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Chapter One

April 18th 1865.

“Shit, these mosquitoes are eating me alive!” Lance cursed, slapping his face. Even though facial hairs covered most of his chin and upper lip, the damn insects found enough of his flesh to feast on.

“How much further until we reach North Carolina, Sergeant Kendell?” asked Private Josh. 

“I hope before I’m covered with welts, Damn!” he slapped his cheek. This Goddam war was over ten days ago and he was still fighting, but it was this awful southern heat and pesky mosquitoes. 

It was almost dark and he and the three men he was traveling with needed to camp for the night. They were on their way home. Josh Klein, still a teenager, lived on Long Island and Paul Glass, a man in his forties lived in Washington. He and William Brown were men in their late-twenties and Billy lived in New Port Virginia. He lived in Silver Springs, Maryland. 

Wearily, hungry and thirsty, they staggered along the dirt road more dead than alive; but they were happy to be among the living. As they rounded the bend a shot rang out hitting Paul in the chest. Stunned for a moment, Lance couldn’t understand why someone had fired at them. “What the hell?” he cried and they quickly took cover in the thickets as another bullet scattered rocks in the road.

“Who’s shooting at us Sarge?” asked Willy. 

“I dunno son, but I am damn sure going to find out!” He squinted through the sight of his U.S. Army issued rifle. He was certain that it had to be a Rebel, but it was hard to tell where the sharp-shooter was hiding because of the thick tree coverage. They then ran behind a boulder when another bullet whistled by killing the kid beside him. 

Although the war was over, many soldiers on both sides had not heard of General Lee’s surrender on the 8th of this month. He was weary and he just wanted to go home and dammit it was bad enough to die fighting a rotten war but after the war was over to lose your life to a Rebel, well, that was a damn shame! He was not willing to die, not now!

“Sonofabitch!” he ranted looking down at Josh, his eye open with the image of fear staring back at him. Too many good men had died in this Goddamn war. Angry, he fired into the foliage and another shot from the snipper whistled by. 

“Sergeant, what are we going to do?” whispered Willy. Lance reloaded and told him to stay put and to keep up a steady fire as he traveled through the thickets into a clearing. The sniper was an excellent marksmanship and he hated the idea that he had to kill the soldier. Then he realized what he was thinking and couldn’t add another senseless death to the list, so he prayed that he could capture the soldier instead.

Crouching, he spotted a reflection coming from behind a large rock and he waited a moment. A few minutes of silence elapsed and Lance hoped it was because the Rebel was reloading. He belly-crawled up the hill and saw the sharp-shooter lying on his stomach. He was small in stature and his gray uniform was filthy and ragged. Just another youth he mused. Dammit!

As the shooter took aim, he slowly made his way on foot to the ambusher. Before he was able to fire, Lance placed the barrel of his rifle against the back of his neck. “Drop the weapon, mister or I’ll shoot!” he demanded, making his voice sound as threatening as possible.

The Rebel did as he was ordered and uttered a string of profanities.  

Chapter Two

––––––––

March, 6th 1865

Harmony Morrison hated Blue Bellies more than she hated Satan! The Union soldiers murdered her parents and young brother one day when she had been in town assisting the doctor. Although she never had any medical experience before the war, she helped tend to the wounded. When necessary, one can learn a lot in no time.

Her new skills were mostly sewing up wounds, assisting in removing bullets and feeding the men who couldn’t help themselves. The first few days she often lost the contents of her stomach, but soon she grew accustomed the sight of blood, gore and the piling of limbs in a barrel. She would return home to her parent’s farm exhausted and feeling as if she had fought in the fields herself. She was only twenty-one but felt years older. She walked to town and back since their horses had been confiscated by the army. On her trip back from town, not far from her home she’d come up the dirt road spotting smoke coming from the chimney; it was a welcoming sight. Her mother always had a warm meal waiting for her. Her parents never asked her about her day, but her little brother would pester her at bed time for all the gory details. After a few times, he stopped probing. 

Today, as she waked home, she did not spot smoke coming from the chimney and immediately she know something was wrong. Sheer fright swept through her and she began to shake as the fearful images built in her mind. With a crazy mixture of hope and fear, Harmony ran to the house. Gasping for breath, she spotted two dead union soldiers lying on the ground. Her worse fears were lying there; her home had been attacked.

“Dear God,” she gasped aloud. “Please let my family be safe.”

But God probably was too busy helping others because she found her father dead by the front door, still clutching his rifle, and her brother and mother inside. The Blue Bellies killed them all, and then ransacked the place, leaving the dead for the wild animals. Weeping bitterly, she hugged her family, dried her eyes and then dug three holes until her hands bled and her back ached. She buried them with determination to kill as many Union Soldiers she could or die trying.

In the morning she cut of her long red hair, leaving it shoulder length. Her brother was tall for his age and she was small so his clothes fit fairly well. A belt held up the pants and two pairs of socks made his work shoe fit a bit snugger. With her father’s rifle, she slapped on his straw hat and headed for town. Harmony went straight to the local bar that was now a recruiting station. Luckily, there were not any physical examinations and the inductions are very poorly conducted. They’re so desperate for men, no entry training is required, that they’d sign anyone up. She signed her name as Harm Morrison, which impressed the man behind the desk that she could read and write. She was then given a uniform and waited outside with the young men who had signed up earlier.

Eventually, an officer arrived and he made them stand at attention giving them a quick synopsis on loading and reloading the issued rifles. Having her own rifle and luckily familiar on handling a weapon, she was a better shot than her father. He had taken her hunting since she was able to walk. Well, maybe a little older, but she had won many competitions against men growing up.

Three days later, they arrived at a camp where tents were set up. She saw the yellow hospital flag with the big H telling her that it was where the injured were taken. She offered her assistance after resting her sore feet and eating something that barely passed for a decent meal but she was starving. The medic was glad for her aid but after a few days, she was sick of seeing mangled limbs piled four or five feet high. Often she and the doctor had to use their bloody fingers as probes and knives to be used as scalpels. Harmony witnessed three men die of Pyemia, puss in the blood and another from surgical fever and another from gangrene. As much as she wanted to help, she also insisted that she wanted to fight. She was on a mission and she wasn’t going to be stopped.

After a month of fighting, Harmony survived what she thought of as a living hell, and after so many of her comrades had fallen beside her, she kept to herself because every time she made a friend, he died in her arms.

Her unit was getting thinner and thinner until one day there were only six of them. And the next day she awoke to find that she was alone; the cowards had deserted her! She was frightened but she was smart enough to know that there was safety in numbers so she headed south to find Confederate soldiers. She stayed mostly off the road and ate berries, dandelions, kale, turnip green she got from the land, and a snake or two. Sitting against a rock she heard something and looked over to see four Blue Bellies heading her way. It was going to be a turkey shoot, she mused with a smile.

Positioning herself behind a large rock, she hit one squarely in the chest and smiled at her conquest. The others ran into the bushes and she grinned thinking only three left; the odds were even as fair as she was concerned. After a few moments, she spotted another running from the safety of a boulder and fired hitting her target. Only two left; she was happy to rid the world of two more Yankees. She reloaded and took careful aim when she felt the cold steel barrel of a rifle
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