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At
war’s end, Guy Dubose -- owning no skill except soldiering --
joined up with the U.S. Army, donning the same Yankee blue he'd
been lining up in his rifle sights for the last five bloody years.
Quartered with society's lowliest at Fort Linden, the
unreconstructed Rebel found himself in a whole other kind of
shooting match, this time on the wild Texas frontier. But fighting
was fighting, be his opponent Bluebelly or Redskin, and where the
gunsmoke was the thickest was where Guy DuBose aimed to
be.

For
Fort Linden’s commander, Captain Gordon Blackburn, however, the
lives of a few insignificant Johnny Rebs was a small price to pay
for a seat behind a Washington desk. Either Sergeant DuBose and his
misfits would earn their Captain a hero's reputation -- or they'd
end up watering down the Texas dust with their blood!
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Historical Note

Regiments and squadrons of the
old horse cavalry and modern armored cavalry are made up of
“troops.” However,
in this novel the term “company” is used to keep the story within
the proper historical perspective. This was the official term used
for these sub-units until 1883.


Chapter One

Breezes gusted across the Red
River and over the dark prairie before wafting through Fort
Alexander’s
cantonment area. The spring sky stretched widely from far horizon
to far horizon. Its inky blackness and glittering stars were
unobstructed by even the slightest rise of ground from the
table-flat terrain.

The dull glow of dozens of
lanterns shone from the windows of the buildings around the post.
This quartermaster-issued illumination lighted up the activities of
the bored soldiery quartered in this small tract of civilization
set down in the trackless wilderness. Most of the goings-on would
be card games or masculine conversations filled with the lying
boasts of young males. Most of these braggadocios were far from the
homes they’d
left after signing up for five-year hitches in the regular
army.

But no matter what the men did
to pass the empty hours of evening, alcohol would play a big part
in fighting the grinding boredom. From the barracks to the
sutler’s
store and even in the officers’ quarters, soldiers whose brains had
been dulled by monotonous and repetitious drill schedules were now
comforted in clouds of quiet drunkenness.

On the north side of the
garrison, the duty bugler stepped out of the guardhouse. He marched
across the regimental parade ground to the flag pole standing tall
in the center of the fort. He was a young Italian immigrant who
found the flat plains country a stark contrast to the Alps of his
native land. Trumpeter Benito Pullini might still be with his uncle
in New York City if the old man hadn’t insisted the youth stick with the long
hours in his dark, dismal cobbler shop. Benito hadn’t come all the
way to America for that sort of life. Unable to speak much English
at the time, Benito’s only avenue of escape had been the
army.

Benito put the bugle to his lips
and blew Call to Quarters, the signal for all members of the garrison not on
official duty to retire to their billets. The notes of the short
air caused a flurry of activity around the fort. Non-commissioned
officers, as drunk as their charges, who had been detailed to
bedding down the lower-ranking enlisted men, began the task with
expletive-sprinkled shouts. Those sergeants and corporals, with all
the impatience of harried mothers putting their restless children
to bed for the night, wanted to finish the job as quickly as
possible.

The bugler sounded the call
twice, each time to opposite sides of the garrison in the
time-honored tradition. When the last note sounded, he marched back
to the guardhouse with the same precision he’d demonstrated in going out to tend
to the martial chore. He went inside the guardroom and announced to
the non-commissioned officer in charge, “Sergeant, I sound
the Call to
Quarters.”

Sergeant Guy DuBose, reading a newspaper,
looked up from where he sat with his booted feet propped up on the
scarred table used by the N.C.O.s of the guard. “Yeah, Pullini,” he
remarked in a soft southern accent. “I heard you.”

DuBose, with coal-black hair and
moustache was a tall man whose slimness was that of hard
muscularity. His natural handsomeness, made more rugged by the hard
outdoor life he led, gave him an appearance that was much admired
by the lower-ranking, younger soldiers. Many of them imitated him
as best they could, sporting rather poorly nourished moustaches of
their own while affecting the sergeant’s preference for a red bandanna
around the neck and a wide-brimmed hat for field duty.

The bugler, speaking more to
practice English than out of necessity, nodded. “In fifteen minutes I got to
sound the Taps.”

“Right, Pullini,” Guy DuBose, who
had returned his full attention back to the periodical, answered
without really hearing. He was deeply engrossed in a copy of
the New York
Herald, fresh
after only five months of being passed from army post to army post
starting at Jefferson Barracks, Missouri. It had wended its way via
dispatches, transferred officers, and military transport, until
finally arriving at headquarters of Fort Alexander, Texas. DuBose
was reading about the reelection of U.S. Grant to the presidency
despite the spate of scandals associated with his administration
when a plaintive call sounded from the garrison yard.

