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The First United States
Army battled the British fiercely for their independence, and then
as civilization pushed further west they turned to the west for the
many frontier wars against the Indians. They fought the Mexican
government and even sent men overseas to faraway Tripoli, but this
was a war unlike any others that they ever fought.

This was a war against
their own countrymen, their own kind, a war that divided the nation
and in many cases pitted families against families, brothers
against brothers, and friends against friends. For this reason, it
was called a Civil War but both sides were soon to find out that
there was nothing civil about it as it took hundreds of thousands
of young and old lives alike.

Both sides were
unprepared for what was ahead, and each side believed they would
have a quick victorious outcome. Not only the military, but most of
the citizens of both sides were unprepared for what was about to
happen. Those in the North felt that the South would never succeed
and they hoped for a peacefully negotiated solution, and those in
the South felt that the North would give in to their demands and
succession would not be necessary.

The months that
followed the first shot at Fort Sumter were filled with a
smattering of skirmishes but it wasn’t until The First Battle of
Bull Run, the first real battle of the war, that they now realized
that it would be a long and bloody war.

Both sides entered the
battle thinking that there would be only one big battle that would
end it all but as the casualties piled up both armies were shocked
into the realization of their deficiencies. Although it was a Union
defeat the Southern Army failed to move forward to Washington which
was only a short distance away and both sides fell back to begin
recruiting a larger army.

With those larger
armies and the latest in modern weaponry, the bodies continued to
pile up for four long years, but now but it was finally coming to
an end. The Southern Confederacy was running out of money and
supplies as the Northern Armies were marching into their heartland.
Their troops had been seriously depleted by death, serious wounds,
and desertion but the Southern soldiers were continuing to fight
with desperation. They had little to eat and less ammunition but
their resolve was that of a country fighting for its life.

They were desperately
searching for men to fill the ranks and one of the recruiting
methods was the enactment of the Confederate Partisan Ranger Act.
This called for men to join roving groups of rangers to penetrate
into the far-reaching areas to harass the Union with lighting
attacks in an effort to cause the public to turn against the
war.

Many of these groups
committed atrocities and brutality against civilian targets and
although the Southern leaders realized the speed and effectiveness
of such bands of men was a military advantage, they could not
condone some of their actions.

Although they were
disbanding these groups of raiders it was their lessons on the
speed and effectiveness that brought them to enlist a group of
soldiers to be sent on a specific mission. Their objective was to
destroy a Union supply depot in hopes to cripple their advance.

Twelve men from one of
the Texas units were chosen for the job and although the army had
little control over the rangers and raiders already in the field
they had hopes that since these men were regulars in the army it
would be different.

The leader of the
group, a man known as ‘The Deacon’ to his men, like so many others
foresaw the coming of the end to the Confederacy and looked upon
this as an opportunity to prepare himself for that day.

After a successful
attack on the supply depot, he continued relentlessly raiding banks
in the numerous small towns up and down the valley. There was
little to be taken from the banks as they were suffering the
financial difficulties of having had their coffers drained by the
years of war.

The price of war was
wearing down both sides but ‘The Deacon’ was determined that he
would not suffer the same fate on his return to Texas. Ranging far
from their own lines and a supply line meant that supplies must be
gathered where they could find them…and it was the Montgomery farm
they chose that fateful day.

Before the start of the
war the Shenandoah Valley was a beautiful and peaceful place to
raise a family and although there were mixed feelings about the war
Montgomery County was occupied by farmers who had little interest
in the war. Unlike other regions where tensions ran high the
neighbors of Montgomery County for generations had worked and
prayed together and had little or no animosity regardless of the
side they chose.

There were no slaves in
Montgomery County where the farmers had been working the land
themselves for generations. It mattered little to them which side
your beliefs fell on, they were merely trying to eke out a living
as had been done by the generations before them.

Jeremy and Grace
Montgomery had watched their son ride off to war and had watched as
the Southern Army pushed the Union army slowly toward the north,
and they also watched years later as the same Southern Army was
pushed back past their farm in defeat.

