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One






Cursed






July 3, 1863






Ben peeked over the ridge as he prepared his
rifle. The Whitworth rifle was far superior to the Enfield musket
he used back home. The Yankees were closing in, and he knew the
battle was all but lost. He would continue to fight until there
wasn’t breath left in his body. He would fight for the cause, no
matter the outcome.

Flipping back, he took aim and fired again.
The cannons were firing away at the Yankee line, but it didn’t seem
to make any difference. They would still be there firing back at
them. He loaded once again and took aim before firing away.

Out of the corner of his eye, he watched as
the little drummer boy marched on. He was playing Dixie, as he had
since he took up the drum two days ago at the start of the battle.
Benjamin looked over at him and saw a soldier making his way
towards the boy. He could call out a warning, but it would reveal
his position, which would put his General in jeopardy. His job was
to protect his General with his life, if it was necessary, even if
he was upset over the fact he was about to watch the little boy
die.

He watched as the soldier pulled out his
knife and killed the boy without hesitation. The good thing was the
boy died instantly and didn’t suffer like so many soldiers before
him. Ben couldn’t look away from the massacre, nor could he save
the boy. Reloading quickly, he took aim and killed the Yankee
before reloading again. It was the only way he could get revenge
for the boy.

In that moment, though, he heard a woman’s
scream pierce the air. Women were only allowed as nurses, so they
saw the worst of the battles, the aftermath. Normally, they did not
scream as they encountered the gruesome sites, so he knew something
was wrong. Looking behind him, he saw the General was still there;
it wasn’t his death making the woman terrified.

“Benjamin, go see
to that woman. We
cannot have her running around the battlefield,” the General said
as Ben nodded and moved from his perch. He ran to the woman,
dodging cannon fire the entire way, praying he could calm this
woman before going back to protect the General. He needed to get
her off the battlefield before she was killed as well.

“Woman, cease this
screaming,” Ben said as he grabbed the woman’s shoulders and began
to shake her, trying to get her attention. The crazy look in her
eyes was a little frightening, but he couldn’t focus on them; he
needed to get her to listen.

“My son!” she screamed.
“My son has been killed,” she said as he sighed.

He hated when mothers of soldiers joined as
nurses because they knew instantly when and how their sons died.
They always caused trouble, as well. Did they not understand this
was war and there was a good chance their son would be killed?

“I am sorry, but you
cannot be here,” Ben said in a firm voice. “It is not safe for
you.”

“But it was safe enough
for my ten-year-old son!” she screamed as she looked down at the
boy lying at her feet.

Ben looked down and recognized it was the
little drummer boy. He didn’t notice she’d been rushing to him.

“I am sorry,” he said
because there was nothing else to say. What could you say to the
mother of a dead boy? “I did kill the man who did it.”

He hoped it would help her cope with her
son’s death a little easier.

“You!” she screamed,
pulling out of his grip on her shoulders. “You could have saved
him, but you chose to keep your position quiet.”

He nodded. It was his job, and he did it. He
couldn’t feel regret over his job.

“You let a little boy
die!” she shouted, poking him in the chest with her
finger.

“Surely, you understood
your son would die when he took up the drum. This is war,” he said
in a cold voice.

The reason her son was selected in the first
place was the other boy was killed. It was a fact; death was a part
of war.

“You think your life is
better than my son’s,” she said, pointing at him before reaching
into her brown cloak tied around her neck. “If you treasure your
life so much, then life you shall have forever,” she yelled as she
threw some black dust at his face. He started sneezing and wondered
what the woman threw on him.

Things became blurry as he fell to his
knees. His body felt on fire as he tried to push through the pain.
What was in the black dust she threw at him? It must be some kind
of poison, he thought.

“What have you done to
me?” he questioned, trying to focus on her through the
blurriness.

It looked as if there were three of her
circling in front of him.

“You wanted life, and now
you have it, forever,” she said. “Know you can never die, no matter
what you may try, but you will watch all those you love taste the
moment of death,” she said before she vanished from before his
eyes.

He struggled to get up and take his place in
front of his General once again. The pain seemed to be lessening,
but he still wanted to know what was in that dust. Everything
seemed out of focus, but then again, it wasn’t. The battle raged on
before the generals called for a retreat to save the men that were
left. The Yankees won the battle and then the war two years later.
It was a hard day when General Robert E. Lee surrendered at
Appomattox Court House. It wasn’t as hard as what Ben faced when he
learned what the woman meant that day about not ever dying.
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May 2005






“That we here highly
resolve that these dead shall not have died in vain, that this
nation, under God, shall have a new birth of freedom, and that
government of the people, by the people, for the people, shall not
perish from the Earth,” a small brunette girl said loudly with a
huge grin.