“Corp’ral of the Guard, Post
Number Two!”

DuBose looked across his
newspaper at the corporal, a big middle-aged Dane with a
crooked nose. The
Dane, named Hansen, stared back dully.

“Corp’ral of the Guard! Post
Number Two!” the call was repeated. This time there was a note of
urgency in the sentry’s voice.

DuBose carefully folded the
newspaper. “That’ll be the sutler’s store.”

“Ja, and we know what that means,” Hansen
said. “Donovan.”

“It wouldn’t be anyone else,”
DuBose said. “You’ll need help.”

Hansen took his kepi and set it
on his head in the regulation manner. “I would appreciate it,
Sergeant.”

DuBose got his own headgear and
motioned the other N.C.O. to follow him. They walked out into the
garrison and strode rapidly past Guard Post One. The soldier
standing there grinned at them. “Sounds like Donovan’s on a
tear.”

“Make a joke out of it,” DuBose
warned coldly, “and I’ll drag you over there with us.”

The youngster’s expression faded to one of
concern. “Right, Sergeant.”

When the duo arrived at the
sutler’s
store, they found the sentry at the bottom of the steps leading up
to the frame building’s porch. “Donovan’s in there, Sergeant,” the
soldier reported. “He won’t come out.” He swallowed nervously. “I
went in there like I was supposed to, and I said, ‘Ever’body report
to their barracks ’cause Call to Quarters is sounded.’ I said that to ’em, Sergeant.
Them’s the exact words in the daily orders, ain’t they?”

DuBose nodded.
“What’s your name,
Trooper?”

“Horn,” the youngster, all of
eighteen, answered.

“Private Horn from C Comp’ny,
Sergeant.”

“Very well, Private Horn. Is
there anybody else in there with Donovan?” DuBose asked.

“Yes, Sergeant,” Horn answered.
“The sutler.”

“Fine. Now you and the corporal
follow me inside,” DuBose said. “If we’re lucky, Donovan will
decide to leave peacefully.”

Hansen spat. “Like hell he will!”

DuBose went up the steps with his two
subordinates closely following. He went inside the store and made a
quick survey of the situation.

A large balding Irishman, sporting a
crooked nose that had been repeatedly broken in countless barracks
room brawls, stood swaying at the bar. He held a tin cup in his
hands. From all appearances, he had been about to take a drink from
it when DuBose stepped into the room.

“Well, now,” Donovan said. “If it
ain’t me own darlin’ sargint come to see me.” He quickly downed the
whiskey and shoved the container at the sutler on the other side of
the bar. “Another, Mr. Dawkins!” The Irishman looked at DuBose.
“Have ye come to down a few wit’ me then, Sargint
DuBose?”

“I have not,” DuBose said
sternly.

Donovan smiled and waved a
finger at the sutler. “I’ll be the only one to serve, Mr.
Dawkins.”

The civilian sutler, holding a
clay bottle, dutifully poured the liquor as ordered. But he spoke
to DuBose. “I
tried to get him to leave, Sergeant DuBose. But he wouldn’t
go.”

“Aw, ye’re a bluddy cry baby!”
Donovan said grabbing the bottle. He took a few swigs directly from
it. “Ah! Sure and that’s the sweetest taste in God’s
world—whiskey.”

DuBose retained a passive
expression. “Did you hear Call to Quarters, Donovan?”

“I did.”

“Then I’m ordering you to obey it
now,” DuBose said.

“Y’know, Sargint, I have a lotta
trouble with the daily service,” Donovan said thickly.
“Particular Reveille and Call to Quarters, I don’t hear nothin’ in the right ear, and only
what I want in the left.” He wiped his mouth with one huge mitt of
a hand. “Now we’re wasting time, bucko!” He swung the clay bottle
around his head once, then threw it with all his strength straight
at DuBose.

DuBose ducked, charging under
the projectile, as he launched himself at Donovan. He could hear
the bottle break against the far wall as he swung a roundhouse
punch at Donovan’s jaw.

The Irishman, despite his
intoxication, nimbly ducked the blow, and punched straight out with
his left, catching DuBose in the side of the head. DuBose staggered
sideways, giving Corporal Hansen room to spring his own attack.
Donovan was also ready for this, but Hansen was more the wrestler
than the boxer and he grabbed the drunk around the waist, picking
him up and slamming him hard against the bar. They bounced off,
both losing their balance and crashing to the floor.

