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Prologue




May 1861

Savannah, TN

 


Rachel rolled over to find the other side of
the bed empty. Sitting up, she knew the honeymoon was over.
Yesterday was the happiest day of her life and today would be the
worst. She couldn’t believe she was saying goodbye to her husband.
The word was still so new to her.

Getting out of bed, she dressed quickly and
went in search of Colton. He couldn’t be far because he promised he
wouldn’t leave until they said their goodbyes. How could she let
him leave? She made her way through the house before stepping
outside. The front porch was her favorite part of the house. It was
where they were supposed to watch the sunset every night. So far,
they hadn’t watched too many sunsets, and they wouldn’t in the
foreseeable future.

She glanced around but still didn’t see him.
Stepping off the porch, she walked towards the barn. It was the
only place he could be. Once she neared the barn, she watched as he
walked out with his horse. He was already dressed in his uniform
and his horse was saddled.

“Rachel,” Colton said walking towards
her.

“You weren’t trying to leave without saying
goodbye, were you?” she asked, as she wrapped her arms around his
waist.

“No, I wouldn’t break my promise to you,” he
said wrapping his arms around her shoulders.

“Why do you have to go?” she asked against
his shoulder. “I don’t want you to leave me.”

“Rachel, we discussed this. I’ve already
signed up, and they were understanding about me getting married. I
don’t think they will appreciate if I back out now,” he reasoned.
“Don’t worry, we lick the Yankees, and I’ll be home before you know
it.”

“You won’t be home soon enough,” she
whispered. “What am I going to do without you here?”

“Work on getting this place on the map,” he
said kissing her temple. “I want to come home to a running horse
farm.”

She laughed as she snuggled deeper into his
shoulder. “I just don’t want to lose you.”

“You won’t lose me,” he promised. “I can’t
prove your parents right.”

“No, please come back,” she said looking up
at him. “I don’t want to even think about what I would do if you
don’t come back.”

“Rachel,” he said cupping her cheeks. “I
promise you that I will come back to you.”

She nodded as tears rolled down her cheeks
to his hands. “You better,” she whispered.

“Don’t worry, I can shoot a gun, which I’m
sure is better than half the Union Army. They’ve probably never
even held a gun,” he said with a smile.

“You better hope so,” she said. “I’m going
to miss you.”

“I’ll miss you too,” he said. “Don’t worry,
I’ll be back soon, and we can go on a real honeymoon. We could
visit with my family in Georgia.”

“Really?” she asked.

“Yeah, we could even tour Europe if you
want,” he said leaning down.

“I love you,” she whispered, as his lips
settled over hers.

He pulled back to look down at her. “I love
you, Rachel.”

Rachel folded her arms across her chest as
she watched him climb onto his saddle before he rode away. A small
voice whispered that was the last time she would see Colton alive.
Pushing that voice out of her mind, she said a quick prayer for
Colton’s safe return. He had to come back because they had a life
to live together.













June 1861

Knoxville, TN






“Do you hate us that much?” his mother
cried.

“No,” Phillip replied as he buttoned the
last button on his jacket

“Then why did you join the Confederate
Army?” his father asked. “Everyone in town is asking your mother
and I what is wrong.”

“Nothing is wrong,” Phillip said, turning
around to face his parents, “this is my decision.”

“I can’t believe you joined the enemy,” his
father remarked. “You fought to end slavery, and now you are
joining the fight to keep it.”

“That’s not the reason I joined the
Confederate Army,” Phillip said as he gathered his things.

“Grace is probably rolling over in her grave
right now,” his mother said.

“If Grace was alive, you won’t even think
about fighting,” his father said.

“But she’s not alive,” Phillip whispered.
“She died.”

“But if she wouldn’t have…” his mother
started.

“Grace is dead!” Phillip yelled glancing
back at his parents. “I joined the Confederate Army and you will
just have to deal with it.”

“I’ll cut you off,” his father warned.

“Do what you have to,” Phillip said. “My
company is heading out, so I need to go.”

“I can’t believe you’re leaving let alone,
fighting,” his mother cried. “Promise me, you will come home.”

“Mother, I’m going to war,” Phillip said.
“There is a good chance, I won’t make it back.”

“Please try,” his mother begged.

“I’ll try,” he promised.