“Thank you, Alexandria.
Perfection as always,” Mrs. Blanton said as Alex made her way back
to her seat.

Today, everyone recited whatever speech Mrs.
Blanton gave them at the start of the semester. Alex was given the
Gettysburg Address, which made her smile at the time. All of the
speeches were part of American History, so everyone was familiar
with them when they got them in January.

Alex sat down to listen as Clara Carter, her
best friend, began to recite her speech. She memorized FDR’s speech
after the attack on Pearl Harbor. Alex helped her since she knew
the speech. In fact, she knew the entire class’s speeches; she was
known as the history buff at school. Everyone wanted her to help
them throughout the year, but she was okay with it.

She loved history; it came from living in
the South, she supposed. The history surrounding her everyday
didn’t hurt either; it seemed to come alive everywhere she went.
She was minutes away from the historic Shiloh Battlefield, one of
the bloodiest battles of the Civil War. Every class trip was a
visit there, and it made her happy. There was nothing like stepping
onto the battlefield and feeling the history of the place. Even
today, there’s still a sense of soldiers marching around.

Every year, she attended the reenactment of
the Battle of Shiloh, a battle that was fought for two days before
resulting in the defeat of the Confederate Army. She studied the
movements of both sides and did extensive research for the park.
Every summer, she worked at the park, giving tours to visitors. It
always gave her joy to teach others the history she so loved.

The Civil War was by far her favorite part
of American History. It wasn’t the same as the other wars, where
there was a common enemy where the American people banded together
against. Every country basically fought a civil war to test the
nation; it was almost like a rite of passage for them. The American
Civil War tested the nation, and America came out stronger for it,
even if it took years to realize. Reconstruction lasted for years,
but the nation was once again united.

Since she loved history so much, she knew
what job she wanted once she graduated college. She wanted to work
at Gettysburg National Military Park. Since she did well at Shiloh,
she contacted the people at Gettysburg. She learned a degree in
American History was required to be considered for employment. She
knew it wouldn’t be a problem since it was her goal anyway. She
couldn’t wait to work there and walk the battlefield with the
soldiers to learn its secrets.

It would be a new experience for her, and
she couldn’t wait to get started, even if it was a few years down
the road. Gettysburg was the bloodiest battle in the Civil War, and
it lasted three days before the Confederate generals called for
retreat. The Confederacy never recovered, even though the war
continued for almost two more years.
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February 2013






“Wait, you want me to have
those storage buildings cleared out by the anniversary?” Alex asked
as she walked beside her boss, Cole Fort. He was an older gentleman
who’d been in charge of Gettysburg for the past 20 years. He was a
veteran, but he loved the environment at Gettysburg. He was the
reason the park was one of the most visited parks in America;
everything was as historic as he could make it. He was very
relatable, and all his employees loved working for him. The one
thing he didn’t want was to be called Mr. Fort. He once told her he
felt people were asking for his grandfather instead of him, so
everyone at the park called him Cole instead.

“Yes,” he said. “You’re
the one wanting to see what was in them, and now we know, I want
those items on display.”

She nodded.

“I can’t do it by myself
in such a short amount of time,” she said. “I’ll need
help.”

He stopped beside his office door and looked
down at her. She was quite a bit shorter than he was, but it didn’t
mean she was a pushover by any means.

“Well, you can pull one of
the summer workers to help you,” he said as she shook her head.
“Why not?”

“They are great with
keeping the fields cleared and everything organized, but they do
not know enough about what those storage buildings hold. I need
someone who knows more about Gettysburg than the summer help,” she
said.

“Fine, hire someone,” he
said as she stared at him.

“You want me to hire
someone?” she asked, not sure she heard him right.

“Well, you are going to be
the one working directly with the person. I want you happy in the
coming months. I’ll be there in the interviews to ask the correct
questions while you quiz them,” he said, smiling at her.

She quirked an eyebrow at him before saying
anything. “You think I’m going to quiz them?” she asked while
folding her arms across her chest.

“I know you’re going to
quiz them. I hope you find someone before time runs out,” he said,
opening his office door. “Now, you better get out front for your
tour in 15 minutes,” he said, checking his watch.

“Thanks, Cole,” she said
before walking away from him to get ready for her tour.

Today, she was leading a tour for the local
fifth-grade class at the elementary school. She loved giving tours
to students because they seemed to listen to her more than the
adults did.