DuBose recovered enough from the hard
jab to join in the pulling and rolling around on the floor. Donovan
was enjoying himself to the hilt, laughing and hollering while
freely bashing both his assailants.

“God damn it!” DuBose bellowed at
the young sentry who stood petrified watching the brawl. “Give us a
hand!”

Horn hesitated before reluctantly
walking over to the struggling trio. He wet his lips and waited for
the right opportunity. When it came, he raised his Springfield
rifle in the proper butt-stroke position.

Then he struck.

The rifle butt slammed down hard
onto Donovan’s skull, making a sound like a sledge hammer hitting a
rock. The Irishman’s eyes rolled around twice, then he
relaxed.

DuBose and Hansen struggled to their
feet and looked down at the now peaceful man who had gone into a
deep snooze. A large knot grew perceptively on his
forehead.

The young soldier again licked
his lips. “You won’t tell him I was the one that done it, will
you?”

“Give us a hand,” DuBose ordered
ignoring the fearful request.

Dawkins the sutler came around
the bar. “Is
he all right?”

Corporal Hansen smirked.
“What’s the matter,
Dawkins? Afraid you’ll lose your best customer?”

“Say now,” Dawkins protested,
“he’s a friend o’ mine.”

“Shut up, Dawkins,” DuBose said.
“Come on, you two. Let’s take him over to sleep it off.”

The three dragged and pulled the
unconscious drunk out of the store and down the steps. It took them
a full fifteen minutes to get him across the garrison and back to the
guardhouse. When they arrived, a couple of the off-duty sentries
waiting to go on post lent a hand. Donovan, now a garrison
prisoner, was dumped into one of the two empty cells used for the
fort’s malefactors.

DuBose, winded by all the
effort, stood by and watched as the new corporal of the guard
relieved Hansen. The fresh duty N.C.O. marched out to post his
sentries. After a quarter of an hour, all of
Hansen’s men
were back in the guardhouse and settled down in their blankets
spread along the floor to sleep away the next four hours before
they again had to go out on post.

DuBose went back to his table
and chair, picking up the newspaper he’d been taken from. He tried to read but
couldn’t maintain any interest in the news. After several attempts
to read an article about the Three Emperors’ League being
established between Germany, Russia, and Austria-Hungary, he gave
it up and stepped outside to enjoy a cigar in the cool night
air.

Guy DuBose smoked languidly, enjoying
the semi-solitude of standing in the dark. He gazed at this
military post, an isolated part of an army where he had decided to
spend the rest of his life.

It was called the United States
Army, but it was more of a foreign legion. An overwhelming number
of its soldiers were foreign-born. The majority used soldiering
skills picked up as conscripts in Europe while they learned
English—the first step in reaping the good life they sought in the
New World. Others, mostly the native-born, were
ne’er-do-wells, criminals, or naive young lads looking for
adventure. They were ill-fed, poorly paid, badly used, brutally
disciplined, unappreciated, and looked down on by the society they
served.

To his former friends, the army
would have seemed the last place they would find Guy DuBose. What
would have shocked them more would be to know that
he was serving as an
enlisted man. Well-bred and educated, he seemed to possess all the
qualities lacking in his barracks mates.

It would have seemed more appropriate
for him to spend that particular evening in an elegant drawing room
enjoying expensive cigars and brandy in the company of other
gentlemen.

But the circumstances of his
life had driven DuBose to enlist. He didn’t go into the army seeking military
glory. Instead, he pursued the anonymity and isolation such service
offered.

DuBose continued to smoke, looking out
past the buildings on the edge of the post. The country out there,
still and serene under the prairie moon, eased from spring toward
summer, but the warmer weather meant more than blooming flowers,
abundant wildlife, and the sweet smell of buffalo grass. It was
also the time of rolling violence, when the Indian warriors left
their lodges to pursue their primary vocation: war.


Chapter Two

Guy Eduard DuBose had been born
thirty-two years before in the year 1840. His entry into the mortal
world, with the proverbial silver spoon firmly planted in his
mouth, occurred in the city of Charleston, South Carolina. There,
in that southern port city, his family ran a most prosperous export
and import trade business.

