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​Union Forever

​A Civil War Story

​By: Cormac McCracken

​

​Chapter 1: For Butler! 

THE SUN ROSE BEAUTIFULLY on an early July morning. The brilliant yellow rays came through the tent of General Lawrence Jackson. A quiet day on the meadow, but that could change at any second into a fight for life and death.  He crept out of his tent, scanning the area beyond the miniscule Union camp. He slunk over to the supplies. But when he opened one of the food crates, his eyes got as wide as dinner plates. There wasn’t a scrap of food. It had all disappeared, like steam would into thin air.

“Those vile Confederate soldiers,” Jackson growled.

All throughout the war, the Confederates had been sneaking up to their camp after dark, but the Union soldiers had always had a guard. How, then, had the Confederates been able to succeed this time? He scooted to the south of the camp, and what he saw made him almost suffer from cardiac arrest! The guard was shot dead! The sentry, who Jackson recognized as Robert Butler, had a pale, frozen look on his face, like he had seen The Scream. Which is odd because the concept of The Scream was invented in the early twentieth century. But anyway, Jackson stormed back to the north side of the camp and woke up all his fellow soldiers.

“I have some miserable news. Those filthy Confederates killed our guard!”

Everyone gasped.

"Who was it?” asked young Beauregard Baker.

"Robert Butler,” Jackson answered. “This is a tragic loss, but we will retaliate against the Confederates! For Butler!”

"For Butler!” Everyone else echoed.

​Chapter 2: The Plan

GENERAL LAWRENCE JACKSON sat in his tent with Lieutenant Simon Harris.

“Alright, so here's the plan. We go to the Confederate camp with twenty of our men. We'll creep around to the west of the camp. Then we'll dispatch 10 of our men to dart past the camp as a diversion. The other 10 will sneak in from the side, kill as many Confederates as we can, and steal all the supplies.”

“How will we bring the supplies back here?” asked Harris.

“We will have horses waiting for us to get away on. You and I will be part of the raiders,” Jackson responded. Harris nodded.

Later that night, Jackson, Harris, Baker, and twenty other men, embarked on the journey to disintegrate the Confederate camp. Jackson was thinking over the plan in his head. What would happen if one of the men in the diversion gets shot? My soldiers would think poorly of me forever. But it’s too late to turn back now. We have to keep going. Harris wasn’t too sure about it either. We created the plan too early! We should have thought it over for longer. The only person who was optimistic was Baker.

“There’s no way this plan will fail. I mean, you thought this over for a long time, right Sir?” Jackson didn’t answer.

“Right?”

The general looked at the young soldier gazing up at him with the twinkle in his eyes slowly fading.

“Right?” Baker asked again, his voice almost a whisper.

“Right,” replied Jackson, and suddenly, an outbreak of courage seemed to envelope him like a weighted blanket (those hadn't been invented until the late nineteen nineties).

He was determined to not let his fellow warriors down, especially Baker.
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​Chapter 3: The Raiders

THE SOLDIERS APPROACHED the Confederate camp. They positioned themselves at the west side of the camp.

“Alright, does everyone know the drill?” Jackson asked.

“Yes, Sir!”

Jackson got the diversion group together. “Marshall, you will lead your team in front of the Confederate camp. Run as fast as you can and don’t stop.”

James Marshall, one of the privates, nodded.

“What do we do when we get past the camp?”

Jackson scratched his head. He hadn't thought about that.

“Loop back around to the west side and mount your horses. Be ready for my group to come out of the camp with the supplies so we can load up and get away quickly.”

Marshall saluted and looked at his men.

“Are you ready?”

They all nodded. Then they took off, darting between trees and rocks. Jackson heard shouts and saw Confederates scrambling to get their guns. The Union soldiers had almost made it to the other side of the camp, when there was a POW, and one of Marshalls’ men went down. This immediately made the other nine men jump. They scurried behind some nearby trees about fifty yards away and opened fire.

“One man down!” Jackson hollered. “Now’s our chance!”

Jackson's group slipped into the back of the Confederate camp. A soldier saw them.

“Hey, there are–”

He didn't finish his sentence. Baker had already shot him. Harris and Jackson looked at each other, amazed. Neither of them were able to even reach for their shotgun before Baker had blasted the soldier. They moved on, going deeper into the fortress. Gun shots were ringing in the distance. Why had Marshalls’ men stopped to fight instead of looping back around to the horses?

Jackson was pondering this, when a Union soldier called out.

“I found the supply tent!” Jackson jumped.

“Quiet, Powell!”

The raiders quietly snatched up all of the supplies in the crates. Sadly, there was one crate left.

“We could have been able to carry all the supplies in one trip if Baker had exercised like he was told to,” Powell snapped.

Jackson sighed.

“Me and Harris will come back for it after we load the other crates onto the horses.”

They stumbled back to their steeds. Marshall shouted from a nearby tree.

“Are you ready to get out of here?” Jackson loaded the boxes onto their horses.

“There is one more box in the supply tent. Give us five more minutes!” Marshall nodded and continued to fire his rifle.

Baker caught sight of a tough-looking Confederate general with an enraged look on his face.

“Umm... Sir, there's a–”

Jackson started to head back toward the Confederate camp.

“Not right now, Lieutenant.”

The burly Confederate general dashed toward Jackson and Harris, who, by now, were inside the camp. He’s going to ambush them! But what could Baker do now? Meanwhile, Jackson and Harris were hurrying back to grab the last crate of supplies. Just then, they heard the cocking of a gun behind them.

“Jus’ what do you t’ink you're doin’?”
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​Chapter 4: General Lee Frazier

THEY TURNED AND SAW a huge man pointing a rifle at their faces.

“Looks like da spider has caught himself a coupla flies.” Jackson’s eyes opened as wide as black holes (black holes weren't discovered until the early nineteen seventies).

“Frazier!” Jackson growled.

“You know this guy?” Harris whispered. Jackson nodded.

“He used to live in my neighborhood.”

General Frazier dragged them to a tent and tied them to thick poles.

“We’ll figger out somethin’ to do wit you.” Frazier had a gruff, gravelly voice that made it sound like there were pebbles in his throat.

“For now, we’ll just leave ya ‘ere to rot.” He laughed. It sounded like thunder. He marched off, as proud as if he ruled the world.

Frazier stomped back to the chaos at the front of the camp.

“What are you looking so smug about, General?” asked a soldier, shifting his gaze from bedlam to his stuck-up boss.

“I jus’ captured two lousy Union soldiers,” Frazier answered, smirking. Just then, the Confederate warrior got shot. The general looked down at the fallen man.

“Eh, it’s what ya get for
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​Chapter 5: The Escape















[image: ]


​Chapter 6: Something Else Happens
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​Chapter 7: Shh!
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​Chapter 8: The Second War
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​Chapter 9: The Hunt
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​Chapter 10: Floyd County
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​Chapter 11: A Somewhat Enjoyable Punishment
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