

"Col onel, what about these here prisoners?"

Chanber | ai n | ooked: six dark forms squatting in the rocks. The hard cases from
the Second Maine. He had conpletely forgotten them

@ azier said slowy, around the wet plug, "Now | wouldn't conplain nornmal,
Colonel, only if there's goin" to be a fight I got to keep an eye on ny
cousi n. You understand, Colonel."

What he meant was that he woul d under no circunstances tend these prisoners
during the com ng engagenent, and he was saying it as politely as possible.
Chanber | ai n nodded.

He strode to the prisoners.

"Any of you fellas care to join us?"

"The Rebs really com ng?" The man said it wistfully, cautiously, not quite
convi nced.

"They're really comn'.

One nman, bearded, stretched and yawned. "Well, be kind of dull sittin" up here
just a-watchin'."

He stood. The others watched. At that nonent a solid shot passed through the



trees above them tore through the | eaves, ripped away a branch, caronmed out
into the dark over the line. A shower of granite dust drifted down. The bal

nmust have grazed a | edge above. G anite dust had salt in it. O perhaps the
salt was fromyour own |ips.

Chanberl ain said, "Any nman that joins us now, there'll be no charges."
"Well," another one said. He was the youngest; his beard was only a fuzz. "No
man will call nme a coward," he said. He rose. Then a third, a man with fat on

him The other three sat nmute. Two | ooked away from his eyes; the |ast |ooked
back in hate. Chanberlain turned away. He did not understand a man who woul d
pass by this chance. He did not want to be with him He turned back

"I'"ll waste no man to guard you. |I'Il expect to find you here when this is
over."

He wal ked down the hill with the three nmen, forgetting the inconprehensible
t hree who woul d not cone. He gave the three volunteers to Ruel Thomas, to post
al ong the line.

There were no rifles avail able. Chanberlain said, "You nen wait just a bit.
Rifles will be available after a while."

And now the softer roar of nusketry began opening up behind hiny the popping
wave of an infantry volley came down from above, fromthe other side of the

hill. The Rebs were pressing the front, against Rice's New York boys, the rest
of the brigade. Now there was sharper fire, closer to hone; the 83rd was
openi ng up. The battle noved this way, like a wall of rain noving through the

trees. Chanberl ain strode down along the line. Tom canme up behind him Kilrain
above. Private Foss was on his knees, praying.

Chanber | ai n asked that he put in a kind word. Anps Long was sweati ng.

" Tis a hell of a spot to be in. Colonel. |I cannot see fifty yards."
Chanberlain laid a hand on his shoulder. "Anpos, they'll be a lot closer than
that."

Jimand Bill Merrill, two brothers, were standing next to a sapling.

Chanber | ai n frowned.
"Boys, why aren't you dug in?"
Jim the older, grinned widely, tightly, scared but proud.

"Sir, | can't shoot worth a dam |ying down. Never could. Nor Bill either
Like to fight standin', with the Col onel's perm ssion."

"Then | suggest you find a thicker tree."

He noved on. Private George Washi ngton Buck, forner sergeant, had a place to
hi nsel f, wedged between two rocks. His face was cold and gray. Chanberlain
asked himhow it was going. Buck said, "Keep an eye on ne, sir. |'mabout to
get them stripes back."

A weird sound, a wail, a ghost, high and thin. For a vague second he thought
it was the sound of a man in awful pain, many nmen. Then he knew the Rebe
yell. Here they cone.

He drifted back to the center. To Tom he said, "You stay by nme. But get down,



keep down." Kilrain was sitting calmy, chewing away. He was carrying a
caval ry carbi ne.

A great roar of nusketry from behind the hill. Full battle now They nust be
swarnmi ng Sickles under. Kilrain was right. Rank attack. Wil e Reb arny com ng
right this way.

Wonder who? Longstreet? He it was behind the stone wall at Fredericksburg. Now
we have our own stone wall

Chanber | ai n hopped down along the line, telling men to keep good cover, pile
rocks higher, fire slowy and carefully, take their time. Have to keep your
eye on sone of them they |oaded and | oaded and never fired, just went on

| oadi ng, and sone of them came out of a fight with seven or eight bullets
rammed horme in a barrel, unfired. He | ooked again to the left, saw the bl eak
silence, felt a crawling uneasiness. Into his mnd cane the del ayed know edge:
You are the left of the Union. The Arny of the Potomac ends here.

He stopped, sat down on a rock. A flank attack. Never to w thdraw.

He took a deep breath, snelled nore granite dust. Never to withdraw. Had never
heard the order, nor thought. Never really thought it possible. He | ooked
around at the dark trees, the boul ders, the nen hunched before himin blue
mounds, waiting. Don't like to wait. Let's get on, get on

But his mnd said cheerily, coldly: Be patient, friend, be patient. You are
not | eaving here. Possibly not forever, except, as they say, trailing clouds
of glory, if that theory really is true after all and they do send sone sort
of chariot, possibly presently you will be onit. My, how the m nd does
chatter at times like this. Stop thinking. Depart in a chariot of fire.
suppose it's possible. That He is waiting. Wll. My well find out.

The 83rd engaged. Chanberlain noved to the right. He had been hoping to face a
solid charge, unleash a full volley, but the Rebs seemed to be coming on like
a | apping wave, rolling up the beach. He told the right to fire at will. He
remai ned on the right while the firing began. A man down in E Conpany began
it, but there was nothing there; he had fired at a falling branch, and
Chanberl ain heard a sergeant swearing, then a flurry of fire broke out to the
right and spread down the line and the white snmoke bl oomed in his eyes.
Bul l ets zipped in the | eaves, cracked the rocks.

Chanber | ain noved down closer to the line. Far to the |l eft he could see Tozier
standi ng by the great boulder, with the colors.

Then he saw t he Rebs.

Gray-green-yellow uniforms, rolling up in a mass. H's heart seized him
Several conpanies. Mre and nore. At |east a hundred nen. Mre. Com ng up out
of the green, out of the dark. They seened to be rising out of the ground.

Suddenly the terrible scream the ripply crawly sound in your skull. A whole
regi ment. Dissolving in snoke and thunder. They cane on. Chanberlain could see
not hi ng but snoke, the blue mounds bobbing in front of him clang of ranrods,
grunts, a high gaunt wail. A bullet thunked into a tree near him Chanberlain
turned, saw white splintered wood. He ducked suddenly, then stood up, noved
forward, crouched behind a boul der, | ooking.

A new wave of firing. A hole in the snoke. Chanberlain saw a man on his knees
before him facing the eneny, arns clutching his stomach. A man was yelling an
obscene word.



Chanber |l ai n | ooked, could not see who it was. But the fire fromhis boys was
steady and heavy and they were behind trees and under rocks and pouring it in,
and Chanberlain saw gray-yellow fornms go down, saw a man come bounding up a
rock waving his arns wide like a crazy Indian and take a bullet that doubled
himright over so that he fell forward over the rocks and out of sight, and
then a whole flood to the right, ten or twelve in a pack, suddenly stopping to
kneel and fire, one man in fringed clothes, |ike buckskin, stopping to prop
his rifle against a tree, and then to go down, punched backward, coning al

| oose and to rubbery pieces and flipping back so one bare foot stood up above
a bl oody rock. A blast of fire at Chanberlain's ear. He turned: Kilrain

rel oadi ng the carbine. Said something. Noise too great to hear. Screans and
yells of joy and pain and rage. He saw bl oodstai ns spatter against a tree.
Turned. Fire sl ow ng.

They were movi ng back. Thought: we've stopped 'em By God and by Mary, we've
st opped ' em

The firing went on, much slower. Snmoke was drifting away. But the din fromthe
ri ght was unceasing, the noise fromthe other side of the hill was one |ong
huge roar, like the ground opening. Kilrain |ooked that way.

"Hal f expect '"emto come in from behind."

Chanberl ain said, "Did you hear Morrill's Conpany?"
"No, sir. Couldn't hear nothing in that ness.”

" Ton®"

Tom shook his head. He had the | ook of a man who has just heard a very | oud
noi se and has not yet regained his hearing. Chanberlain felt a sudden nonent
of wonderful delight. He put out a hand and touched his brother's cheek

"You stay down, boy."
Tom nodded, wi de-eyed. "Damm right," he said.

Chanberl ain | ooked out into the smoke. Mrrill mght have run into them

al ready, mght already be w ped out. He saw a red flag, down in the snoke and
dark. Battle flag. A new burst of firing. He noved down the line, Kilrain
foll owi ng, crouched. Men were down. He saw the first dead: WIIlard Buxton of

K. Neat hole in the forehead.

I nst ant aneous. Merciful. First Sergeant Noyes was with him Chanberlain
touched the dead hand, noved on. He was thinking: with Murrill gone, | have
per haps three hundred nmen. Few nore, few less. Wiat do | do if they flank ne?

The enptiness to the left was a vacuum draw ng hi mback that way. Men were
drinking water. He warned themto save it. The new attack broke before he
could get to the left.

The attack canme all down the line, a full, wild, |eaping charge. Three nen
cane inside the |l ow stone wall the boys had built. Two died; the other |ay
badl y wounded, unable to speak. Chamberlain called for a surgeon to treat him
A few feet away he saw a man |lying dead, half his face shot away Vaguely
famliar. He turned away, turned back. Half the right jawbone visible, above
the bl oody leer: face of one of the Second Maine prisoners who had vol unt eered
just a few nmonents past-the fat one. Never had tinme to know his name. He
turned to Kilrain. "That was one of the Maine prisoners. Don't let nme forget."



Kilrain nodded. Gdd | ook on his face. Chanmberlain felt a cool wind. He put a
hand out.

"Buster? You all right?"

Bl eak gray | ook. Holding his side.

"Fi ne, Colonel. Hardly touched ne."

He turned, showed his side. Tear just under the right shoulder, blood filling
the arnpit. Kilrain stuffed white cloth into the hole. "Be fine in a nonent.

But plays hell with me target practice. Wuld you care for the carbine?"

He sat down abruptly Wak fromloss of blood. But not a bad wound, surely not
a bad wound.

"You stay there," Chanberlain said. Another attack was coming. New firing
bl ossonmed around them Chanberlain knelt.

Kilrain grinned widely. "Hell, Colonel, | feel saintly."

"Tom || get a surgeon.”

"Just a bit of bandage is all I'Il be needin'. And a few minutes off nme feet.
Me brogans are killin' me." Lapse into brogue.

Tom noved off into the snmoke. Chanberlain |ost him He stood. Wine of
bul I ets, whisking nurder. Leaves were falling around him Face in the snoke.
Chanber| ai n st epped forward

Jim Ni chols, K Conpany: "Col onel, sonmething goin' on in our front. Better cone
see. "

Ni chol s a good man. Chanberl ai n hopped forward, slipped on a rock, nearly
fell, hopped to another boulder, felt an explosion under his right foot, blow
knocked his leg away, twirled, fell, caught by Ni cholas. Damed undi gnifi ed.
Hurt ? Damm!

How are you, sir?
Looked at his foot. Hole in the boot? Bl ood? No. Nunb.
Ch ny, begins to hurt now. But no hole, thank God. He stood up

Ni chol s poi nted. Chamnberlain clanbered up on a high boul der. Going to get
killed, give 'ema good high target.

Saw. they were coming in groups, fromrock to rock, tree to tree, not charging
wildly as before, firing as they cane, going down, killing us. But there, back
there: masses of nen, flags, two flags, flanking, moving down the line.

They're going to turn us. They're going to that hole in the left...

He was knocked clean off the rock. Blowin the side like lightning bolt. Must
be what it feels like. Dirt and leaves in his mouth. Rolling over. This is
ridicul ous. Hands pulled himup. He | ooked down. Hi s scabbard rippled Iike a
spider's leg, stuck out at a ridiculous angle. Blood? No. But the hip, oh ny.
Dam, damm. He stood up. Becoming quite a target. Wiat was that now? He
steadi ed his mnd.



Remenbered: they're flanking us.

He noved back behind the boul der from which he had just been knocked. H s
hands were skinned; he was |icking blood out of his mouth. H's mind
temporarily sidetracked, oiled itself and ticked and turned and woke up
functi oni ng.

To Nichols: "Find my brother. Send all conpany conmmanders. Hol d your
positions."

Extend the |ine? No.

He brooded. Stood up. Stared to the left, then nounted the rock again, aware
of pain but concentrating. To the left the Regi nent ended, a hi gh boul der

t here. Chanberl ain thought: Wat was the phrase in the manual ? Muddl ed brai n.
Oh yes: refuse the |ine.

The conmmanders were arriving. Chanberlain, for the first time, raised his
voi ce. "You nmen! MOVE!"

The ot her commanders came in a hurry. Chanberlain said, "W're about to be

fl anked. Now here's what we do. Keep up a good hot masking fire, you
understand? Now let's just make sure the Rebs keep their heads down. And let's
keep a tight hold on the Ei ghty-third, on old Pennsylvania over there. | want
no breaks in the line. That's you. Captain C ark, understand? No breaks."

G ark nodded. Bullets chipped the tree above him

"Now here's the nmove. Keeping up the fire, and keeping a tight hold on the
Eighty-third, we refuse the line. Men will sidestep to the left, thinning out
to twice the present distance. See that boul der? Wien we reach that point
we'll refuse the line, forma new line at right angles. That boulder will be
the salient. Let's place the colors there, right? Five.

Now you go on back and nove your men in sidestep and forma newline to the
boul der, and then back fromthe boulder Iike a swi nging door. | assune that,
ah, F Company will take the point. Cear? Any questions?"

They noved. It was very well done. Chanberlain linped to the boulder, to stand
at the colors with Tozier. He grinned at Tozier

"How are you, Andrew?"

"Fine, sir. And you?"

"Wirn." Chanberlain grinned. "A bit worn."

"I tell you this. Colonel. The boys are making a hell of a fight."

"They are indeed."

The fire increased. The Rebs noved up close and began ainmed fire, trying to
mask their own novenent. In a few nonments several nen died near where
Chanber | ai n was standi ng. One boy was hit in the head and the wound seened so
bl oody it had to be fatal, but the boy sat up and shook hi & head and bound up
t he wound hinself with a handkerchi ef and went back to firing. Chanberlain

not ed: nost of our wounds are in the head or hands, bodies protected. Bless
the stone wall. Pleasure to be behind it.



Pity the men out there. Very good nen. Here they cone. Wose?

The next charge struck the angle at the boulder, at the colors, |apped around
it, ran into the new line, was enfiladed, collapsed. Chanberlain saw Tom cone
up, whirling through snoke, saw a rip in his coat, thought: no good to have a
brot her here. Wakens a nan. He sent to the 83rd to tell themof his nove to
the left, asking if perhaps they couldn't come a little this way and hel p him
out. He sent Ruel Thomas back up the hill to find out how things were going
there, to find Vincent to tell himthat life was getting difficult and we need
alittle help.

He | ooked for Kilrain. The old Buster was sitting anong some rocks, aimng the
car bine, |ooking chipper. Hat was off. An old man, really. No business here.
Kilrain said, "I'mnot much good to you. Col onel."

There was a nonentary calm Chanberlain sat.
"Buster, how are you?"

Gin. Stained crooked teeth. Al the pores remarkably clear, red bul bous nose
Eyes of an old man. How ol d? |'ve never asked.

"How s the ammuniti on?" Kilrain asked.

"lI've sent back."

"They're in a mess on the other side." He frowned, grinned, w ped his nmouth
with the good hand, the right armfol ded across his chest, a bloody rag tucked
in his arnpit. "Half expect Rebs conmin' right over the top of the hill.
Not hi ng nmuch to do then. Be Jesus. Fight makes a thirst. And |'ve brought
nothin' a-tall, would you believe that? Not even my energency ration against
snakebite and bad dreans. Not even a spoonful of Save the Baby."

Aimed fire now He heard a nman crying with pain. He | ooked down the hill.

Dar ker down there. He saw a boy behind a thick tree, tears running down his
face, ramm ng honme a ball, crying, whinpering, aining fire, Jolted shoul ders,
bal | of snoke, then turning back, crying aloud, sobbing, biting the paper
cartridge, tears all over his face, wiping his nose with a wet sleeve, raming
horme anot her ball.

Kilrain said, "I can stand now, | think."
Dar ker down the hill. Sunset soon. How |l ong had this been goi ng on? Longer
pause then usual. But... the Rebel yell. A rush on the left. He stood up. Pain

in the right foot; unn stakable squish of blood in the boot. Didn't know it
was bl eedi ng. See them conme, bounding up the rocks, hitting the left flank
Kilrain noved by himon the right, knelt, fired. Chamberlain pulled out the
pi stol. No danm good expect at very close range. You couldn't hit anything.

He noved to the left flank. Mich snoke. Snoke changi ng now, blow ng this way,
bl i nding. He was caught mit, a snothering shroud, hot, white, the bitter

snel |l of burned powder. It broke. He saw a man swinging a black rifle, grunts
and yells and weird thick sounds unlike anything he had ever heard before. A
Reb cane over a rock, bayonet fixed, black thin point forward and poi sed, face
seened blinded, head twi tched. Chamberlain ainmed the pistol, fired, hit the
man dead center, down he went, folding; snoke swallowed him Chanberlain noved
forward He expected themto be everywhere, flood of brown bodies, gray bodies.
But the snoke cleared and the line was firm

Only a few Rebs had conme up, a few come over the stones all were down. He ran



forward to a boul der, ducked, |ooked out: dead nen, ten, fifteen, |unps of
gray bl ood spattering everywhere, dirty white skin, a clawlike hand, black
sightless eyes. Burst of white snoke, again, again. Tom at his shoul der
"Law ence?"

Chanberl ain turned. Al right? Boyish face. He snil ed.

"They can't send us no help fromthe Ei ghty-third. Wodward said they have got
their troubles, but they can extend the line a little and help us out."

"Good. Go tell Carke to shift a bit, strengthen the center."

Kilrain, on hands and knees, squinting: "They keep coming in on the flank."
Chanberl ain, grateful for the presence: "What do you think?"

"We' ve been shooting a | ot of rounds.”

Chanber !l ain | ooked toward the crest of the hill. No Thomas anywhere. Looked
down again toward the dark. Mtion. They're form ng again. Mist have nmade five
or six tries already To Kilrain: "Don't know what else to do."

Looked down the line. Every few feet, a man down. Men sitting facing nunbly to
the rear. He thought: let's pull back a ways. He gave the order to Spear. The
Regi ment bent back fromthe colors, fromthe boul der, swng back to a new
line, tighter, alnost a U The next assault came against both flanks and the
center all at once, worst of all

Chanberl ain dizzy in the snoke began to | ose track of events, saw only blurred
i mges of smoke and death, Tozier with the flag, great black gaps in the line,
the left flank giving again, falling back, tightening. Now there was only a
few yards between the line on the right and the line on the left, and
Chanber | ai n wal ked the narrow corridor between, Kilrain at his side, always at
a crouch.

Ruel Thomas canme back. "Sir? Colonel Vincent is dead."”

Chanberl ain swng to ook himin the face. Thomas nodded jerkily.

"Yes, sir. Got hit a few nmonments after fight started. W' ve al ready been
reinforced by Weed's Brigade, up front, but now Wed is dead, and they noved
Hazl ett's battery up top and Hazlett's dead."

Chanberlain |istened, nodded, took a nonent to let it cone to focus.

"Can't get no anmunition, sir. Everything's a nmess up there. But they're
hol din' pretty good. Rebs having trouble comng up the hill. Pretty steep.”

"CGot to have bullets,” Chanberlain said.

Spear came up fromthe left. "Colonel, half the men are down. If they cone
again..." He shrugged, annoyed, baffled as if by a problemhe could not quite
solve, yet ought to, certainly, easily. "Don't knowif we can stop 'em"™

"Send out word," Chanberlain said. "Take anmunition fromthe wounded. Make
every round count." Tom went off, along with Ruel Thomas. Reports began coning
in.

Spear was right. But the right flank was better, not so many casualties there.
Chanber | ai n noved, shifting nen. And heard the assault com ng, up the rocks,



clawi ng up through the bushes, through the shattered trees, the peeked stone,
the ripped and bl oody earth. It struck the left flank

Chanberl ain shot another man, an officer. He fell inside ne new rock wall,
face a bloody rag. On the left two Maine nen went down, side by side, at the
same nmoment, and al ong that spot there was no one left, no one at all, and yet
no Rebs com ng, just one nonent of enptiness in all the battle, as if in that
spot the end had cone and there were not enough men left nowto fill the
earth, that final death was beginning there and spreading |ike a stain.
Chanber | ai n saw novenents bel ow, troops drawn toward the gap as toward a cool
place in all the heat, and | ooki ng down, saw Tom s face and yelled, but not
bei ng heard, pointed and pushed, but his hand stopped in md-air, not my own
brot her, but Tom understood, hopped across to the vacant place and plugged it
with his body so that there was no |onger a hole but one terribly norta
exposed boy, and snoke cut himoff, so that Chanberlain could no | onger see,
nmovi ng forward hinsel f, had to shoot another nan, shot himtw ce, the first
ball taking himin the shoulder, and the man was trying to fire a nusket wth
one hand when Chanberl ain got him again, taking careful aimthis time. Fought
off this assault, thinking all the while coldly, calmy, perhaps now we are
approachi ng the end. They can't keep coming. W can't keep stopping them

Firing faded. Darker now. O d Tom Where?

Familiar formin famliar position, aimng downhill, firing again. Al right.
CGod be praised.

Chanberl ain thought: not right, not right at all. If he was hit, | sent him
there. What would | tell Mdther? What do | feel nyself? Hi s duty to go. No
no. Chanberl ain blinked.

He was beconming tired. Think on all that later, the theology of it.

He |inped along the line. Signs of exhaustion. Men down, everywhere. He
t hought: we cannot hol d.

Looked up toward the crest. Fire still hot there, still hot everywhere. Down
into the dark. They are dammed good men, those Rebs. Rebs, | salute you. |
don't think we can hold you

He gathered with Spear and Kilrain back behind the line.

He saw anot her |ong gap, sent Ruel Thonmas to this one.

Spear made a count.

"We've lost a third of the men. Col onel. Over a hundred down. The left is too
thin "

"How s the anmunition?"
"I'm checking."

A new face, dirt-stained, bloody: Homan Mel cher, Lieutenant, Conpany F, a
gaunt boy with buck teeth.

"Col onel ? Request permission to go pick up sone of our wounded. W left a few
boys out there.”

"Wait," Chanberl ain said.



Spear came back, shaking his head. "We're out." Alarmstained his face, a
grayness in his cheeks.

"Some of the boys have nothing at all."
"Not hi ng, " Chanberl ai n said.

Oficers were coming fromthe right. Down to a round or two per man. And now
there was a silence around him No man spoke. They stood and | ooked at him
and then | ooked down into the dark and then | ooked back at Chanberl ain.

One nman said, "Sir, | guess we ought to pull out."
Chanberlain said, "Can't do that."
Spear: "We won't hold 'em again. Col onel, you know we can't hold 'em again."

Chanberlain: "If we don't hold, they go right on by and over the hill and the
whol e flank caves in."

He | ooked fromface to face. The enormity of it, the weight of the line, was a
mass too great to express. But he could see it as clearly as in a broad w de
vision, a Biblical dream If the Iine broke here, then the hill was gone, al

t hese boys from Pennsyl vani a, New York, hit from behind above. Once the hil
went, the flank of the army went. Good God! He could see troops running; he
could see the blue flood, the bloody tide.

Kilrain: "Col onel, they're comng."

Chanber !l ain marvel ed. But we're not so bad oursel ves.
One recourse: Can't go back. Can't stay where we are.
Resul ts: inevitable.

The idea fornmed.

"Let's fix bayonets," Chanberlain said.

For a nonent no one noved.

"We' || have the advantage of noving downhill," he said.

Spear understood. His eyes saw, he nodded automatically. The nmen coming up the
hill stopped to volley; weak fire came in return. Chanberlain said, "They've
got to be tired, those Rebs. They've got to be close to the end. Fix bayonets.
Wait. Ellis, you take the left wing. | want a right wheel forward of the whole
Regi nent . "

Li eut enant Mel cher said, perplexed, "Sir, excuse ne but what's a 'right whee
forward' ?"

Ellis Spear said, "He neans 'charge,' Lieutenant, 'charge.’

Chanber | ai n nodded. "Not quite. We charge sw nging down to the right. W
straighten out our line. Carke hangs onto the Eight-third, and we swi ng |ike
a door, sweeping themdown the hill. Understand? Everybody understand? Ellis,
you take the wing, and when | yell you go to it, the whol e Regi ment goes
forward, swinging to the right."



"Well," Ellis Spear said. He shook his head. "Well."

"Let's go.'
bayonet s!"

Chanberl ain rai sed his saber, baw ed at the top of his voice, "Fix

He was thinking: W don't have two hundred nen left.

Not two hundred. More than that coming at us. He saw Mel cher boundi ng away
toward his conpany, yelling, waving. Bayonets were comi ng out, clinking,
clattering. He heard nmen beginning to shout. Marine nen, strange shouts,
hoarse, wordless, aninmal. He linped to the front, toward the great boul der
where Tozier stood with the colors, Kilrain at his side. The Rebs were in
plain view, noving, firing.

Chanberlain saw clearly a tall nman aining a rifle at him At ne. Saw the
snoke, the flash, but did not hear the bullet go by. Mssed. Ha! He stepped
out into the open, balanced on the gray rock. Tozier had lifted the colors
into the clear. The Rebs were thirty yards off. Chanberlain rai sed his saber
| et 1 oose the shout that was the greatest sound he could make, boiling the
yell up fromhis chest: Fix bayonets! Charge!

Fi x bayonets! Charge! Fix bayonets! Charge! He |eaped down fromthe boul der
still scream ng, his voice beginning to crack and give, and all around himhis
men were roaring ani mal screans, and he saw the whol e Regi ment rising and
pouring over the wall and beginning to bound down through the dark bushes,
over the dead and dyi ng and wounded, hats com ng off, hair flying, nouths
maki ng sounds, one man firing as he ran, the last bullet, |last round.
Chanber | ai n saw gray nen bel ow stop, freeze, crouch, then quickly turn. The
nmove was so qui ck he could not believe it. Men were turning and runni ng. Sone
were stopping to fire. There was the yellow flash and then they turned.
Chanberl ain saw a man drop a rifle and run. Another. A bullet plucked at
Chanberl ain's coat, a hard pluck so that he thought he had caught a nom but

| ooked down and saw the huge gash. But he was not hit. He saw an officer:
handsome full-bearded man in gray, sword and revol ver. Chanberlain ran toward
him stunbl ed, cursed the bad foot, |ooked up and ainmed and fired and m ssed,
then held al oft the saber. The officer turned, saw himcom ng, raised a

pi stol, and Chanberlain ran toward it downhill, unable to stop, stunbling
downhi || seeing the black hole of the pistol turning toward him not anything
but the small hole yards away, feet away, the officer's face a blur behind it
and no thought, a nonent of gray suspension rushing silently, soundl essly

toward the black hole... and the gun did not fire; the hamrer clicked down on
an enpty shell, and Chanberlain was at the man's throat with the saber and the
man was handing himhis sword, all in one notion, and Chanberl ai n st opped.

"The pistol too," he said.

The officer handed himthe gun: a cavalry revolver, Colt.

"Your prisoner, sir.'
Chanber| ai n nodded.

The face of the officer was very white, like old paper

He | ooked up to see an open space. The Rebs had begun to fall back; now they
were runni ng. He had never seen themrun; he stared, began linmping forward to
see. (Geat cries, incredible sounds, firing and yelling. The Regi nent was
driving a line, swinging to the fight, into the dark valley. Men were
surrendering. He saw nmasses of gray coats, a hundred or nore, noving back up
the slope to his front, in good order, the only ones not running, and thought
If they formagain we're in trouble, desperate trouble, and he began novi ng
that way, ignoring the officer he had just captured. At that noment a new wave
of firing broke out on the other side of the gray nmass. He saw a line of white



snoke erupt, the gray troops waver and nove back this way, stop, rifles begin
to fall, nen begin to run to the right, trying to get away. Another |ine of
fire-Morrill. B Conmpany. Chanberlain noved that way. A soldier grabbed his Reb
of ficer, grinning, by the arm Chanberlain passed a man sitting on a rock
hol di ng his stomach. He had been bayoneted. Bl ood coming fromhis nouth.

St epped on a dead body, wedged between rocks. Came upon Ellis Spear, grinning
crazily, foolishly, face stretched and glowing with a wondrous |ight.

"By God, Colonel, by God, by God," Spear said. He pointed. Men were running
of f down the valley. The Regi nrent was noving across the front of the 83rd
Pennsyl vani a. He | ooked up the hill and saw t hem wavi ng and a cheeri ng.
Chanberlain said, aloud, "I'll be damed."