He hugged his parents before leaving the
house. He didn’t tell them that he hoped he didn’t come home. It
would cause his mother more worry and he couldn’t hurt her like
that. He hoped his parents would understand one day why he couldn’t
stay here. The day Grace died was the day his world ended. He’d
been walking around in a haze and this war would provide him with
an escape route.

This war would not be easy and would last
longer than anyone predicted, but he was okay with it. He needed a
distraction from Grace.













April 6, 1862

Shiloh, TN






Struggling to stand, Colton glanced around
the open field. Smoke filled his vision and hid the fight going on
around him. Musket fire mixed with cannon fire rang loud enough to
deafen him. The battle was entering the early afternoon hours. They
had been fighting since before daybreak, but still hadn’t made it
to Pittsburg Landing. Coughing, he fell to his knees and thought
about his wife.

She was only a few miles downriver in
Savannah. She could probably hear the cannon fire from their home.
In fact, she was probably on the front porch looking this way. He
could picture her sitting in her rocker chair with her head bowed.
He could almost feel her praying for his safety. This time her
prayers wouldn’t work. He couldn’t be saved from this wound.

“Colton!” Stephen, one of the boys from
home, shouted. Stephen had stayed close to him throughout the
morning of fighting.

He had been shot while covering Stephen’s
advance. They were trying to push the Yankees back and away from
Pittsburg Landing, General Johnston’s battle plan was to force the
Yankees away from the river and to surrender. So far, they hadn’t
accomplished either goal. He wondered if they would, or if all this
fighting was for nothing.

Swaying on his knees, he felt Stephen grab
him.

“Colton, stay with me,” Stephen said close
to his side

He wished he could do as Stephen asked, but
he could feel the blood seeping out of the bullet hole in his
chest. He was cold and his vision was blurry. All he could see was
white smoke gathering around him. This was not how he was supposed
to die. He was supposed to die an old man with Rachel by his side.
This was also not how the war was supposed to go. They should have
licked the Yankees in a month, but it was almost a year since the
South seceded. The war should be over and two nations on American
soil. What had gone wrong?

“Colton, I’ve got you, just stay with me,”
Stephen said again but this time his voice was faint.

He shouldn’t be here fighting the Yankees.
He should be at home with his wife and their family. He should be
enjoying the joys of fatherhood; instead, he would leave her a
young widow, which he promised wouldn’t happen.

Rachel, his childhood sweetheart and now his
wife, was only sixteen, but wise beyond her years. She would
struggle with his death, but he prayed she would find someone else.
She deserved to find happiness after this war was over. He wished
he was her future, not just her past.

His body grew weaker as he hit the ground.
Rolling to his back, he looked up at the sky. The picture of Rachel
as she whispered her vows appeared. She was beautiful, but it was
her heart that he loved most.

“Colton!” Stephen yelled.

He felt someone shake his shoulders and
assumed it was Stephen, but it was too late. Stephen could shake
him all he wanted, but it wouldn’t save him. Closing his eyes, he
saw Rachel wearing black and walking the dusty streets of Savannah.
She would be heartbroken at his death, but he couldn’t change his
destiny.

“I love you, Rachel,” he whispered as death
finally claimed him.













September 17, 1862

Sharpsburg, MD






Phillip knew they were losing ground to the
Yankees. The creek provided no shelter, but it didn’t matter. The
firefight was in their favor since they had the higher ground, but
it made no difference. They couldn’t hold their ground any longer.
They were losing too many men and the Yankees were pushing them
back.

Slipping down the ridge, he stepped into the
cold waters of Antietam Creek. The bridge was down stream and well
within eyesight. The Yankees were taking to the creek banks to gain
more ground. Since the creek wasn’t too deep, it didn’t hinder the
Yankees from crossing it.

He was tired from marching up from Harper’s
Ferry for the better part of the day. They had been left behind to
parole some captured Yankees. An urgent message from Lee had them
rushing to get to Sharpsburg to help defend the right flank from
Major General Burnside’s attack. They didn’t arrive until early
afternoon, after thousands of men had already died. The battle was
still raging as they rushed into the fight.

They had driven Burnside’s men back to the
bridge out of the town. The Yankees were currently defending the
bridge they had taken a couple of hours before. Phillip was ordered
to scout the area to find a weak link. Dipping low, he moved closer
to the bridge as a bullet caught him in the shoulder. He tumbled
face first into the cold water.