Jeremy had managed to
keep his family safe from the fighting all around them but when he
saw that the riders emerging from the dust were wearing grey
uniforms he knew it meant trouble. There were uncontrolled factions
of both sides roaming the country, the troops of the north were
requisitioning whatever supplies they needed with the promise of
reimbursement but the stragglers from the south, who were mostly
without leadership, were making no such promise.

It was clear to almost
everyone that the war was lost for the south and although he felt
the same he had hoped that the riders emerging from the swirling
dust were wearing blue coats…he was disappointed when he saw the
grey, but he would not see anyone go hungry on either side.

His grandfather had dug
the cellar under the house as a last-ditch hideaway from a Cherokee
attack and now it was used as a place for Grace and the girls to
hide in times of danger. He felt it was a good idea for Grace and
the girls to be out of sight whenever soldiers from either side
approached the farm and it had worked well as the battles raged
through their fields, but this time the sudden arrival of the
soldiers did not give them time.

He was not averse to
giving some supplies to feed the hungry soldiers who were now in
full retreat, but his main duty was to his family and to see that
they were safe and had enough food to survive. The Indian problem
of his grandfather’s time was now replaced by an equally dangerous
time and he realized it as the horses came to a skidding halt in
front of him.

Grace came to his side
as the girls went running for the safety of the shed, but their
flight did not escape the eyes of the rebel leader. Although what
they had been doing had little to do with war Boone Fletcher had
followed ‘The Deacon’ this far because he was under orders but he
knew what was in ‘The Deacon’s’ mind when he saw the girls.

Sadie was seventeen and
Mae was only thirteen but they would do for him and his men and as
Boone watched he pulled his pistol and fired shots into both of the
people who stood in front of him. Then as two ran after the girls
he had the rest ransack the house looking for any valuables or
supplies they might use.

Boone was from Texas
and had joined the war like a lot of young men searching for
excitement, but through the grueling years of war, the thought of
excitement had waned to a longing for it to be over and to be back
at the ranch in Texas.

Boone was already
disillusioned at the actions of ‘The Deacon’ and the rest of his
men but as the two of the men dragged the young girls out of the
shed his mind was finally made up. ‘The Deacon’ ordered him into
the house with the others to loot whatever they could and when he
went in he saw a small neat and comfortable home that reminded him
of his home in Texas.

As his eyes moved
around the room he spotted a bible on a table beside a chair that
was obviously used by the head of the family and his memory raced
back to the times that he sat listening to his mother reading the
bible while seated in a similar chair. It seemed that lately
everything was reminding him of home and while the others grabbed
whatever valuables and goods they could find he picked up the bible
and stood clutching it while he watched.

He was not an overly
religious man and he had seen lots of death in the past few years
but he knew that this was all wrong. When the others mounted up and
rode off he hung back with his friend Emmett who had been with him
from the first day of the war. Emmett looked at him with a
questioning look but he already knew what was going through his
friend’s mind.

Then with a sudden whip
of the quirt, the two disillusioned soldiers rode off in the other
direction. Emmett and Boone had been hard and fast friends before
they had ridden off to the war together and while neither of them
spoke about it they both knew that the killing of these people and
the takin of their girls was wrong.

Boone was brought up on
his parent’s ranch with an only sister and for reasons he did not
quite understand at the time felt that he was mistreated by his
father. He was only eighteen when the war started and it came at a
time when he felt he needed an escape. His relationship with his
sister was deteriorating and being young and foolhardy he did not
understand why.

Taking his friend
Emmett with him was easy because Emmett had already burned his
bridges with his sister Addie. He had introduced Emmett to Addie
and being a young woman alone on an isolated ranch she fell under
his youthful exuberance and silver-tongued complements. Soon they
were a couple but Addie refused to marry because she had no
intention of giving up any interest in the ranch that her father
left her.