The Regi ment had not stopped, was chasing the Rebs down the long valley
between the hills. Rebs had stopped everywhere, surrendering. Chanberlain said
to Spear, "Go on up and stop the boys. They've gone far enough.”

"Yes, sir. But they're on their way to R chnond."

"Not today," Chamberlain said. "They' ve done enough today."

He stopped, took a deep breath, stood still, then turned a to | ook for Tom
Saw Morrill, of Conpany B, wandering toward hi mthrough thick brush.
"Hey, Colonel, glad to see you. | was beginning to wonder."

Chanberl ain stared. "You were begi nning to wonder?"

"I tell you. Colonel, | keep thinking | better come back and hel p you, but you
said stay out there and guard that flank, so | did, and | guess it cone out
all right, thank the Lord. Nobody came nowhere near me until just a few

m nut es ago. Then they come backin' nmy way, which | didn't expect. So we
opened up, and they all turned around and quit, just |ike that. Dammedest
thing you ever saw. " He shook his head, anmazed. "Easiest fight | was ever in."
Chanberl ai n si ghed. "Captain," he said, "next time | tell you to go out a
ways, please don't go quite so far."

"Well, Colonel, we | ooked around, and there was this here stone wall, and it
was confortin', you know?"

Tom was here, well, untouched. Chanberlain opened up into a snmile. Tom had a
Reb officer in tow, a weary gentleman with a face of grine and sadness, of
exhaust ed despair.

"Hey, Lawrence, want you to neet this fella from Al abama. Cap' n Hawki ns, want
you to nmeet my brother. This here's Col onel Chanberlain."

Chanberl ain put out a hand. "Sir," he said. The Al abama man nodded slightly.
H s voice was so | ow Chanberlain could hardly hear it. "Do you have sone
wat er ?"
"Certainly." Chanberlain offered his own canteen. Of to the right a huge nass
of prisoners: two hundred, maybe nore. Mst of themsitting, exhausted, heads
down. Only a few nmen of the Regiment here, nostly Mrrill's Conpany.

Ironic. Chanberlain thought: well, he's the only one with anmmunition

Firing was sl acking beyond the hill. The charge of the 20th Miine had cl eared
the ground in front of the 83rd Pennsyl vania; they were begi nning to nove down



the hill, rounding up prisoners. As the Reb flank on this side fell apart and
runni ng nmen began to appear on the other side of the hill the attack there
woul d break up. Yes, firing was |ess.

He heard whoops and hollers, felt a grin break out as if stepping into |ovely
sunshine. We did it, by God.

The Al abama man was sitting down. Chanberlain |let himalone. Kilrain. Looked.
VWhere? He nmoved painfully back up the rocks toward the position from which
they had charged. Hp stiffening badly. O d Kilrain. Unhurtable

He saw Kilrain froma distance. He was sitting on a rock, head back against a
tree, armblack with streaked blood. But all right, all right, head bobbing
bareheaded like a lively nossy white rock. Ruel Thomas was with him and
Tozier, working on the arm Chanberlain bounded and slipped on wet rocks,
forgetting his hurts, his throat stuffed. He knelt.

They had peel ed back the shirt and the armwas whitely soft where they had
cleaned it and there was a nmess around the shoul der. G eat round nuscle:
strong old man. Chanberlain grinned, giggled, wped his face.

"Buster? How you doin'? You old mick."

Kilrain peered at himvaguely cheerily. His face had a |inen softness.

"They couldn't seemhardly to miss," he said regretfully, apologizing. "Twice,
woul d you believe. For the |ove of Mary. Twi cet."

He snorted, glooned, |ooked up into Chanberlain's eyes and blinked.

"And how are you. Colonel darlin"? This fine day?"

Chanber | ai n nodded, grinning foolishly. There was a tight long silent noment.
Chanberlain felt a thickness all through his chest. It was |like coning back to
your father, having done sonething fine, and your father knows it, and you can

see the know edge in his eyes, and you are both too proud to speak of it. But
he knows. Kilrain | ooked away. He tried to nove bl oody fingers.

"In the arnpit," he gloonmed forlornly. "For the |Iove of God. He died of his
wounds. In the bl oody bleedin' arnpit. Ak."

To Tozier, Chanberlain said, "How is that?"

Tozi er shrugged. "It's an arm™

"By God," Chanmberlain said. "I think you'll live."

Kilrain blinked hazily. "Only an arm Got to |ose sonmething, mght's well be
an arm Can part with that easier than the other mechanics of nature, an thass
the truth." He was blurring; he stretched his eyes. "Used to worry about that,
you know? Only thing ever worried, really. Losing wong part." H's eyes
closed; his voice was plaintive. "I could do with a nip right now "

"I'l'l see what | can do."

"You do pretty good." Kilrain blinked, peered, |ooking for him

" Col onel ?"

"Ri ght here."



"The arny was blessed..." But he ran out of breath, closed his eyes.

"You take it easy."

"Want you to know. Just in case. That | have never served..."He paused to
breat he, put out the bl oody hand, |ooked into Chamberlain's eyes. "Never
served under a better man. Want you to know. Want to thank you, sir."
Chanber | ain nodded. Kilrain closed his eyes. H s face began to relax; his skin
was very pale. Chanberlain held the great cold hand. Chanberlain said, "Let ne

go round up sormet hi ng nmedi ci nal . "

"I'd be eternal grateful."

"You rest." Chanberlain was feeling al arm
Tozier said, "I've sent off."
"Well |I've seen themrun," Kilrain said dreamly.

"dory be. Thanks to you. Colonel darlin'. Lived |long enough to see the Rebs
run. Conme the MIlennium Did you see themrun. Colonel darlin"?"

"l did."
"I got one fella. Raggedy fella. Beautiful offhand shot, if |I say so nmesel'."
"I'"ve got to go. Buster."

"He was drawin' a bead on you. Colonel. | got himw th one quick shot offhand.
Oh lovely." Kilrain sighed.

"Loveliest shot |I ever nmde."

"You stay with him Sergeant," Chanberl ain said.
Thomas nodded.

"Be back in a while, Buster."

Kilrain opened his eyes, but he was drifting off toward sl eep, and he nodded
but did not see. Chanberlain backed away. There were some nen around himfrom
the old Second Maine and he tal ked to them automatically, not knowi ng what he
was sayi ng, thanking themfor the fight, |ooking on strange young bl oody
faces. He nmoved back down the sl ope.

He went back along the | ow stone wall. The dead were nostly covered now with
bl ankets and shelter hal ves, but some of themwere still dying and there were
groups of nmen clustered here and there. There were dead bodi es and wounded
bodies all down the wall and all down through the trees and bl ood was streaked
on the trees and rocks and rich wet wood splinters were everywhere. He patted
shoul ders, noted faces. It was very quiet and dark down anong the trees. N ght
was conming. He began to feel tired. He went on tal king. A boy was dying. He
had made a good fight and he wanted to be pronoted before he died and

Chanberl ain pronoted him He spoke to a man who had been cl ubbed over the head
with a rmusket and who could not seemto say what he wanted to say, and another
man who was cryi ng because both of the Men-ill boys were dead, both brothers,
and he would be the one who would have to tell their nother. Chanberlain
reached the foot of the hill and canme out into the last |ight.



Ellis Spear canme up. There were tears in the comers of his eyes. He nodded
jerkily, a habit of Miine men, a greeting.

"Well," he said. He did not know what to say. After a nmoment he pulled out an
i mpressively ornanmented silver flask, dented, |ustrous.

"Col onel ? Ah, | have a beverage here which | have been saving for an, ah
appropriate noment. | think this is- well, would the Col onel honor me by
joining ne in a, ah, swallow?"

Chanberl ain thought: Kilrain. But he could not hurt Spear's feelings. And his
mouth was gritty and dry. Spear handed it over solemmly, gravely, with the air
of a man taking part in a cerenony. Chanberlain drank. Ch, good.

Very, very good. He saw one small flicker of sadness pass over Spear's face,
took the bottle fromhis lips.

"Sorry, Ellis. "Swallow is a flighty word. An indiscrimnate word. But thank
you. Very much. And now. "

Spear bowed fornmally. "Colonel, it has been ny pleasure."

Here through the rocks was a grinning Tom Young Tom

Only a boy. Chanberlain felt a shattering rush of enmption, restrained it.
Behi nd Tom were troops of the 83rd Pennsylvani a: Captain Wodward, Col onel
Rice of the 44th New York. Chanberlain thought: Rice rmust be the new comrander
of the whol e brigade.

Tom said with vast delight, ticking themoff, "Lawence, we got prisoners from
the Fifteenth Al abama, the Forty-seventh Al abama, the Fourth and Fifth Texas.
Man, we fought four Reb regi nents!”

Four regi ments woul d be perhaps two thousand mnen.

Chanber| ain was i npressed.

"We got five hundred prisoners,” Tominsisted.
The figure seened high. Chanberlain: "What are our casualties?"
Tom s face lost its light. "Well, 1'll go check."

Col onel Rice cane up. Miuch darker now. He put out a hand.

"Col onel Chanberlain, may | shake your hand?"

"Sir."

"Col onel, | watched that from above. Col onel, that was the dammedest thing
ever saw. "

"Well," Chanberlain said. A private popped up, saluted, whispered in
Chanberlain's ear: "Colonel, sir, I"'mguardin' these here Rebs with a enpty
rifle.”

Chanberl ain grinned. "Not so |oud. Colonel R ce, we sure could use sone
anmmuni tion. "



Ri ce was clucking like a chicken. "Amazing. They ran |ike sheep."
Wodward said, "It was getting a bit tight there, Colonel, I'll say."

Ri ce wandered about, stared at the prisoners, wandered back, hands behind him
peered at Chanberl ain, shook his head.

"You're not Regular Arny?"
"No, sir."
"Ch yes. You're the professor. Um Wat did you teach?"

"Rhetoric, sir.

"Real | y?" Rice grimaced. "Amazing." After a nonent:
to charge?"

VWere'd you get the idea

Chanberlain said, "W were out of ammunition."

Ri ce nodded. "So. You fixed bayonets."

Chanber | ai n nodded. It seened | ogical enough. It was begi nning to dawn on him
t hat what he had done m ght be considered unusual. He said, "There didn't seem
to be any alternative."

Ri ce shook his head, chuckled, grunted.

Chanberlain said, "I heard about Col onel Vincent."

"Yes. Damn shane. They think he won't make it."

"He's still alive?"

"Not by nuch."

"Well. But there's always hope."

Rice | ooked at him "O course,” Rice said.

Chanber | ai n wandered anong his nen. Qught to put themin some kind of order

He was beginning to feel an elation in him I|ike a bubble blowing up in his

chest. A few nonents later. R ce was back.

"Col onel, | have to ask your help. You see the big hill there, the wooded
hill? There's nobody there. | think

CGeneral Warren wants that hill occupied. Could you do that?"

"Well," Chanberlain said. "If we had sonme anmmunition."
"I'"ll nmove a train up. That hill's been unoccupi ed all day.
If the Rebs get a battery there... it's the extrene flank of the Union line.

H ghest ground. Warren sends you his conplinents and says to tell you he would
prefer to have your reginent there."

Chanberl ain said, "Wll of course, sir. But the boys are tired. May take a
while. And | sure need that amunition.”



"Right. 1'Il tell the General you'll be up soon as possible."

Chanberl ain squinted. A wall of trees, thick brush. He sighed.

Tom was back. "I count about one hundred and thirty nen, Lawence. Forty to
fifty already dead, about ninety wounded. Lot of boys wal king around wth

m nor stuff, one hundred thirty for the hospital."

Chanber | ai n thought: one hundred thirty down. We had three hundred in line.
Al most half the Reginment. Kilrain is gone.

He tol d Spear of the nove. He was becom ng very tired.
But along with the weariness he felt spasns of pure joy.
Spear formed the Company, Rice took over the prisoners.
Ri ce canme by to watch them go

"Col onel ," Chanberlain said. "One thing. What's the name of this place? This
hill. Has it got a nanme?"

"Little Round Top," Rice said. "Nane of the hill you defended. The one you're
going to is Big Round Top."

Little Round Top. Battle of Little Round Top. Well. | guess we'll renenber it.
"Move' emout, Ellis."

He went back to say goodbye to Kilrain. The white head was visible froma | ong
way of f, sitting stunp-like, nmotionless in the dark of the trees. He had

| eaned back and was staring at the sky, his eyes closed. He had wel coned
Chanberl ain to the Reginent and there had never been a day w thout him He
woul d be going to the hospital now, and Chanberlain did not know what to say,
did not know how to express it. Blue eyes opened in a weary face. Kilrain
smi | ed.

"I"1l be going, Buster," Chanberlain said.

Kilrain grunbl ed, |ooked sourly, accusingly at his bl oody wound.

" Dam. "

"Well, you take care. I'll send Tom back with word."

"Sure."

"We' || mss you. Probably get into all kinds of trouble w thout you."

"No." Kilrain said. "You'll do all right."

"Well, | have to go."

"Ri ght. Goodbye, Col onel."

He put out a hand, fornmally. Chanmberlain took it.
"It was a hell of a day, wasn't it. Buster?"

Kilrain grinned, his eyes glistened.



"I'"ll come down and see you tonorrow. " Chanberlain backed off.
"Sure." Kilrain was blinking, trying to keep his eyes open. Chanberlain wal ked
away, stopped, |ooked back, saw the eyes already closed, turned his back for
the last time, noved off into the gathering dark

He noved forward and began to clinb the big hill in the dark. As he wal ked he
forgot his pain; his heart began to beat quickly, and he felt an incredible
joy. He looked at hinself, wonderingly, at the beloved men around him and he
said to hinmself: Lawence, old son, treasure this nmonent. Because you feel as
good as a man can feel

5. LONGSTREET.

The hospital was an open field just back of the line.

There were small white tents all over the field and bigger tents where the
surgeons did the cutting. Hood was there, in a big tent, on a litter

Longstreet cane in out of the dark, bowi ng under a canopy, saw the face |ike
cold marble in yellow candl elight, eyes black and soft |ike old polished
stones. Cullen and Maury were working together on the arm Longstreet saw, not
much | eft of the hand. Exposed bone. He thought of Jackson hit in the arm at
Chancel lorsville: died a slow death. Let us cross over the river. Hood's bl ack
eyes stared unseei ng. Longstreet said softly, "Sanf"

Cull en | ooked up; Maury was tying a knot, went on working. Troops had gathered
out si de the canopy. A sergeant baw ed: nove on, npbve on. Hood stared at
Longstreet, not seeing. There was dirt streaked in tear stains on his cheeks,
but he was not crying now H's head tw tched, cheek jerked. He said suddenly,
inalight, strange, feathery voice, "Should have let nme nmove to ri-" He
breathed. "To the right."

Longstreet nodded. To Cullen, he said, "Can | talk to hin®"

"Rat her not. We've drugged him Sir. Better let himsleep.”

Hood raised the other arm twitched fingers, let the hand fall. "Din see nuch.
Boys went in an' hit the rocks. | got hit."

Longstreet, no good at talking, nodded.

"Shoul d have noved right, Pete." Hood was staring at him bright, drugged,
eerie eyes. "How did it go, Pete?"

"Fine, Sam"

"We took those rocks?"

"Most of "em"”

"Took the rocks. Really did."
"Yes," Longstreet |ied.

Hood's eyes blinked slowy, blearily. He put the good hand up to shade his
eyes. "Devil's Den. Good name for it."

"Yep."



"Wirst ground | ever saw, you know that?" Hood |aid the back of his hand
across his eyes. His voice trenbled. "CGot to give ny boys credit."

Longstreet said to Cullen, "Can you save the arn®"
"W're trying. But if we do, it won't be rmuch use to him"
Hood said, "Casualties? Was casual ties?"

"Don't know yet," Longstreet said. And then: "Not bad." Another Iie.
Cullen said gloomly, plaintively, "He ought to go to sleep. Now don't fight
it, CGeneral. Let it work. You just drift right on off."

Longstreet said softly, "You go to sleep now, Sam Tell you all about it
t onmor r ow. "

"Shane not to see it." Hood took the hand away. H s eyes were dreaning

closing like small doors over a dimlight. "Should have gone to the right." He
| ooked hazily at the hand. "You fellas try to save that now, you hear?"

"Yes, sir. General. Now why don't you...?"
"Sure will mss it." Hood's eyes closed again; his face began snoot hing toward
sl eep. Longstreet thought: he won't die. Not |ike Jackson. There was a

bl ackness around Jackson's eyes. Longstreet reached down, touched Hood on the
shoul der, then turned and went out into the noonlight.

Sorrel was there, with the silent staff. Longstreet mounted, rising up into

t he nmoonlight, | ooking out across the pale tents at the small fires, the black
silence. He heard a boy crying, pitiful childish sobs, a deeper voice beyond
soot hing. Longstreet shook his head to clear the sound, closed his eyes, saw
Barksdal e go streaming to his death against a flaning fence in the brilliant
afternoon, hair blazing out behind himlike white fire. Longstreet rode up the
ridge toward the darker ground under the trees.

Barksdal e lies under a sheet. They have not covered his face; there is a flag
over him Semres is dead. How many others? Longstreet cleared the brain, blew
away bl oody images, the brilliant fence in the bright gleam ng air of the
afternoon, tried to catal ogue the dead. Must have fi gures.

But he was not thinking clearly. There was a rage in his brain, a bl oody
cloudy area like mud stirred in a pool. He was like a fighter who has been
down once and is up again, hurt and in rage, |l ooking to return the bl ow,

| ooking for the opening. But it was a silent rage, a crafty rage; he was

| earning war. He rode purposefully, slowy off into the dark feeling the

swel ling inside his chest |ike an unexpl oded bonb and in the back of his mnd
a vision of that gray rocky hill( all spiked with guns, massed with bl ue
troops at the top, and he knew as certainly as he had ever known anything as a
soldier that the hill could not be taken, not any nmore, and a cold, netal
enotionl ess voice told himthat coldly, calmy, speaking into his ear as if he
had a conpanion with himutterly untouched by the rage, the war, a nachine

i nside wholly unhurt, a netal mind that did not feel at all.

"Sir?"

Longstreet swiveled in the saddle: Sorrel. The man said warily, "Captain Goree
is here, sir. Ah, you sent for him"

Longstreet | ooked, saw the skinny Texan, gestured.



Sorrel backed off. Longstreet said, "T. J. Want you to get out to the right
and scout the position. No nore damm fool counter-nmarches in the norning. Take
nost of the night but get it clear, get it clear. |'ve got Hood' s Division
posted on our right flank. O what's left of it. |I've put Law in conmand. You
need any help, you get it fromlLaw, all right?"

The Texan, a silent nan, nodded but did not nove.

Longstreet said, "Wat's the matter?"
"They're blam ng us,"” Coree said. H s voice was squeaky, like a dry wagon
wheel . He radi ated anger

Longstreet stared.
n \N]at ?II

"I been talking to Hood's officers. Do you know they blame us? They bl ane you.
For today."

Longstreet could not see the bony face clearly, in the dark, but the voice was
tight and very high, and Longstreet thought: he could be a dangerous man, out
of control

Coree said, "You may hear of it. CGeneral. | had to hit this fella. They al
said the attack was your fault and if General Lee knowed he woul dn't have
ordered it and | just couldn't just stand there and |I couldn't say right out
what | felt, so | had to hit this one fella. Pretty hard. Had to do it. An'
goin' to apol ogize neither. No time. But. Thought you ought to know. "

"Is he dead?"
"l don't think so."

"Well, that's good." Longstreet meditated. "Well, don't worry on it. Probably
won't hear another thing if you didn't kill him Probably forgotten in the
morning. One thing: | want no duels. No silly damm duels.™

"Yes, sir. Thing is, if anything bad happens now, they all blame it on you. |
seen it comin'. They can't blane General Lee. Not no nore. So they all take it
out on you. You got to watch yourself, Ceneral."

"Well," Longstreet said. "Let it go."

"Yes, sir. But it aint easy. After | saw you take all nmorning trying to get
Ceneral Lee to nove to the right."

"Let it go. T. J. W'll talk on it after the fight."
Coree noved out. There goes a damm good nan.

Longstreet felt the warnmth of unexpected gratitude. He swung the black horse
toward Lee's headquarters back on the road to Cashtown. Time now to tal k. Good
| ong tal k.

Watch the anger. Careful. But it is true. The nmen shied fromblam ng Lee. The
A d Man is becom ng untouchabl e. Now nore than anything el se he needs the

truth. But... well, it's not his fault, not the O d Man. Longstreet jerked the
horse, alnost ran into Sorrel. They came out into a patch of bright noonlight.



Longstreet saw the man was hurt.

"Maj or," Longstreet said harshly. "How are you?"
"Sir? Ch, I"'mfine, sir. Juss mnor problem"
"That's a godawful piece of horse you've got there."

"Yes, sir. Lost the other one, sir. They shot it out fromunder nme. It |ost
both legs. | was with Dealing's Battery.

Hot time, sir." Sorrel bobbed his head apol ogetically.
Longstreet pointed. "What's the trouble with the arnP"

Sorrel shrugged, enbarrassed. "Nothing nuch, sir. Bit painful, can't nove it.
Shrapnel, sir. Hardly broke the skin. Ah, Gsmun Latrobe got hit too."

" How bad?"

"Just got knocked off the horse, | believe. This fighting is very hard on the
horses, sir. | was hoping we could get a new supply up here, but these Yankee
horses are just farm stock-too big, too slow. Man would | ook ridiculous on a
pl ow horse."

"Well," Longstreet grunbled vaguely. "Take care of yourself. Mjor. You aint
the nost |ikable man | ever net, but you sure are useful."

Sorrel bowed. "I appreciate your sentinments, sir. The General is a man of
truth.”

"Have you got the casualty figures yet?"

"No, sir. | regret to say. Just prelinmnary reports. Indications are that
| osses will exceed one third."

Longstreet jerked his head, acknow edgi ng.

Sorrel said carefully, "Possibly nore. The figures could go..."

"Don't play it down," Longstreet said.

"No, sir. | think that casualties were nmuch worse in Hood's Division. Wn't
have an exact count for sone tine. But... it appears that the Yankees put up a
fight. My guess is Hood's | osses will approach fifty percent.”

Longstreet took a deep breath, turned away. Ei ght thousand nen? Down in two
hours. His mind flicked on

Not enough left now for a major assault. No way in the world. Lee will see.
Now. the facts.

"I need a hard count. Major. As quickly as possible."

"Yes, sir. But, well, it's not easy. The men tend to suppress the truth.

hear, for exanple, that Harry Heth's Division was badly hurt yesterday, but
his officers did not report all the losses to General Lee because they did not

want Ceneral Heth to get into trouble.”

"I want the truth. However black. But hard facts. Soon as you can. | rely on



you. Also, | want an account of artillery available, rounds renaining, type of
rounds, et cetera. Got that? Get out a note to Al exander."

Up the road at a gallop: a handsome horseman, waving a plumed hat in the
night. He reined up grandly, waved the hat in one |ong sl ow swop, bowed
hal f way down off the horse-a broad sweeping cavalier's gesture. Fairfax,
anot her of Longstreet's aides.

"Ceneral Pickett's conplinents, sir. He wi shes to announce his presence upon
the field."

Longstreet stared, grunted, gave an involuntary chuckle.

"Ch grand," Longstreet said. "That's just grand." He turned to Sorrel. "lsn't
that grand, Major? Now, let the battle conmence." He grimaced, grunted. "Tel
CGeneral Pickett 1'mglad to have himhere. At last."

Fairfax had a wide nouth: teeth gleanmed in noonlight.

"Ceneral Pickett is gravely concerned, sir. He wishes to inquire if there are
any Yankees left. He says to tell you that he personally is bored and his nen
are very lonely."

Longstreet shook his head. Fairfax went on cheerily: "General Pickett reported
earlier today to CGeneral Lee, while CGeneral Longstreet was engaged in the
entertainment on the right flank, but General Lee said that CGeneral Pickett's
men woul d not be necessary in the day's action

Ceneral Pickett instructs ne to informyou that his is a sensitive nature and
that his feelings are wounded and that he and his Division of pale Virginians
awaits you in yon field, hoping you will come tuck themin for the night and
consol e them"

"Well," Longstreet nused. "Fairfax, are you drunk?"

"No, sir. | amquoting General Pickett's exact words, sir.

Wth fine accuracy, sir.

"Well." Longstreet snmiled once slightly, shrugged. "You can tell Cenera
Pickett I'lIl be along directly."

Fai rfax sal uted, bowed, departed. Longstreet rode on into the dark. Pickett's
Division: five thousand fresh nen. Dam fine nen. It was |ike being handed a
bri ght new shiny gun.

He felt stronger. Now talk to Lee. He spurred the horse and began to canter
toward the lights on the Cashtown Road.

Headquarters could be seen froma long way off, like a small city at night.
The glow of it rose above the trees and shone reflected in the haze of the
sky. He could begin to hear singing. Different bands sang different songs: a
nmel ody of wi nd. He began to pass clusters of nen |aughing off in the dark

They did not recognize him He snelted whisky, tobacco, roasting neat. He cane
out into the open just below the Sem nary and he could see Headquarters field
filled with snmoke and |ight, hundreds of nen, dozens of fires. He passed a
circle of men watching a tall thin black boy dressed in a flowing red dress,
danci ng, ki cking heels.

There was a sutler's store, a white wagon, a man selling a strange elixir with



t he high bl essed chant of a preacher. He began to see civilians: inportant
people in very good clothes, some sleek carriages, many sl aves. People conme up
fromhome to see how the arnmy was doing, to deliver a package to a son, a
brother. He rode out into the Iight and heads began to turn and fix on him and
he felt the awkward flush come over his face as eyes | ooked at himand knew
himand fingers began to point. He rode | ooking straight ahead, a crowd
beginning to trail out after himlike the tail of a comet. A reporter yelled a
guestion. One of the foreigners, the one with the silver helnet |ike an ornate
chanmber pot, waved an intoxicated greeting. Longstreet rode on toward the
little house across the road. Music and | aughter and notion everywhere: a
celebration. Al the faces were happy. Teeth glittered through bl ack beards.
He saw pearl| stickpins, silky, satiny clothing. And there against a fence: Jeb
Stuart.

Longstreet pulled up.

The cavalier, a beautiful man, was |ounging against a fence, a white rai

fence, in acircle of light, a circle of admrers. Reporters were taking
notes. Stuart was dressed in soft gray with butternut braid along the arns and
around the collar and lace at his throat, and the feathered hat was swept back
to hang happily, boyishly fromthe back of the head, and curls peeked out
across the wi de handsone forehead. Full-bearded, to hide a weak chin, but a

| ovel y boy, carefree, mnmud-spattered, obviously tired, |anguid, cheery,
confident. He | ooked up at Longstreet, waved a | anguid hello. He gave the

i mpressi on of having been up for days, in the saddle for days, and not m nding
it. Longstreet jerked a nod, unsnmiling. He thought: we have small use for you
now. But you are Lee's problem Longstreet slowed, not wanting to speak to
Stuart. The crowd was beginning to press in around his horse, shouting
congratul ati ons. Longstreet |ooked fromface to breathless face, anazed.
Congratul ati ons? For what? The crowd had noved in between himand Stuart. He
pressed stubbornly forward toward Lee's cottage. It was inpossible to answer
guestions: too nuch noise. He wi shed he had not cone. R de back later, when
it's quiet. But too late to go now. One of Lee's people, Venable, had taken
the reins of his horse. Someone was yelling in an eerie wail, "Way for Genera
Longstreet, way for the General!" And there across the crowmd he saw an open
space by the door of the little house, and there in the |light was Lee.

Qui et spread out fromLee. The old man stepped out into the light, cane
forward. Stuart swung to | ook. Longstreet saw nen beginning to take off their
hats in the old man's presence. Lee came up to Longstreet's horse, put out his
hand, said sonething very soft. Longstreet took the hand.

There was no strength in it. Lee was saying that he was glad to see himwel |,
and there was that extraordinary flane in the dark eyes, concern of a |oving
father, that flicked all Longstreet's defenses aside and penetrated to the
lonely man within like a bright hot spear, and Longstreet nodded, grunbled,
and got down fromthe horse. Lee said accusingly that he had heard that
Longstreet had been in the front |ine again and that he had prom sed not to do
that, and Longstreet, flustered by too many people staring at him too nany
strangers, said, well, he'd just come by for orders.

Lee said watchfully, smiling, "General Stuart is back."

The crowd opened for Jeb. He cane forward with extended hand. Longstreet took
it, munbled, could not neet the younger eyes. Jeb was grinning a brilliant
grin; hands were patting himon the back. Longstreet felt nulish.

Dam fool. But he said nothing. Lee said that General Stuart ought to know how
worried they had all been about him and Stuart grinned |like a proud child,
but there was sonmething wary in his eyes, |ooking at Lee, sonme small bit of



guestion, and Longstreet wondered what the old nan had said. Stuart said
somet hi ng about having seen a | ot of Yankee countryside lately, and it was
getting kind of dull, and slowy the noise began to grow up around them agai n.