Cole watched Alex walk away from him. These
interviews would be hard, and he wondered if she would find who she
was looking for. Not many people knew as much about the park as she
did. This would be a demanding hiring process, but hopefully, if he
cast the net wide enough, they would get lucky. Finding someone to
work with Alex on the buildings would be difficult since she was
passionate about their contents.
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April 2013






“You shall be cursed to
live.”

Ben jerked awake before opening his eyes. He
rubbed the sleep from them while trying to push those images out of
his head. It was always the same dream plaguing his sleep night
after night. The event may have been almost 150 years ago, but it
still seemed like yesterday. Every day, he wished he’d saved the
boy. He knew if he would have, then he wouldn’t be cursed to live
forever. Hindsight was 20/20.

He felt he was no closer to the truth than
he’d been that day. It was a terrible burden to know you could
never die, no matter how much he risked his life. Some might think
it would be awesome, but they didn’t see the other side. He
couldn’t stay in one place too long because people would begin to
question why it seemed as if he never aged. They didn’t know the
pain of watching everyone you love die and knew you would never
join them in death.

This cursed life meant he could never be
close to anyone ever. He was engaged before the war, but he
couldn’t go through with it once he realized the curse was real. He
let her go once he returned home from war. His only explanation was
he saw too much to ever fully recover and be a good husband. She
married a banker one year later by the name of Thaddeus Morgan.

Ben didn’t blame her for moving on because
at least she lived her life fully before she died. She had three
children with him. He painfully kept up with her grandchildren and
great-grandchildren until it became too hurtful to do so. The one
thought running through his mind when he saw her family was it
could have been their family instead of Thaddeus. He could have
shared all those special moments with her, but instead, he was
forced to watch from the sidelines as she aged gracefully and
beautifully.

He realized the curse was real after the
Battle of Gettysburg. He was retreating when he’d been shot by a
musket ball. It should have killed him in seconds, but that wasn’t
the case. The doctors and nurses said it was a miracle he didn’t
perish; he didn’t see it as a miracle. The ball pierced his chest
close enough it should have hit his heart. He saw others with
wounds close to his who died before they hit the ground, but not
him. The scar it left was ugly due to limited medical treatment,
but it didn’t bother him. No one ever got close enough to see
it.

Standing up, Ben stretched and worked out
the kinks from sleeping at his desk. He should have gone to bed
last night, but he read through a new book he found on curses and
witchcraft from the Civil War. It didn’t provide him with any new
information that he didn’t already know. This search was getting
him nowhere, and he wondered if he would ever be free of the curse
and able to live a full life.

After the war was over, he did all he could
to help rebuild the South. He volunteered at hospitals, orphanages,
and jailhouses to see if it could break the curse. He even moved
out West to fight with the Indians. They fought against Custer and
his men, who were ravaging the reservations. He thought if he
sacrificed his family, money, and home, it would break the curse,
but nothing happened.

He became angry and thought, ‘Why couldn’t
he die?’ Over the years, he witnessed and experienced a lot. The
invention of the telephone, the light bulb, and the automobile were
something to see. Modern technology would be his downfall, though.
He moved more often now because he couldn’t afford to be on the
radar. He had no idea what would happen if someone got to wondering
about his past and put two and two together. It was better to stay
on the run.

Normally, he stayed in rural areas, so he
could be there a little longer. People kept to their own business
as well. He did tend to stay in the South, though. It would always
be his home, even if he didn’t live in his hometown anymore. He
couldn’t handle it to go back there to see how much had changed and
how things remained the same.

“Mr. Sawyer, I found
something that may interest you,” Mildred said, walking into his
office. She’d been with him for the past ten years, and he knew it
was almost time to let her go. She would begin to ask questions
when she realized he never grayed or got wrinkles. He still looked
like the 25-year-old he was the day on the battlefield. He would
miss her, though, since she was good at her job, and she kept her
mouth shut when people questioned her about him. She made sure his
life stayed private, just as he liked it.

“What is it?” he asked as
she approached him. He noticed she was in one of the pantsuits she
favored. In fact, he wasn’t sure he’d ever seen her out of that
style in the ten years she’d worked for him.

“A notice in the
Gettysburg paper,” she said as she handed him the paper calmly. He
wasn’t quite sure why she’d been reading a paper from Gettysburg,
but once he looked at the notice, he was glad she did. This could
be his golden ticket.

“They need someone to help
archive the artifacts found in some old storage buildings,” he read
as she nodded.

“Apparently, they opened
up one of the storage buildings that hadn’t been opened in several
years and found lots of items they want to be displayed during the
149th Anniversary this year,” she said with a shrug.

He wondered what was in those buildings,
causing them to post a job opening in the paper.