He struggled to stand. Moments later, he hit
the bank. Realizing the battle was almost over; he eased up the
bank before rolling to his back. His shoulder was on fire and now
caked with mud. If the bullet had been over a couple of inches, he
wouldn’t have to worry about anything. It would have pierced his
heart and left him for dead in a matter of seconds, instead of
dying a slow, painful death.

Smoke filled the air as he looked up. Water
lapped around him as he struggled to breathe. The sound of cannon
fire deafened the cries and screams of the death that surrounded
him. The smell of blood choked him as his last moments circled him.
He tried once again to stand, but couldn’t. His pack weighted him
down, as did his clothes since they were now soaked from the cold
waters of Antietam Creek.

The bank was slippery due to many soldiers
coming out of the water and onto the bank. The mud did nothing, but
keep him right where he lay. He was so tired from marching and
fighting. It was time to rest and find peace before death claimed
him.

Closing his eyes, he prayed for a quick
demise. He didn’t want to stay on this bank for days as those
around him died slowly. There was another reason he prayed for
death. He would finally be reunited with his fiancée, Grace. Her
death was the reason he joined the war. He was tired of running
away from her ghost. It was time for them to be together again. He
couldn’t wait to be reunited with Grace and apologize for not
preventing her death that night.



One


April 1865

Savannah, TN


“THE WAR IS OVER!”

Rachel glanced up when she heard the
shout.

“Should’ve been over years ago,” Mr.
Wilkerson muttered. He tipped back the half-drunk bottle. He’d
gotten worse in the past couple of months.

Every day she came to visit, there were more
and more empty bottles. She didn’t know where he kept purchasing
them, but he had found a supplier. She’d been trying to help him
through his grief, but all he wanted to do was drink himself to
death. She didn’t know a way to help him or ease his pain, but
helping him took her mind off her grief.

“We should’ve won,” Rachel said handing him
a rag to wipe his chin.

“Oh look there is that hidden rebel I knew
existed under those skirts. Did you loosen the corset this
morning,” Mr. Wilkerson said.

She sighed and shook her head. “Mr.
Wilkerson, I think you’ve had enough drink for one day.”

“No, Mrs. Williams, I’ve not had nearly
enough. You should be celebrating, the war is over,” he said,
waving the bottle around his head. “You should be drinking with
me.”

“What is there to celebrate?” she asked
folding her hands in her lap.

“Being the daughter of the only businessman
in town will make money,” he said rising his bottle in salute. “The
South is in shambles and will need to be rebuilt. You are about to
a rich heir of the lumber mill and store.”

“So I’m to celebrate the fact that honorable
people will have to rebuild their lives as well as their homes?
What money will they use?” she questioned.

“Don’t get in a snitch young lady,” he said
quickly. “They will find a way, like they always do. The Southern
people are resilient.”

“Before they perish?” she questioned.

“What has made you bitter? You used to be a
happy young woman. You used to smile.”

“I had Colton,” she replied looking away
from him. “He was my happiness.”

“It’s time to find another happiness. Mark
my words, Rachel, you will be happy once again,” he said setting
the bottle down.

“What about you? Will you be happy again?”
she asked glancing back at him.

“I don’t know. Losing Charles and Mary
within months of each other almost killed me. I’m not saying your
love wasn’t as strong as mine was, but I lost a son and a wife. You
lost a husband of less than a year,” he said. “You will love
again.”

“How do you know?”

“You are destined for it. You are capable of
great love,” he predicted.

“For a man who likes his drink, you say the
strangest things.”

“You only think it’s strange because you
don’t want to believe it. I know you loved Colton, but you will
love again. A man will melt that ice you’ve encased your heart in,
and you will see that I am right,” he explained. “Now, get back to
your parents. I know they will be looking for you.”

“They probably don’t realize I’m over here,”
she said looking across the street to the store.

“I’m sure they know exactly where their only
daughter is. They know this is a touchy time for you with losing
Colton,” he said nodding.

“Good day, Mr. Wilkerson,” she said before
standing up. “Thank you, as always, for your candid talk.”

“It was my pleasure; now celebrate the end
of the war with your family. There will be worse days ahead for all
of us.”

She nodded before walking away. She heard
the warning in his voice, but she didn’t know how to process it.
What could be worse than war? Colton was dead because of the war.
In fact, many, many men were dead because of the war. How many
would die in the effort to rebuild their lives? The war might be
declared over, but there was still a battle to fight.