His mother and father, although
from diverse backgrounds, were a devoted couple who loved each
other deeply. Their family origins, however, were widely separated
in politics, philosophy and geographical location. The sire, Pierre
Philippe DuBose, was descended from Huguenot settlers who had come
to the colonies from France. He inherited the highly profitable
commercial enterprise that operated in the port of Charleston and
met his future wife, Prunella Platte, during a business trip to
Boston. The young woman’s people were staunch abolitionists, and their
attitude toward this rather brash young southerner from a slave
state could only be described as remote and reserved.

Pierre’s saving grace, however, was the
fact that neither he nor any of his relatives actually participated
in that “peculiar institution”—as slavery was referred to in those
days—due to the fact that they were all city businessmen without
need of field hands or laborers. The DuBose house servants, as luck
would have it for young Pierre, were either white or free black
people.

When he was first introduced to Miss
Platte at a Sunday outing with business acquaintances in Boston,
the South Carolinian was not favorably impressed with the young
woman despite her natural prettiness. To this dashing and
flamboyant French-American, Prunella Platte seemed as cold as the
cod pulled from her native Massachusetts waters. Unemotional and
aloof, she seemed an undesirable opposite of the sassy, flirtatious
belles of his home state.

But during other business trips and
exposure to her company, he found a lighter side to the young
woman, and he began an earnest courtship that eventually culminated
in their marriage. The new Mrs. DuBose moved easily into southern
society, keeping her opinions on slavery to herself, and only the
closest and dearest of women friends knew of her Yankee
attitudes.

Their only child, Guy Eduard, was born
a year after the nuptials. The boy was pampered and catered to as
was the custom of the times, until it was decided his training for
manhood was to begin at about the age of twelve.

From that point on, the manly
arts of riding, hunting, shooting, fencing and other pastimes of a
young southern gentlemen were made a serious part of
his upbringing. This
was all done on the country estates of friends and relatives, where
he learned to love the outdoor world and the adventures to be found
there.

When Guy reached his late teens,
his schooling was dedicated to business. This was not the
hardheaded, frugal style of his mother’s New England clan, but rather the honor
system of handshakes and gentlemen’s agreements preferred by the
aristocrats of the South.

If there were any intellectual
gaps in this education, his mother filled them by exposing her boy
to the best in literature, music and the arts as she had learned
them in the young ladies’ finishing schools up north. Her efforts were
certainly not wasted on the intelligent young man. Guy learned to
appreciate these finer things which softened the edge of the other
more martial and masculine lessons.

The social life of Charleston
offered much for young Guy DuBose as he eased into his twenties.
The city’s
elite held numerous balls and functions which drew their young
people together in the proper, acceptable manner of the times. The
belles were indulged, flattered, and feted by the young men who
were taught to regard them as no less than the most sacred examples
of womanhood.

But not so the women of the
brothels.

The young men out on the
plantations may have had the slave women to prey upon, but their
counterparts in town indulged their basest passions with the
harlots produced by a society in which the impoverished made up a
substantial number. An evening spent catering to young
ladies’ whims
and moods at a high-society ball would nearly always end with an
after-party drunken gala in one of the numerous more expensive
whorehouses Charleston had to offer.

Guy’s passionate nature came more from his
father’s wilder side of the family than his mother’s puritan
forbearers. As randy as a rutting boar, he had been more than
capable of getting his money’s worth during a raid on a bordello,
but eventually something happened that cooled this reckless
lust.

He met a young lady named Pauline
Berger.

She had moved to Charleston to
stay in the home of an aunt and uncle. Their son and daughter,
Selby and Glenna Berger, were contemporaries of
Guy’s, so it
was only inevitable that he eventually be introduced to her.
Pauline’s loveliness also made it inevitable that Guy would fall
deeply in love with the young woman. Willowy, with chestnut hair
and bright blue eyes, she moved with a dancer’s grace. Her face,
with the small nose and arched eyebrows inherited from the European
nobility in her bloodline, was lightly sprinkled with freckles that
added to her feminine charm.

The first night after meeting
her, Guy lay wakeful through the dark hours, her beautiful
countenance dancing through his mind. For the first time in twenty
years of life, he felt the sweet pain of infatuation. A party at
her aunt and uncle’s had been planned for the following Saturday night, and
for the entire week preceding, Guy could think of nothing but
Pauline Berger.