“150th,” Ben corrected without looking at her.

“What?” she asked, looking
up at him.

“This year is the 150th
Anniversary of the Battle of Gettysburg,” he said without
hesitation. He would forever know the date of the Battle of
Gettysburg since it changed his life.

“Oh, sorry, I forgot you
know everything there is to know about the Civil War,” she
muttered. “Anyway, I figured this would interest you since you
always want texts from the Civil War, more specifically Gettysburg.
There may be something in them you haven’t seen before,” she
mentioned as he nodded.

“Thank you. Please make
arrangements for me. I want to check it out and see what they have
found. It may be things from the town and not the battle,” he said
as she nodded and left the room.

Turning to look at the window, he wondered
if this was a sign. Could his answer be in the storage building?
There was only one way to find out. He would travel back to the
place where it started. He would go back to the little town in
Pennsylvania called Gettysburg and face his demons head-on for the
first time since the Battle of Gettysburg.
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“Here we are at Cemetery
Ridge. At this stop, you will see what’s called the High Water mark
of the Confederacy. It is said to represent the closest the South
ever came to its goal of achieving independence from the Union via
military victory. This part of the battle is called Pickett’s
Charge, for Major General George Pickett. Years later, when asked
why his charge failed, Pickett said he always thought the Yankees
had something to do with it,” Alex said; as the tourists laughed,
the bus stopped to let them off to check out the precise
spot.

Alex stepped out and looked over the land
laid out before her.

She looked down the slope and pictured the
Confederate soldiers marching up the hill to the Union troops lying
in wait for them. The Northern line broke briefly here at the low
stone fence. It was called the Angle. The North quickly regained
from the loss. It was one of the saddest places on the battlefield
for her because it was here the South lost the war. They never
recovered from the defeat on this battlefield, even though it took
them two more years to realize it for themselves.

“Miss, is there anything
special about the fence?” An older woman in her fifties asked,
pointing to the low stone wall.

It was maintained over the years since it
was a big part of the charge. The fence was the reason the South
couldn’t gain the ground. The Union army hid behind the fence as
they fired away at the Confederates below them.

“Yes, ma’am,” Alex said as
she explained how the Confederate troops briefly gained the ground
before the North took it back.

Ben listened as the tour guide explained the
fence. She knew what she was talking about, that was for sure. He
wasn’t along the ridge, but he saw it from his lookout point
guarding the General. Most of his friends died here at the hands of
the Yankees.

“If everyone is ready, we
will continue on our tour,” Alex said as everyone filed back into
the bus for the next stop on the tour, which was the National
Cemetery.

Ben took a seat near the back of the bus as
the tour guide began to describe the aftermath of the battle. She
even explained some of the Southern army stood on the battlefield
on the fourth morning, waiting for another attack, but it never
came. General Meade, who’d been in charge of the Union Army, didn’t
attack them because he felt it would result in even more loss.
Meade was always criticized for not battling the fourth morning
since the South was ready.

Most people didn’t even know there could
have been a fourth day of battle, but she did. Ben researched the
young tour guide and knew she held a Master’s degree in American
History. It didn’t mean much since high school History teachers
possessed a Master’s. He did see a fire in her eyes as she
described the battle. She knew this battlefield almost as well as
he did, and she worked here for a year, as far as her records
showed.

Alexandria was the youngest tour guide he’d
ever met. Most were older men and women who gave the tours. In
fact, she was the youngest working in the park system he found. If
there was anyone younger, they worked part-time in the summer. He
learned she grew up close to Shiloh. It could be the reason she
knew so much about the war at her age.

“Okay, everyone, we are at
our last stop of the day, the National Cemetery. Please remember to
be respectful of the men buried here. They have more than earned
their place,” she said as the people filed out of the
bus.

Ben was the last off the bus, as Alex
followed.

“You seemed to know a lot
about this place,” Ben said when he realized she was behind
him.

Alex smiled at him as they made their way
into the cemetery. “I have loved the Civil War since I was a
child,” she said without explanation.

“Why?” he asked, wanting
to know why this woman before him cared about a war 150 years ago.
“Normally, girls are not interested in war or history.”

“Yeah, that’s true, but
not for me,” she said. “I grew up close to Shiloh, so I guess being
so close to a battlefield put the love in me. I can’t tell you how
many class trips I took there.”

“And you loved every one
of them, I’m sure,” Ben said, watching her eyes light up at the
mention of Shiloh.

He’d been there and knew the place was as
beautiful as any battlefield had a right to be. He looked out over
the cemetery and saw it was the same as the park, a quiet beauty
for the men who rested here.