Tensions were high even though General Lee
surrendered to General Grant. They only represented two armies.
There was still fighting taking place through the nation. She knew
those generals would start surrendering as the news spread of Lee
surrender but men would still die fighting.

She wondered how long it would take the
nation to once again be united. She would wager it would be many
years before the hurt feelings faded.





April 1865

Chicago, IL

Camp Douglas


Struggling to stand, he heard the cheers
sound through the prison. The war was finally over. Lee had
surrendered to Grant at Appomattox. Everyone should be released
even though there were still active units engaged in war. He would
get to go home or what was left of his home. He dreaded to see what
the war had done to his family home. His parents might have
disapproved of his choice in loyalties, but they would welcome him
home.

His parents were Union supporters, as was
most of East Tennessee. There was even a movement to break away
from the rest of Tennessee. It didn’t pan out though because troops
were sent to East Tennessee to stop the breakup of the state. His
choice to support the Confederacy was his decision. Most of the
other men in town joined the Union to fight. He’d faced some of
them on the various battlefields. They were angry at his decision
to join the rebel force.

His reasons were vast, but it had to do with
the way the Union treated the states before the war started. He
didn’t care about the slavery issue since his family didn’t own
slaves. Slavery was a hot topic, but he knew in time it would sort
itself out. The free states had outnumbered the slave states before
Lincoln was elected, people were too hotheaded about the issue, and
forced the war.

His opinion of the Union hadn’t improved
with his time in prison. When the men in charge heard about the
conditions of the prisons in the South, they retaliated by reducing
rations and making the conditions even worse. It was as if they
were in competition to be the worst prison. The prison hadn’t
factored in the men they housed, and they didn’t care about the
increasing number of men they were burying. They viewed the
prisoners’ service in the Confederate Army as a death sentence.

He prayed for death daily so he wouldn’t
have to endure a moment longer of these harsh conditions. The
summer was almost bearable, but the winter was worse than the
torture. He’d seen men freeze to death and others lose fingers and
toes. The Northerners in the Southern prisons didn’t have to worry
about freezing. They were dealing with heat; but he would rather be
hot than cold, especially since his clothes were in tatters and no
one was handing out clothes or blankets.

He should’ve been paroled days after he was
captured at Antietam as the Yankees called it but he refused to lay
down his arms. Since he wouldn’t bow to the Union’s wishes, he was
punished along with the others. He knew he could’ve lied and said
he would go home, but it wasn’t honorable. He refused to lie just
to escape this place.

Two years ago, they stopped paroles
altogether which overcrowded the prisons. This place wasn’t built
to withstand the amount of men that had been shipped here, but
still they shipped more and more. He’d seen more men died within
this encampment than in battles. It was a sad state of affairs when
a man survived battle, but died in a prison.

He was ready to leave and wondered why the
guards weren’t releasing everyone. Surely, Lincoln had decreed all
prisoners to be released on both sides.

“Listen up!” One of the guards yelled. “Lee
may have surrendered, but the war isn’t over. Your cheers are
premature.”

“Free us!” One of the men across from him
yelled.

Normally, no one shouted at the guards. They
were known to be harsh in their punishments of prisoners who tried
to stand up to them.

“Yes, free us!”

“You pieces of rebellious scum can rot for
all I care,” the guard yelled out. “You deserve to die just as our
soldiers have died in Andersonville and all those other traitor
prisons. You betrayed your country and took up arms against your
birth nation.”

“Free us!”

“You are not worth freedom. Your government
left you to die here. The Union has killed your cause,” the man
taunted.

“We demand freedom!” some of the prisoners
shouted.

“You are in no position to demand anything!”
The guard shouted as he waved his gun around the enclosure. “You
are prisoners of war. You fired shots against your own country. You
should all face a firing squad for your actions. Everyone in the
South should die.”

Phillip closed his eyes to all the noise.
This wasn’t something he wanted to engage in. The same guard yelled
the same thing out every week. He even pulled the men out who
argued against him. Those prisoners were sent to the firing squad
for inciting a riot. This was getting old and he was ready to
leave.

“We left this country! We fired against our
enemy!”

“Yeah, we fired on a nation trying impose
its laws onto us. State’s rights are guaranteed by the
Constitution!”

“Your state rights no longer matter. Your
precious homes will be under federal rule as well as martial law.
There will be no threat of another uprising among the so-called
Confederate States of America. Your flag will be burned!”

