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They walked in line across the meadow, through their own dead from the day before. Charley tried not to look down at them but couldn’t help it and found that they all looked alike. He could not identify men he’d known for months. They were all bloated, pushing out against their uniforms; clouds of flies were planting eggs in the wound openings and eyes and mouths of the bodies. The smell was sweet, cloying, the smell of blood and dirt and decaying flesh—the smell of death. They had uniforms on, red flannel shirts, so he knew they were all Minnesota men, but the dead all looked alike.

Broken. Like broken toys or dolls.
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FOREWORD
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War is always, in all ways, appalling. Lives are stopped in youth, worlds are ended, and even for those who survive—and the vast majority of soldiers who go to war do survive—the mental damage done is often permanent. What they have seen and been forced to do is frequently so horrific and devastating that it simply cannot be tolerated by the human psyche.

Now there is an attempt to understand this form of injury and deal with it. It is called post-traumatic stress disorder by those who try to cure it. They give it a technical name in the attempt to make something almost incomprehensible understandable, in the hope that, by doing this, they will make it curable.

But in other times and other wars, they used more descriptive terms.

In the Second World War the mental damage was called battle fatigue, and there were rudimentary efforts to help the victims. These usually involved bed rest and the use of sedatives or other drugs.

In the First World War it was called shell shock, based on the damage done by the overwhelming use, for the first time in modern war, of artillery fire against soldiers in stationary positions (trenches). The concussion of exploding incoming rounds, thousands upon thousands of them, often left men deaf and dazed, many of them with a symptom called the thousand-yard stare. The afflicted were essentially not helped at all and simply sent home for their families to care for. Most were irrational; many were in a vegetative state.

In the Civil War the syndrome was generally not recognized at all. While the same horrors existed as those in modern war, in some ways they were even worse because the technological aspect of war being born then, the wholesale killing by men using raw firepower, was so new and misunderstood. The same young men were fed into the madness. But in those days there was no scientific knowledge of mental disorders and no effort was made to help the men who were damaged. Some men came through combat unscathed. Most did not. These men were somehow different from other men.

They were said to have soldier’s heart.


CHAPTER ONE
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JUNE 1861

He heard it all, Charley did; heard the drums and songs and slogans and knew what everybody and his rooster was crowing.

There was going to be a shooting war. They were having town meetings and nailing up posters all over Minnesota and the excitement was so high Charley had seen girls faint at the meetings, just faint from the noise and hullabaloo. It was better than a circus. Or what he thought a circus must be like. He’d never seen one. He’d never seen anything but Winona, Minnesota, and the river five miles each way from town.

There would be a shooting war. There were rebels who had violated the law and fired on Fort Sumter and the only thing they’d respect was steel, it was said, and he knew they were right, and the Union was right, and one other thing they said as well—if a man didn’t hurry he’d miss it. The only shooting war to come in a man’s life and if a man didn’t step right along he’d miss the whole thing.

Charley didn’t figure to miss it. The only problem was that Charley wasn’t rightly a man yet, at least not to the army. He was fifteen and while he worked as a man worked, in the fields all of a day and into night, and looked like a man standing tall and just a bit thin with hands so big they covered a stove lid, he didn’t make a beard yet and his voice had only just dropped enough so he could talk with men.

If they knew, he thought, if they knew he was but fifteen they wouldn’t take him at all.

But Charley watched and Charley listened and Charley learned.

Minnesota was forming a volunteer regiment to go off and fight. It would have near on a thousand men when it was full, men from Winona and Taylor’s Falls and Mankato and as far north as Deerwood and from the capital, St. Paul, as well.

A thousand men. And Charley had learned one thing about an army: One part of an army didn’t always know the business of another part. The thousand men in the regiment would be in companies of eighty to a hundred men from each section and it would be hard for a man to know men who weren’t from the same area.

Charley couldn’t join where they knew him. Somebody would spill the beans and he’d get sent back or used as a runner or drummer boy. He wasn’t any boy. He was going to sign to fight as a man and he knew a way to do it.

They would gather at Fort Snelling, up along the Mississippi. All the companies from all the towns would assemble there before they went off to fight.

He’d just take him a walk, Charley would, take a walk by himself until he was at Fort Snelling and there he would lie about his age and sign up as a man and get him a musket and a uniform and go to see what a war was like.

“I won’t get into any trouble, Ma,” he said, wrapping some bread and cold potatoes and half a roast chicken in some tow cotton. “Plus they’ll be paying me. I hear they give eleven dollars a month. I’ll send most of it on home to you and Orren.” Orren was his younger brother. “You can use the money and I won’t be under your feet all the time.…”

“You aren’t under my feet.” She hated it when he talked fast. He always got his way when he talked fast. He’d smile and that cowlick would stand up in the back and he’d talk fast and she couldn’t keep him from what he wanted. He was a good boy, as good as they came, but ever since his father, Paul, had been kicked to death by a horse gone mad when a swarm of bees landed on it, Charley only had to smile and talk fast and he got his way. “You haven’t ever been under my feet.”

“Same as,” he said, shaking his head. “I’m always in the way. Best I go off and see what the big fuss is all about.”

“You ain’t but a boy.”

“And I’ve got




OEBPS/images/Paul_9780307804242_epub_L02_r1.jpg









OEBPS/images/Paul_9780307804242_epub_tp_r1.jpg
GARY PAULSEN

SOLDIER’S
HEART

BEING THE STORY
OF THE ENLISTMENT
AND DUE SERVICE
OF THE BOY CHARLEY GODDARD
IN THE FIRST MINNESOTA VOLUNTEERS

T Novel of the Gioil Var






OEBPS/images/Paul_9780307804242_epub_001_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Paul_9780307804242_epub_m02_r1.jpg
BATTLE *,

sconn)
s
Vincina

CHaRLEY GoDDARD'S CrviL WAk

* surne

s TRAVEL Y RVERBOAT
Mt rANIEL 87 TAA






OEBPS/images/Paul_9780307804242_epub_m01_r1.jpg
5074

Nesraska
TERRITORY






OEBPS/images/Paul_9780307804242_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
SOLDIER’S HEART

Being the Story of the Enlistment and Due Service of the
Boy Charley Goddard in the First Minnesota Volunteers

Gary Paulsen

Laurel-leaf

RANDOM HOUSE

CHILDREN'S BOOKS






OEBPS/next-reads-html/fonts/Shift-BoldItalic.otf


OEBPS/next-reads-html/fonts/Shift-Light.otf


OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/next-reads-html/fonts/Fort-Book.otf