“I did,” she said,
smiling. “I worked there every summer as well, giving tours,
mending fences, and walking the battlefield.”

“How many times have you
walked this battlefield?” he asked, looking down at her. She was
quite a bit shorter than he was, but then again, most girls were
since he was close to being 6 feet tall.

“I lost count after the
tenth time,” she said as her eyes sparkled as if she knew a secret
he didn’t. “I can’t help but walk the field and picture the battle
around me,” she said as someone yelled at her. “I hope you enjoy
the rest of your day here at Gettysburg,” she said before walking
away.

He watched her for a moment before slowly
making his way through the graveyard. It was marked off in sections
by the regiments. There was one section he knew wouldn’t be there,
though. The Confederate soldiers buried here were moved between
1871 and 1873 to various locations in North and South Carolina,
Georgia, and Virginia. Most were buried in Richmond, VA, the former
Capital of the Confederacy during the war.

They should have been buried here along with
the Northern men who died with them, but they were not given honor.
Turning, he left the cemetery and headed to the Visitor’s Center,
where he would meet with the board and Alexandria about the job. He
hoped they didn’t want to look too far into his past because they
wouldn’t find much since he’d been off the radar as much as
possible. Mildred helped create some background information for
him, and he hoped it would be good enough. Thankfully, she didn’t
ask why he didn’t have much background information. She was paid
well not to ask questions. He hoped to impress them with his
knowledge and not his nonexistent background.
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Alex left the cemetery when she noticed what
time it was. She had one interview today for the job she posted two
months ago. After convincing her boss to open the older buildings
on the property and finding all the stuff, they were faced with a
huge job. It was one she could do if she had at least 6 months to
do. They needed to go through all the stuff and record everything,
which didn’t sound like a lot, but for the amount of things they
found, it was more than enough. The biggest problem was that her
boss wanted to display it all in time for the 150th Anniversary,
three short months away.

With the limited time frame, she knew she
needed help. She hoped this guy knew his stuff because the last ten
didn’t know basic information about the park. She expected the
person working with her to at least know the battle and when it
occurred. One of the boys she interviewed didn’t know when the
Civil War took place. He guessed the 1960s. She didn’t hear the
rest of the interview because she got up and walked out. Her boss
knew she wasn’t hiring that one, just as she hadn’t hired the
others.

Stepping into the Visitor’s Center, she saw
she was only a minute late. Well, it was better than she thought.
She made her way to the back room, knowing Cole and the guy
interviewing should already be back there waiting on her.

“Alexandria, we were
wondering when you would be along,” Cole said.

He was an excellent boss, which was a good
thing considering he ran one of the most visited places in America.
He was, thankfully, patient with her throughout this process.

“I’m sorry, I lost track
of time with the last tour group,” she responded as she walked
around the table to face the guy who was interviewing for the
job.

“It’s no problem. We were
introducing ourselves,” Cole said as she nodded and turned to the
man.

“Oh, it’s you,” Alex said
as Ben stood up.

She couldn’t believe someone who was
interviewing went on a tour of the park. It unnerved her a little;
this guy was about the same age as her, which wasn’t a problem when
she received his resume, but it was now that she was looking at
him. When they were standing in the cemetery, she felt something
between them she couldn’t quite name. It wasn’t a spark, or maybe
it was who knew.

“You two know each other?”
Cole asked, looking from Alexandria to Benjamin. There was an odd
look on his face. She couldn’t blame him because she was probably
acting way out of character at the moment. Squaring her shoulders,
she composed herself for the interview. This man was here to work
if he made the cut.

“No, he was on my last
tour,” Alex said, getting her thoughts under control. “It’s nice to
meet you. I am Alexandria Morgan,” she said, extending her hand to
him.

“It’s nice to meet you
too. My name is Benjamin Sawyer, but I prefer to be called Ben,” he
said, taking her hand to shake it before releasing it.

Letting her arm drop back to her side, she
studied him for a moment.

“Well, Ben, I know you’re
at least familiar with the park since you were on the tour, but can
you tell me when the battle took place?” Alex asked as she sat
down. Cole and Ben did the same.

“July 1-3, 1863, but you
know I could’ve cheated since you told us on the tour,” he said as
she smiled.

He was right, but she noticed him on the bus
when he thought no one was looking.

“Yes, you could have, but
maybe you were not listening on the bus,” she said, thinking about
the faraway look in his eyes at the time.

“I’m not sure any person
could ignore you,” he said with a smile, not correcting her
assumption of him not listening.

“Alexandria is our best
tour guide at the park,” Cole said, hoping to move this interview
along. “She knows more about the park than even I do.”