They noved toward the house, Lee taking Longstreet by the arm They noved in a
| ane t hrough hundreds of people, |like Moses at the parting of the Sea.
Sonebody began a cheer, a formal cheer, a university cheer. A band struck up
oh Lord, "Bonny Blue Flag," again. Hands were touching Longstreet. He went up
into the small house and into a small room the roof closing in over himlike
the Iid on a jar, but even here it was janmed with people, a tiny room no

bi gger than your kitchen, and all Lee's officers and ai des, working, rushing
in and out, and even here some people from Ri chnond. A place cleared for Lee
and he sat down in a rocking chair and Longstreet saw himin the |light and saw
that he was tired. Lee rested a nonment, closing his eyes.

There was no place for Longstreet to sit except on the edge of the table, and
so he sat there. Taylor pushed by, begging Longstreet's pardon, needing a
signature on a letter to soneone

Lee raised a hand. "We'll rest for a nonent."

Longstreet saw the old man sag, breathe deeply, his mouth open. Lines of pain
around the eyes. He put the gray head down for a nmoment, then | ooked up

qui ckly at Longstreet, shook his head slightly.

"Abit tired.'

He never said anything like that. Lee never conpl ai ned.

Longstreet said, "Can | get you somet hi ng?"

Lee shook his head. Aides were talking loudly about artillery, a nmessage to
Ri chnrond. Longstreet thought: no rest here. Lee said, reading his mnd, "I"lI
clear themout in a mnute or two." He took another deep breath, alnost a
gasp, put a hand to his chest, shook his head with regret.

H s face was gray and still. He |looked up with a vagueness in his eyes.

"It was very close this afternoon.”

"Sir?"

"They al nost broke. | could feel them breaking. | thought for a nonent... |
saw our flags go up the hill... | alnobst thought..."

Longstreet said, "It wasn't that close." But Lee's eyes were gazing by him at

a vision of victory. Longstreet said nothing. He rubbed his nouth. Lee eyes
strange: so dark and soft. Longstreet could say nothing. In the presence of
t he Commander the right words woul d not cone.

Lee said, "The attacks were not coordinated. | don't know why. We shall see.
But we almost did it, this day. | could see... an open road to Washington." He
cl osed his eyes, rubbed them Longstreet felt an extraordi nary confusion. He
had a monent wi t hout confidence, w ndbl own and bl asted, vacant as an expl oded
shell. There was a grandness in Lee that shadowed him silenced him You could
not preach caution here, not to that face. And then the nonment passed and a
smal | rage bl oomed, not at Lee but at Longstreet hinself. He started to try to
speak, but Lee said, "It was reported that CGeneral Barksdale was killed."

"Yes, sir.



"And General Senmes."

"Sir."

"And howis it with General Hood?"

"I think he'll live. 1've just come fromhim"

"Praise God. We could not spare General Hood." He was gazing again into
nowhere. After a nonment he said, alnost plaintively, "I've | ost Dorsey

Pender . "

"Yes," Longstreet said. One by one: down the dark road. Don't think on that
NOW.

Lee said, "He would have made a Corps commander, | think." The old nman sat

| ooki ng hal f asl eep.

Longstreet said stiffly, "Sir, there are three Union corps dug in on the high
ground in front of ne."

Lee nodded. After a nmonent he said, "So very close. | believe one nore
push..."

A burst of shouting outside. The band had cone cl oser.
Longstreet said, "Today | |lost alnost half ny strength.”

And felt like a traitor for saying it, the truth, the granite truth, felt a
smal | ness, a rage. Lee nodded but did not seemto hear. Longstreet pushed on

"The way to the right is still open, sir.

Lee | ooked up slowy, focused, slowy sniled, put out a hand, touched
Longstreet's arm

"Let me think. Ceneral."
"W have enough artillery for one nore good fight. One nore."

"I know." Lee took a breath, sat up. "Let nme think on it. But, General, | am
very glad to see you well."

Tayl or pushed in again. Longstreet reached out, gripped the young man in a
nmetal clasp

"Ceneral Lee needs his rest. | want you to keep sone of these people away."

Tayl or drew back in frosty reproach, as if Longstreet's hand snelted badly of
fish. Longstreet felt the conming of a serious rage. But Lee sniled, reached
out for the papers in Taylor's hand.

"A few nore nonents. CGeneral. Then |'ll send them off. Now, what have we
here?"

Longstreet backed off. The white head bent down over the papers. Longstreet

stood there. Al his life he had taken orders and he knew the necessity for

command and the old man in front of himwas the finest conmander he had ever
known. Longstreet |ooked around at the faces. The gentl enen were chatting,



telling lively funny stories. Qut in the snmoky night a band was nounting
anot her song. Too many people, too much noise. He backed out the door. Cone
back later. In the night, later, when the old man is alone, we will have to
tal k.

He noved out into the crowd, head down, nounted his horse. Sonmeone pulled his
arm He glared: Marshall, red-faced, waving papers, cheeks hot with rage.

"Ceneral Longstreet! Sir. WIIl you talk to hinP"
"Who? What about ?"

"I'"ve prepared court-martial papers for General Stuart. General Lee will not
sign them"

Longstreet grimaced. OF course not. But not my problem Marshall held the
reins. He was standing close by and the nen nearby were backed off in

def erence and had not heard him Longstreet said, "Wen did he finally get
back?"

"This evening." Marshall, with effort, was keeping his voice down. "He was
joyriding. For the fun of it. He captured about a hundred eneny wagons. And
left us blind in eneny country. Crinminal, absolutely crimnal. Several of us
have agreed to ask for court-martial, but General Lee says he will not discuss
it at this time."

Longstreet shrugged.

"Ceneral. If there is not sone discipline in this arny... there are good nen
dead, sir." Marshall struggled.

Longstreet saw a man closing in. Fat man with a full beard. Faniliar face: a
Ri chnmond reporter. Yes, a theorist on war.

A man with a silvery vest and nany opinions. He came, notebook in hand.
Longstreet itched to nove, but Marshall held.

"I"d l'ike your opinion, sir. You are the second-ranking officer in this arny.
Do you believe that these court-martial papers should be signed?"

Longstreet paused. Men were closing in, yelling nmore congratul ations.
Longstreet nodded once, deliberately.

"l do," he said.

"WIl you talk to General Lee?"

"I will." Longstreet gathered the reins. Men were cl ose enough now to hear
were staring up at him "But you know, Marshall, it won't do any good."

"W can try, sir.
"Right." Longstreet touched his cap. "W can at |east do that."

He spurred toward the cool dark. They opened to |let him pass. Hats were off;
they were cheering. He rode head down toward the silent road. He was anmazed at

the air of victory.

He thought: got so that whenever they fight they assume there's victory that
ni ght. Face of Goree. They can't blame CGeneral Lee, not no nmore. But there was



no victory today.

So very close, the old man said. And yet it was not a |loss. And Longstreet
knew t hat Lee woul d attack in the norning.

He woul d never quit the field. Not with the Union Army holding the field.
Three Union corps on the hills above. Lee will attack

Longstreet stopped, in darkness, |ooked back toward the light. A voice was
calling. Longstreet turned to ride on, and then the voice registered and he

| ooked back: a grinning Fremantle, hat held high like the cloth on the arm of
a scarecrow, bony, ridiculous. He | ooked like an illustration Longstreet had
once seen of |chabod Crane.

"Good evening, sir! My conplinments, sir! Marvel ous evening, what?
Extraordinary! May | say, sir, that | observed your charge this afternoon, and
| was inspired, sir, inspired. Strordnry, sir, a general officer at the front
of the line. One's heart leaps. One's hat is off to you, sir." He executed a
vast swirling bow, nearly falling fromthe horse, arose grinning, nmouth a half
nmoon of cheery teeth.

Longstreet sm | ed.
"WIl you take ny hand, sir, in honor of your great victory?"

Longstreet took the linp palm knowi ng the effort it cost the Englishman, who
t hought handshaki ng unnatural. "Victory?" Longstreet said.

"Ceneral Lee is the soldier of the age, the soldier of the age." Fremantle
radi ated approval like a tattered star, but he did it with such cool and
delicate grace that there was nothing unnatural about it, nothing fawning or
nattering. He babbl ed a charm ng hero-worship, one gentleman to anot her
Longstreet, who had never learned the art of conplinent, admred it.

"May | ride along with you, sir?"

"Course."

"I do not wish to intrude upon your thoughts and schenes."
"No problem™

"I observed you with General Lee. | would inmagine that there are weighty
technical matters that occupy your mind."

Longstreet shrugged. Fremantle rode along beamily chatting. He remarked that
he had watched General Lee during nuch of the engagenent that day and that the
Ceneral rarely sent nessages. Longstreet explained that Lee usually gave the
orders and then let his boys alone to do the job. Fremantle returned to awe.
"The sol dier of the age," he said again, and Longstreet thought: should have
spoken to Lee. Must go back tonight. But... let the old man sleep. Never saw
his face that weary. Soul of the army. He's in command. You are only the hand.
Silence. Like a soldier

He will attack.

Wl l. They love him They do not blanme him They do inpossible things for him
They may even take that hill.

have no doubt," Fremantle was saying, "that CGeneral Lee shall becone the



worl d's forenost authority on military matters when this war is over, which
woul d appear now to be only a matter of days, or at nmpst a few weeks.

suspect all Europe will be turning to himfor |essons."

Lessons?

"I have been thinking, | must confess, of setting sone brief thoughts to
paper," Fremantl e announced gravely.

"Some brief remarks of ny own, appended to an account of this battle, and
perhaps others this army has fought. Sonme notes as to the tactics."

Tactics?

"Ceneral Lee's various stratagens will be nost instructive, nost illum nating.
| wonder, sir, if | might enlist your aid in this, ah, endeavor. As one nost
cl osely concerned? That is, to be brief, may | come to you when in need?"

"Sure," Longstreet said. Tactics? He chuckled. The tactics are sinple: find
the enemy, fight him He shook his head, snorting. Fremantle spoke softly, in
tones of awe.

"One woul d not think of General Lee, now that one has met him now that one
has | ooked him so to speak, in the eye, as it were, one would not think him
you known to be such a devi ous man."

"Devi ous?" Longstreet swung to stare at him aghast.

"Ch ny word," Fremantle went on devoutly, "but he's a tricky one. The Ad G ay
Fox, as they say. Charm ng phrase. Anerican to the hilt."
"Devi ous?" Longstreet stopped dead in the road. "Devious."
Fremantl e stared an owish stare

He | aughed al oud.

"Wy, Col onel, bless your soul, there aint a devious bone in Robert Lee's
body, don't you know t hat ?"

"My dear sir."

"By damm, man, if there is one human being in the world | ess devious than
Robert Lee, | aint yet met him By God and fire. Colonel, but you anuse ne."
And yet Longstreet was not amused. He | eaned forward bl ackly across the pomel
of the saddle. "Colonel, let me explain sonething. The secret of Ceneral Lee
is that nen love himand follow himwi th faith in him That's one secret. The
next secret is that General Lee nakes a decision and he nobves, with guts, and
he's been up against a lot of sickly generals who don't know how to make
deci si ons, although some of them have guts but whose nen don't |ove them
That's why we win, nostly. Because we nove with speed, and faith, and because
we usual ly have the good ground. Tactics? God, man, we don't w n because of
tricks. What were the tactics at Malvern Hill? What were the tactics at
Frederi cksburg, where we got down behind a bl oody stone wall and shot the

bl oody hell out of them as they cane up, wave after wave, bravest thing you
ever saw, because, listen, there are sone damm good boys across the way, make
no mstake on that. |'ve fought with those boys, and they know how to fi ght
when they've got the ground, but tactics? Tactics?' He was stunbling for
words, but it was pouring out of himin hot clunps out of the back of the
brain, the words like falling coals, and Fremantl e stared open-nout hed.

"God in Heaven," Longstreet said, and repeated it, "there's no strategy to
this bloody war. What it is, is old Napoleon and a hell of a lot of chivalry.



That's all it is. What were the tactics at Chancellorsville, where we divided
the arny, divided it, so help ne God, in the face of the eneny, and got away
with it because Joe Hooker froze cold in his stomach? What were the tactics
yest erday? What were they today? And what will be the blessed tactics
tomorrow? 1'I1 tell you the tactics tonorrow. Devious? Christ in Heaven.
Tormorrow we will attack an eneny that outnunbers us, an eneny that outguns us,
an eneny dug in on the high ground, and let ne tell you, if we win that one it
will not be because of the tactics or because we are great strategists or
because there is anything even renotely intelligent about the war at all. It
will be a bloody niracle, a bloody mracle."

And then he saw what he was sayi ng.

He cut it off. Fremantle's nouth was still open. Longstreet thought: very bad
things to say. Disloyal. Fool. Bloody damed fool. And then he began truly to
under stand what he had said.

It surfaced, like sonmething | ong sunken rising up out of black water. It
opened up there in the dark of his mind and he turned from Fremantl e.

The Englishman said sonething. Longstreet nodded. The truth kept com ng
Longstreet waited. He had known all this for a long tine but he had never said
it, except in fragments.

He had banked it and gone on with the job, a soldier all his life. In his mnd
he coul d see Lee's beautiful face and suddenly it was not the sane face.
Longstreet felt stuffed and thick and very strange. He did not want to think
about it. He spurred the horse. Hero reared. Longstreet thought: you al ways
know the truth; wait |ong enough and the mnd will tell you. He rode beneath a
|l ow tree; |eaves brushed his hat. He stopped. A voice at his el bow Fremantle.

"Yes," Longstreet said. Danm fool things to say to a guest.

"I'f I have disturbed you, sir...
"Not at all. Things on ny mind. If you don't mnd, Colonel..."

Fremant | e apol ogi zed. Longstreet said good night. He sat alone on his horse in
the dark. There was a fire in the field.

A boy was playing a harnmonica, frail and | ovely sound.

Longstreet thought of Barksdale as he had gone to die, streaming off to death,
white hair trailing himlike white fire. Hood's eyes were accusing. Should
have noved to the right. He thought: tactics are old Napol eon and a | ot of
chivalry.

He shuddered. He renenbered that day in church when he prayed fromthe soul
and |istened and knew in that noment that there was no one there, no one to
i sten.

Don't think on these things. Keep an orderly mind. This stuff is |ike heresy.

It was quieter now and very warm and wet, a softness in the air, a nountain
peace. His mind went silent for a time and he rode down the |ong road between
the fires in the fields and nen passed himin the night unknow ng, and
sol di ers chased each other across the road. A happy canp, behind the line.
There was music and faith. And pride. W have al ways had pride.

He t hought suddenly of Stonewall Jackson, old Thomas, old Blue Light. He could



nove nen. Yes. But you renenber, he ordered pikes for his nen, spears, for the
| ove of God. And the pikes sit by the thousands, rusting nowin a R chnond

war ehouse because Jackson is dead and gone to glory. But he would have used
them Pikes. Against cannon in black rows. Against that hill in the norning.

They come from another age. The Age of Virginia. Miust talk to Lee in the
morning. He's tired. Never saw himthat tired. And sick. But he'll listen
They all come from anot her age.

CGeneral Lee, | have three Union corps in front of ne. They have the high
ground, and they are dug in, and I amdown to half nmy strength. He will smle
and pat you on the armand say: go do it. And perhaps we will do it.

He was approaching his own canp. He could hear |aughter ahead, and there were
many bright fires. He slowed, let Hero crop grass. He felt a great sense of
shane.

A man should not think these things. But he could not control it. He rode into
canp, back to work. He came in silently and sat back under a dark tree and
Sorrel canme to himwith the figures. The figures were bad. Longstreet sat wth
his back against a tree and out in the open there was a party, sounds of joy:
CGeorge Pickett was telling a story.

He was standing by a fire, wld-haired, gorgeous, stabbing with an invisible
sword. He could tell a story. A circle of men was watching him Longstreet
could see the grins, flash of a dark bottle going round. Of in the dark there
was a voice of a young man singing: clear Irish tenor

Longstreet felt a long way off, a long, long way. Pickett finished with one

m ghty stab, then put both hands on his knees and crouched and how ed with

| aught er, enjoying hinself enormously. Longstreet wanted a drink. No. Not now.
Later. In a few days. Perhaps a long bottle and a |long sleep. He | ooked across
firelight and saw one face in the ring not sniling, not even listening, one
still face staring unseeing into the yellow blaze: Dick Garnett. The man
Jackson had court-martialed for cowardi ce. Longstreet saw Lo Arnistead nudge
him concerned, whisper in his ear

Garnett sniled, shook his head, turned back to the fire.

Arm stead went on watching him worried. Longstreet bowed his head.

Saw the face of Robert Lee. Incredible eyes. An honest nan, a sinple man. Qut
of date. They all ride to glory, all the pluned knights. Saw the eyes of Sam
Hood, accusing eyes. He'll not go and die. Did not have the black | ook they
get, the dying ones, around the eyes. But Barksdale is gone, and Semmes, and
hal f of Hood's Division..

"Evening, Pete."

Longstreet squinted upward. Tall man holding a tall glass, youthful grin under
steel-gray hair: Lo Arm stead.

"How goes it, Pete?"
"Passing well, passing well."

"Come on and join us, why don't you? W |iberated some Pennsyl vani a whi sky;
aint much left."”

Longstreet shook his head.



"Mnd if I sit a spell?" Armistead squatted, perched on the ground sitting on
his heels, resting the glass on his thigh. "What do you hear from Sam Hood?"

"May | ose an arm ™

Arm stead asked about the rest. Longstreet gave himthe list. There was a
nmonent of silence. Arnmistead took a drink, let the nanes register. After a
nmonent he said, "Dick Garnett is sick. He can't hardly wal k. "

"I"ll get sonebody to | ook after him"
"Wuld you do that, Pete? He'll have to take it, coming fromyou."
"Sure."

"Thing is, if there's any action, he can't stand to be out of it. But if you
ordered him"

Longstreet said not hing.

"Don't suppose you could do that," Arnmistead said wistfully.

Longstreet shook his head.

"I keep trying to tell himhe don't have to prove a thing, not to us,"
Arm stead brooded. "Well, what the hell." He sipped fromthe glass. "A
pl easant brew. The Dutchnen make good whi sky. GCh. Beg your pardon."

Longstreet | ooked out into the firelight. He recognized Fremantl e, popeyed and
grinning, rising awkwardly to his feet, tin cup raised for a toast. Longstreet
coul d not hear.

Arm stead said, "I been talking to that Englishman. He isn't too bright, is
he?"

Longstreet smled. He thought: devious Lee.

Arm stead said, "We put it to him how conme the linmeys didn't come help us. In
their own interest and all. Hell, perfectly obvious they ought to help. You
know what he said? He said the probl emwas slavery. Now what do you think of

t hat ?"

Longstreet shook his head. That was another thing he did not think about.

Arm stead said disgustedly, "They think we're fighting to keep the slaves. He
says that's what nost of Europe thinks the war is all about. Now, what we
supposed to do about that?"

Longstreet said nothing. The war was about slavery, all right. That was not
why Longstreet fought but that was what the war was about, and there was no
point in tal king about it, never had been

Arm stead said, "Oe Fremantle said one thing that was interestin'. He said,
whole tine he's been in this country, he never heard the word 'slave.' He said
we always call them'servants.' Now you know, that's true. | never thought of
it before, but it's true."

Longstreet renenbered a speech: In a land where all slaves are servants, al
servants are slaves, and thus ends denocracy. A good line. But it didn't pay
to think on it.



Arm stead was saying, "That Fremantle is kind of funny. He said that we

Sout herners were the nost polite people he'd ever net, but then he noticed we
all of us carry guns all the tine, wherever we went, and he figured that maybe
that was why. Hee." Arm stead chuckled. "But we don't really need the |ineys,
do we, Pete, you think? Not so |long as we have ol d Bobby Lee to | ead the way."

Pickett's party was quieting. The faces were turning to the moon. It was a
nmonent before Longstreet, slightly deaf, realized they had turned to the sound
of the tenor singing.

An Irish song. He |istened.

oh hast thou forgotten how soon we must sever?
Ch has thou forgotten how soon we nust part?
It may be for years, it may be forever..

"That boy can sing," Longstreet said. "That's 'Kathleen Mavourneen,' aml
right?" He turned to Arm stead.

The handsome face had gone all to softness. Longstreet thought he was crying,
just for a monent, but there were no tears, only the | ook of pain. Arm stead
was gazing toward the sound of the voice and then his eyes shifted suddenly
and he | ooked straight down. He knelt there unnoving while the whol e canp grew
slowy still and in the dark silence the voice sang the next verse, softer
with great feeling, with great beauty, very far off to Longstreet's dull ear,
far off and strange, from another tinme, an older softer time, and Longstreet
could see tears on faces around the fire, and nmen beginning to drop their

eyes, and he dropped his own, feeling a sudden spasmof irrational |ove. Then
the voi ce was done.

Arm stead | ooked up. He | ooked at Longstreet and then quickly away. Qut in the
gl ade they were sitting notionless, and then Pickett got up suddenly and

stal ked, face wet with tears, rubbing his cheeks, grumbling, then he said
stiffly, "Good cheer, boys, good cheer tonight." The faces | ooked up at him

Pi ckett noved to the rail fence and sat there and said, "Let nme tell you the
story of old Tangent, which is Dick Bwmell's horse, which as God is ny fina
judge is not only the slowest and orneriest piece of horseflesh in all this
here arny, but possibly also the slowest horse in this hem sphere, or even in
the history of all slow horses.”

The faces began to lighten. A bottle began to nove.

Pickett sat on the rail fence like old Baldy Ewell riding the horse. The

| aught er began again, and in the background they played sonething fast and
light and the tenor did not sing. In a few nonents Pickett was doing a
hornpi pe with Fremantl e, and the nomentary sadness had passed |like a small
mst. Longstreet wanted to nove over there and sit down. But he did not bel ong
there.

Arm stead said, "You hear anything of Wn Hancock?"

"Ran in to himtoday." Longstreet gestured. "He's over that way, mle or so."

"That a fact?" Arm stead grinned. "Bet he was tough."

"He was."



"Ha," Arm stead chuckled. "He's the best they've got, and that's a fact."
"Yep."

"Like to go on over and see him soon's | can, if it's all right."

"Sure. Maybe tonorrow. "

"Well, that'll be fine." Arm stead | ooked up at the moon. "That song there,

' Kat hl een Mavouneen' ?" He shrugged. Longstreet |ooked at him He was rubbing
his face. Armistead said slowy, "Last time | saw old Wn, we played that,
"round the piano." He glanced at Longstreet, grinned vaguely, glanced away.
"W went over there for the |last dinner together, night before we all broke
up. Spring of sixty-one." He paused, |ooked into the past, nodded to hinself.

"M ra Hancock had us over. One nore evening together. You renenber Mra.
Beauti ful woman. Sweet woman. They were a beautiful couple, you know that?
Most beautiful couple | ever saw. He sure |ooks like a soldier, now, and
that's a fact."

Longstreet waited. Somnething was com ng.

"Garnett was there, that |ast night. And Sydney Johnston. Lot of fellas from
the old outfit. W were |eaving the next day, some goin' North, some comin'
South. Splitting up. God! You renenber."

Longstreet renenbered: a bright cold day. A cold, cold day. A soldier's
farewel | : goodbye, good luck, and see you in Hell. Arm stead said, "W sat
around the piano, toward the end of the evening. You know how it was. Mary was
pl ayi ng. We sang all the good songs. That was one of them 'Kathleen
Mavouneen,' and there was 'Mary of Argyle,' and... ah. It may be for years,
and it may be forever.

Never forget that."

He stopped, paused, | ooked down into the whisky glass, |ooked up at
Longstreet. "You know how it was, Pete."

Longstreet nodded.
"Well, the man was a brother to ne. You renenber.

Toward the end of the evening... it got rough. W all began, well, you know,
there were a lot of tears.”

Arm stead' s voice wavered; he took a deep breath. "Well, | was crying, and I
went up to Wn and | took him by the shoulder and | said, 'Wn, so help nme, if
| ever lift a hand against you, may God stri ke me dead.'"

Longstreet felt a cold shudder. He | ooked down at the ground. There was
nothing to say. Arm stead said, shaken, "I've not seen himsince. | haven't
been on the sanme field with him thank God. It... troubles me to think onit."

Longstreet wanted to reach out and touch him But he went on |ooking at the
dar k ground.

"Can't |eave the fight, of course,"” Armistead said. "But | think about it. I
meant it as a vow, you see. You understand, Pete?"

"Sure."



"I thought about sitting this one out. But... | don't think | can do that.
don't think that would be right either."

"@ess not."

Arm stead sighed. He drank the last of the whisky in a swift single notion. He
took off the soft black hat and held it in his hand and the gray hair
glistened wetly, and the band of white skin at the forehead shone in the
light. Wth the hat off he was ol der, much older, old courtly Lo. Had been a
fiery young man. Lothario grown ol d.

"Thank you, Pete." Arm stead's voice was steady, "Had to tal k about that."
"Course."

"I sent Mra Hancock a package to be opened in the event of ny death. I..
you'll drop by and see her, after this is done?"

Longstreet nodded. He said, "I was just thinking. O the tine you hit Early
with the plate.”

Arm stead grinned. "Didn't hit himhard enough."

Longstreet smiled. Then was able to reach out and touch him He just tapped
hi m once lightly, one touch, on the shoul der, and pulled back his hand.

Qut in the camp in the light of the fire Pickett was w ndi ng down. He was
telling the story about the tine during a cannonade when there was only one
tree to hide behind and how the nmen kept form ng behind the tree, a long thin
line which grew like a pigtail, and swayed to one side or the other every tine
a ball cane close, and as Pickett acted it out daintily, gracefully, it was
very funny.

Arm stead said, "Wonder if these cherry trees will grow at home. You think
they'Il grow at hone?"

In a noment Arnistead said, "Let's go join the party. Pete? Wiy not? Before
they drink up all the whisky."

"No thanks. You go on."
"Pete, tonmorrow could be a | ong day."

"Wirk to do." But Longstreet felt hinself yielding, softening, bending like a
young tree in the w nd.

"Come on, Pete. One tinme. Do you good."

Longstreet | ooked out at all the bright apple faces. He saw again in his nind
the steady face of Lee. He thought: | don't belong. But he wanted to join
them Not even to say anything. Just to sit there and listen to the jokes up
close, sit inside the warmring, because off here at this distance with the
deaf ness you never heard what they said; you were out of it. But... if he
joined there would be a stiffness. He did not want to spoil their night. And
yet suddenly, terribly, he wanted it again, the way it used to be, arnms |inked
together, all drunk and singing beautifully into the night, w th visions of
death fromthe afternoon, and dreans of death in the com ng dawn, the night
filled with a nonstrous and tenporary glittering joy, fat monents, thick
seconds dropping like warmrain, jewel after jewel.



" Pet e?"

Longstreet stood up. He let go the reins of conmand. He thought of the three
Uni on corps, one of them Hancock, dug in on the hill, and he let themall go.
He did not want to |l ead any nmore. He wanted to sit and drink and listen to
stories.

He said, "I guess one drink, if it's all right."

Arm stead took himby the armwith a broad grin, and it was genui ne; he took
Longstreet by the armand pulled himtoward the circle.

"Hey, fellas," Arm stead baw ed, "l ook what | got. Make way for the dd Man."

They all stood to greet him He sat down and took a drink and he did not think
any nore about the war.

6. LEE.
He worked all that night. The noi se went on around himuntil long after
m dnight. H s staff was too small: nust do sonething about that. But he could

handl e the work and there were many deci sions that could be made only by the
conmandi ng of ficer, and the commandi ng officer should know as rmuch as possible
about the logistics of the situation, the condition of the arny down to the

| ast detail.

He found that he could work right through the pain, that there cane a second
wind. If you sat quietly in a rocking chair you could work all night |long. The
troubl e came when you tried to move. So he worked fromthe chair, not rising,
and every now and then he rested his head in his hands and cl osed his eyes and
bl anked the brain, and so rested. The noise did not bother him But he did not
i ke people crowding too close. After a while he knew it was time to be al one.
He told Taylor to ask the people outside to disperse.

In a few monents it was very quiet. He rose up out of the chair and stepped
out into the night. Time to make a plan now, tine to nake a decision

The night air was soft and warm Across the road there were still many fires
inthe field but no nore bands, no nore singing. Men sat in quiet groups,
talking the long slow talk of night in canp at war; nmany had gone to sleep
There were stars in the sky and a gorgeous white noon. The noon shone on the
white cupola of the senminary across the road- lovely view, good place to see
the fight. He had tried to clinb the ladder but it turned out not to be
possi ble. Yet there was little pain now. Mve slowy, slowy. He said to
Tayl or, "What day is it now?" Taylor extracted a | arge round watch.

"Sir, it's long after mdnight. It's already Friday."
"Friday, July third."