As they sat huddled
beside a small fire Boone knew that he and Emmett were in a tight
spot, they were behind enemy lines where they could be shot or
captured on sight and they could now be considered as deserters
from their own army. The only answer he could come up with was for
them to head for Texas.

They had no way of
knowing that not far away at a place called Appomattox General
Robert E. Lee signed the papers surrendered his Army of Northern
Virginia. Nor did they know that the day before the remainder of
their raiding party stumbled upon another Union train.

When ‘The Deacon’ saw
that the train was being guarded by several Union soldiers he knew
that there was something of value but he never suspected it to be a
Union payroll. They quickly dispatched the guards and while his men
rifled through the baggage car he and two others entered the
passenger car.

A Union officer stood
up and tried to inform them that the war was over but the Deacon
fired two bullets into his chest knocking him backward in the
aisle. The passengers sat frozen in their seats as they watched him
lead a group of soldiers off the train.

There were fourteen
unarmed soldiers who were traveling back to their units from a
leave, and the terrified passengers watched as he lined them up and
walked behind each one firing his pistol into their backs.

Even some of his own
men who stood in shock were astonished by his actions, but before
anything was said the others showed up with the biggest prize they
had come across. The payroll was fifteen thousand dollars in
twenty-dollar gold pieces and now ‘The Deacon’ had what he
wanted.

He gathered his three
loyal followers and the four of them opened up on his six remaining
men who were unprepared for the sudden attack. The people on the
train watching the scene unfold could not fathom anything of the
events that had just happened in only a matter of minutes.

The area was being
scoured by Union troops who now knew they were hunting a sadistic
killer, and tensions were running high and it was some of those men
who came across Boone and Emmett. In a sudden surprise, they opened
fire and as Boone’s horse went down pinning his leg he turned his
head and saw his friend Emmett hit the ground beside him.

He watched as his
friend’s eyes glazed over and then he was roughly grabbed and
pulled to his feet. He never felt the blow to his head from the
butt of a rifle but when he came around he felt the results of it.
His head ached like it had never been done before and he was having
trouble getting his eyes to focus.

He shook his head and
with each shake, the pain increased, but finally, his eyes came
into focus to see two men sitting in front of him. When they saw he
was awake they began their questioning. The bible they had found on
him had linked him to the Montgomery house but his denial of his
involvement in their killing fell on deaf ears.

They wanted to know the
whereabouts of the rest of his raiders but it was a question that
he could not answer. When they mentioned the killing of their
soldiers and the theft of the payroll he was unable to give them an
answer and of course they thought he was just refusing to
answer.

He did however refuse
to give him the name of their leader. It wasn’t because he condoned
their actions, it was a matter of duty…as a soldier, it was his
duty not to give information to the enemy.
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When Captain Mathew
Montgomery received the message to report to General Palmer he was
somewhat bewildered. He had seen the General many times in passing
but they had never spoken directly to him, and now he was being
called for an audience with him.

The sergeant stationed
outside the tent opened the flap and announce his arrival and he
entered immediately to see the General rising from behind a
makeshift desk. Captain Montgomery, please come in I just wish it
were on better terms that we meet. The General never liked
delivering bad news and although he had done much of it by letters
this was one occasion that a letter would not do.

“Son. I have called you
here to give you some dire news…your mother, father, and sister
were all killed by some raiders.”

The news was fast and
abrupt and it took a while to settle in.

“Have a seat son, I’m
sorry I had to deliver such news to you…is there anything I can get
you?”

The Captain just sat
there still in shock for a moment, unable to speak, as the General
pieced the story together for him as much as he could, and then the
General turned and took the bible from his desk.

“I believe this was
your mother’s…it was taken from one of the raiders involved. He is
the only one to be captured and will be going before a military
court and no doubt will be sentenced to be executed for his part in
the heinous crime.”

The General took a deep
breath, he had dreaded this meeting. He walked over and sat back
down behind the desk and waited while the grief-stricken man
regained his composure.