“Ask me any question about
the battle; I have done my research on Gettysburg,” Ben said,
looking at Alex.

She heard the dare in his voice and decided
this would be a test for him. He claimed to know about the Civil
War. Well, she was about to find out if it was true or not.

“Okay, where were the
Confederates before Gettysburg?” Alex asked, knowing she hadn’t
talked about this on the tour.

Normally, she never talked about it unless
she was on the extensive tour or during the reenactment. He should
at least know that piece of information; it wasn’t hard to figure
out.

“Lee won Chancellorsville
and moved his army north to continue his campaign for the North,”
he said, remembering those days of marching north.

“Correct,” she said, not
showing any emotion. “Name the battle Lincoln used to launch his
Emancipation Proclamation?” she asked, moving away from
Gettysburg.

She wanted to know if he knew anything else
about the Civil War. Gettysburg wasn’t the only battle in the war.
He would need to know the entire thing to help her. She didn’t know
how much history these storage buildings contained.

“Bloody Antietam,” he said
in a confident voice without hesitation.

“Very good,” Alex said,
still trying not to be impressed by him even though it was getting
harder. “What battle was known as Burnside’s Slaughter Pen?” she
asked, watching him closely.

“The Battle of
Fredericksburg,” he said with ease.

Apparently, he was going to show out for her
while she tested him. Well, two could play this game.

“Where was the Battle
above the Clouds?” she asked, crossing her arms while waiting for
his answer.

She never encountered anyone who knew as
much as she did, which fascinated her. She wasn’t above testing him
to see how much he knew.

“Chattanooga, Tennessee,
specifically Missionary Ridge and Lookout Mountain,” he said
calmly.

He knew the battles and places, so he didn’t
worry about her questions. She could question him all night, and he
wouldn’t miss one. He could bet on it.

“What was Sherman’s
Christmas present to Lincoln?” she asked.

Cole sat back and let her fire away. He knew
since she would work with whoever got the job, they would have to
know the Civil War. It was best to let her question them, and he
was interested to see if this man could keep up with her since no
one else could.

“Savannah, Georgia,” he
said, placing his hands in his lap while trying not to smirk. He
was sure Alex never met anyone who knew as much as she did. He
wondered what she would think if she ever found out he knew more
than she did.

“What year of the war did
Grant face Lee on the battlefield?” she asked, remaining calm as
she pulled questions from her memory.

She knew the war backward and forwards. She
wanted to know if he did as well. It got to the point where she was
enjoying hearing him answer her questions.

“1864 in the Wilderness
campaign,” he said, leaning back in his chair and getting
comfortable because he didn’t know how much longer she would keep
this up.

“What did Grant tell his
men when they cheered at Lee’s surrender?” she asked, moving to the
next question.

“The war is over; the
rebels are our countrymen again,” he said quietly.

He remembered the day vividly. He heard
Grant shout it to his men. They quieted down, but you could still
feel their excitement through the silence.

Alex looked at Ben and wondered why he was
quieter in his answer. His voice was stronger with all the other
answers except that one. There was something different about him,
but she didn’t worry about it at the moment. She still had one more
question to ask him.

“Okay, last one,” she said
slowly. “Which regiment did Grant lead in the Battle of
Gettysburg?” she asked as Benjamin smiled.

“It’s a trick question,
Miss Morgan,” he said, leaning forward. “Grant was not in the
Battle of Gettysburg; in fact, at the same time as the Battle of
Gettysburg, he was in Vicksburg, winning it,” he said as she
laughed.

“You’re correct. I must
say I am impressed you knew all the answers,” she said as Cole
rolled his eyes. Sometimes, he wondered if Alexandria lived during
the Civil War. She could have jumped through time to now to show
her knowledge of the time period.

“Now that your trial by
fire is over, I want to tell you a little about the job,” Cole said
as Ben nodded. “First off, you’ll be working with Alexandria, so I
hope it’s not a problem after the firing squad she put you
through,” he said, glancing back at Alex, who shrugged. She didn’t
feel bad for asking Ben questions.

“No problem at all. She
wanted to make sure I knew my stuff,” he said, looking at
Alexandria, who nodded in agreement.

“Okay, well, as you know
from the ad, we have found some previously unknown items I want
archived and displayed for the anniversary. You have a short amount
of time to get everything done, which is why Alexandria needs
help,” Cole said as Ben nodded. “She will be the lead in this, but
you will do a lot of the work alone since she will still be giving
tours and preparing for the anniversary.”

“Okay, it’s fine by me,”
he said, keeping the joy out of his voice. He was happy to do all
the work if she would let him. It would give him plenty of time to
go through everything and see if he could find the woman who did
this to him without someone looking over his shoulder.