"Yes, sir, | believe that is correct."

"And tonorrow will be the Fourth of July."

"Sir?"

"I ndependence Day."

Tayl or grunted, surprised. "I'd quite forgotten." Curious coincidence. Lee



t hought. Perhaps an onen?
Tayl or said, "The good Lord has a sense of hunor."

"Wwuldn't it be ironic-" Lee could not resist the thought-"if we should gain
our independence fromthem on their own | ndependence Day?" He shook his head,
wondering. He believed in a Purpose as surely as he believed that the stars
above himwere really there. He thought hinself too dull to read God's plan

t hought he was not neant to know God's plan, a servant only. And yet sonetimes

there were glinpses. To Taylor he said, "I'lIl go sit with Travel er awhile and
think. You will keep these people away."
"Yes, sir."

"I amsorry to keep you so late."

"My pleasure, sir.
"W shoul d have a | arger staff."

"Sir, | shall be offended."

"Well, | want to think for a while, alone.”

"Sir" Lee noved off into the dark pasture. Now in notion he was aware of
stiffness, of weakness, of a suspended fear

He noved as if his body was Jailed with cold cenment that was sl owy hardening,
and yet there was sonething inside bright and hot and fearful, as if sonething
somewhere could break at any nmonent, as if a rock in his chest was teetering
and coul d cone crashing down. He found the dark horse in the night and stood
caressing the warmskin, thick bristly mane, feeding sugar, talKking.

Two alternatives. W nove away to better ground, as Longstreet suggests. O we
stay To the end.

He sat on a rail fence. And so we broke the vow is Longstreet's bitter phrase.
It stuck in the mind |ike one of those spiny sticker burrs they had in the
South, in Florida, small hooked seeds that lurk in the grass. Honest and
stubborn man, Longstreet. We broke the vow. No point in thinking.

He renmenbered the night in Arlington when the news canme: secession. He
renenbered a paneled wall and firelight. Wien we heard the news we went into
nour ni ng.

But outside there was cheering in the streets, bonfires of joy.

They had their war at |ast. But where was there ever any choi ce? The sight of
fire agai nst wood paneling, a bonfire seen far off at night through a w ndow,
soft and sparky glows always to rem nd himof that enbedded ni ght when he
found that he had no choice. The war had come. He was a nenber of the arny
that woul d march agai nst his home, his sons. He was not only to serve in it
but actually to lead it, to make the plans and issue the orders to kill and
bum and ruin. He could not do that. Each man woul d make his own deci sion, but
Lee could not raise his hand against his own. And so what then? To stand by
and watch, observer at the death? To do nothing? To wait until the war was
over?

And if so, fromwhat vantage point and what di stance? How far do you stand
fromthe attack on your home, whatever the cause, so that you can bear it? It



had nothing to do with causes; it was no |longer a matter of vows.

When Virginia |l eft the Union she bore his hone away as surely as if she were a
ship setting out to sea, and what was |eft behind on the shore was not his any
nmore. So it was no cause and no country he fought for, no ideal and no
justice.

He fought for his people, for the children and the kin, and not even the | and,
because not even the land was worth the war, but the people were, wong as
they were, insane even as many of themwere, they were his own, he bel onged
with his own. And so he took up arms willfully, know ngly, in perhaps the
wrong cause agai nst his own sacred oath and stood now upon alien ground he had
once sworn to defend, sworn in honor, and he had arrived there really in the
hands of God, w thout any choice at all; there had never been an alternative
except to run away, and he could not do that. But Longstreet was right, of
course: he had broken the vow. And he would pay. He knew that and accepted it.
He had already paid. He closed his eyes. Dear God, let it end soon. Now he
must focus his nmind on the war.

Al ternatives? Any real choice here?

Move on, to higher ground in another place. O stay and fight.

Vell, if we stay, we nmust fight. No waiting. W will never be stronger. They
will be gaining nen fromall directions. Mdst of the men will be nmilitia and
not the match of our boys, but they will cone in thousands, bringing fresh
guns. Supplies will come to themin rivers, but nothing will cone to us.

Ri chmond has nothing to send.
So if we stay, we fight soon. No nore chance of surprise.

No nore need for speed or nobility. But no nore delay W cannot sit and wait.
Bad effect on the troops.

And if we pull out?

He saw that in his mnd s eye: his boys backing off, pulling out, |ooking up
i n wonder and rage at the Yankee troops still in possession of the high
ground. If we fall back, we will have fought here for two days and we will

| eave knowi ng that we did not drive themoff, and if it was no defeat, surely
it was no victory. And we have never yet left the eneny in command of the
field.

| never saw soldiers fight well after a retreat. W have al ways been
out gunned. CQur strength is in our pride. But they have good ground. And they
have fought well. On home ground.

He saw a man coning toward him easy gait, rolling and serene, instantly
recogni zabl e: Jeb Stuart. Lee stood up

This rmust be done. Stuart cane up, saluted pleasantly, took off the pluned hat
and bowed.

"You wish to see ne, sir?"

"I asked to see you alone," Lee said quietly. "I wi shed to speak with you
al one, away from other officers. That has not been possible until now | am

sorry to keep you up so late."

"Sir, | was not asleep," Stuart draw ed, sniled, gave the sunny inpression



that sleep held no inportance, none at all

Lee thought: here's one with faith in hinself. Mist protect that. And yet,
there's a lesson to be | earned. He said, "Are you aware. Ceneral, that there
are officers on nmy staff who have requested your court-martial ?'' Stuart
froze. H's mouth hung open. He shook his head once quickly, then cocked it to
one si de.

Lee said, "I have not concurred. But it is the opinion of some excellent
of ficers that you have let us all down."

"Ceneral Lee," Stuart was struggling. Lee thought: now there will be anger.
"Sir," Stuart said tightly, "if you will tell me who these gentlenen..."
"There will be none of that." Lee's voice was cold and sharp. He spoke as you

speak to a child, a small child, froma great height. "There is no time for
that."

"I only ask that | be allowed-" Lee cut himoff. "There is no time," Lee said.
He was not a man to speak this way to a brother officer, a fellow Virginian
he shocked Stuart to silence with the iciness of his voice. Stuart stood like
a beggar, his hat in his hands.

"Ceneral Stuart," Lee said slowy, "you were the eyes of this army." He
paused.

Stuart said softly, a pathetic voice, "General Lee, if you please..." But Lee
went on.

"You were ny eyes. Your mission was to screen this arnmy fromthe eneny cavalry
and to report any novenent by the eneny's nmain body. That m ssion was not
fulfilled." Stuart stood notionless.

Lee said, "You left this arny wi thout word of your novements, or of the
nmoverents of the eneny, for several days. W were forced into battle without
adequat e knowl edge of the enemy's position, or strength, wthout know edge of
the ground. It is only by God's grace that we have escaped di saster.”
"Ceneral Lee." Stuart was in pain, and the old nman felt pity, but this was
necessary; it had to be done as a bad tooth has to be pulled, and there was no
turning away. Yet even now he felt the pity rise, and he wanted to say, it's
all right, boy, it's all right; this is only a | esson, just one painful quick
nmonent of |earning, over in a monent, hold on, it'll be all right. Hi s voice
began to soften. He could not help it.

"It is possible that you m sunderstood ny orders. It is possible |I did not
make nyself clear. Yet this nmust be clear: you with your cavalry are the eyes
of the arnmy. Wthout your cavalry we are blind, and that has happened once but
must never happen again." There was a nmonent of silence. It was done. Lee
wanted to reassure him but he waited, giving it tine to sink in, to take
effect, like nedicine. Stuart stood breathing audibly.

After a noment he reached down and unbuckl ed his sword, theatrically, and
handed it over with high drama in his face.

Lee grimaced, annoyed, put his hands behind his back, half turned his face.
Stuart was saying that since he no |longer held the General's trust, but Lee
interrupted with acid vigor.

"I have told you that there is no tine for that. There is a fight tonorrow,



and we need you. W need every nman. God knows. You rnust take what | have told
you and learn fromit, as a man does. There has been a mistake. It will not
happen again. | know your quality. You are a good sol dier

You are as good a cavalry officer as | have known, and your service to this
arnmy has been invaluable. | have learned to rely on your information; all your
reports are always accurate. But no report is useful if it does not reach us.
And that is what | wanted you to know. Now " He lifted a hand.

"Let us talk no nore of this." Stuart stood there, sword in hand. Lee felt a
vast pity, yet at the sane tine he could feel the comng of a snmle. Good
thing it was dark. He said formally, "General, this matter is concluded. There
will be no further discussion of it. Good night." He turned away. Stuart stood
hol di ng the sword, but he had too nuch respect for Lee to speak. He began to
nove slowy away. Lee saw himstop before going back out into the night and
put the sword back on. A good boy. If he is a man, he will learn. But now he
will be reckless, to prove hinself. Mist beware of that. Longstreet would not
approve. But court-martial would have destroyed him And he is spirited, and
that is a great part of his value. Keep himon rein, but on a |loose rein. He
has to be checked now and then. But he's a fine boy. And | amsorry to have to
do that.

Yet it was necessary.

He sat back on the fence. Another figure was com ng. He sighed, wanting
silence. But the nman was Venable, back fromEwell's canp. Like all of Lee's
ai des he had too nuch to do and had slept little in the last two days and he
was nearing exhaustion. He reported, speech blurred.

"Sir, | think I've, ah, pieced it together. |'ve been studying Cenera
Ewel | 's, ah, operation. Regret to say, very strange. There is nuch confusion
in that camp."”

"I's General BEwell in firmcommand?" They had di scussed it. Venable, who was
fond of Dick Ewell, paused before answering. Then he said slowmy, "Sir, |
thi nk General Ewell defers too much to General Early. He is... uncertain.
regret the necessity for speaking, sir. | would have preferred not..."

"l know." Lee bowed his head. So. The choice of Dick Ewell had been a m st ake.
But how was one to know?

Honest O d Bal dy. Had been a fine soldier. But cannot command a corps. Could
have known? Who el se was there? Dorsey Pender... is wounded, Venabl e said,
"Ceneral Ewell could not set his corps in position for the attack this
afternoon until sonme hours after Longstreet had al ready begun. General Rodes
got his men bottled up in the streets of CGettysburg and never attacked at
all.”

"Not at all?"

"No sir. Ceneral Early attacked at dusk-"

"At dusk. But that was hours late."

"Yes, sir, Longstreet's attack was virtually over before Early got into
action. But Early made no progress and called off the attack very soon

CGeneral Johnson managed to capture some trenches. Casualties were, ah, light."

Lee said nothing. He thought: Jackson would have noved... no time for that. He
stared at the bold noon.



"You gave General Ewell my orders for the norning?"
"Yes, sir. He understands he is to be in position to attack at first light."

"He understands that sir.'' "He will have all night to prepare. That should be
nearly anple tinme." There was in Lee's voice a rare touch of bitterness.

Venabl e paused warily, then said, "Are there further orders, sir?"

"Not just yet." Lee rested against the rail fence. Cannot depend on Ewell, nor
on Hill. There is only Longstreet: Pickett is fresh. Longstreet has fresh nen.
Vi rgi ni ans. For whom we broke the vow. Lee shook his head. Wll, one thing is
sure, if we attack tonmorrow, it will be with Longstreet. He neditated a

nmonent, weariness flowi ng through himlike a bl eak sl ow wi nd. Think now,
before you get too tired. He disnm ssed Venable and turned back to the night.

He sat down once nore against the rail fence. The horse nmoved in over him he
had to nove to keep from being stepped on. He sat on the far side of the fence
and reviewed the facts and nade the decision

It did not take himvery long. He was by nature a decisive man, and al t hough
this was one of the great decisions of his life and he knewit, he nade it

qui ckly and did not agonize over it. He did not think of the nen who woul d
die; he had | earned | ong ago not to do that. The men cane here ready to die
for what they believed in, for their homes and their honor, and although it
was often a terrible death it was al ways an honorabl e death, and no matter how
bad the pain it was only tenporary, and after death there was the reward.

The decision was clear. It had been there in the back of his nmind all that

ni ght, as he worked, renmenbering every nmonment the sight of his blue Virginia
flags going up that long slope to the top, alnost to victory, so close he
could feel the world over there beginning to give like a rotten brick wall. He
could not retreat now It night be the clever thing to do, but cleverness did
not win victories; the bright conbinations rarely worked. You won because the
men t hought they would win, attacked with courage, attacked with faith, and it
was the faith nore than anything el se you had to protect; that was one thing
that was in your hands, and so you could not ask themto | eave the field to
the enemy. And even if you could do that, cleverly, there was no certainty
they would find better ground anywhere el se, not even any certainty that they
could extricate thensel ves without trouble, and so he had known all al ong that
retreat was sinmply no longer an alternative, the way a man of honor knows t hat
when he has faced an eneny and exchanged one round of bl ows and stands there
bl eedi ng, and sees the blood of the eneny, a nan of honor can no longer turn
away. So he would stay And therefore, he would attack

The rest was clear as an engraving, so natural there seemed no alternative.
There woul d be no surprise now, speed no | onger mattered. So notion neant
not hi ng. The eneny had been attacked on both wi ngs; he had reinforced there
and woul d be strongest there. So the weak point was the center

The enemy had hi gh ground on each wing, but in the center there was a | ong
slope. So he would be softest there, and if you hit himthere with everything
you had, all the artillery firing to prepare the way in a pont au feu, if you
sent Pickett's fresh Virginians straight up the center with Longstreet's hand
the guiding force, the dom nant force, you would drive a split in the center
and cut Meade's arny in two, break the rotten wall and send the broken pieces
flying in all directions, so that if you sent Stuart's cavalry around to the
rear he could conplete the rout, in anong the wagons to finish the weckage,
yes, Stuart raw with -wounded pride and so anxious to redeem hinself that he
woul d I et nothing stop him and neither would Pickett, who had cone in that



day so desperately eager for battle.

Lee knelt and began to pray. Hi s engineer's mnd went on thinking while he

prayed. He could find no flaw. we will go up the center and split themin two,
on the defense no longer, attacking at last, Pickett and Hood and McLaws. By
the end of the prayer he was certain: he felt a releasing thrill. This was the

way, as God would have it. Face to face with the enemy, on grounds of his own
choosi ng. End wi th honor.

The weight of it was gone. He felt a grave drowsi ness.

The horse nuzzled his ear; he smled and rubbed the delicate nostrils. Then he
began to drift off. He should go into bed now, but he was not confortable

| ying down; he could not breathe. It was far better to sit in the night alone
with the beautiful horse standing guard above him It was not so bad to be an
old man, drifting. Soon to see the Light. He wondered what it would be like to
enter the Presence. They said there would be a fierce blinding |ight. How
could they know, any of thenf? He wondered: Do you see all the old friends? At
what age will they be? WII | see my father?

But it was all beyond him and he accepted it. He had done his best: the Lord
knew it. The heart thunped tw ce, a grave reminder. Lee nodded, as if at a
sumons, and prayed to the Lord for a little nore tine. After a while, he
slept. He dreaned of little girls, dancing a cotillion. Then he dreaned of
horses, herds of great horses, thundering by through bl ack canyons of cloud.
Beyond his tree, as he slept, the first blood Iight of dawn was rising up the
sky.

FRI DAY, JULY 3, 1863
of Hs terrible swift sword...
1. CHAMBERLAI N

At dawn he clinbed a tree and watched the day cone. He was high on the summt
of Round Top, higher than any man in either army. The sky was thick and gray,
snelling of heat and rain; long msts drifted dowmn between the ridges, lay in
pools in the woods, rose toward the sun |ike white steam He could see
canpfires burning in groups and clusters, like little cities sparkling in the
mst, far, far off toward the blue hills to the east. He could look directly
down on the gray crest of Little Round Top, saw the gunners there rising and
stretching and heating coffee near black cannon. There were lights all down
the Union line, a few horses noving, here and there a bugle, lights in the
cenetery, a spattering of lights in Gettysburg. Here at the summt of Round
Top the air was cool, there was no wind, the odor of death was very slight,
just that one pale yellow scent, a nenory in the silent air. The odor of

cof fee was stronger. Chanberlain sniffed and hoped, but he had none. Al

rati ons were gone. He |l ay back and watched the norning cone.

The nmen lay below himin a line below the crest, receding down into the trees,
the dark. In the night they had built a stone wall, had set out pickets, had
taken prisoners. They had been joined at last by the 83rd Pennsyl vania and the
44t h New York, but they were still the extrene end of the Union line, the

hi ghest point on the field. Chanberlain kept pickets out all night, changing
them every two hours, nmaking themreport every half hour. He did not sleep. As
| ong as he kept noving the pain in the leg did not trouble him but the foot
kept bl eeding and annoying him No one had any rations. They had left Union
MIls with three days' worth, but the troops had phil osophically eaten npbst of
that first chance they got. Chanberlain searched for coffee, which he badly
needed. Just before sunup he began to get very, very tired, and so he clinbed



the tree and rested his | egs. Dawn was al ways the worst tine. Al npst

i npossible to keep the eyes open. C ose them and he thought of her, the red
robe. This morning, oddly, he thought of her and of his two children. He could
see themclearly, when he closed his eyes, playing at her feet |ike cubs, she
| ooking up at himsmling calmy, waiting, pouting-but they would not even be
up yet. Too early for them They will sleep two nore hours, at least. And here
| sit on a hill in Pennsylvania. High on a hill, perched in a tree, watching

t he dawn cone. A year ago | was in Miine, a teacher of |anguages. Amazing. The
ways of God. Who woul d have thought? Well. It will be hard to go hone again
after this. Yesterday was... He closed his eyes. Saw the men behind the rocks,
Tozier with the flag, the snoke, white faces, a screamfor bayonets. Yesterday
was... a dream

He al nost dozed. Cane awake. Need someone to talk to. Sky all thick and gray.
Rai n? | hope so. But no, another scorcher. They don't know about this kind of
weat her back in Mi ne.

"Col onel ?" At the foot of the tree: Tom Chanberlain sml ed.
"Hey, Colonel, | got you some coffee.”

He held al oft a steami ng cup. Chanberlain's stomach twi nged in anticipation
Tom cl anbered up, reaching.

Chanberl ain took the hot cup, held it lovingly. "Ch, that's fine. \Were did
you find that?"

"Well..." Tomgrinned. "Gee, you sure can see a ways fromup here." He
squinted. "Golly, that's the whole damm Reb arny."

"Don't swear," Chanberlain said automatically. He thought of yesterday. | used
himto plug a hole. My brother

Did it automatically, as if he was expendabl e. Reached out and put himthere,
as you nove a chess piece.

"W sent out a detail," Tomsaid cheerily, yawning, "and found some poor
departed soul s down there and they were carrying coffee for which they had no
nore use, so we took it."

Chanberl ain grinmaced. "Ghoul ," he said. But he drank, and the coffee was sweet
wi th brown sugar, and strength boiled into him

"How you feel. Colonel, sir? You notice | don't say 'Lawence."'"
"I feel fine."

"You know, | bet we're higher than anybody in the whole arny. In both blane

armes." Tomwas pleased. "Now there's a thing to tell your children. M/, what
a view"

Chanberl ain drank. After a nonment he said, wthout thinking, "I mss old
Buster."

"Kilrain? Yep. But he'll be all right."

The vacancy was there, a hole in the air, a special kind of |oneliness. You
wanted to have Buster to talk to when it was all over, to go over it, to
| earn, to understand, to see what you shoul d have done.



Tom said, "You know, Lawrence? | close ny eyes, | fall asleep."

"Better get down off the tree.”

"You know what ?"

"What ?"

"I don't like bayonets." He squinted at Chanberl ain, shrugged foolishly,

bl i nked and yawned. "One thing about war | just don't like. Different, you
know? Not |ike guns and cannon. Qther nmen feel same way. You know what |

mean?"

Chanber | ai n nodded.

"I couldn't use mine," Tom said ashanedly. "Yesterday. Just couldn't. Ran down
the hill, yelling, screamed ny head off. Hit one man with the rifle barrel
Bent the rifle all to hell, pardon ne. But couldn't stick nobody. Didn't see
much of that, either. Amglad to say. Most nen won't stick people. Wen | was
goi ng back and | ooking at the dead, weren't many killed by bayonet."

Chanberl ain said, "Nothing to be ashaned of."

"Law ence?"

Chanberl ain turned. Tom was gazing at him ow -eyed.

"You weren't afraid, nuch, yesterday."

"Too busy," Chanberl ain said.

"No." Tom shook his head. "I shoot and run around and all the time |'m scared

green. But you weren't scared at all. Not at all. But at Fredericksburg you
were scared. "

Chanberlain said, "I was too busy. Had things to do. Couldn't think about
getting hurt." But he remenbered: There was nore to it than that. There was an
exul tation, a huge delight: | was alive.

"Well," Tom said stubbornly, "you did real good." It was the old famly

expression, used by one brother to another, down the years. Did | do good? You
did real good.

Chanber | ai n gri nned

"You know what ?" Tom said. He grabbed a branch, swung hinself into a better
position. "I think we're going to win this war." He | ooked to Chanberlain for
confirmation.

Chanber | ai n nodded, but he was too tired to think about it, all those noble

i deals, all true, all high and golden in the m nd, but he was just too tired,
and he had no need to talk about it. He would hang onto these rocks, al
right, of that he was certain. But he didn't know about another charge.

He | ooked down on the nen, the line running down the hill.

Alittle amunition, a little food. We'll hang onto these rocks, all right.
Now if | could just get a little sleep..

"Law ence? The way them Rebs kept com ng yesterday... You got to admire 'em



"Um " Chanberlain said

"You think they'll cone again today?"

Chanber |l ai n | ooked out across the open air, gazed at the mles of canpfires.
"Doesn't look like they're planning to depart."

"You think they' Il cone again?"
"They'l|l come again," he said. He stirred hinself on the branch. They'll cone
again, for sure. Mist get nore amrunition up here. What in God's nane is
keepi ng Ri ce?

"W only got about two hundred nen," Tom said thoughtfully. Not with worry but
with cal culation, a new realist, assessing the cold truth.

"But the position is very good," Chanberlain said.

"I guess so," Tomadmtted. Runble of cannon. At first he thought it was
t hunder, out of the dark sky to the north.

But he saw the flashes sparkle on Cemetery H Il and knew it was too early for
t hunder, and as he | ooked northward he could see sunlight breaking through the
overcast, to the north and west, and shells falling on the far side of the
cenetery. He put his glasses to his eyes and | ooked, but all he could see was
snoke and mist, an occasional yellow flash. Below him on the hilltop, the
heads of the nen turned north. Chanberlain thought: diversion. To Tom he said,
"You go down and alert the pickets. May be a diversion on that flank. They may
be com ng this way again. Send Ruel Thomas to nme, tell himto send anot her

call to Rice for ammunition."

Tom started down the tree. He scratched hinself, swore feebly.

"Law ence, we're going to need another runner, sir, old brother. | go up and
down this hill nuch nore nmy legs going to fall off."

Chanberlain said, "Yes. Tell Ellis Spear to pick a man, send himto ne."

Tom noved down into the dark. Chanberlain waited in the tree. It was a very
good position. The hill was flat across the top, about thirty yards of flat
rock, an occasional tree, but the ascent on all sides was steep. The ground
facing the eneny was rocky and steep and heavy with trees, and the ground
behind himfell away abruptly, a sheer drop of at |east a hundred feet, no
worry about assault fromthat side.

The nmen had built another rock wall, and now, w th enough amunition, he could
hold there for a long tinme. The end of the Iine. Overlooking all the world.
They' Il come again. Let 'em cone.

He hal f expected another assault. But there was no sound from bel ow. The sky

was brighter now, breaks in the overcast; light streamed down in blinding
rays. He shaded sleep-filled eyes, gazed out across the Southern lines to the
blue hills to the east. Lovely country. If | close nmy eyes, you know, 1'Il go

to sleep. If they cone again, could use sone rest first.

He heard a nman snoring loudly just below his tree. He saw a round face,
bearded, nmouth open, flat on his back on a rock | edge, hands fol ded on his
chest. Chanberlain smled in envy He thought: guess | better get down from



here, | ook around.

But now he had sat for a long tine and his leg had stiffened, there was a
brutal pain in his foot. He linped along the rock, trying to work out the
stiffness. Thirty-four years old, |addie, not the man you used to be. He
wal ked painfully past the sleeping man. A tall thin boy grinned happily
upward, touched his cap. Chanberlain said, "Good norning."

"Col onel, sir.
"How you getting al ong?"
"Hungry, sir." The boy started to get up. Chanberlain held out a hand.

"Never mind that. Take it easy." He | ooked down on the round-faced sl eeper
smi | ed.

"Jonas can sl eep anywhere," the boy said proudly.

Chanber | ain noved on down the line. The battle in the north was growi ng. No
diversion. Well. He felt oddly disappointed. Then a trace of pride. They tried
this flank yesterday and couldn't nmove us. Now they're trying the other flank
He wondered who his opposite nunber was, the colonel on the far right, the
last man on the right of the Union Iine. What troops did he | ead? What was he
t hi nki ng now? Good | uck to you. Col onel, Chanberlain said silently, saluting
in his mind. But you don't have soldiers Iike these.

He |inped anbng the men, passing each one like a warmng fire. He shared with
themall the menory of yesterday. He had been with themto that other world;
they were in it now, the high clear world of the last man in line, and all the
eneny com ng. Tozier on the rock with the flag in his hand, Tom pl uggi ng the
gap, bayonets lifted, that last wild charge. He | ooked down sniling as he
passed, patting shoul ders, concerned with small wounds. One boy |ay behind a
rock. He had been shot through the cheek yesterday but had not gone to the
rear, had charged, had conme all this way to the top of the hill. Now he was
down with a fever, and the wound in the face was inflaned.

Chanberl ain ordered himto the field hospital. There were several signs of
si ckness, one possi bl e case of typhoid.

Not hing to do but detail the men down the hill. But none of themwanted to go,
some deathly afraid of the hospital itself, some not wanting to be away from
men they knew, men they could trust, the Regi nent of Home.

Chanber | ain began to grow restless for food. He thought: we're forgotten up
here. Nobody knows what these men did yesterday. They saved the whole |ine,
God knows, and now | can't even feed them He was becom ng angry. He cl anbered
back up the hill and tore open the wound inside his boot, which began again to
bl eed. He sat down at the top of the hill, listening to the cannon fire and
nmusketry raging in the north, nmonentarily grateful that it was over there, and
took off the boot, bound the foot, wi shed he could get sonething to wash it
down with, but what water there was was dirty and bl oody. There was a creek
down bel ow. Plum Run. Choked with yesterday's dead. Good to be high up here;
the snmells of death don't seemto be rising. Wnd still fromthe south,
blowing it away. You know, the Reginent is weary.

That thought had taken a while to form had forned slowy as he noved up and
down the line. Just so far you can push a man.

He thought: a little food. Alittle rest. They'll be right again in a bit.



Fewer than two hundred now. And there on the rock, sitting staring down at the
long I'ine of dark nen shapel ess under dark trees, he felt for the first tine
the sense of the coming end. They were dw ndling away |ike sands in a gl ass.
How | ong does it go on? Each one becom ng nore precious. Wat's left nowis

t he best, each man a rock. But now there are so few W began with a thousand
and so whittled down, polishing, pruning, until what we had yesterday was
superb, absolutely superb, and now only about two hundred, and. God, had it

not been for those boys fromthe Second Maine... but the end is in sight.

Anot her day like yesterday... and the Reginment will be gone. In the Union Arny
that was the way it was: they fought a unit until it bled to death. There were
no repl acenents

He shook his head, trying to shake away the thought. He could not imagi ne them
gone. He would go with them But if the war went on much longer... if there
was one nore fight |ike yesterday..

The sound of the battle in the north grew steadily in intensity. Chanberlain,
al one, wi shed he knew anything at all about what was happeni ng. He could not
even talk to Ellis Spear, who was down in the woods with the other flank of
the Regiment, where it joined the 83rd. He waited, alone, staying awake,
listening. After a while there was a courier fromRice. He was a puffing

i eutenant staggering up anmong the rocks.

"Col onel Chanberlain? Sir, that's sone clinb." The |ieutenant paused to gasp
for air, |eaned upon a tree.

"My nen need rations, Lieutenant," Chanberlain said.

He stood up on his bloody foot, boot in hand.

"Sir, Colonel Rice instructs me to tell you that you are relieved, sir.

"Rel i eved?" Men were gathering around him Sergeant Tozier had come up, that
bi g- nosed man, towered over the |ieutenant, gl ooned down at him

"Col onel Fisher's people are conming up, sir, and will take over here. Col one
Rice informs nme that he wi shes to conmplinent you on a job well done and give
your people a rest, so he wants you to fall back, and I'mto show you the
way. "

"Fall back." Chamberlain turned, |ooked around the hilltop. He did not want to
go. You could defend this place against an army. Well. He | ooked at his tree,
from whi ch he had watched the dawn.