“Oh that sounds American! Control the
opposing force by taking away all our freedoms.”

“You don’t deserve any freedoms!” The guard
yelled. “You enslaved an entire race to farm your lands!”

“You did, too! I think you forget the North
owned slaves, too,” Phillip shouted. He couldn’t take the debate
any longer. The Northerners seemed to forget they owned slaves too.
In fact, more families owned slaves in the North than in the South.
The North just ended slavery before the South did.

“Ah, you speak.” The guard muttered as he
stepped towards Phillip. “You reject parole because you refused to
lay down your arms. Mr. Anderson, the death you prayed for at
Antietam will be long in coming. You will suffer until we are
forced to release everyone. I will make sure you are the last rebel
to exit those gates.”

“Just put me in front of the firing squad,”
Phillip demanded. “It’s what you have wanted since I refused
parole.”

“No, a firing squad is too good for you. I
want you to suffer.” The guard stated as he made his way through
the other prisoners to stand in front of Phillip.

Phillip couldn’t believe the guard dared to
walk through the prisoners to get closer to him. The prisoners
might be weak, but they outnumbered the guards at this moment. It
wouldn’t take much to kill a few guards and try to overrun the
prison. They would gain their freedom one way or the other.

“Why?” Phillip asked. It was something he
often pondered. The guard was always pushing his buttons, but he
never talked back. He was tired of taking and taking. It was time
to fire back. It was time to take his life back.

“My father was the one being exchanged for
you.” The guard announced. “When you denied parole, my father had
to stay in prison. He starved to death within the walls of a
Confederate prison. My father died because of you.”

“Maybe you should’ve told your father to
stay at home,” Phillip suggested with a shrug. “It’s not my fault
he chose to fight. It’s not my fault he got captured.”

“No, but it is your fault he wasn’t
released,” the guard said.

“He could’ve been released with someone
else. I wasn’t the only one offered parole that day,” he reasoned.
“Either kill me now, or leave me alone.”

“Oh, I’ll leave you alone.” The guard
remarked. “You think you’ve been punished up to this point, but you
haven’t seen anything yet.”

“I’m so happy to see how you treat men.
Those slaves that you thought the Southern states so mistreated
were actually treated better than we have been,” Phillip explained.
“Newsflash, not all Southerners owned slaves. In fact, my family
supported the Union. They wanted to preserve the United States, not
break it apart.”

“You must have been such a disappointment to
them when you chose to fight in the Confederate Army,” The guard
remarked.

“Possibly, but they never disowned me,”
Phillip commented. “They were abolitionists, so not everyone who
joined to fight was preserving the right to own slaves. Take that
into your calculations.”

“You won’t have joined if you didn’t support
owning people,” the guard argued.

“I joined to outrun the ghost of my fiancée.
She died at the hands of a slave,” Phillip informed him. “If I were
you, I wouldn’t judge anyone. You’re terrible at it.”

“Really? Let’s see,” The guard said before
walking away.

Phillip sighed before leaning back against
the stone wall behind him. The place where the bullet lodged in his
shoulder itched and sometimes ached, but there was never any relief
for it. He may have made his life worse by speaking to the guard,
but how much worse could it get. He was half the man he was when he
was captured. His bones were visible from any angle, and the fat he
once held around his waist was only a memory. Skin and bones didn’t
describe his condition enough. Death was knocking; he just needed
to find the right door to answer the call.





March 1866

Savannah, TN


Cannon fire echoed in the distance as she
made her way across the battlefield. Mist covered the ground and
hid the bodies she knew were there. She didn’t know where she was
going, but something was calling out to her.

The smell of smoke choked her as she neared
what looked like a pond. It wasn’t filled with water though,
because water wasn’t red in color. She could almost believe it was
blood. There were men lying at the edge taking a drink while others
were floating in the middle of it. She wanted to ask if they were
all right, but something held her back.

Shaking her head, she walked around it to
continue through an open field. There were some trees near the
corner of the field. Some of the trees were missing branches while
others were nearly chopped down. She knew cannon and minie balls
were responsible for the damage the trees had sustained.

The wind whipped around her as she crept
through the carnage. The voice calling out to her became more and
more familiar with each step she took. The voice also grew louder
with each step. The same voice had her crossing the Tennessee River
during the battle to find who was calling her.