The social affair was one of the
most emotionally painful of Guy’s entire life. He found he was not the only one
struck by the young lady’s charms, and he was hard pressed to get
more than a dance or two with her. Any conversation, without
another hopeful swain standing nearby, was impossible,

From that night on, Guy forgot
the bordellos. His affection grew from a boyish crush to mature
love, and he decided to make his move. Lucky for him,
Pauline’s
cousins Selby and Glenna had grown up with the hopeful suitor and
preferred him above all others if Pauline was to have a sweetheart.
With their help in arranging meetings that seemed only chance,
putting in plenty of good words about him and his family, and
seeing that any circumstances for getting close to her at parties
were definitely in Guy’s favor, the lover was ready to make his
move.

The expression of love was made on the
veranda on a hot summer day. All four of the young people had been
enjoying lemonade and cookies while indulging in lighthearted
conversation and jokes cracked by Guy and Selby. Glenna helped out
as best she could by gushing over everything that Guy said in an
attempt to put him in the best light possible. Finally, on a ruse
that they had to tend to a matter with their mother, Selby and
Glenna withdrew, leaving Guy to state his case.

He managed a weak smile at her,
but looked away. Then he swallowed hard, and swiveled in his chair
toward her. “Miss Pauline—”

“Yes, Mr. DuBose?” Pauline
displayed an innocent and unknowing expression although Glenna had
long before told her of Guy’s feelings toward her.

“I wonder, Miss Pauline,” Guy
said after preparing himself once again, “if I—”

“Yes, Mr. DuBose?”

He took a deep breath and
rattled off, “If I might come calling on you here.” Guy paused again. “What I mean is
that I would be most pleased if you would allow me to be a
caller.”

Pauline feigned surprise.
“Why, Mr. DuBose! Am
I to believe that you are asking to be my beau?”

Bringing it all out into the
open gave him courage. “Yes, Miss Pauline. I would like very much to be
your beau.” He cleared his throat. “If I may.”

“Well—” She seemed hesitant. “You
are a very nice young man and I am most flattered, sir.”

It seemed the preamble of a refusal,
and his heart broke.

Then she said,
“Thank you, Mr.
DuBose. I would be most happy to accept you as my beau.”

Thus the romance began and
flourished. One of the biggest obstacles was Guy’s own parents. Pauline Berger,
while quite respectable, was from an impoverished branch of the
Berger family. She was an only child, and her parents had died in a
typhoid epidemic in southern Georgia leaving her with nothing. She
was, in truth, living on the charity of the other branch of the
Berger family. Because of this genteel but very real poverty, there
would be no dowry, no business connections, and no social
advantages whatsoever to a marriage with her, but Pauline’s
comeliness and appeal were such that Mr. and Mrs. DuBose eventually
accepted her as their future daughter-in-law.

Although Guy’s life was, for the most part,
consumed with his overwhelming affections for Pauline, he managed
to find time for other interests as well. Besides the excitement
and demands of going into the family business—his formal schooling
had ended in his eighteenth year—he was a member of a fancy militia
regiment called the Charleston Zouaves.

Although a legal organization
within the state’s military system, the Zouaves were actually an exclusive
men’s club. These wealthy citizen-soldiers paid a former regular
army sergeant to act as their drill instructor, so that their
marching and other activities on muster days would be correct and
proper.

The regiment’s uniforms, paid for by the
members themselves, were modeled somewhat after the Algerian
Zouaves of the French colonial army. They wore red kepis with gold
trimming, short gray jackets also faced with gold, and baggy red
trousers stuffed into white leggings. Wide sashes and shiny black
leather accouterments completed the effect.

Once a month these stalwarts would don
their fancy uniforms and meet at Pinckney Square to go through a
couple of hours of drilling before an indulgent audience made up of
gushing wives, admiring sweethearts, and thoroughly amused male
friends. Guy, who served as a corporal, liked the opportunity to
dress up and show off in front of Pauline. She responded with the
proper adoration and praise as Guy strutted about with his musket
and bayonet, wheeling and turning to the shouted orders of their
colonel—who was carefully and subtly coached by the
ex-sergeant.

It all had a sort of comic opera
look about it until Fort Sumter was fired on April 12, 1861 by
batteries in Charleston’s Harbor.

The Zouaves, not being artillerists,
were merely spectators to the bombardment, but their own
participation in the war began the next day when they were mustered
into Confederate service and sent north to begin their
participation in the most vicious war America was to ever
fight.

Guy’s farewell to Pauline was touching. The
two, enormously saddened by this separation and delay in their
marriage plans, swore eternal love and devotion to one another.
They parted reluctantly and sadly at the railroad station as the
regiment boarded the train to take them to whatever glory the war
held in store for it.