He gave the words to Tozier. The Twentieth Maine would stay in position unti

Fi sher's brigade cane up, but in a few nonents he heard them

com ng-extraordi nary, he had not expected anything quick to happen in this
arnmy. The lieutenant sat against a tree while Chanberlain noved anong the
troops, getting themready to nove. Chanberlain came back for one | ast |ook
around. For a noment, at |least, we were the flank of the army. Fromthis point
you could see the whole battlefield. Now they were going down, to blend into

t he mass bel ow. He | ooked around. He woul d renenber the spot. He woul d be back
here, sone day, after the war.

The men were in line, all down the hill. Tomand Ellis Spear were waiting down
bel ow.

"You'll guide us, Lieutenant."



"Yes, sir.
The |ieutenant npved off, downward into the dark

Chanberlain said, "I'lIl be wanting to go back to Little Round Top as soon as
possi bl e. The Regiment will bury its own dead."

"Yes, sir, but I'"'mto lead you to your new position first, sir, if you don't
m nd. "

Chanber | ain said, "Were are we goi ng?"

"Ch, sir-" the lieutenant grinned-"a | ovely spot. Safest place on the
battlefield. R ght smack dab in the center of the line. Very quiet there."

2. LONGSTREET.

Coree was back in the gray dawn. The nove to the south was still possible; the
road to Washington was still open. But Union cavalry was closing in around
Longstreet's flank. He sent orders to extend Hood's division. He sat in the
gray light studying Goree's map, snelling rain, thinking that a little rain
now woul d be marvel ous, cool them cool the battle fever, settle the dust. Wt
m st flowed softly by; dew dripped fromthe | eaves, pattered in the woods, but
the norning was already warm The heat woul d cone agai n.

He drank coffee al one, dream ng. Scheibert, the Prussian, chatted with him
about the Battle of Solferino. Longstreet could hear the laughter from

Pi ckett's boys; sonme of them had been up all night. They were noving into |ine
in the fields behind Sem nary Ridge, out of sight of the Union guns. He was
curt with Schei bert. The Prussian was not a fool; he bowed, departed.
Longstreet studied the map. Rain would be a great blessing. Rain would screen
our novenents.

Lee cane out of the mists. He was tall and gray on that marvel ous horse,
riding majestically forward in the gray light of norning outlined against the
sky, the staff all around himand behind him Lee alone in the center, |arger
than themall, erect, soldierly, gazing eastward toward the eneny line. He
rode up, saluted grandly. Longstreet rose. Lee rested both hands on the pomel
of his saddle. The mi st thickened and bl ew between them there was a ghostly
quality in the look of him of all his staff, ghost riders out of the past,
sabers cl anki ng, horses breathing thick and heavy in thick dank air.

Lee said, "General, good norning."

Longstreet offered himcoffee. Lee declined. He said, "If you will nount up
Ceneral, | would like to ride over in that direction-" he gestured
eastward-"sonme little way."

Longstreet called for his horse, mounted. He said, "l've had scouts out al
ni ght, CGeneral. | know the terrain now. "

Lee said nothing. They rode toward the high ground, an opening in the trees.
Longstreet | ooked out across a flat field of mst, fenceposts, a ridge of
stone bl ack against the softwhite flow nist, then across the road and up the
long rise toward the Union defenses, high out of the mst, fires burning,

bl ack cannon in plain view

Longstreet said again, "Sir, |'ve discovered a way south that seens prom sing.
If we would nove-"



"Ceneral, the eneny is there-" Lee lifted his arm pointed up the ridge in a
massi ve gesture-"and there's where 1"'mgoing to strike him"

He turned and | ooked back at Longstreet for one |ong nmoment, straight into his
eyes, fixing Longstreet with the black stare, the eyes of the General, and
then turned away. Longstreet drew his head in, like a turtle.

Lee said slowmy, face to the east, "The situation is basically unchanged. But
you have Pickett now, and he is fresh. | want you to nove your corps forward
and take those heights, in the center, and split the Union line."

Longstreet took a deep breath. Lee said, "I have sent word to BEwmell. He is to
attack when you do, keeping the eneny pinned on that flank. Yours will be the
main effort. HIl will be the reserve. You will have all our artillery

precedi ng you, fixed on that one point. A pont au feu."

He was wat ching Longstreet's face, gazing at himw thout expression, the eyes
set far back under white brows, dark, touched with the cool light of the
nmorni ng. Longstreet said, "Sir." He shook his head, groping for words. Lee
wai t ed.

"Sir, there are sone things | must say."

Lee nodded, again w thout expression, imobile. The staff had noved back; the
two Generals were alone. Longstreet said, "Sir. My two divisions, Hood and
McLaws, |ost alnost half their strength yesterday. Do you expect ne to attack
agai n that same high ground which they could not take yesterday at ful
strength? Wth so many officers |lost? Including Sam Hood?"

Lee was expressionless. The eyes were black and still.

Longstreet said, "Sir, there are now three Union corps on those rocky hills,
on our flank. If I nove my people forward we'll have no flank at all; they'l
simply swing around and crush us. There are thirty thousand nen on those

hei ghts to our right. Cavalry is noving out on ny flank now If | nove Hood
and McLaws, the whole rear of this arny is open.”

Lee's head shifted slightly, inperceptibly; his eyes shifted. He had been set,
now he turned, |ooked away, |ooked down at the ground, then east again.

After a noment he said, "You say there is cavalry nmoving on your right? In
what force?"

"Two brigades, at least."

"You have that from CGoree?"

"Yes, sir.

Lee nodded. "Coree is accurate," he said. He sat pondering.

"Ceneral," Longstreet said slowy, "it is ny considered opinion that a frontal
assault here would be a disaster."

Lee turned, frowned; the dark eyes flared for a nonent.

But he said nothing. Longstreet thought: | do not want to hurt this man. He
said slowy, "They are well entrenched, they nmean to fight. They have good
artillery and plenty of it. Any attack will be uphill over open ground.

Ceneral, this is a bad position. Have you ever seen a worse position? Here we



are in along line, spread all around them a line five mles |long. How can we
coordi nate an attack? They're massed all together, damm near in a circle.
Anywhere we hit themthey can bring reinforcements in a matter of mnutes. And
t hey can nove up reinforcenment behind those hills, out of sight of our cannon
But if we try to nove in support it has to conme frommniles off, and their
cannon can see every nmove. Hell, their cannon are | ooking down at us right

now. General Lee, sir, this is not a good position."

Lee said, "They will break."

He said it very softly. Longstreet barely heard him "Sir? Sir?"

"They will break," Lee repeated. "In any case, there is no alternative."
"Sir, | do not think so."

I am maki ng himangry. Lee turned and | ooked at him but there was a
difference in the face now, the weariness was suddenly apparent. The old man
had |1 ost control for a nonment and the pain was there; the exhaustion dulled
the eyes. Longstreet felt a surge of enotion. He wanted to reach out and touch
the old man, but that was inpossible. You could not show affection here, no
place for it here, too many men will die, nmust think clearly, but all the
while he felt an icy despair, a cold dead place |like dead skin. And then the
guns began, cannon booming off to the left, where BEwell was. Longstreet swung
in his saddle, saw A P. Hill com ng up, chatting with Pickett, and heads al
turning at the sound of the guns. And now Lee's face was afl anme. An anger
Longstreet had never seen before contorted the old man's face. He pulled his
horse savagely, al nost snarl ed.

"What is Ewell up to? In God's nanme, can he follow no order at all?"

Lee gal l oped off to the left. Longstreet renmai ned behind. Pickett canme up
good cheer in his eye, babbling that his boys had been up for hours, and what
was the plan? Longstreet said: nothing, and they recognized the nood and | eft
himal one. Fits of weariness began to pass over Longstreet, as clouds pass
over and dull the heat.

Col onel Marshall cane back, from Lee. The word was that the Federals had
opened an attack on Ewell, just as he was getting set. So. At |east Ewell
hadn't gone off hal f-cocked. No. But what does Lee expect? How can we

coordi nate across all these mles? And now Meade is attacking. Good, very
good. Meade begins to stir hinmself. Now that's excellent indeed. Gven a bit
of luck now, we can |lure himdown out of those damed bl oody rocks. He's
nmovi ng on ny flank now Good, very good. Let himcone, let himconme, and then
when his armis out far enough, when his nose is extended, |I will chop it off
with a chop they' Il feel in London.

Lee was com ng back. The sun was begi nning to break through, the nist was
rising. Lee rode slowy up, slouched a bit, no longer quite so trim He sniled
a haggard smile. Longstreet thought: He got mad at Ewell, now he's
enbar r assed.

Lee said, "No need for hurry now. Ceneral Ewell is engaged. General Meade has
made a nove. | nust confess; | did not expect it." He pointed. "W'll ride
forward."'

They noved out toward the |lines. Lee was thinking; Longstreet kept silent. The
heat cane slowy, steadily. They rode down to the Emm tsburg Road, in clear
view of the Union lines. There were snells flowing up fromthe hospital. CQut
inthe fields the dead |lay everywhere in the litter of war. Here and there



surgeons were noving, burial parties. Above them on the Union |ines, a cannon
t hunped, the ball passed overhead, exploded in an open field anong the dead
bodi es. Two of Lee's aides rode up, insisted that the Union gunners could see
them much too clearly. They di smounted. Lee wal ked forward across the road
into the peach orchard, where Barksdal e had streamed to his death the day
before. Lee cautioned Longstreet to keep his distance so that if a shot cane
down it would not get both of themat once. They were nearing the |lines now
men began rising out of the ground, ragged apparitions. The aides quieted
cheering, which would draw Union fire. The men stood awe-stricken, hats in

t hei r hands, whi spering kind words, words of hope, words of joy. Longstreet

| ooked into | ean young grinning faces, bloodstained clothes, saw bodies

bl oated in the fields, dead horses everywhere. Ewell's fight in the north was
stiffer, but down here the sound was softened; the wind was in the south,

bl owi ng toward the battle, blow ng up between the lines. They were wal ki ng now
in Wfford' s line. Wfford cane out to greet Ceneral Lee.

Wfford s Brigade had pushed up the ridge alnbst to the top the day before.
Lee listened to himtell of it, then Lee said, "Ceneral, you went up there
yesterday. Surely you can do it again."

"No, General, | think not," Wfford said. He seenmed enbarrassed to say it.
Lee said, "Wy not?"

"Because yesterday we were chasing a broken eneny. They've been heavily
rei nforced. They've had all night to entrench. And ny boys... lost nmany
friends yesterday."

Lee said nothing. Longstreet saw himclanp his jaw. He was wal king sl owy,
hands cl asped behind him He said suddenly, "Well, but Pickett is here. And
Stuart. Don't forget Stuart."

A sharpshooter's bullet shirred by overhead. Longstreet |ooked for it
curiously. Shooting downhill, snipers always overshoot. They were noving into
the front of the line, the bloody wheat field. Longstreet saw a battery being
nmoved, guns being pull ed back. He saw young Porter Al exander, his chief of
artillery, in personal supervision. Good, he thought absently, very good,

Al exander is seeing to it himself. The technical commander was Parson
Pendl et on, but Pendl eton was a fool. There was high ground at the peach
orchard. Al exander was posting sonme Napol eons there, waved as he rode by. Lee
saw, approved wordl essly.

He took his hat off, gazing upward at the long rise toward Cenetery Ridge. The
sun gl eamed on his white hair, the dark ridge along the brow |line where the
hat had pressed the hair down. Longstreet thought: he was not all that
white-haired a year ago. He renenbered yesterday: "1'll tell you a secret: I'm
an old man."

I wish we could take the hill. Could flood right on over it and end the war,
wi pe themall away in one great notion. But we can't. No matter how nuch
wish... or trust in God..

Lee turned back. H s face was agai n conposed; he put the soft black hat back
on his head. He called an aide: Venable, then Taylor. Longstreet waited to the
side. Soldiers were drifting up to stand happily by, gazing w th paterna
affection at Lee, at Longstreet.

"Momin' to ya. General. You |look pert this mornin', sir.

"Ceneral, beggin' yer pardon, sir, 1'd like to conplain about the food, sir.



"We's back in the Union now GCeneral."

They were ready. That superb norale. Lee touched his hat to the nmen. They
nmoved away fromthe line. The sun broke through at | ast and poured heat on the
roadway; the mist was gone. A rider came up from Hood's division, comanded
now by Ceneral Law. Law reported Union cavalry moving in force across his
flank, suggested strengthening his line with Robertson's Brigade. Longstreet
agreed. Lee listening silently. Then they rode back toward the ridge where

Pi ckett's nen waited

Ewel l's fight was going on. They coul d see snoke bl owi ng now across the top of
the hill. Ewell reported that Johnson was being conmpelled to fall back from
the trenches he had won the night before. Lee sat alone for a while,
Longstreet a small way away. A slowy grow ng swarm of aides and ot her

of ficers, reporters, foreigners, mnusicians, began gathering a respectful

di stance away. A band began playing "That Bonny Blue Flag," in Lee's honor
Skirm sh firing broke out in the fields below Sem nary Ri dge; mnusketry popped
in patches of white snoke as the lines felt and probed.

At | ast Lee turned, sunmoned Longstreet. Longstreet cane up. Lee said,
"Ceneral, we will attack the center."

He paused. Longstreet took a long breath, let it go.

"You will have Pickett's Division. But | think you are right about the flank
Leave Hood and McLaws where they are. | will give you Heth's Division. It was
not engaged yesterday. And Pender's."

Longstreet nodded.

"You will have three divisions. Your objective will be that clunp of trees..
there."”

He pointed. The center of the Union line, the center of the ridge. The clunp
of trees was clear, isolated. In the center of the clunmp was one large tree
shaped |ike an unbrella. Unm stakable. Longstreet nodded, listened, tried not
to think.

"Your attack will be preceded by massed artillery fire. Afeu d enfer. W will
concentrate all our guns on that small area. Wen the artillery has had its

ef fect, your charge will break the line. The rest of Hill's people will be
waiting. Stuart has already gone round to the rear."

Lee turned. Now the excitement was in his eyes. He | eaned forward, gazing at
Longstreet, hoping to strike fire, but Longstreet said nothing, stood

i stening, head bowed.

Lee said, "Those three divisions... will give you fifteen thousand nen."

Longstreet said, "Yes, sir." He stared at the ridge. He said suddenly,
"Hancock is up there."

Lee nodded. "Yes, that's the Second Corps."
Longstreet said, "Hard on Arm stead."

Lee said, "You can begin at any time. But plan it well, plan it well. W stake
everything on this."



"Sir?" Longstreet thought: | can't. "Sir," Longstreet said, "you are giving ne
two of Hill's divisions, only one of mne. Myst of the troops will be HII's.
Wuldn't it be better to give the attack to Hill?"

Lee shook his head. He said, "General, | want you to make this attack."
Longstreet took another deep breath. Lee said, "Ceneral, | need you."

Longstreet said, "Sir, with your permssion."

Lee waited. Longstreet spoke and did not want to ook himin the face, but
di d, spoke | ooking at the weary face, the ancient eyes, the old man who was

nore than father of the arny, synbol of war. "Sir, | have been a soldier al
my life. | have served fromthe ranks on up. You know my service. | have to
tell you now, sir, that | believe this attack will fail. |I believe that no
fifteen thousand nmen ever set for battle could take that hill, sir."

Lee raised a hand. Longstreet had seen the anger before, had never seen it
turned toward him It was as if Longstreet was betraying him But Longstreet
went on: "It is a distance of nore than a mile. Over open ground. As soon as
we | eave the trees we will be under the fire of their artillery. Fromall over
the field. At the top of the hill are Hancock's boys-"

Lee said, "That's enough."

He turned away. He called Taylor. For a |long nonment Longstreet thought: he is
relieving ne. But Lee was sending for soneone. Longstreet thought: he should
relieve me. He should give it to AL P. Hill. But he knew Hill could not take
it, no one could take it; there was no one else Lee could rely on, nothing
else to do. It was all set and fated |ike the com ng of the bl oody heat, the
dammed rising of the dammed sun, and nothing to do, no way to prevent it, ny
weary old man. God hel p us, what are you doi ng?

Not thinking clearly anynore, Longstreet conposed hinself. Lee cane back. Lee
said calmy, "Ceneral, do you have any questions?"

Longstreet shook his head. Lee cane to him touched his arm

"Ceneral, we all do our duty. W do what we have to do."

"Yes, sir," Longstreet said, not |ooking at him

"Al exander is handling the artillery. He is very good. We will rely on himto
break them up before Pickett gets there."

"Yes, sir.

"Heth is still too ill for action. I amgiving his division to Johnston
Pettigrew Is that satisfactory to you?"

Longstreet nodded.
"Pender is out of action, too. Who would you suggest for the comrmand there?"
Longstreet could not think. He said, "Anyone you choose."

"Well," Lee neditated. "How about Isaac Trinble? No one in the arny has nore
fight in himthat Trinble."

"Yes," Longstreet said.



"Good. Then that's agreed. Pettigrew, Pickett, and Trinble. The new commanders
won't really matter, in an attack of this kind. The men will know where to

go."

He went over the plan again. He wanted to be certain, this day, that it al
went well, laying it all out like the tracks of a railroad. He was confident,
excited, the blood was up. He thought the arny could do anything. Longstreet
felt the weariness, the heat of the day. The objective was clear. Al fifteen
t housand nen woul d concentrate, finally, on a small stone wall perhaps a
hundred yards w de. They mi ght break through. It was possible.

Lee said, "The line there is not strong. Meade has strengthened both his

flanks; he nmust be weak in the center. | estimate his strength in the center
at not nuch nore than five thousand nmen. The artillery barrage will upset
them™

"Yes, sir."

"I's there anything you need? Take whatever tine you need."
"I have al ways been slow, " Longstreet said.

"There is no one | trust nore."

"I'f the line can be broken..." Longstreet said.

"It can. It will." Lee paused, sniled.

"If it can be done, those boys will do it." Longstreet noved back fornally,
sal ut ed.
Lee returned the salute, tall, erect, radiating faith and confidence. He said

slowy, the voice of the father, "General Longstreet, God go with you."
Longstreet rode off to sunmon his staff.

What was needed now was control, absolute control. Lee was right about that: a
man who could not control hinmself had no right to command an armny. They nust
not know rny doubts, they rmust not. So | will send themforward and say
not hi ng, absol utely nothing, except what nust be said. But he | ooked down at
hi s hands. They were trenbling. Control took a few nonents. He was not sure he
could do it. There had never been anything like this in his life before. But
here was Pickett, w de-eyed, curious, long hair ringed and conbed, nounted on
a bl ack horse, under a great tree

Longstreet told himthe orders. Pickett whooped with joy. Longstreet let him
go off to formhis troops. He | ooked at his watch: not yet noon. It would be
some time yet. He sent for the other officers, for Porter Al exander. The fi ght
on the far left was dying; Ewell was done. There would be no support there. He
felt a monent of curious suspension, as when you have been awake for a long
time you have certain nonments of unreality, of nunbness, of the begi nning of
sleep. It passed. He heard cannon fire to the left, closer. A P. H Il was
shooting at sonething. Al exander rode up: a young man; nondescript face but
very capable. He was excited, hatless. He apol ogi zed for the |oss of the hat.

"Sir, ah, we seemto have upset Colonel Walton. He has just rem nded ne that
he is the senior artillery officer in this Corps."

Longstreet noved out to the edge of the trees. He indicated the limts of the
attack, where the fire should converge. He explained it slowy, methodically,



with great care. The Union cannon up on the Rocky Hill would cause trouble.
Al exander shoul d assign guns to keep them quiet. He shoul d have nore guns
ready to nove forward with the attack, keeping the flanks clear. It occurred
to Longstreet that this was a grave responsibility. He interrupted hinself,
sai d suddenly, "How old are you, son?"

"Sir? Ah, twenty-six, sir.

Longstreet nodded, |ooked into the unlined face, the bright, dark, anxious
eyes. Best gunner in the corps. W make do with what we have. He said, "Can

you cl ean those guns off that hill, son?"

"Sir? Wll, sir, | don't know about that, sir."

"Well," Longstreet said. He thought: |'m seeking reassurance. Let it go. He
said, "I amrelying on you, son."

"Yes, sir." Al exander bobbed his head several tines, kicked the turf. "I1'lI

sure keep 'emshootin', sir."

"Don't open fire until | give you the word, until everything's in position
Then fire with everything you have. Get yourself a good observation point so
you can see the damage we're doing. We've got to drive sone of those people
off that hill. If we don't do that... I'Il rely on your judgnment."

A great weight to put upon him But nothing else to do.

Al exander saluted, noved off. Here came Sorrel, bringing with him on

hor seback. Generals Pettigrew and Trinble. Longstreet greeted them sent for
Pi ckett. He got down from his horse and wal ked over to the open space on the
ground where the staff had spread the canp stools, and asked for coffee. They
sat in acircle, lesser officers at a distance, alnmost in files, by rank
Longstreet wore the expressionless face, drank the coffee, said nothing at
all, |ooked at them

Johnston Pettigrew handsome, fine-featured. An intellectual. Very few
intellectuals in this arny. He had attended the University of North Carolina
and they talked of his grades there with reverence and awe. Curious thing,
Longstreet thought. He smiled slightly. Here's our intellectual, Pettigrew,
going into battle side by side with old Pickett, last in his class. He
chuckl ed. The men were watching him sensing his nmood. They seened to see him
grin. Longstreet |ooked at Pettigrew

"They tell me you' ve witten a book."

"Sir? Ch, yes, sir." Firmsound to the voice, clear calmeye. Lee thinks the
world of him He will do all right.

"What was it about ?"

"Ch, it was only a minor work, sir.

"I'"l'l have to read it."

"You will have a copy, sir, with nmy conplinents."” To Longstreet's surprise,
Pettigrew rose, sumoned an ai de, dispatched the nman for the book

Longstreet grinned again. He said, "General, | doubt if I'Il have time today."

"At your leisure, sir." Pettigrew bowed formally.



Longstreet | ooked at Isaac Trinble. He was breathing hard, face red and puffy,
a bewildered ook to him He had a reputation as a fire-breather. He did not
look like it. His beard was fully white, his hair puffed and frizzled. Well,
Longstreet thought, we shall see.

Pi ckett came up, joined the circle. Introductions were unnecessary. Longstreet
ordered coffee all around, but Trinble would not take any; his stonmach was
troubling him Sorrel was the only other officer to hear the orders.
Longstreet explained it all slowy, watching them Pickett was excited, could
not sit still, sat rubbing his thighs with both hands, nodding, patting

hi nsel f on the knees. Pettigrew was cal mand pale and still. Trinble breathed
deeply, rubbed his nose. His face grew nore and nore crinson.

Longstreet began to understand that the old man was deeply noved. \Wien he was
done with the orders Longstreet drew the alignment in the dirt:

They all understood. Then Longstreet rose and wal ked out to the edge of the
trees, out into the open, for a look at the Union line. He pointed to the
clump of trees. There were a few m nor questions. Longstreet told themto keep
that clump in sight as they noved back to their troops, to make sure that
there was no confusion. The attack woul d guide on Pickett. Mbore m nor
guestions, then silence. They stood together, the four nen, |ooking up at the
Union line. The nmist had burned away; there were a few clouds, a slight haze.
H1l's guns had stopped; there was a general silence.

Longstreet said, "Centlenen, the fate of your country rests on this attack."
Al eyes were on his face. He put out his hand.
"Centlenen, return to your troops."

Pettigrew took his hand. "Sir, | want to say, it is an honor to serve under
your command. "

He noved off. Trinble took the hand. He was crying. He said huskily, tears al

down the red glistening cheeks, "I want to thank you, sir, for the opportunity
you have given nme, sir, to serve here. | have prayed, sir." He stopped,

choked. Longstreet pressed his hand. Trinble said, "I will take that wall,
sir."

Pi ckett stayed. Longstreet said, "George, can you take that hill?"

Pi ckett grinned. My curly boy He rushed off, hair flying. Here was Al exander
gal l oping up through the trees, exasperated.

"Sir, CGeneral Hill's artillery is dueling the Union people for some damed
barn, sir, excuse ne, but it's a tragic waste of amunition. W don't have a
[imtless supply.”

Longstreet said, "Gve CGeneral Hill my conplinments and tell himI| suggest he
reserve his ammnition for the assault."

Al exander rode off.
And so it's in notion.
Sem nary Ridge was thick with trees, but the fields on both sides were bare.

Pi ckett's troops were beginning to formin the fields to the west, out of
sight of the Union line. Longstreet rode to watch them then back out through



the trees to face east, looking up toward the Union line. His staff was with
him gaunt Coree asleep in his saddle, refusing to Iie down. Longstreet saw a
fam liar figure standing sone distance out in the field, alone, |ooking toward
the Union line. He rode that way: Arnistead. Looking up toward Hancock's wal |
Longstreet stopped, nodded, let the man al one, rode away. Poor old Lo. \Vell

Al'l over soon. One way or the other

Lee was com ng back down the line, aides preceding him to keep the nmen from
cheering. Al exander's guns were moving, realigning; horses were pulling

cai ssons into position, stirring the dust. Lee was trimand calm al

busi ness. He suggested they ride the |ines again. Longstreet agreed silently.
Pi ckett rode up, asked to acconpany them Al the attack woul d guide on

Pickett; it was necessary there be no mistake at all. The three nmen rode
toget her along the front of the dark woods, in front of the cannon, the
troops, the woods behind thema dark wall, and the long flat green rise in

front of them spreading upward and outward to the Enmitsburg Road, the rise
beyond that, the visible breastworks, the stone wall near the crest, well
naned. Cenetery Ridge. Lee discussed the attack with Pickett; Longstreet was
silent. There was a dip in the ground near the center; they rode down out of
sight of the Union line. Lee was telling Pickett how to maneuver his troops

si deways when he reached the road so that they woul d converge on that clunp of
trees toward the center. He had many suggestions as to how to use the ground.
Longstreet dropped slightly behind them They canme out into the open again, in
front of the point of woods from which Lee would watch the assault, Longstreet
| ooked up the long rise.

He could begin to see it. When the troops came out of the woods the artillery
woul d open up. Long-range artillery, percussion and solid shot, every gun on

the hill. The guns to the right, on the Rocky Hill, would enfilade the I|ine.
The troops would be under fire with nore than a mle to wal k. And so they
woul d go. A few hundred yards out, still in the open field, they would cone

within range of skirmish-ained rifles. Losses would steadily increase. Wen
they reached the road they would sl ow by the fence there, and the formation

if it still held, would begin to come apart. Then they would be w thin range
of the rifles on the crest. \Wen they crossed the road, they would begin to
take canister fire and thousands of balls of shrapnel w ping huge holes in the
lines. As they got closer, there would be double canister. If they reached the
wal | without breaking, there would not be many left. It was a nathematica
equation. But maybe the artillery would break up the defense. There was that
hope. But that was Hancock up there. And Hancock would not run. So it is

mat hematical after all. If they reach the road and get beyond it, they will
suffer fifty percent casualties. | do not think they will even reach the wall.

Lee asked his advice on artillery support. Longstreet gave it quietly. They
rode back down the Iine. A quietness was beginning to settle over the field.
The sun was rising toward noon. They canme back toward Longstreet's line. Lee
said, "Well, we have left nothing undone. It is all in the hands of God."

Longstreet thought: it isn't God that is sending those men up that hill. But
he said nothing. Lee rode away Pickett said earnestly, "Sir, how nmuch tine do
we have?"

Terrible question. But he did not know what he was aski ng. Longstreet said,
"Plenty of time. The guns will fire for at |east an hour."

Pi ckett sl apped his thighs.

"It's the waiting, sir, you know? Well, sir, | think I'll have the troops lie
down. Then I'Il wite to Sallie. You'll see it's delivered, sir?"



Longstreet nodded.
Pi ckett rode off.

Not hi ng to do now but wait. The guns were in line, the caissons were stacking
shot, the gunners digging their small trenches. One hundred and forty guns.
And the Union boys will reply. It will be the greatest concentration of
artillery ever fired.

Longstreet got down fromhis horse. He was very, very tired. He wal ked toward
a cool grove of trees. Sorrel and CGoree followed, but Longstreet waved them
away. He sat with his back against a tree, put his head in his hands.

There is one thing you can do. You can resign now. You can refuse to lead it.
But | cannot even do that. Cannot | eave the man al one.
Cannot |l eave himwith that attack in the hands of Hill

Cannot | eave because | di sagree, because, as he says, it's all in the hands of
God. And maybe God really wants it this way. But they will nostly all die. W
will lose it here. Even if they get to the hill, what will they have left,
what will we have left, all amunition gone, our best nen gone? And the thing
is, | cannot even refuse, | cannot even back away, | cannot |eave himto fight
it alone, they're ny people, ny boys. God help me, | can't even quit.