“Since it’s close to
closing time, you can start tomorrow. We will meet outside of the
Visitor’s Center in the morning at 8 am. I can drive you over to
the buildings and let you get started,” Alex informed him as he
nodded. “I look forward to working with you,” she said, standing up
before leaving the room.

Cole and Ben watched her leave before they
moved.

“Whew, I’m glad you know
your Civil War facts because I didn’t know half of the answers, but
I knew she would throw a trick question in there. She did it to one
of the other men she interviewed, but he got it wrong. She asked
him where Lee died during the battle. He said Lee died in the
Hornet’s Nest, which isn’t even here but in Shiloh,” Cole said with
some disgust. “Don’t worry, though. She gets a little intense when
it comes to the battlefield, but she knows her stuff, and she
respects this place more than anyone else I know.”

Ben nodded.

“It’s fine. I’m glad she’s
very knowledgeable. People can learn from her because of her
passion for the job,” Ben said while standing up.

He wondered if she knew anything about
witches during the war. It would be something he could ask her, but
he would have to be careful if or when he did. She had a quick mind
and would want to know why he was asking her. He couldn’t answer
the question, though.

“She does have passion for
the job,” Cole said. “Now, I probably won’t see you again until the
anniversary, so have fun working with Alexandria,” he said before
leaving the room.

Ben sighed and followed him out. He got the
job. Thankfully, he worked some kind of background story that
hopefully they wouldn’t discover was a lie until after he left.
Leaving the Visitor’s Center, he saw Alexandria get into her car
and pull out of the parking lot. Something about her told him to
tread carefully. He didn’t know what it was, but she was dangerous
to him. He couldn’t afford for her to find out his secret before he
found his answer because if anyone could figure out his secret, it
would be her.
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Alex thought about Ben while she pulled out
of the park. There was something very different about him, but she
didn’t know if it was because he knew the answers to her questions
or something else altogether. Shaking her head, she rolled her
window down and turned her music up as she exited the park.

The next three months would be interesting,
to say the least, but she was ready to see what treasures those
buildings held. She wondered if it would give her a clue about her
great-grandmother, 9 generations removed, ex-fiancée. He fought
here and lived but broke off the engagement when the war was over,
citing he saw too much to be married to her. The man left with a
piece of her grandmother’s heart. She wanted to know the real
reason he broke the engagement because she was certain it wasn’t
because he saw too much.



Two


Storage


Alex made it home in record time tonight,
thanks to the little traffic she encountered. She could tell it
wasn’t tourist season yet. When the tourist season began, she would
have almost a 30-minute drive to and from work. So she was enjoying
the 15-minute drive she had now. Walking inside her house, she
smelled food and smiled. There was something in having someone cook
for you after a long day at work.

“Alex?” A voice said from
the kitchen.

“Yeah, Clara, it’s me,”
Alex called back as she sat down on the couch to take off her shoes
before making her way into the kitchen. “This smells amazing,” she
said, taking a deep breath. Clara was an amazing cook, so Alex
usually left the cooking up to her if she ever made it home before
Clara.

“Thanks. I have been
searching online for something new and found this. I hope you and
Nathan like it,” Clara said, looking back at her
roommate.

“Nathan’s coming tonight?”
she asked, walking to the fridge to grab a bottle of
water.

Nathan lived and worked in Philadelphia,
which was a little over two hours away. Still, she knew with the
traffic out of Philly, it would probably take him closer to three
hours.

“Yeah, but he’s running a
little late. His last meeting didn’t get out on time,” Clara said
as Alex nodded before pulling out a chair to sit down.

“I can’t believe he’s
driving up tonight instead of in the morning,” she said, wondering
how Nathan could work all day and then make the drive
here.

“He likes driving at night
better, and he wanted to be able to leave here in the morning
instead of tomorrow afternoon,” Clara said, stirring something in
one of the pots on the stove in front of her.

“I guess it makes sense,”
she said. “Are you packed and ready to go?”

“Yeah, since I was off
today, I got everything packed,” Clara said as she finished
cooking. “I can’t believe you’re not going with us. The beach isn’t
going to be the same if you’re stuck here working.”

“Clara, you know I can’t
go. The anniversary is three months away. I have to have my speech
prepared along with going through the storage with Ben. It’s not a
good time to be going away,” she said with a sigh.

She would love to go to the beach with her
friends, but there was no way she could, at least not right now.
Once the anniversary was over, she would be sitting on a beach
somewhere; she would make sure of it.