“I am giving you a
compassionate leave for a week to get done what must be done.”

When he got up to go
the General also rose and held out his hand.

“I want you to come and
see me as soon as you get back.”

He hardly heard the
words of the General but as he walked away from the tent he
wondered why the General would want to see him again. His parent’s
farm was a two-day ride and when he got there his uncle had already
seen the burials. They were laid to rest beside his father’s
parents and the grandparents who had first settled the land. So
there was little for him to do but grieve and comfort his sister.
It had been an emotional meeting with his sister and he could tell
that she was suffering from much more than the loss of the family,
but he hoped that it would work itself out in time.

Before he left she
broke down and told him the whole story and when she finished he
knew that it would be a story that stayed with her a long time. As
the night passed she had to lay and listen to the screams of her
younger sister, even during her painful attack, until the screams
grew weaker and they finally stopped.

When the man who had
forced himself on her had dosed off she took the chance of sneaking
away in the dark. When she finally came to a house and her ordeal
was reported to the army it was too late because the raiders were
already gone…leaving behind only the body of the small defenseless
girl.

In his anger and grief,
Matt vowed he would search for those guilty of such a heinous crime
but like the others, he had no leads, or nowhere to start looking.
One thing he did know was that he had no intention of returning to
the farm after his release from the army, and speaking with Sadie
he found that she too would not be returning, so he arranged with
his uncle to buy the farm and split the money with his her.

Matt was back a full
day when he remembered the General’s request to report back to him.
It was confusing to him what the General would want but he assumed
it would be just a follow-up to see how he was faring.

He worried about it all
the way to the General’s tent where he found a beehive of activity
with the appearance that no one knew what was happening. He was
soon to find out that no matter how disorganized it appeared the
General had things in complete control.

Matt waited patiently
until he was called again by the sergeant seated outside the tent
and when he went in he again found the General sitting behind his
desk covered with papers and maps. The General rose, returned his
salute, and pointed to a chair in the corner of the tent.

“Captain Montgomery,
please have a seat.”

Matt looked at the
rickety-looking chair and measuring his size carefully seated
himself while the General opened the tent flap and spoke to the
Sergeant.

“No interruptions
Sergeant.”

He then turned back to
Matt who sat impatiently waiting and he was soon to find that the
General was just as direct, but much more matter of fact this
time.

“Captain Montgomery, I
will get straight to the point… I too have lost someone to the
brutality of the same raiders who killed your parents and
sister.”

He took a long breathe
and continued.

“My son was among the
soldiers who were executed by the leader of that group. The
passengers on the train have all given their stories to our men and
just like the killing of your family there appears to have been no
reason for the killing other than just plain ruthlessness…and I
want those men brought to justice.”

Matt just sat listening
hoping that the General had a lead to their whereabouts, but he was
still wondering why the General wanted him. He knew it had to be
more than to check on his wellbeing and he was hoping the General
was going to tell him that he knew where they could be found.

“That’s nothing more
than I want myself General…do you know who they are and where they
can be found?”

The General sat down
behind the desk.

“I’m afraid not, but
that’s where you come in. I need someone who is motivated enough to
follow through with this search. The only connection we have to
them is the man I told you about and he is due to be hung in two
days. We have not been able to get any information from him and I
am hoping you might be able to make a breakthrough.”

Matt sat quietly trying
to digest what he was hearing as the General continued.

“I am not going to ask
you to resign your position in the army, but I think that your
approach as a civilian might be able to glean some small clue out
of him. In order for you to move about without any resistance, I am
going to have you appointed as a United States Marshal which will
give you authority over any situation you should encounter. I hope
you will consider doing this Captain…I don’t want to have to make
it an order.”

Matt smiled at the
implication, but he knew that this was his chance to exact some
retribution for the death of his parents and sister. He was
disappointed that the General had no solid information that might
help him but at least now he had a lead to a source for that
information.

He rode away from the
General’s tent with a badge and a
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