He cl osed his eyes. Froma tree close by Col onel Fremantle saw him thought he
was resting before the great battle, could not help but wonder at the enornous
cal mof the man. What an incredible time to go to sleep

3. CHAMBERLAI N

Past Little Round Top the ground di pped down into a saddle but the line ran
strai ght, unbroken, along the saddl e and up the ridge, rising toward the trees
and the cenetery, that northern hill. The Iine was a marvelous thing to see:

t housands of men and horses and the gl eam ng Napol eons, row on row, and miles
of wagons and shells. Marching along the crest, they could see back to the
Taneyt own Road and the rows of tents, the hospitals, the endl ess black rows of
nore cannon, wagon trains. The sun was hot along the ridge, and nen had stuck
bayonets in the ground and rigged shelter halves, and here and there through
scarred trees they could see down into the rocks bel ow, bodies there in black
clunps, soft anong the gray boul ders. Back in the woods of Little Round Top
up on the sumit of the hill, they had been al one, but now they were in the

m dst of the arny, the great arny, a noving fragnent of this unending |Iine of
men and guns lined along the spine of that ridge going out of sight to the
north. Chanberlain gathered strength, |inping along the ridge, tucking hinself
in under his soft black hat, out of the sun

The |ieutenant who was their gui de was a dapper young man naned Pitzer, who
liked to gossip, to show that he was privy to great secrets. He had a runny
nose and he sneezed repeatedly but seemed to be enjoying hinself. He pointed
out the place where the First Mnnesota had nade the charge that had the whol e
arnmy tal king. Three hundred nen had charged, under Hancock's direction; only
forty had cone back. But they had broken a Reb assault, giving reserves tine
to get up. Chanberlain thought: their casualties nuch worse than mne. In a
fight, it always seens that your fight is the hardest. Mist renenber that.

What happened to them was much worse than what happened to us.

Pitzer said conversationally, "W very nearly retreated this norning."



"Retreated? Why?" Chanberlain was aghast.

"Meade wanted to pull the whole arny out. Had a neeting of corps comanders
last night. He really did." Pitzer sneezed enphatically. "Damm ragweed.
Happens every sum" He expl oded again, plucked out a bright red handkerchi ef,
wi ped his nose, his wheezy eye, grinned. "Meade wote an order for the whole
arnmy to withdraw, then held a nmeeting of corps commanders and asked for a
vote. This arny is great for meetings. Colonel. Od Sedgew ck did the right
thing. He fell asleep.” Pitzer chuckled. "Ad Uncle John, you can count on
him He voted, then he fell asleep.”

"What was the vote?"

"Well, hell, all the corps commanders voted to stay. | nean the only one felt
like pulling out was Meade. CGeneral Meade," he added thoughtfully, eyeing
Chanberl ain. Never knew how to take these civilian colonels. "It was

unani nous. Meade had 'emwite it out, soit's all on record. | was watching

t hrough a wi ndow, saw the whole thing, even old Sedgew ck asl eep. Now there's
an officer.

H m and Hancock." Pitzer shook his head admiringly, wheezing. "Hancock was
somet hing to behold. He says they'll conme again one nore time and we ought to
be right here waiting."

"He says they'll come agai n? Hancock?"
"Yep."

"Where did he say they'd cone?"

Pitzer grinned, pointed, wheezed. "Wy, Colonel, right about here." They were
nmovi ng hi gher up the crest of the hill. They were coming out on a | ong space
of open ground al ong the crest before a grove of trees, the Cenetery. Down
across the field there was a small farmhouse surrounded by horses, flags, nany
sol di ers. Chanberlain could see, even at this distance: the high brass. To the
left was a clunp of trees, a stone fence, two batteries of artillery, the |long
line of troops lying in the sun, in the shade of the trees, dug in, waiting.

Pitzer said, pointing, "That's Meade's headquarters, over there. Position of
your regiment will be back there, down near the road. You'll be in reserve
behind the crest. Don't have to dig in, but don't go way." Pitzer |led them
down the grass, pointed to a flat space just above the road, the masses of
guns and wagons, in plain sight of the headquarters. "Here it is. Colonel. |I'm
to place you here. Colonel Rice will be by in a bit. Says you are to report to
CGeneral Sykes later on." He sal uted, sneezed, wandered off, in no great hurry,
wi pi ng his nose.

Chanberl ain placed the reginment. They sat in the field, in the sun. There were
guestions about rations. Chanberlain thought: Al those wagons down there,
there ought to be sonething. He sent Ruel Thomas out to scrounge. Brother Tom
went off to find the hospital, to see how the boys were, to see how Buster
Kilrain was getting al ong. Chanberlain snelted coffee, the |ovely snell of
cooki ng chicken. He tried to follow his nose, was interrupted by another odor
He clinbed a stone fence, knee high, saw a shall ow depression filled with dead
horses, dragged there to get themoff the crest, legs and guts and gl aring
teeth, beginning to snmell. Wnd still luckily fromthe south. Chanberlain went
back across the stone fence, |ooked up toward the crest. Couldn't see nuch
fromhere. Could sure use sone food. Felt incredibly |onesome, no one to talk
to anynore. Sat by hinself. The men around himwere riggi ng shade, coll apsing.
Ellis Spear cane up, sat down, said hello, fell asleep. The sun was too much.



The nmen were noving wi th slow, drugged novenments. Chanberl ain thought: Any
mnute now!l will go to sleep. Dreanmyly. He sniled. Did not want to sl eep.
Food. Get some fuel. Miustn't sleep

A rider. Man stopped before him Chanberlain squinted upward. Message from
Ceneral Sykes. Wuld Iike the pleasure of Col onel Chanberlain's conpany.

Chanber | ain squinted. "Where is he?"

The rider indicated the crest, trees at the far end. Chanberl ain said,
"Haven't got a horse, but | guess | can make that."

He staggered to his feet. The rider, solicitous, hopped down, offered himthe
horse, led the animal by the bridle, naking Chanberlain feel boyish and
ridicul ous. Chanberlain took the reins, woke Ellis Spear, told himto take
over. Spear agreed blearily. The messenger |ed Chanberlain up the crest.

Past a clump of trees to his left the view opened. He could see a | ong way
down across open fields to a road, a farmhouse, a | ong sweep of wheat rising
up to green woods on the far ridge, at least a mle off. Lovely country. Heat
shi mrered on the road. Chanberlain thought: nust be ninety. Hope ny next war
is in Maine. Were | will fight dreamly. Ome her a letter. Soon. Kids be
playing now. Sitting down to lunch. Eating-cold, cold mlk, thick white bread,
cheese and cream ah

He rode up into the shade of the trees. Sitting there ahead... was Hancock

Chanber | ai n perked up, straightened his uniform He had seen Hancock only a
few tines, but the man was nenorabl e. Picture-book soldier: tall and calm
handsome, magnetic. Cean white shirt, even here, white cuffs, hat cocked
forward slightly jauntily, shading his eyes. He was sitting on a canp stool
gazing westward intently. He nmoved; his armcanme up. He was eating a piece of
chi cken.

He was surrounded by Cenerals. Sone of them Chamnberl ain recognized: G bbon, of
Hancock's Corps, the cold man with the icy reputation. He had three brothers
with the South. How many out there today, across that silent field: There was
Pl easanton, of the cavalry, and Newton, new conmander of the First Corps.
Chanberl ain saw a vast pot of stewed chicken, a pot of hot tea, a disappearing
| oaf of battered bread, sone pickles. H s nouth opened, watered, gul ped. The
Ceneral s went on eating nercil essly. The nmessenger took Chanberl ain on past
the food to a dark spot near a white barn. CGeneral Sykes was sitting there,
snoking a cigar, staring down at some papers, dictating an order. The
messenger introduced himas he disnounted, then departed with the horse. Sykes
stood up, extended a hand, |ooked himover as you | ook over a horse you are
cont enpl ati ng buyi ng.

"Chanberl ain. Yes. Heard about you. Want to hear nmore. Want you to wite a
report. Rice says you did a good job."

Chanber | ai n nodded and said thank you and went on snelling chicken. Sykes was
a small, thin, grouchy nman, had the reputation of a gentlenman, though sonewhat
bad-t enmpered. Chanberl ain thought: There are no good-tenpered generals.

Sykes sai d, observing Chamberlain with the sane | ook one gives a newrifle,
"Ri ce says you're a school teacher."

"Well," Chanberlain said, "not quite."

"You aren't Regular Arny."



"No, sir. | taught at Bowdoin."

"Bowdoi n? Ch, you nean Bow doyn. Yes. Heard of it. Amazing." He shook his
head. "Tell me you ordered a bayonet charge, drove those people hal fway to
Ri chnmond. "

Chanberl ain shifted his feet idiotically.

"Well, 1"mgoing to look into it. Colonel, and let nme tell you this, we need
fightin' nen in this army, any way we can get 'em Regular Arny or no, and one
damm thing is sure, we can use sone Brigade comanders. |'mgoing to ook into

it. Meantine, well done, well done. Now you go rest up. Nothing going to
happen t oday. "

He was finished, turned back to his work. Chanberlain asked about rations.
Sykes told a lieutenant to see to it. Chanberl ain saluted, backed off, out
into the sun. No horse now, have to wal k. Right foot on fire. Damm. He |i nped
al ong the crest, not paying nuch attention to the view. He was a picturesque
figure. He had not changed cl othes nor washed nor shaved in a week. H s bl ue
pants were torn in several places and splotched with dried blood; his right
boot was torn, his jacket was ripped at the shoulder, his sword was w thout a
scabbard, was stuck into his belt. He hobbl ed al ong painfully, sleepily,
detouring around the front of a Napoleon, didn't notice it until he opened his
eyes and | ooked straight into the black maw, the hole of the barrel, and he
bl i nked and came awake, nonentarily, remenbering Shakespeare's line: "the
bubbl e reputation in the cannon's nouth." Doesn't |ook like a mouth. Looks

i ke a damm dangerous hole. Stay away fromthat.

He was passing the group with Hancock and the chickens. He sighed wistfully,
snelling fresh coffee, | ooked that way, was too proud to ask, saw a famliar
figure: Meade hinmsel f. The crusty old stork, munching on a chicken |eg.
Chanber | ai n paused. Never saw much of Meade, didn't quite know what to think
of him But if he wants to retreat, he's a damm fool. Chanberlain had stopped,;
a nunber of the group of officers noticed him Chanberlain | ooked down, saw

bl ood conming out of his boot. This keeps up, I'min trouble. Foot wounds

al ways sl ow to heal. Wbnder why?

An officer had detached hinmself fromthe group. Chanberlain had started to
nmove on, but the officer canme up, saluted. He was ol der than Chanberlain, but
he was only a lieutenant. Sitting with all the generals. Chanberlain could
feel the nassed power; it was |like being near great barrels of gunpowder. The
i eutenant asked if he could be of service. Chanberlain said no thanks,
wonderi ng how to conquer pride and if a general would part with some chicken
and then felt ashanmed, because his boys had none and woul d be guilty to eat
somet hing up here, but on the other hand, don't get something soon, and keep
| osi ng bl ood, might pass out, in all this damed heat, l|ike you did the other
time, and be no good to anybody.

The lieutenant introduced hinself: Frank Haskell, aide to General G bbon. He
recogni zed Chamberlain's nanme. Hi s eyes showed respect; now that was pl easant.
Chanber | ai n expl ai ned that he'd been to see CGeneral Sykes and had no horse,
and the foot was bothering him and did the |lieutenant think they night spare
one scrawny |eg, or even a neck? The |ieutenant bowed, came back with three

pi eces of chicken, hot and greasy, wapped in a dirty white cloth. Chanberlain
took themw th gratitude, staggered off down the hill. He ate one piece,
preserved the other two. It was awful but nmarvel ous. When he got back to the
conpany he gave the two surviving pieces to Ellis Spear and told himto figure
out a way to share themw th sonebody, that rations would be here soon, Sykes
had prom sed.



He rested and took off his boot. Nothing to wap it with. He tore off a bit of
his shirt, was working away diligently, saw Tom com ng

Tom was | osing the chi pper edge. Chanberlain thought: Be all right in a bit.
The young recover quickly. Mist think on the theology of that: plugging a hole
inthe line with a brother. Except for that, it would all have been fine. An
al nost perfect fight, but the menmory of that is a jar, is wong. Some things a
man cannot be asked to do. Killing of brothers. This whole war is concerned
with the killing of brothers. Not ny fanmily. He thought of G bbon. Praise be
to God. Must send Tom somewhere el se. In that nonment, Chanberlain made up his
m nd: Tom woul d have to go. Tell himsoon. Not now.

Tom sat. Lines in the face. Sonething wong. Chanberlain saw Kilrain?

"Law ence, | been down to the hospital. Godawful mess. No shade, no room They
| ying everywhere, out in the sun. They cuttin' off arns and legs right out in
the open, front of everybody, like they did at Fredericksburg. God, they ought
to know better, they ought not do that in public. Sone of them people die. Mn
ought to have privacy at a tinme like that. You got to yell sonetines, you
know? Lord..."

"Did you see Kilrain?" Tom nodded. He sat with his back against the wall; the
small stone wall this side of the dead horses, plucking grass. He sighed.

Chanberlain said, "How is he?"
"Well, Lawence, he died."

"Ch," Chanberlain said. He blinked. The world canme into focus. He could see
| eaves of the trees dark and sharp agai nst the blue sky. He could snell the
dead hor ses.

"He died this morning, 'fore | got there. Couple of the boys was with him He
said to tell you goodbye and that he was sorry." Chanberlai n nodded.

"It wasn't the wounds. They say his heart give out." Chanberl ain had stopped
wr appi ng his bl oody foot. Now he went on. But he could see the weary Irish
face, the red-nose | eprechaun. Just one small drink, one wee pint of the
cruel ...

Tom said, "I tell you, Lawence, | sure was fond of that man."
"Yes," Chanberl ain said.

Tom said nothing nore. He sat plucking grass. Chanberlain wapped the foot.
The nonent was very quiet. He sat | ooking down at his bloody leg, feeling the
gentle wind, the heat fromthe south, seeing Kilrain dead on a litter, no nore
the steady presence. Sonetimes he believed in a Heaven, nostly he believed in
a Heaven; there ought to be a Heaven for young sol diers, especially young

sol diers, but just as surely for the old soldier; there ought to be nore than
just that netallic end, and then silence, then the wornms, and sonetimes he
bel i eved, nostly he believed, but just this noment he did not believe at all
knew Ki |l rain was dead and gone forever, that the grin had died and woul d not
reappear, never, there was nothi ng beyond the sound of the guns but the vast
dark, the huge nothing, not even silence, just an end..

One sharp report, one single cannon. H's head turned unconsciously to listen
A long nutter; the ball passed over, exploded on the far side of the road,
al ong the edge of the hospitals there. He saw white snmoke, splintered wood. He



sat up.

Anot her gun. One single shot. And then the long roar as of the whol e vast
runbling earth beginning to open. Chanberlain twitched around to see shells
begi nning to cone over, falling first on the left, then alnost instantly on
the center, then to the right, then overhead, air bursts and ground bursts and
solid shot. There was a blaze in the air obliterating his sight, hot breath of
death, huge noise. He was rolled over in the dirt, cane out on his knees,
facedown. Very, very close. He | ooked down, around, amazed. Tom was near, flat
on the ground. Al right, all right. He saw ot her troops behi nd boul ders,

nol ded into depressions in the earth. The world was bl owi ng up. Had been under
artillery fire before but never like this. AmI| all right? Sat up to probe,
found self intact. Looked out over the wall, saw no one novi ng anywhere.

Morment ago there had been men noving all along the crest, men sitting and
wandering and riding horses, artillery noving here and there, a wagon, a

cai sson. Now they were all gone, as nen vanish froma busy street when rain
cones. There was burst after burst in the dirty air, yellow |ightning
shattering the ground, splintering rock, ripping |inbs off the great trees and
sending themtw sting swirling dancing al ong the ground, along the ridge. But

no man anywhere, no man at all, as if the whole arny had suddenly sunk into
the earth. There was a horse noving riderless; another cane out of the snoke.
Bl owi ng smoke was... another shell very close shook the ground, shook his
vision. He hid behind the stone wall, stared very hard for a nonment at a

circle of greenish dried noss, the fine gray grain of the rock the nost vivid
thing he had ever seen, what marvel ous eyesi ght one has now, and he thought:
must tell the men to keep down, but of course that's stupid, they're down, any
fool knows that. Peeked up along the rock, saw down to where shells were
bursting along the road, saw cooks and bakers scranbling to escape, horses and
wagons wobbling away down the road. A shell hit a caisson; it blewup in a
great black tower of snoke, small black fragments whirling up into the air,
fine dust sifting down everywhere, settling on the lips, into the eyes. Mre
sound now. Chanberlain turned, saw the Union guns beginning to open up, to
give it back, saw fornms nmoving in the snoke, saw a whole line fire at once,
wondered if an attack was com ng, thought: how can you formto repel an
attack? You can't even stand. But it went on and on, all the guns in all the
world firing, and the dust drifted down and the snoke began to envel op him

and he lay finally facedown in the dust, the grass, thinking, well, "Il just
wait a bit and | ook out again, and then gradually the world softened and the
sound was a great lullaby, thunderous, madly, liquidly soothing, and he fel
asl eep.

Sl ept, but did not know how | ong. Wbke to the sound of the continuing guns. No
di fference. Looked out across the rock, snoke everywhere. Union guns firing,
men nmovi ng anong the guns, hunched, a bl oody horse running eerily by,

t hree-1 egged, horrible sight, running toward the road. Another horse down wth
no head, like a broken toy. Man nearby, lying on his back, one hand groping
upward, oddly reaching for the sky. Chanmberlain closed his eyes, slept again.
Opened them and 1 ost all sense of tinme, had been sl eeping since Noah in the
sound of the guns, had slept through the nud and the ooze and thousands of
days since Creation, the guns going on forever, like the endl ess rains of

dawn. The earth was actually shuddering. It was if you were a baby and your
not her was shuddering with cold. Mre of the shells seemed to be passing
overhead. He | ooked: there was a rider noving along in the snoke.

Unbel i evabl e. Familiar: Hancock. Chanberlain rose for a better look. It was
Hancock all right. General Hancock had mounted his horse and was riding slowy
al ong that ripped and thundering crest, chatting through puffs of snoke and
showers of dirt to the nen behind the wall, the nen crouched in holes. There
was an orderly behind him carrying the flag of the Corps. The two horses
noved sl ow y, unconcernedly along, an incredible sight, a dreamike sight.
They noved on up the line, ethereal, untouched. But the shells were definitely



begi nning to pass overhead. The Rebs were | engthening their aim beginning to
fire high, too |l ong. Chanberlain saw a solid shot furrow the earth, an instant
hol e, al nbst a tunnel, black, spitting, and the shot rebounded a hundred feet
into the air, spinning off across the road. Another caisson went; the hospita
was pooled in snoke, as in the norning mist. Chanberlain rolled over onto his
back and lay for awhile | onger, hands cl asped on his chest, gazing at the sky,
trying to see the balls as they passed. He became aware for the first time of
the incredible variety of sound. The great roar was conposed of a thousand
different rips and whi spers, nost incredible noise he had ever heard or

i magi ned, like a great orchestra of death, all the sounds of nyriad death: the
whi cker -whi cker of certain shells, the weird thin scream of others, the truly
frightful sound made by one strange species that came every few nonents, an

i ndescri babl e keening, like old Death as a wonan gone mad and a- hunting you,
scream ng, that would be the Wiitworth, new English cannon the Rebs had. Then
there were the sounds of the bursts, flat splats in the air, deeper bursts in
ground, brutal smash and crack of shot into rock, shot splattering dirt and
whi ni ng of f, whispers of rock fragments and dirt fragments and small bits of
nmetal and horse and man rippling the air, spraying the ground, hunmm ng the
air, and the Union cannon braying away one after another, and an occasi ona
scream sometines even joy, sone of the cannoneers screaming with joy at
hitting sonething as when they saw a cai sson bl ow up across the way. They
could see the explosion fromhere, above the snoke, but not nuch el se, too
much smoke; possibly that's why the Reb shells were going overhead. Reb
artillery never very accurate. Thank the Lord. Elevation too high now And we
ought to conserve our long-range stuff. They' Il be coming nowin a few
nmonents, once the guns stop. God knows how many of themw |l come this tine.
Right in the path, Joshuway, aren't you? Well, we ought to save our artillery
then, dam it, and let themget out in the open. But they'll be comi ng again.
Pl ease God, let's stop "em | have this one small reginent..

He thought: must formthe reginent, face the crest.

Enough ammunition. Send Tomto the rear. Poor old Kilrain. W'll mss you.
We're right in the path. Wuld not have missed this for anything, not anything
inthe world. WII rest now Dreanyly.

He put his face down. The shells fell all down the line, all over the crest,
down in the road and back in the woods and on the hospital and in the
artillery park. Chamberlain went to sleep

4. ARM STEAD

saw it all begin, saw the guns go off one by one, each one a split second
after the last, so that there was one |ong continuing bl ossom ng expl osi on
begi nning on the right, erupting down through the grove and up the ridge to
the left |ike one gigantic fuse sputtering up the ridge. Arm stead | ooked at
his watch: 1:07. He could see shells bursting on top of the ridge, on the
Union lines, saw a caisson blowup in a fireball of yellow snoke, heard wld
cheering anm d the great sound of the cannon, but then the snoke cane boiling
up the ridge and he began to | ose sight. Pickett was in front of him out in
the open, waving his hat and yelling wildly. Longstreet sat on a fence rail
noti onl ess, crouched forward. There was too rmuch snoke to see anything at all
just Longstreet's back, black, unnmoving, and Pickett turning back through the
snoke with joy in his face, and then the Union artillery opened up. The first
shell's cane down in the trees beyond them Longstreet turned slowy and
| ooked. Then they began com ng down in the field back there, where the
Di vision was. Armi stead turned and ran back through the trees across the
ridge.

The Division lay in the open fields beyond the ridge. They had been there al



norni ng, out in the open, through the growi ng heat. There was no protection
knee- hi gh grass, low stone walls, off to the left a lowfield of rye. The
shells to cone in on themand there was nothing to do but lie flat and hold
the ground. Arm stead wal ked out into the open, saw the nmen lying in | ong
clunmped rows, as if plowed up out of the earth, here and there an officer
standing, a color sergeant, the flags erect in the earth and linp, no w nds at
all, and the shells bursting in sharp puffs everywhere, all down the I|ine.

Arm stead wal ked anong them There was not hing he could do, no orders to give.
He saw the first bl oody dead, heard the first agony. Men were telling him
angrily to get down, get down, but he went on wandering. Of in the distance
he coul d see Garnett doing the same, on horseback. After a while it was not
really so bad. The shells were not so thick. They came down, and here and
there a shock and a scream but the nasses of nen lay in rows in the grass,
and in the distance a band was playing. Arnmi stead wal ked sl owy back toward
the trees, hoping to find out what was going on. Hi s chest was very tight. He
| ooked at his watch: 1:35.

He wanted some nonments to hinmself. The firing would stop and then they woul d
line up for the assault. Between that tinme and this there ought to be a
private nonent. He cane in under the trees and saw Longstreet witing a note,
sending it with a galloping aide. There was Pickett, witing too, sitting on a
canp stool as if conposing a poem Arnistead snmiled. He was closer to the guns
now and the sound of the cannonade was enormous, |ike a beating of great

wi ngs, and all around himthe air was fluttering and | eaves were falling and

t he ground was shaking, and there was Pickett witing a poem face furrowed
with mghty thought, old George, never nuch of a thinker, and all that while
in the back of Armistead's mnd he could see Mary at the spinet: it may be for
years, it may be forever. He could see the |ips nove, see tears on all the
faces, but he could not hear that sound, the sound of the cannon was too
great. He noved up closer to Pickett. Abruptly, not knowi ng be- forehand that
he would do it, he plucked the small ring fromhis little finger. Pickett

| ooked up; his eyes glazed with concentration, focused, blinked.

"Here, George, send her this. My conplinents."” He handed Pickett the ring.
Pickett took it, |ooked at it, a sentinental man; he reached out and took

Arm stead's hand and punped it wordl essly, then flung an armw | dly out toward
the guns, the noise, the hill to the east.

"Ch God, Lo, isn't it something? Isn't it nmarvel ous? How does a man find
words? Tell me sonmething to say, Lo, you're good at that. Lord, | thought we'd
mssed it all. But do you know, this nay be the [ ast great fight of the war?
Do you realize that? Isn't that marvel ous?"

There was a long series of explosions; a tree linmb burst. Arnmistead could
hardly hear. But Pickett was profoundly noved. He was one of those, |ike
Stuart, who | ooked on war as God's greatest gane. At this noment Arm stead
seened to be | ooking down a | ong way away, froma |ong, sleepy, hazy distance.
CGeorge was grinning, clapping himon the arm He said something about Sallie
havi ng the ring nounted. Arni stead noved away.

He saw Longstreet sitting alone in the sane place, on the sanme rail, drew
confort fromthe solid presence. Some officers had that gift. He did not.
Hancock had it. Superb soldier. It may be for years, it may be forever..
don't think on that. He | ooked at his watch: 1:47. Cannot go on nuch | onger

But he did not want to think about the attack right now Al the plans were
laid, the thing was set, the others had planned it, Longstreet and Lee and
Pi ckett, now he would carry it out, but for these few nonents at |east, the
ol d sol di er knows enough not to think about it. Shut the mind off and think on
better days, renenber things to be grateful for. Perhaps, |ike Pickett, you



should wite a letter. No. Wuld say the wong things.

He went back toward his nen, sat with his back against a tree, facing the
open. He closed his eyes for a nonent and he could see her again, Mary, it may
be for years, it may be forever, and Hancock's face in tears, may God strike
me dead. He opened his eyes, |ooked a question at Heaven, felt hinmself in the
grip of these great forces, powerless, sliding down the |ong afternoon toward
the end, as if it was all arranged somewhere, nothing he could have done to
avoid it, not he or any Virginian. And he had said it and neant it: "If | lift
a hand against you, friend, may CGod strike nme dead."” Well, it is all in Hs
hands. Armi stead took off his black hat and ran his hands through the gray
hair, his forehead wet with perspiration, the hair wet and glistening in the
light.

He was a grave and courtly nman, a soldier all his life. He had a marti al
bearing and the kind of a face on which enotion rarely showed, a calm al npost
regal quality. It had hindered himin the arny because men t hought he was not
aggr essi ve enough, but he was a good soldier, a dependable soldier, and al
his life he had felt things nore deeply than anyone knew except her, so very
briefly, before she died, as she was dying..

Don't think on that. But | |oved her

And | oved much el se. Always | oved nmusic. And good friends, and sone nonents

together. Had nuch joy in the weather. So very rarely shared. | should have
shared nmore. The way Pickett does, the way so many do. It's a liquid thing
with themy it flows. But |I... nove on inpulse. | gave himthe ring.
Prenonition? Well, many will die. I'ma bit old for war. WII|l do ny duty. |
cone froma line... no nore of that. No need of that now. An Arnmi stead does
his duty, so do we all. But I wish, I wish it was not Hancock atop that hill.

I wish this was Virginia again, ny own green country, ny own black soil. |
wi sh... the war was over

Quieter now The fire was definitely slackening.
2:10.

He sat patiently, his back to a tree. The attack woul d be soon enough. Wen he
t hought of that his mind cl osed down |ike a blank gray wall, not letting him
see. No point in thinking of that. He sat quietly, silently, suspended,

breat hing the good warmair, the snoke, the dust. Mistn't | ook ahead at all
One tends to | ook ahead with imagi nati on. Miust not | ook backward either. But

it is so easy to see her, there at the spinet, and all of us gathered round,
and all of us crying, ny dear old friend... Hancock has no time for painting
now. He was rather good at it. Always meant to ask himfor one of his works.
Never enough tinme. Wbnder how it has touched hin? Two years of war. Point of
pride: My old friend is the best soldier they have. My old friend is up on the
ridge.

Here was Garnett dressed beautifully, new gray uniform slender, trim riding
that great black nmare with the snoky nose. Arm stead stood.

Garnett touched his cap. A certain sleepiness seemed to precede the battle, a
quality of haze, of unreality, of dust in the air, dust in the haze. Garnett
had the eyes of a man who has just awakened.

Garnett said, "How are you, Lo?"

Arm stead said, "I'mfine, Dck."



"Well, that's good." Garnett nodded, smiling faintly.

They stood under the trees, waiting, not knowi ng what to say. The fire seened
to be sl ackeni ng.

Arm stead said, "How s the |eg?"

"Ch, all right, thank you. Bit hard to walk. Guess |I'Il have to ride."
"Pickett's orders, nobody rides."

Garnett smiled.

"Dick," Arnistead said, "you're not going to ride."

Garnett turned, |ooked away.

"You can't do that," Arnistead insisted, the cold alarmgrowing. "You'll stand
out like... you'll be a perfect target."
"Well," Garnett said, grinning faintly, "well, | tell you, Lo. |I can't walk."