The Zouaves traveled through North
Carolina and up to Virginia to join General Robert E. Lee and begin
a bloody odyssey. The initial concept of a war that would be won
quickly and gloriously faded fast on the road that took them
through such man-made hells as Bull Run, Shiloh, Antietam, and
Gettysburg.

The Zouaves’ regiment changed much during
that time. Their fancy uniforms, more suitable for parading than
fighting, soon grew tattered and were replaced by plainer military
clothing until even those stocks ran out. As the Confederacy’s war
treasury was drained, the Zouaves suffered along with the rest of
the southern army. Within a couple of years they were reduced to
eating parched corn and looting shoes off Yankee corpses while
wearing cheap, tattered butternut uniforms. This inglorious, humble
color was made necessary by the Federal sea blockade which kept the
ingredients for proper dyes and coloring from coming into
Confederate port cities.

Guy DuBose suffered with the rest, but
he comforted himself by reading and rereading the letters he
received from Pauline. Somehow, knowing that her love was true and
that she waited for him, gave him the moral support and optimism he
needed to endure the terrible experiences of bloody skirmishes and
thundering battles.

He went from a naive corporal to
a hardened captain, his outfit dwindled in numbers while sustaining
horrible casualty rates in the bloody fighting. By the time the
Battle of Gettysburg had begun, the Charleston Zouaves was a
regiment in name only. On the third morning of the fighting, when
they were attached to General George Pickett’s Virginia troops for
the last desperate charge to save the battle, the formerly fancy
militia unit could muster no more than sixty ragged
soldiers.

That final effort began when the
Confederate ranks, properly dressed and covered down, advanced into
the overwhelming musketry and cannonade of the blue-clad Yankee
until, finally, bodies and hearts broken, their assault failed.
When the remnants of the Johnny Rebs withdrew from the horrible
field, Captain Guy DuBose was left behind badly
wounded.

He spent the remaining two years
of the war in a Federal prison camp in Illinois, completely cut off
from home. He could have received a parole if he’d signed a statement of loyalty
to the United States government and promise never again to raise
arms against the United States of America. Guy, a proud South
Carolinian, refused. This stubbornness damned him to an unspeakable
imprisonment. He suffered from bad weather, cruel treatment, and
near starvation. But he persevered, as always, strengthened by the
love of Pauline Berger. Although unable to correspond with his
sweetheart, he strongly sensed her presence from ceaselessly
thinking of her. During the most miserable hours of his captivity,
he found strength in knowing that she waited for him at the end of
the long, forlorn road of war.

The young
officer’s
conduct in Yankee hands would have been entirely different if he’d
known one startling fact: a friend who had seen him fall at
Gettysburg had erroneously informed his family and Pauline Berger
that he had been killed in the battle. Everyone he knew in
Charleston thought him dead.

The war came to a close
when General
Robert E. Lee of the Confederacy and General Ulysses S. Grant of
the Federals signed the formal surrender at Appomattox. The rebel
prisoners in the camp were marched to the nearest railroad and put
aboard southern-bound trains. They traveled for four days before
finally reaching Virginia where they were left to find their own
way back to their various homes.

Ex-Captain Guy DuBose walked the
entire distance to Charleston. When he finally arrived after more
than a month on the road, he found his home very much changed. The
years of conflict had been harsh. His family’s import business had failed, but
the worst, most unbelievable news he received upon his return was
that Pauline—his own beloved Pauline—had married an officer in the
occupying Union forces policing Charleston. She had already gone
north with her new husband by the time Guy returned to
Charleston.

He spent almost an entire year trying
to adjust to a postwar situation that he found intolerable.
Brokenhearted and bitter, he could not make any of the plans
affecting his personal and business life come to success. Drinking
heavily and failing morally and physically, his former friends
turned away from him as they devoted their energies and hopes into
rebuilding their own broken lives.

Finally, in the drab January of
1867, Guy realized there was only one profession that he knew well.
The years of
fighting had taught him a violent skill, but at least it was one
that would put food in his stomach and take him away from the shame
of failure.

He enlisted in the army and donned the
same blue uniform that he had spent four years fighting.

Private Guy DuBose was sent to a frontier
cavalry regiment where he found a strange satisfaction. Although
his service in the Confederacy precluded any chance of becoming an
officer, Guy found in that monastic life what he really needed:
forgetfulness.

He wanted to forget the past,
the useless sacrifices and suffering in the war, and, most
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