“Rachel,” the voice cried out.

“Colton?” she questioned as she looked
around. She finally recognized the voice. Why had it taken this
long?

“Rachel, help me,” Colton cried.

“Colton, where are you?” she asked as the
mist around her feet started to rise.

“I’m here,” Colton answered.

She finally looked down as the mist cleared
to reveal the ground and the prone bodies of soldiers. They were
not just Confederates, but Union as well. The grass was stained as
the pond was with blood. Glancing around, she finally saw
Colton.

He was slightly to her left, lying on his
back. She walked over and knelt down next to him. He didn’t look
different from when he left town almost a year ago.

“Colton,” she breathed as she cradled his
head in her lap.

“I’m sorry,” he gurgled out. “I’m sorry, for
leaving you and for not coming home. I love you, and I wish we
could have had more time together. I know you do not understand my
reasons for joining, but you will one day,” he promised.

She couldn’t say anything. Tears streamed
down her cheeks and she choked back her sobs. Logically, she knew
he was dying, but she didn’t want to accept it. She was only
sixteen. They hadn’t been married a year. She couldn’t lose him
now. They’d planned to have a family together. What would she do
without him?

“Colton,” she whispered as her tears landed
on his cheeks and nose. “I love you. You can’t leave me.”

“I wish I didn’t have to, but you will
continue on with your life. I know you will find someone who is
broken, and together the two of you will heal,” he stated.

“No, I will not find someone. Do you think I
will forget you so easily?” she questioned.

“You will never forget me, but you will love
again.”

She shook her head before wiping her cheeks.
Closing her eyes, she took a deep breath. “Don’t leave me,” she
pleaded.

The battle raged around them, but she didn’t
care. No one seemed to bother them, either.

“Rachel, I love you,” he whispered, as his
breathing grew labored.

She ran her fingers through his hair. It was
matted with blood, sweat, and mud. She watched as his chest rose
and fell, but it didn’t rise again.

“No,” she cried, as she tried to shake him
awake.

Nothing worked to revive him. He was gone.
Colton was dead.

Shaking, she popped up in her bed. The dream
was so real and life-like. It was the same dream she’d had since
the Battle of Shiloh four years ago. It was the reason she knew
about Colton’s death before the lists came out. She remembered
collapsing in the street on the afternoon of April 6th.

It was as if a bullet pierced her heart that
Sunday afternoon. She even checked to make sure she hadn’t been hit
by a stray bullet. She caused several people to panic when they saw
her hit the ground.

She was unclear on the details of what
happened during the following weeks. Her parents were a big help in
bringing her back to the land of the living. They refused to let
her waste away in her bed. Instead, they encouraged her to get up
every day. They also gave her responsibilities at the lumber mill
store. They couldn’t stop one thing, though. The anger at Colton
for dying settled in her heart and still resided there.

She was angry he left her alone. She got
married the day before Colton left for war. They pledged their
lives to each other, but he abandoned her. He died on a battlefield
not far from his childhood home. They had been married less than a
year before he died. She was made a widow at the tender age of
sixteen.

People in town always sent her pitying
looks, which she hated. They had watched her courtship with Colton
and their eventual marriage. She wanted to be married to Colton
before he left because the idea of him going to war sent her into a
panic. Their parents both advised waiting until he came home, but
she refused because she wanted to send him off to war as a married
man. He would have someone waiting for him to come home.

She assumed that he would come home to her.
The Rebels were supposed to kick the Yankees in less than a month.
They were better equipped with Generals such as Robert E. Lee,
‘Stonewall’ Jackson, Albert Sydney Johnston, and others. The
Yankees didn’t have anyone to compare to the rebels until Grant,
Sherman, and Custer and others made their presence known. If the
war had ended within the first few months, Colton would still be
alive. The war lasted almost five years.

Thankfully, the war was finally over. The
problem was that the South was in turmoil and had a long road to
recovery ahead. Parts of the South were totally destroyed, while
parts barely saw damage. This sleepy riverside town of Savannah was
one of the lucky ones to escape with little damage, even though it
was used as Grant’s Headquarters, and a hospital. The most damage
they had sustained was a few miles south at Shiloh.

It was a bloody battle that lasted two days,
and the one where she had lost her husband. Reports revealed that
Colton had been killed in the early afternoon attack of the Union’s
left flank. She remembered the battle as if it had
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