And cannot stay behind. Honor at stake. He could not let the attack go w t hout
him he had to prove once and for all his honor, because there was Jackson's

charge, never answered, still in the air wherever Garnett noved, the word on
men's |ips, watching himas he went by, for Jackson was gone and Jackson was a
great soldier... there was nothing Arm stead could say. He could feel tears

coming to his eyes but he could not even do that. Mist not let Garnett see.
There was al ways a chance. Perhaps the horse would be hit early. Arm stead put
out a hand, touched the horse, sorry to wi sh death on anyone, anyt hi ng.

Garnett said, "Just heard a funny thing. Thought you'd appreciate it."

"Ch?" Armistead did not ook himin the face. A shot took off the linmb of a
tree nearby, clipped it off cleanly, so that it fell all at once, making a
sound like a whole tree falling. Garnett did not turn

"W have sone educated troops, you know, gentlenen privates. Well, | was
riding along the line and I heard one of these fellas, ex-professor type,
declaimng this poem you know the one: 'Backward, turn backward, oh Tine, in
your flight, and make nme a child again, just for this fight.' And then there's
a pause, and a voice says, in a slowdraw, 'Yep. A gal child.""

Garnett chuckled. "Harrison and | found us sone Pennsyl vani a whi sky, and
experimented, and found that it goes well w th Pennsylvania water. WA'nt bad

a-tall. Tried to save you sone, but first thing you know..." He shrugged

hel pl essly.

Their eyes never quite nmet, like two lights noving, never quite touching.
There was an awkward silence. Garnett said, "Well, | better get back." He
nmoved back i medi ately, not attenpting to shake hands. "I1'll see you in a

little bit," he said, and gall oped off along the ridge.

Arm stead closed his eyes, prayed silently. God protect him Let him have
justice. Thy will be done.

Arm stead opened his eyes. Had not prayed for hinself. Not yet. It was all out
of his hands, all of it; there was nothing he could do about anything anywhere
in the whole world. Now he woul d nove forward and | ead the nmen up the ridge to
what ever end awaited, whatever plan was foreordained, and he felt a certain



mld detachment, a curious sense of dull calm as on those |ong, |ong Sunday
aft ernoons when you were a boy and had to stay dressed and neat and clean with
nothing to do, absolutely nothing, waiting for the grownups to let you go, to
gi ve you the bl essed release to run out in the open and play. So he did not
even pray. Not yet. It was all in God' s hands.

Pi ckett rode toward him staff trailing behind. The fire was definitely slower
now, the air of the woods was clearing. Pickett's face was bright red. He
rei ned up, but was hopping around in the saddle, patting the horse, slapping
his own thigh, gesturing wildly, pointing, grinning.

"Lewi s, how s everything, any questions?"

Arm st ead shook his head.

"Good, good. As soon as the guns cease fire, we step off. Garnett and Kenper
the first line, you're in the second. Route step, no halting, no stopping to
fire, want to get up there as fast as you can. 1'll keep toward the right
flank, to cover that side. Do you need anythi ng?"

" Not hi ng. "

"Good, fine." Pickett nodded violently "How are you feeling?"

"I'"'mfine."

"That's good. One other point. Al officers are ordered to wal k. No officer
takes his horse. Utterly foolish." Pickett's horse, catching the CGeneral's

excitement, reared and wheel ed; Pickett soothed him "So you go on foot, no
exceptions."

"Yes," Arm stead said. "But what about Garnett?"

"What about... oh." Pickett grimaced. "That leg."
"l don't think he can walk."

Pickett said slowy, "Dam it."

"Ceorge, order himnot to nake the charge.”

"I can't do that."

"He's in no condition."”

But Pickett shook his head. "You know | can't do that."

"A man on a horse, in front of that line. George, he'll be the only rider in a
line a mle wide. They'll have every gun on that hill on him"

Pi ckett rubbed the back of his neck, slamed his thigh

"He can't walk at all?"

"He m ght get fifty yards."

"Dam, " Pickett said, caught hinself guiltily. Not a good tine to be swearing.

"But you know how he feels. It's a matter of honor." Pickett threw up his
hands abruptly, hel pl essly.



"Order himnot to go, Ceorge."
Pi ckett shook his head reprovingly.

Arm stead said, "All right. | understand. Yes. But | think... I'"'mgetting a
bit old for this business."

H s voice was | ow and Pickett did not hear it, was not even |istening.

Arm stead rode with himback into the woods al ong Semi nary Ri dge. The woods
were dark and bl essedly cool. He saw Longstreet sitting on a rail fence,
gazing out into the glittering fields toward the eneny line. Pickett rode
toward himand Longstreet turned slowy, sw veling his head, stared, said
not hi ng. Pickett asked hi mabout the guns. Longstreet did not seemto hear
H s face was dark and still; he | ooked wordl essly at Pickett, then at

Arm stead, then turned back to the light. Pickett backed off. There was a
savagery in Longstreet they all knew well. It showed rarely but it was al ways
there and it was an inpressive thing. Suddenly, in the dark grove, for no
reason at all, Armistead |ooked at the dark face, the broad back, felt a bolt
of al mpbst stunning affection. It enbarrassed him But he thought: Before we
go, | ought to say sonething.

Longstreet had noved suddenly, turning away fromthe rail. Arm stead saw

Pi ckett running up through the trees, a note in his hand, his face flushed.
Longstreet stopped, turned to ook at him turned slowy, like an old nan,

| ooked at himwith a strange face, a | ook tight and old that Arnm stead had
never seen. Pickett was saying, "Al exander says if we're going at all, now s
the tine."

Longstreet stopped still in the dark of the woods. The huge gl are behind him

made it difficult to see. Arm stead noved that way, feeling his heart rol

over and thunp once. Pickett said, pointing, "Al exander says we've silenced
some Yankee artillery. They're withdrawing fromthe cenetery. Wat do you say,
sir? Do we go in now?"

And Longstreet said nothing, staring at him staring, and Arm stead felt an
eerie turning, like a sickness, watching Longstreet's face, and then he saw
that Longstreet was crying. He nmoved closer. The General was crying. Sonething
he never saw or ever expected to see, and the tears canme to Arnistead s eyes
as he watched, saw Pickett beginning to lift his hands, holding out the note,
aski ng again, and then Longstreet took a deep breath, his shoulders lifted,
and then he nodded, dropping his head, taking his eyes away from Pickett's
face, and in the sane notion turned away, and Pickett |et out a whoop and
clenched a fist and shook it. Then he pulled a letter fromhis pocket and
wrote sonething on it and handed it to Longstreet and Longstreet nodded agai n,
and then Pickett was com ng this way, face alight, |ook on his face of pure
joy. And tears too, eyes flashing and watery, but with joy, with joy. He said
somet hi ng about being chosen for glory, for the glory of Virginia. He said,
"Centl enen, formyour brigades."

Arm stead noved out, called the brigade to its feet. He felt curiously heavy,
slow, very tired, oddly sleepy. The heat was stuffy; one had trouble
br eat hi ng.

The brigade dressed in a line. The fire had slackened all down the line; now
for the first time there were | ong seconds of silence, |ong nonents of
stillness, and you could hear again the voices of the nmen, the novenents of
feet in grass and the clink of sabers, mnuskets, and that band was stil

pi ping, a polka this time, tinny and bunmpy, joyous, out of tune. The nen
dressed right, line after Iine. Arnmistead noved silently back and forth. Down
to the left he saw Garnett still on the horse. A nmounted man in front of that



line would not live five minutes. Every rifle on the crest would be aimng for
hi m

The orders canme, bawl ed by a bull sergeant. The line began to nove forward
into the woods, forward toward the great yellow Iight of the open fields on
the other side. They noved through the woods in good order, past the silent
guns. Alnost all the guns were quiet now Armi stead thought: G ve the Yankees
time to get set. Gve Wn Hancock tine to get set. Move up reinforcenents to
the weak spots. Wn, |I'msorry Renenber the old vow My God strike ne dead.
And so the words canme. | wish | could call them back. But Wn understands. |
have to cone now. Al in God s hands. Father, into your hands..

To the left of the line a rabbit broke from heavy brush, darted frantically
out into the tall grass. A soldier said, close by, "That's right, ol' hare,
you run, you run. If I'se an ol' hare, 1'd run too."

A murmur, a laugh. They came out of the woods into the open ground.

The ground fell away fromthe woods into a shallow dip. They were out of sight
of the Union Iine. To the left there was a finger of woods between them and
Pettigrew s men. They woul d not see Pettigrew until they had noved out a way
The day was lovely and hot and still, not a bird anywhere. Arm stead searched
t he sky. Marvel ous day, but very hot. He blinked. Wuld |love to swi mnow Coo
clear water, |ake water, cool and dark at the bottom out of the light.

The Division was fornmng. Garnett was in front, Kenper to the right;

Arm stead's line lay across the rear. It was a matchl ess sight, the D vision
drawn up as if for review He |ooked down the line at the rows of guns, the
soft blue flags of Virginia; he began to | ook at the faces, the tight faces,
the eyes wi de and dark and open, and he could hear nore bands striking up far
off to the right. No hurry now, a stillness everywhere, that sane dusty,

sl eepy pause, the men not tal king, no guns firing. Arm stead noved forward

t hrough the ranks, saw Garnett on the horse, went over goodbye. Garnett no

| onger | ooked well; his coat was buttoned at the throat. Arnistead said,

"Dick, for God's sake and m ne, get down off the horse."

Garnett said, "I'll see you at the top, Lo."

He put out his hand. Armi stead took it.

Arm stead said, "My old friend."

It was the first tine in Armistead' s life he had ever really known a man woul d
die. Always before there was at |east a chance, but here no chance at all, and
now t he man was his ol dest friend.

Arm stead said, "I ought to ride too."

Garnett said, "Against orders."

Arm stead | ooked down the long line. "Have you ever seen anything so
beauti ful ?"

Garnett smiled.
Arm stead said, "They never | ooked better, on any parade ground."
"They never did."

Arm stead heard once nore that sweet fernal e voice, unbearabl e beauty of the



unbearabl e past: it may be for years, it may be forever. Then why art thou
silent... He still held Garnett's hand. He squeezed once nore. Nothing nore to
say now. Careful now. He let the hand go.

He said, "CGoodbye, Dick. God bless you."
Garnett nodded.

Arm stead turned away, wal ked back to his brigade. Now for the first tinme, at
just the wong time, the acute depression hit hima blowto the brain. Qut of
t he sl eepiness the face of despair. He renenbered Longstreet's tears. He

t hought: a desperate thing. But he forned the brigade. Qut front, George

Pi ckett had ridden out before the whol e Division, was naking a speech, but he
was too far away and none of the men could hear. Then Pickett raised his
sword. The order cane down the line. Arm stead, his voice never strong, baw ed
hoarsely, with all his force, "A'l right now, boys, for your wves, your

sweet hearts, for Virginial At route step, forward, ho!"

He drew his sword, pointed it toward the ridge.
The brigade began to nove.

He heard a chattering begin in the ranks. Someone seenmed to be trying to tel

a story. A man said, "Save your breath, boy." They nmoved in the tall grass,
Garnett's whole line in front of them The grass was tranpled now, here and
there a part in the Iine as nen stepped aside to avoid a dead body, |ost the
day before. Armistead could still see nothing, nothing but the backs of the
troops before him He saw one nan falter, |ooking to the right, gray-faced, to
t he sergeant who was wat ching him had evidently been warned agai nst him now
lifted a rifle and pointed it that way and the man got back into line.

The Northern artillery opened up, as if it had been asleep, or pulled back to
lure themin. Massive wave of fire rolled over fromthe left. Pettigrew was
getting it, then on the right batteries on the Rocky Hll were firing on
Kenmper. Garnett not yet really touched. Nothing nuch coming this way. But we
didn't drive off any Yankee guns. Wn's doing. He nade them cease fire,
knowi ng soon we'd be in the open. Guns to the left and right, nothing much in
the center. Garnett's doing well.

He began to see. They were coming out into the open, up to where the ground

di pped toward the Emmi tsburg Road. Now to the left he could see the great nass
of Pettigrew s Division, with Trinble com ng up behind him advancing in
superb order, line after line, a stunning sight, red battle flags, row on row.
Coul d not see Pettigrew, nor Trinble. The line nust be a mile long. A nmile of
men, armed and conming, the earth shuddering with their novenent, with the
sound of the guns. A shell exploded in Garnett's |line, another; gaps began to
appear. Arnistead heard the sergeants' hoarse "Close it up, close it up," and
behi nd hi m he heard his own men com ng and a voice saying calmy, cheerily,

" St eady, boys, steady, there now, you can see the eneny, now you aint blind
any nore, now you know exactly where's to go, aint that fine?" A voice said
hollowy, "That's just fine."

But the artillery sound was bl ossom ng. A whol e new set of batteries opened
up; he could see snoke rolling across the top of the hill, and no counter-fire
from behi nd, no Southern batteries. God, he thought, they're out of

ammuni tion. But no, of course not; they just don't like firing over our heads.
And even as he thought of that he saw a battery noving out of the woods to his
| eft, being rushed up to support the line. And then the first shell struck
near him percussion, killing a mass of nmen to his right rear, his own nen,
and fromthen on the shells came down increasingly, as the first fat drops of



an advancing storm but it was not truly bad. Close it up, close it up. Gaps
in front, the newy dead, piles of red meat. One man down hol di ng his stomach,
bl ood pouring out of himlike a butchered pig, young face, only a boy, the nman
bendi ng over himtrying to help, a sergeant screaming, "Dam it, | said close
it up.”

Kenmper's Brigade, ahead and to the right, was getting it. The batteries on the
Rocky Hill were enfilading him shooting right down his line, sonetinmes with
solid shot, and you could see the damm bl ack balls bouncing along |ike bowing
balls, and here and there, in the air, tunbling over and over like a

bl ood-spouti ng cartwheel, a piece of a man.

Arm stead turned to | ook back. Solid line behind him God bless them com ng
on. Not so bad, now, is it? W'll do it, with God's help. Coming, they are, to
a man. All good nmen here. He turned back to the front, Garnett's nmen were
nearing the road. He could see old Dick, still there, on the great black
horse. And then the first storm of nusketry: the line of skirmshers. He

wi nced. Coul d not see, but knew.

Long line of nen in blue, lined, waiting, their sights set, waiting, and now
the first line of gray is near, clear, nearer, unnissable, an officer screans,
if they're soldiers at all they cannot miss, and they're Hancock's nen.

Arm stead saw a visible waver pass through the ranks in front of him C ose it
up, close it up. The line seened to have drifted slightly to the left. Heavy
roll of nusket fire now. The march slow ng. He saw Garnett nove down, thought
for a noment, but no, he was noving down into that one swale, the protected
area Pickett had spoken of. Armi stead halted the nmen. Stood incredibly stil

in the open field with the artillery com ng down |ike hail, great bloody hail.
To the left, two hundred yards away, Pettigrew s nen were slow ng. Sone of the
men in front had stopped to fire. No point in that, too soon, too soon
Pickett's left oblique began. The whole line shifted left, noving to join with
Pettigrew s flank, to close the gap. It was beautifully done, superbly done,
under fire, in the face of the eneny..Arnmi stead felt enormous pride, his chest
filled and stuffed with a furious |ove. He peered left, could not see Trinble.
But they were closing in, the great mass convergi ng. Now he moved up and he
could see the clunp of trees, the one tree like an unbrella, Lee's objective,
and then it was gone in snoke.

Garnett's boys had reached the road. They were sl ow ng, taking down rails.
Musket fire was beginning to reach them The great noise increased, beating of

wings in the air. Mre dead men: a long neat line of dead, |like a shattered
fence. And now the canister, oh God, he shuddered, millions of nmetal balls
whirring through the air like startled quail, nurderous quail, and now for the

first time there was scream ng, very bad sounds to hear. He began to nove past
wounded struggling to the rear, nen falling out to help, heard the sergeants
ordering the men back into line, saw gray faces as he passed, eyes sick with
fear, but the line noved on. Dress it up, close it up. He | ooked back for a
nmonent and wal ked backward up the long rise, |ooking backward at his l|ine
comng steadily, slowy, heads down as if into the wind, then he turned back
to face the front.

To the right the line was breaking. He saw the Iine falter, the men beginning
to clunp together. Massed fire fromthere. In the smoke he could see a blue
line. Kenper's boys were shifting this way, slow ng. Arm stead was closing in.
He saw a horse com ng down through the snoke: Kenper. Riding. Because Garnett
rode. Still alive, even on the horse. But there was bl ood on his shoul der

bl ood on his face, his armhung Iinp, he had no sword. He rode to Armi stead,
face streaked and gray, scream ng sonething Arm stead could not hear, then
cane up closer and turned, waving the bl oody arm



"CGot to conme up, come up, help ne, in God's nane. They're flanking nme, they're
com ng down on the right and firing right into us, the line's breaking, we've
got to have help."

Arm stead yel |l ed encouragenent; Kenper tried to explain. They could not hear
each other. A shell blew very close, on the far side of the horse, and

Arm stead, partially shielded, saw bl ack fragments rush by, saw Kenper nearly
fall. He grabbed Kenper's hand, screaming, "I'll double-time." Kenper said
"Come quick, cone quick, for God' s sake," and reined the horse up and turned
back to the right. And beyond him Arm stead saw a | ong blue line. Union boys
out in the open, kneeling and firing fromthe right, and beyond that viol ent
[ight of rows of cannon, and another flight of canister passed over. Kenper's
men had stopped to fire, were drifting left. Too much snoke to see. Arm stead
turned, called his aides, took off the old black felt and put it on the tip of
his sword and raised it high in the air. He called for double-tineg,
double-tinme; the cry went down the line. The nmen began to run. He saw the |ine
waver, ragged now, long | egs beginning to eat up the ground, shorter |egs
falling behind, gaps appearing, nmen actually seeming to disappear, just to
vani sh out of the line, |eaving a stunned vacancy, and the line slowy closing
again, close it up, close it up, beginning to ripple and fold but still a
line, still nmoving forward in the snoke and the beating noise.

They came to the road. It was sunken into the field, choked |ike the bed of a
streamw th nmounded nen. If Arm stead junped down, saw a boy in front of him
kneeling, crying, a row of men crouched under the far bank, an officer

yel ling, pounding with the flat of his sword. There was a house to the right,
snoke pouring fromthe roof, a great clog of nmen jamed behind the house, but
men were novi ng across the road and up toward the ridge. There was a boy on
his knees on the road edge, staring upward toward the ridge, unnoving.

Arm stead touched himon the shoul der, said, "Cone on, boy, cone on." The boy
| ooked up with sick eyes, eyes soft and black Iike pieces of coal

Arm stead said, "Cone on, boy. What will you think of yourself tonorrow?"

The boy did not nove. Armistead told an officer nearby; "Mve these people
out." He clinbed up the road-bank, over the gray rails on the far side,

bet ween two dead bodi es, one a sergeant, face vaguely famliar, eyes open
very blue. Arm stead stood high, trying to see.

Kermper's men had cone apart, drifting left. There was a mass ahead but it did
not seemto be noving. Up there the wall was a terrible thing, flame and
snoke. He had to squint to look at it, kept his head down, |ooked left, saw
Pettigrew s men still noving, but the neat |ines were gone, grow ng confusion
the flags dropping, no Rebel yell now, no nore screans of victory, the nen
falling here and there Iike trees before an invisible axe you could see them
go one by one and in clunps, suddenly, in anong the colums of smoke fromthe
shell. Far to the left he saw Pettigrew s men were running. He saw red fl ags
stream ng back to the rear. One of Pettigrew s brigades had broken on the far
left. Armistead raised his sword, saw that the sword had gone through the hat
and the hat was now down near his hand. He put the hat up again, the sword
point on a new place, started scream ng, follow ne, follow nme, and began the
long last walk toward the ridge. No need for hurry now, too tired to run
expecting to be hit at any noment. Over on the right no horse. Kenper was
down, inpossible to live up there. Arm stead noved on, expecting to die, but
was not hit. He noved closer to the wall up there, past nounds of bodies, no
line any nore, just men noving forward at different speeds, stopping to fire,
stopping to die, drifting back Iike | eaves blown fromthe fire ahead.

Arm stead thought: we won't make it. He lifted the sword scream ng, and noved
on, closer, closer, but it was all coning apart; the whole world was dying.
Arm stead felt a blowin the thigh, stopped, |ooked down at bl ood on his right



leg. But no pain. He could wal k. He noved on. There was a horse com ng down
the ridge: great black horse with blood all over the chest, bl ood streaning
t hr ough bubbly hol es, bl ood on the saddle, dying eyes, snoke-gray at the
nmuzzl e: Garnett's horse.

Arm stead held to watch the horse go by, tried to touch it. He | ooked for

Garnett ahead; he nmight be afoot, might still be alive. But vision was

m stier. Miuch, nuch snoke. C oser now. He could see separate heads; he could
see nen firing over the wall. The charge had cone to a halt; the attack had
stopped. The nmen ahead were kneeling to fire at the blue nen on the far side
of the wall, firing at the gunners of the terrible cannon. Canister came down
in floods, w ping bloody holes. Afew flags tilted forward, but there was no
nmotion; the men had stalled, unable to go on, still thirty yards fromthe wall
and no visible halt, unable to advance, unwilling to run, a deadly paralysis.

Arm stead stopped, |ooked. Pettigrew s nmen were coming up on the left: not
many, not enough. Here he had a few hundred. To the right Kenper's brigade had
br oken, but some of the nen still fired. Arm stead paused for one | ong second.
It's inpossible now, cannot be done; we have failed and it's all done, al

t hose boys are dead, it's all done, and then he began to nove forward
automatically, instinctively, raising the black hat on the sword again,

begi nning to scream "Virginians! Wth me! Wth ne!l" and he noved forward the
| ast yards toward the wall, drawn by the pluck of that great force from

wi thin, for honme, for country, and now the ground went by slowy, inexorably,
like a great slowriver, and the noment went by black and slow, close to the

wal I, closer, wal king now on the backs of dead nmen, troops around beginning to
nove, yelling at last the wild Rebel yell, and the blue troops began to break
fromthe fence. Armistead cane up to the stone wall, and the blue boys were

falling back. He felt a moment of incredible joy. A hot slap of air brushed
his face, but he was not hit; to the right a great blast of canister and al
the troops to his right were down, but then there was another rush, and

Arm stead | eaped to the top of the wall, bal anced high on the stones, seeing
the blue troops running up the slope into the guns, and then he canme down on
the other side, had done it, had gotten inside the wall, and men noved in
around him scream ng. And then he was hit, finally, in the side, doubling
him No pain at all, nerely a nuisance. He noved toward a cannon the boys had
just taken. Some blue troops had stopped near the trees above and were
kneeling and firing; he sawthe rifles aimed at him Too weary now. He had
made it all this way; this way was enough. He put an armon the cannon to
steady hinself. But now there was a rush fromthe right. Blue troops were
closing in. Armistead' s vision blurred; the world turned soft and still. He
saw agai n: a bloody tangle, nen fighting hand to hand. An officer was riding
toward hinm there was a violent blow He saw the sky, swirling round and
round, thank God no pain. A sense of vast rel ease, of great peace. | cane al
the way up, | came over the wall..

He sat agai nst something. The fight went on. He | ooked down at his chest, saw
the blood. Tried to breathe, experinmentally, but now he could feel the end
com ng, now for the first tinme he sensed the sliding toward the dark, a
weakeni ng, a closing, all things ending now slowy and steadily and
peaceful ly. He closed his eyes, opened them A voice said, "I was riding
toward you, sir, trying to knock you down. You didn't have a chance."

He | ooked up: a Union officer. | amnot captured, | amdying. He tried to see:
help ne, help me. He was lifted slightly.

Everywhere the dead. Al his boys. Blue soldiers stood around him Down the
hill he could see the gray boys noving back, a few flags fluttering. He cl osed
his eyes on the sight, sank down in the dark, ready for death, knew it was
comng, but it did not cone. Not quite yet. Death cones at its own speed. He



| ooked into the blue sky, at the shattered trees. It may be for years, it may
be forever...

The officer was speaking. Armistead said, "Is General Hancock... would like to
see General Hancock."

A man said, "I'msorry, sir. CGeneral Hancock has been hit."

"No," Arm stead said. He closed his eyes. Not both of us. Not all of us. Sent
to Mra Hancock, to be opened in the event of ny death. But not both of us,
pl ease dear Cod...

He opened his eyes. C oser now. The long slow fall begins.

"WIl you tell General Hancock... Can you hear nme, son?"

"I can hear you, sir.

"WIl you tell General Hancock, please, that General Arm stead sends his
regrets. WIIl you tell him.. how very sorry I am.."

The energy failed. He felt hinmself flicker. But it was a long slow falling,
very quiet, very peaceful, rather still, but always the notion, the darkness
closing in, and so he fell out of the light and away, far away, and was gone.

5. LONGSTREET.

Longstreet sat on a rail fence, hugging his chest with both arns. He suspended
t hi nking; his mnd was a bl oody vacancy, like a roomin which there has been a
butchering. He tried once fornmally to pray, but there was no one there and no
words cane, and over and over he said to hinself, Heavenly Father, Heavenly
Father. He watched the battle dissolve to nightmare: the neat mlitary |ines
begi nning to cone apart as they crossed the road and no order beyond that but
bl ack struggling clots and a few flags in the snoke, tilting |like sails above
a white sea, going down one by one. A shell burst near Longstreet and he felt
the hot brutal breath, and then the sounds of battle were softer, the snoke
began to bl anket the field. But there was still a few flags noving toward the
top of the hill. Longstreet put glasses to his eyes, saw ghost figures
stunbling in white snoke, yell ow bl aze of cannon, black flakes of nen
spattering upward into a white sky, and then the snmoke was too thick and he
could not see anything and it was |ike going blind. A paralysis cane over him
He sat staring off into the white sea where the guns still flashed and booned
softly, at a great distance, until he saw the first nmen begi nning to come back
out of the snoke. They cane slowly up the long green slope, a ragged crowd of
men. No one was running. They were moving with slow set stubborn unstoppable

| ooks on their faces, eyes down, guns draggi ng the ground, and they were
moving slowy but steadily, even though the Union guns had el evated and shells
were still falling on themas they came back up the field. The snoke parted
for a vision: the green field dirtied a vast mle with [unped bodies, white
and red, and far across the field the whole arny falling back in a speckl ed
flood across the road to the safety of the woods, and there at the top of the
hill one flag erect near the center of the Union line. Then that flag was down
in the snoke, and Longstreet could no | onger see, and the retreat began to
flood by him

The nmen parted as they passed him not |ooking at him He sat on an island in
the stream of retreating nen. He nade no attenpt to stop them A man rode up
on a black horse, a frantic nman with blood on his face: Harry Bright,
Pickett's staff. He was scream ng. Longstreet stared at him The man went on
scream ng. Longstreet made out: Pickett was asking for support. Longstreet



shook his head, wordlessly, pointed down at the field. Bright did not yet
understand. Longstreet said patiently, "Nine brigades went in. That's all we
have." There was nothing to send now, no further help to give, and even if Lee
on the other side would send support now it would be too |ate. Longstreet
hugged his chest. He got down off the fence. A black horse rode up out of the
snoke: familiar spot on a snoky forehead, blood bubbling froma foam ng chest:
Garnett's mount. Longstreet nodded. He told Bright to instruct Pickett to fal
back. He sent word for a battery to nove down the slope in front of him to
fire uphill and protect Pickett as he retreated.

The wi nd had changed. The snoke was bl owi ng back across the field against his
face. The guns were easing off. The nen streamed by: nightmare arny, faces
gray and cold, sick. Longstreet felt a cold wind blowing in his brain. He
stood up. He had sat |ong enough. He | ooked up to see Frenmantle. A noment ago
the man had been cheering wildly, not understandi ng what was happeni ng. Now he
was hol ding out a silver flask. Longstreet shook his head. It was all done.
Along with all the horror of loss, and the weariness, and all the sick
hel pl ess rage, there was com ng now a nmonstrous di sgust. He was through. They
had all died for nothing and he had sent them He thought: a man is asked to
bear too much. And he refused. He began slowy to wal k forward. He was al
done. He would find a gun sonewhere and take a wal k forward. He wal ked down
the long slope in front of himtoward that one battery that was still firing
toward the blue line. He sawa rifle by a dead nman, the man m ssing a | eg and
the | eg nearby, bent and chewed at the knee, and the rifle clean and new and
cold. He bent down to pick it up, and when he | ooked up he saw Lee.

The old man was riding the gray horse across the open ground in front of the
trees. He had taken his hat off and the white hair and the unm stakable white
head were visible froma long way off. He was wal ki ng the horse slowy al ong
t he ground anong the first rows of dead where the cannon had begun to take
them as they stepped out of the trees, and the retreating men were slowed at
the sight of him Longstreet stopped. The old nman reined up and stood for a
nmonent i mobile, head turned eastward toward the eneny, the gray hat on the
horn of the saddle. He sat there nptionless as a statue and the nen coning
back began to turn toward him He sat | ooking down, talking to them
Longstreet stood watching him He knew that he woul d never forgive the old
man, never. He stood paral yzed holding the rifle and tears were runni ng down
his cheeks. The old man saw hi m and began riding toward him Longstreet could
hear him "It is all ny fault, it is all my fault,” and nen were already
arguing with himand shaking their heads in rage and shame, but Lee said, "W
shall rest and try it again another day. Now you nust show good order. Never

| et them see you run."

There were nen all around him sone of themcrying. Atall man in a gray beard
was pleading with Lee to let them attack again. A bony boy in a ripped and

bl oody shirt had hold of the halter of his horse and was insisting that the
Ceneral nmove to the rear. Lee said again, "It is all my fault," but they were
shaki ng their heads. Lee saw Longstreet.

Longstreet waited, the rifle in his hand. Lee rode slowy forward. A crowd of
men was gathering now, a hundred or nore. The streamto the rear had sl owed.
Now it was quieter and the nearby cannon were no longer firing and Lee cane
forward out of the snoke and the nightmare. Hs face was hard and red, his
eyes bright and hot; he had a stiff, set look to himand both hands held hard
to the saddl e horn and when he | ooked at Longstreet his eyes had nothing in
them The old nman stopped the horse and pointed east. He said in a soft,
feathery voice, "I think they are form ng over there, Ceneral. | think they
may attack."

Longstreet nodded. The old nan's voice was very soft; Longstreet could hardly



hear. Lee | ooked down on himfroma |ong way away. Longstreet nodded agai n.
There was motion in front of himand suddenly he saw George Pickett,

bl oodstai ned. H s hat was gone; his hair streamed |like a blasted flower. H s
face was pale; he noved his head |ike a man who has heard too | oud a sound. He
rode slowy forward. Lee turned to neet him Longstreet was vaguely amazed

that Pickett was still alive. He heard Pickett say something to Lee. George
turned and pointed back down the hill. His face was oddly wrinkl ed.
Lee raised a hand. "General Pickett, | want you to reformyour Division in the

rear of this hill."

Pickett's eyes lighted as if a sudden pain had shot through him He started to
cry. Lee said again with absolute calm "General, you rmust |ook to your
Di vi sion. "

Pickett said tearfully, voice of a bew |ldered angry boy, "General Lee, | have
no Division." He pointed back down the hill, jabbing at the bl owi ng snoke, the
val l ey of wecked nmen, turned and shuddered, waving, then saying, "Sir? What
about my nen?" as if even now there was still something Lee could do to fix

it. "What about ny men? Armistead is gone. Garnett is gone. Kemper is gone.
Al my colonels are gone. Ceneral, every one. Mst of ny nen are gone. Good
God, sir, what about ny nen?"

Longstreet turned away. Enough of this. He | ooked for his horse, beckoned. The
groom came up. Longstreet could | ook down across the way and see bl ue

skirm shers form ng across his front. The |land sloped to where the one battery
was still firing uphill into the snmoke. Longstreet nodded. |'mcomng. He felt
a tug at his leg, |ooked down: Sorrel. Let nme go. Major. The staff was around

him soneone had the reins of the horse. Longstreet felt the gathering of the

| ast great rage. He | ooked down slowy and pulled at the reins slowy and said
carefully, "Major, you better let this dammed horse go."

And then he poi nt ed.

"They're conming, do you see? I'mgoing to neet them | want you to put fire
down on themand formto hold right here. 1'm going down to neet them"

He rode off down the hill. He noved very quickly and the horse spurred and it
was magnificent to feel the clean air bl ow across your face, and he was aware
suddenly of the cold tears blurring his eyes and tried to wi pe themaway, dd
Hero shying anong all the dead bodies. He | eaped a fence and becane aware of a
horse foll owi ng and swng and saw the face of Goree, the frail Texan trailing
himlike the wi nd. Ahead of himthe guns were firing into a line of blue

sol diers and Longstreet spurred that way and CGoree pulled al ongsi de,

scream ng, "Wat are your orders, General ? Where you want nme to go?"

A shell blewup in front of him He swerved to the right. Goree was down and
Longstreet reined up. The bony man was scranbling, trying to get to his feet.
Rifle fire was beginning to pluck at the air around them Longstreet saw sone
of the staff riding toward him trying to catch up. He rode to Goree and

| ooked down but he coul dn't say anything nore, no words would cone, and he
couldn't even stop the dam tears, and Goree's eyes looking up, filled with
pain and sorrow and pity, was another thing he would renmenber as |ong as he
lived, and he cl osed his eyes.

The staff was around him |ooking at himwith wild eyes. Soneone again had the
bridle of his horse. Bullets still plucked the air: song of the dark guitar

He wanted to sleep. Soneone was yelling, "CGot to pull back," and he shook his
head violently, clearing it, and turned back to the guns, letting the nind
begin to function. "Place the guns," he baw ed, "bring down sone guns." He



began directing fire. He took another shell burst close by and again the great
drone filled his ears and after that cane a cottony murmury rush, like a
waterfall, and he nmoved in a black dream directing the fire, waiting for them
to come, trying to see through the snoke where the shells were falling. But
the firing began to stop. The storm was endi ng. He | ooked out through the
snoke and saw no nore blue troops; they had pulled back. He thought, to Cod:

if there is any nercy in you at all you will finish it now

But the blue troops pulled back, and there was no attack.

After a while Longstreet sat on a fence. He noticed the rifle still in his
hand. He had never used it. Carefully, he placed it on the ground. He stared
at it for a while. Then he began to feel nothing at all. He saw the

dirt-streaked face of T. J. Coree, watching him
"How are you?" Longstreet said.

"Tol erabl e. "

Longstreet pointed uphill. "They aren't com ng."
Gor ee shook hi s head.

"Too bad," Longstreet said.

"Yes, sir."

"Too bad," Longstreet said again.

"Yes, sir. W got plenty canister left. If they hit us now we could sure make
it hot for them™

Longstreet nodded. After a nonent Coree said, "Ceneral, | tell you plain.
There are tines when you worry ne."

"Well," Longstreet said.

"It's no good trying to get yourself killed. General. The Lord will come for
you in H's own tine."

Longstreet | eaned back agai nst a fencepost and stared up into the sky. For a
nmonent he saw not hing but the clean and wondrous sky. He sat for a nonent,
com ng back to hinself. He thought of Lee as he had | ooked riding that hill,
his hat off so that the retreating men could see himand recogni ze him Wen
they saw himthey actually stopped running. From Death itself.

It was darker now. Late afternoon. If Meade was coming he would have to cone

soon. But there was no sign of it. A few guns were still firing a | ong way
of f; heartbroken nen would not let it end. But the fire was dying; the guns
ended |i ke sparks. Suddenly it was still, enornously still, a long pause in
the air, a waiting, a fall. And then there was a different silence. Men began

to turn to |l ook out across the snoldering field. The wind had died; there was
no moti on anywhere but the slow snoke drifting and far off one tiny flanme of a
burning tree. The nen stood i nmobile across the field. The know edge began to
pass anmong them passing without words, that it was over. The sun was al ready
begi nning to set beyond new bl ack cl ouds which were rising in the west, and
men came out into the open to watch the last sunlight flame across the fields.
The sun died gold and red, and the final |ight across the snmoke was red, and
then the sl ow darkness cane out of the trees and flowed up the field to the
stone wal |, noving al ong above the dead and the dying like the shadow ng wi ng



of an enornmous bird, but still far off beyond the cemetery there was gol den
light in the trees on the hill, a golden glow over the rocks and the nen in
the I ast high places, and then it was done, and the field was gray.

Longstreet sat |ooking out across the ground to the green rise of the Union
line and he saw a blue officer come riding along the crest surrounded by fl ags
and a cloud of nen, and he saw troops rising to greet him

"They're cheering," CGoree said bitterly, but Longstreet could not hear. He saw
a man raise a captured battle flag, blue flag of Virginia, and he turned from
the sight. He was done. Sorrel was by his side, asking for orders. Longstreet
shook his head. He would go sonewhere now and sl eep. He thought: couldn't even
quit. Even that is not to be allowed. He nmounted the black horse and rode back
toward the canmp and the evening.

Wth the evening cane a new stillness. There were no guns, no nusic. Men sat

al one under ripped branchless trees. A great black wall of cloud was gathering
in the west, and as the eveni ng advanced and the sky grew darker they could
begin to see the lightning although they could not yet hear the thunder
Longstreet functioned nechanically, placing his troops in a defensive |ine.
Then he sat alone by the fire drinking coffee. Sorrel brought the first
figures from Pickett's command.

Arm stead and Garnett were dead; Kenper was dying. OF the thirteen colonels in
Pickett's Division seven were dead and six were wounded. Longstreet did not
| ook at the rest. He held up a hand and Sorrel went away.

But the facts stayed with him The facts rose up like shattered fence-posts in
the mst. The arnmy would not recover fromthis day. He was a professional and
he knew that as a good doctor knows it, bending down for perhaps the last tine
over a dooned bel oved patient. Longstreet did not know what he would do now.
He | ooked out at the burial parties and the |ights beginning to come on across
the field like clusters of carrion fireflies. Al that was |left now was nore
dying. It was final defeat. They had all died and it had acconpli shed not hing,
the wall was unbroken, the blue line was sound. He shook his head suddenly,
violently, and remenbered the old man again, com ng bareheaded along the hill,
stemri ng the retreat

After a while Lee came. Longstreet did not want to see him But the old man
cane in a cluster of men, outlined under that dark and om nous sky, the
[ightning blazing beyond his head. Men were again holding the bridle of the
horse, talking to him pleading; there was sonething oddly biblical about it,
and yet even here in the dusk of defeat there was sonmething else in the air
around him the man brought strength with his presence: doonmed and def eat ed,
he brought nonetheless a certain mpjesty. And Longstreet, know ng that he
woul d never quite forgive him stood to nmeet him

Lee di smount ed. Longstreet | ooked once into his face and then dropped his
eyes. The face was set and cold, stonelike. Men were speaking. Lee said, "I
woul d Iike a few nmonents alone with General Longstreet." The men withdrew. Lee
sat in a canp chair near the fire and Longstreet sat and they were al one
together. Lee did not speak. Longstreet sat staring at the ground, into the
firelight. Lightning flared; a cool wind was bl owi ng. After a while Lee said,
"W will withdraw tonight."

H s voice was husky and raw, as if he had been shouting. Longstreet did not
answer. Lee said, "W can w thdraw under cover of the weather. If we can reach
the river, there will be no nore danger."

Longstreet sat waiting, his mnd vacant and cold. Gradually he realized that



the old man was expecting advice, an opinion. But he said nothing. Then he

| ooked up. The old man had his hand over his eyes. He | ooked vaguely
different. Longstreet felt a chill. The old man said slowy, "Peter, |I'm going
to need your help."

He kept his hand over his eyes, shading hinself as if frombright sunlight.
Longstreet saw himtake a deep breath and let it go. Then he realized that Lee
had called himby his nicknanme. Lee said, "I"'mreally very tired."

Longstreet said quickly, "Wat can | do?"

Lee shook his head. Longstreet had never seen the old nan | ose control. He had
not lost it now, but sat there with his hand over his eyes and Longstreet felt
shut away fromhis mnd and in that same nonent felt a shudder of enornous
pity. He said, "GCeneral ?"

Lee nodded. He dropped the hand and gl anced up once quickly at Longstreet,
eyes bright and bl ack and burning. He shook his head again. He raised both
pal ms, a gesture al nmost of surrender, palns facing Longstreet, tried to say
somet hi ng, shook his head for the last tine. Longstreet said, "I will take
care of it. General. W'Ill pull out tonight."

"I thought..." Lee said huskily.
Longstreet said, "Never mind."

"Well," Lee said. He took a long deep breath, faced the firelight. "Wll, now
we nust w t hdraw. "

"Yes "
They sat for a while in silence. Lee recovered. He crossed his | egs and sat

|l ooking into the fire and the strength came back, the face snoothed cal magain
and grave, the eyes silent and dark. He said, "W nust |ook to our own

deportrment. The spirit of the Army is still very good." Longstreet nodded.
"W will do better another tine."
Longstreet shook his head instinctively. He said, "I don't think so."

Lee | ooked up. The eyes were clearer now. The nonent of weakness had come and
passed. What was left was a permanent weariness. A voice in Longstreet said:
et the old man alone. But there had been too nuch death; it was tine for
reality. He said slowy, "I don't think we can win it now"

After a noment Lee nodded, as if it were not really inportant. He said,
"Per haps. "

"I don't think-" Longstreet raised his hands-"I don't know if | can go on
| eading them To die. For nothing."

Lee nodded. He sat for a long while with his hands folded in his lap, staring
at the fire, and the firelight on his face was soft and warm Then he said

slowy, "They do not die for us. Not for us. That at least is a blessing." He
spoke staring at the fire. "Each nan has his own reason to die. But if they go
on, I will go on." He paused. "It is only another defeat." He | ooked up at

Longstreet, lifted his palms out, folded themsoftly, slowmy. "If the war goes
on-and it will, it will-what else can we do but go on? It is the same question
forever, what else can we do? If they fight, we will fight with them And does
it matter after all who wins? Was that ever really the question? WIIl God ask



that question, in the end?" He put his hands on his thighs, started painfully
to rise.

He got to his feet, laboring. Longstreet reached forward instinctively to help
him Lee said, enbarrassed, "Thank you," and then where Longstreet held his
arm he reached up and covered Longstreet's hand. He | ooked into Long- street's
eyes. Then he said, "You were right. And | was wong. And now you nust help ne
see what nust be done. Help us to see. | become... very tired."

"Yes," Longstreet said.

They stood a nonment | onger in the growi ng dark. The first wind of the com ng
storm had begun to break over the hills and the trees, cold and heavy and
snelling of rain. Lee said, "I lectured you yesterday, on war."

Longstreet nodded. His mind was too full to think

"I was trying to warn you. But... you have no Cause. You and |, we have no
Cause. W have only the arny. But if a soldier fights only for soldiers, he
cannot ever win. It is only the soldiers who die."

Lee mounted the gray horse. Longstreet watched the old man clear his face and
stiffen his back and place the hat carefully, formally on his head. Then he
rode off into the dark. Longstreet stood watching himout of sight. Then he
turned and went out into the field to say goodbye, and when that was done he
gave the order to retreat.

6. CHAMBERLAI N

In the evening he left the reginment and went off by hinself alone while the

ni ght cane over the field. He nmoved out across the blasted stone wall and down
the long littered slope until he found a bare rock where he could sit and | ook
out across the battlefield at dusk. It was |like the gray floor of hell

Parties noved with yellow lights through bl owi ng snoke under a | ow gray sky,
nmovi ng fromblack lunp to black unp while papers fluttered and bl ew and
fragnments of cloth and cartridge and canteen tunbl ed and fl oated across the
gray and steam ng ground. He renenbered with awe the clean green fields of
norni ng, the splendid yell ow wheat. This was another world. H s own mind was
bl asted and cl ean, w ndbl own; he was still slightly in shock fromthe
bonbardnent and he sat not thinking of anything but watching the last Iight of
t he enornmous day, treasuring the |ast gray nmonment. He knew he had been present
at one of the great nonments in history. He had seen them come out of the trees
and begin to march up the slope and when he closed his eyes he could still see
themcomng. It was a sight few men were privileged to see and many who had
seen it best had not lived through it. He knew that he would carry it with him
as long as he lived, and he could see hinmself as an old man trying to describe
it to his grandchildren, the way the nen had | ooked as they came out into the
open and forned for the assault, the way they stood there shining and
imobile, all the flags high and tilting and glittering in the sun, and then
the way they all kicked to nmotion, suddenly, all beginning to nove at once,
too far away for the separate feet to be visible so that there seenmed to be a
silvery rippling all down the line, and that was the nmonent when he first felt
the real fear of them coming: when he saw t hem begin to nove.

Chanberl ain cl osed his eyes and saw it again. It was the nost beautiful thing
he had ever seen. No book or nusic would have that beauty. He did not
understand it: a mle of men flowing slowy, steadily, inevitably up the |ong
green ground, dying all the while, comng to kill you, and the shell bursts
appearing above themlike instant white flowers, and the flags all tipping and
fluttering, and dimy you could hear the nusic and the drums, and then you



could hear the officers scream ng, and yet even above your own fear cane the
sensation of unspeakabl e beauty. He shook his head, opened his eyes.

Prof essors' mnds. But he thought of Aristotle: pity and terror. So this is
tragedy. Yes. He nodded. In the presence of real tragedy you feel neither pain
nor joy nor hatred, only a sense of enornobus space and time suspended, the
great doors open to black eternity, the rising across the terrible field of
that |ast enornous, unanswerabl e question

It was dark around him There was one small gray area of the sky still agl ow
in the west; the rest was bl ackness, and flashes of lightning. At that noment
a fine rain began to fall and he heard it cone toward him seeking himin a
light patter up the slope. He had dust all over him a fine pulverized powder
fromthe shelling, dust in his hair and eyes and dust gritty in his teeth, and
now he lifted his face to the rain and licked his lips and could taste the
dirt on his face and knew that he woul d renenber that too, the |ast noment at
Gettysburg, the taste of raw earth in the cold and bl owi ng dark, the touch of
cold rain, the blaze of lightning. After a while brother Tom found him
sitting in the rain, and sat with himand shared the darkness and the rain.

Chanber | ai n remenbered using the boy to plug a hole in the line, stopping the
hole with his own brother's body |ike a warm bl oody cork, and Chanberl ain

| ooked at hinmself. It was so natural and clear, the right thing to do: fill
the gap with the body of ny brother. Therefore Tom would have to go, and
Chanberlain told hinself: Run the boy away from you, because if he stays with
you he'll die. He stared at the boy in the darkness, felt an incredible |ove,
reached out to touch him stopped hinself.

Tom was saying, "l guess you got to hand it to them the way they cane up that
hill."

Chanber | ai n nodded. He was beginning to feel very strange, stuffed and
strange

"But we stood up to them They couldn't break us," Tom said.
"No. "

"Wl |, nobody ever said they wasn't good soldiers. Well, they're Anericans
anyway, even if they are Rebs."

"Yes," Chanberl ain said.

"Thing | cannot understand. Thing | never w |l understand. How can they fight
so hard, them Johnnies, and all for slavery?"

Chanberl ain rai sed his head. He had forgotten the Cause. \Wen the guns began
firing he had forgotten it conpletely. It seenmed very strange now to think of
nmorality, or that mnister |ong ago, or the poor runaway bl ack. He | ooked out
across the dark field, could see nothing but the yellow |lights and outlines of
bl ack bodies stark in the |ightning.

Tom sai d, "When you ask them prisoners, they never tal k about slavery. But,
Law ence, how do you explain that? Wat else is the war about ?"

Chanber | ai n shook hi s head.

"I'f it weren't for the slaves, there'd never have been no war, now woul d
t her e?"

"No, " Chanberl ain sai d.



"Well then, |I don't care how much political fast-talking you hear, that's what
it's all about and that's what themfellers died for, and | tell you,
Lawrence, | don't understand it at all."

"No," Chanberlain said. He was thinking of Kilrain: no divine spark. Animal
neat: the Killer Aninmals.

Qut in the field nearby they were | aying out bodies, row after row, the feet

all even and the toes pointing upward like rows of black | eaves on the border
of a garden. He saw again the bitter face of Kilrain, but Chanberlain did not
hate the gentlenen, could not think of themas gentlenen. He felt instead an
extraordinary admiration. It was as if they were his own nen who had cone up

the hill and he had been with them as they cane, and he had made it across the
stone wall to victory, but they had died. He felt a violent pity. He said
slowy, in nmenory of Kilrain, "Well, they're all equal now"

"I'n the sight of God, anyways."

"Yes," Chanberlain said. "In the sight of God."

Tom stood up. "Better get moving, Lawence, there's a big rain comng."
Chanber | ain rose, but he was not yet ready to go.

Tom said, "Do you think they'll attack again?"

Chanber | ai n nodded. They were not yet done. He felt an appalling thrill. They
woul d fight again, and when they cane he woul d be behi nd anot her stone wall
waiting for them and he would stay there until he died or until it ended, and

he was | ooking forward to it with an incredible eagerness, as you wait for the
great nmusic to begin again after the silence. He shook his head, amazed at

hi nsel f. He thought: have to cone back to this place when the war is over.
Maybe then I'1l understand it.

The rain was rmuch heavier now. He put on the stolen cavalry hat and blinked
upward into the black sky. He thought: it was my privilege to be here today.
He thanked God for the honor. Then he went back to his nen.

The light rain went on falling on the hills above Gettysburg, but it was only
the overture to the great stormto come. Qut of the black night it came at
last, cold and wild and flooded with lightning. The true rain cane in a
nmonster wind, and the storm broke in blackness over the hills and the bl oody
val l ey; the sky opened along the ridge, and the vast water thundered down,
drowning the fires, flooding the red creeks, washing the rocks and the grass
and the white bones of the dead, cleansing the earth and soaking it thick and
rich with water and wet again with clean cold rainwater, driving the blood
deep into the earth, to growit again with the roots toward Heaven.

It rained all that night. The next day was Saturday, the Fourth of July.
"Thus ended the great Anerican Cvil War, which must upon the -whole be

consi dered the nobl est and | east avoidable of all the great mass conflicts of
which till then there was record.”

-Wnston Churchill,

A History of the

Engl i sh- Speaki ng Peopl es



AFTERWORD.
ROBERT EDWARD LEE.
In August he asked to be relieved of command. O the battle he says:

No bl ane can be attached to the arny for its failure to acconplish what was

projected by ne... | alone amto blanme, in perhaps expecting too much of its
prowess and valor... could | have foreseen that the attack on the |ast day
woul d fail, | should certainly have tried some other course... but | do not

know what better course | could have pursued

H s request is not accepted, although he cites his poor health, and he serves
until the end of the war. He never again attenpts a Napol eonic assault. Wen
the war is over, he believes that the issue has been settled by conbat, that
God has passed judgnment. He | ays down arms, asks his nen to do the sane. His
great prestige brings a peace, which mght not otherw se have been possi bl e.
He asks Congress for pardon; it is never given. Dies of heart disease in 1870,
per haps the nost bel oved General in the history of American war.

JAMES LONGSTREET.

That winter he requests relief fromcommand, on the ground that he no | onger
bel i eves the South can win the war. Lee prevails upon himto stay. He is
wounded severely in the WIderness, 1864, but returns to be Lee's nost
dependabl e soldier, his right hand until the end at Appomatt ox.

After the war he makes two great m stakes. First, he becomes a Republican
attenpts to join with old conrade Gant in rebuilding the South. For this he
is branded a turncoat, within two years of the end of the war is being
referred to by Southern newspapers as "the nobst hated man in the South."

Second, as time passes and it becones slowy apparent that the war was | ost at
CGettysburg, Longstreet gives as his opinion what he believes to be true: that
the battle was | ost by Robert E. Lee. This occurs long after Lee's death, when
Lee has become the symbol of all that is fine and noble in the Southern cause.
The South does not forgive Longstreet the insult to Lee's nane. At the great
reuni on, years later, of the Army of Northern Virginia, Longstreet is not even
i nvited, but he cones anyway, stubborn to the end, wal ks down the aisle in his
old gray uniform stars of a general on his collar, and is received by an
enornous ovation by the men, with tears and an enbrace from Jefferson Davis.

H s theories on defensive warfare are generations ahead of his tine. The
general s of Europe are still ordering massed assaults against fortified
positions long years after his death, in 1904, at the age of eighty-three.

Rl CHARD EWELL.

Serves with courage until the end, but as a corps conmmander he is fated never
to achieve distinction. O the Battle of Gettysburg he is later to remark: "It
took a great many mistakes to |lose that battle. And | nyself made nobst of
them™

AVBRCSE POMELL HILL.
Never to take his place in the R chnond society he so dearly |loved, so richly

deserved. Five days before Appomattox, at the Battle of Five Forks, he is
killed by a sniper's bullet.



JOHN BELL HOCD.

Loses not the armbut the use of it; it remains withered within his pinned

sl eeve for the rest of his days. Conplains bitterly about the handling of the
arnmy at Gettysburg, is later given a command of his own: the Arny of
Tennessee. Defeated in Atlanta by Sherman, he spends rmuch of the rest of his
life justifying his actions in the field.

DORSEY PENDER.

H s wound grows steadily worse. An operation is perforned within the nonth, at
St aunt on, but he begins to henobrrhage. The leg is amputated. He dies within
the month. His wife attributes his death to the judgnent of God.

| SAAC TRI MBLE.

Wunded, is left to be captured by the eneny. Loses his leg, survives the war.
O the charge at Gettysburg he says: "If the nmen | had the honor to command
that day could not take that position, all Hell couldn't take it."

JOHNSTON PETTI GREW

Survives the charge at Gettysburg with only a minor wound in the hand. Is shot
to death ten days later in a delaying action guarding the retreat across the
Pot onac.

GEORCGE PI CKETT.

Hs Division is virtually destroyed. No field officer is unhurt. O the
thirteen colonels in his command that day seven are dead, six are wounded. Hi s
casual ties exceed 60 percent. The fanous Charge of the Light Brigade, in
conparison, suffered casualties of approxinmately 40 percent. Pickett survives
to great glory, but he broods on the |oss. Wen the war is over he happens one
day on John Singleton Msby, on the way to see Robert Lee, and together they
visit the old man. The neeting is, in Msby's words, "singularly cold." After
it is over, Pickett comes outside and says bitterly: "That man destroyed ny

Di vi sion. "

JUBAL EARLY.

Serves until near the end of the war, when Lee finds it necessary to relieve
hi m because of conplaints against himby citizens he has of fended. H s conduct
after the war is notable for two epi sodes: he becones the Southern officer
nmost involved in trying to prove that Longstreet was responsible for the | oss
at Cettysburg, and he becones the central figure in the infanous Louisiana
lottery, which cost thousands of Southerners thousands of dollars.

ARTHUR FREMANTLE

Returns to England after three nonths in the Confederacy and wites a book on
hi s experience, which is published in the South three nmonths before the end of
the war. It is a very readable and entertaining book, which predicts a certain
Sout hern victory.

HARRI SON

He vani shes from Longstreet's records. Years after the war Mxl ey Sorre
attends a play, notices sonething vaguely famliar about one of the actors,
recogni zes Harrison. He goes backstage for a nonment, they speak for a nonent,
but Sorrel is a gentleman and Harrison is a player, and there is no further



connection. Nothing else of Harrison is known.
JOHN BUFORD.

Never to receive recognition for his part in choosing the ground and hol di ng
it, and in so doing saving not only the battle but perhaps the war, he
survives the sumrer but is weakened by wounds. In Decenber of that year he
goes down wi th pneunonia, and dies of it.

W NFI ELD SCOTT HANCOCK.

Survives the wound at CGettysburg. Wen the war ends it is found that his
Second Corps captured nore prisoners, nore colors, and suffered nore
casualties than the entire rest of the Arnmy of the Potonmac. An enornously
popul ar man all his life, in 1880 he runs for the Presidency on the Denocratic
ticket, against Garfield, but the country has had two terns of Grant and is
weary of Generals in high office, and so he is defeated, retires from public
life. The package Lew Arnistead sent Al mira Hancock was Arm stead's persona

Bi bl e.

JOSHUA LAVWRENCE CHAMBERLAI N

In August he is given a brigade. Shortly thereafter he is so badly wounded,
shot through both hips, that he is not expected to live. But he returns to
become one of the nost remarkable soldiers in Arerican history. Wunded six
times. Cited for bravery in action four times. Pronoted to Brigadier CGenera
by special order of U ysses Grant for heroismat Petersburg. Breveted Mjor
Ceneral for heroismat Five Forks. He is the officer chosen by G ant from al
other Northern officers to have the honor of receiving the Southern surrender
at Appomattox, where he startles the world by calling his troops to attention
to salute the defeated South. He is given first place in the last Gand Review
in Washington. For his day at Little Round Top he is to receive the

Congr essi onal Medal of Honor

In Maine he is elected Governor by the largest mgjority in the history of the
state and returned to office three tinmes, where he alienates political friends
by refusing to agree to the inpeachnent of Andrew Johnson

In 1876, elected President of Bowdoin College, where he attenpts to nodernize
t he school, introducing courses in science, de-enphasizing religion, and
becomes invol ved in student denonstrations over the question of ROTC. Receives
nmedal of honor from France for distinguished efforts in internationa
education. Wen he retires from Bowdoi n he has taught every subject in the
curricul um except nmathematics.

Di es of his wounds, June 1914, at the age of eighty-three.

* The Confederates did not know that the local name for that hill was "Little
Round Top." During the battle their nmpbst conmon nanme for it was sinply "The
Rocky Hill."

(Littl e Round Top)

The End