“Whoa, wait, you said
Ben,” Clara said, turning around to face her best friend. “Who is
Ben?”

“Well, you know I placed
an ad in the paper, right?” she asked.

“Yeah, but you haven’t
hired anyone because you have impossibly high standards,” Clara
said.

It was well known Alexandria knew more about
the park than anyone else, and that included Cole, who ran the
park. Clara knew there was a huge chance Alex wouldn’t find anyone
to help her.

“Hey, you benefited from
those standards in high school,” she huffed.

She knew Clara wasn’t being mean, but she
had always heard she had high standards at the park.

“Yeah, I did, but what
about the ad?” Clara asked, turning back to the stove. “Did Cole
give up and hire someone for you?”

“No, I did,” she said as
Clara spun back around to look at her.

“You mean you’ve found
someone good enough to honor with the job?” Clara asked, placing
one hand on her hip. “Are pigs flying? Because I’m pretty sure the
impossible has happened,” Clara said as Alex rolled her
eyes.

“Whatever, no pigs are not
flying. I hired someone today. His name is Benjamin Sawyer, but he
prefers to go by Ben. He passed the test, so I hired him,” she
said.

“Benjamin Sawyer? Where
have I heard that name before?” Clara asked.

“You heard it from me,”
she said as Clara sighed.

“I know, just now, but
it’s from some time before,” Clara said.

She laughed and shook her head.

“Yeah, I know. Benjamin
Sawyer was a soldier in the Confederate Army. He was one of the
lucky ones, coming out of the Battle of Gettysburg alive,” she
said. “He was tasked with protecting a general.”

“Oh, that’s right, he was
a sniper, but what general did he protect?” Clara asked, turning
back to the stove.

“It never says, but it was
someone important since it was his job,” she muttered. “Anyway, I
hired Ben because of his knowledge of the Civil War.”

“Does he know more than
you?” Clara asked without turning around.

“Not sure, but he knows a
lot,” she said as the doorbell sounded. “I’ll get it. You finish
our dinner,” she said, jumping up and rushing to the
door.

She knew it was Nathan since they were not
expecting anyone else. Opening the door wide, she saw Nathan
standing there with his bag in hand.

“Alexandria,” Nathan said
as he stepped inside, dropped his bag, and pulled her into his arms
for a hug.

“Nathan, it’s nice to see
you again,” she said as she hugged him back before pulling away.
“How was your drive?” she asked as she closed the door behind
him.

“Long, but I’m here now.
Is Clara cooking?” he asked as Alex laughed.

“Yeah, she’s almost
finished, though,” Alex informed him.

“Well, how was your day,
Shorty?” he asked, using the nickname she hated anyone else to
use.

Nathan and Phillip were the only two allowed
to use it since they never listened when she told them not to. They
were two great friends who loved her no matter what.

“Good, I hired someone to
help me with the storage buildings. Hopefully, I’ll be done by the
time the anniversary rolls around,” she said, leading him through
to the kitchen.

“You hired someone? Are
you sick or something?” he asked, placing his hand against her
forehead to feel it. “Not warm, I got it,” he said, snapping his
fingers. “Is he a time-traveling soldier who happens to know more
about the war than you, so you had to hire him,” he said jokingly
as they stepped into the kitchen.

“You know, I didn’t think
about the scenario,” Clara said, turning to face them. “It’s the
only one that makes sense.”

She rolled her eyes.

“Guys, I can hire someone
to help me,” she said as they laughed. “I can; I did it
today.”

“Evidence does not support
your claim,” Nathan said. “This is a real man, right? It’s not as
if you cloned yourself to help out or anything like
that.”

“I think if you cloned
yourself, it would be the same sex as you,” she said, glaring at
him. “Anyway, his name is Benjamin Sawyer, and he starts
tomorrow.”

“How old is he?” Nathan
asked as he moved away from the girls to sit down.

“He’s a year older than
me, which is good,” she said.

“Why? I mean, I would
think you would want an older person helping you since they are
bound to know more than younger people,” he said as Clara fixed his
plate and handed it to him.

Alex moved to grab a plate so she could
start eating, too.

“No, not really, since
most of them think they know more than I do. It’s hard trying to
tell them the stories they heard all their lives are wrong,” she
said. “There was one to tell me his grandpappy told Robert E. Lee
to attack the Yankees camped out at Corinth,” she said, shaking her
head. “Lee was never in the Western Theater during the war as a
commander.”

“Remember the younger
crowd gave you the answer that Lee was killed during the Hornet’s
Nest at Gettysburg,” Clara said as Alex groaned. She forgot the
answer from one of the interviews. The Hornet’s Nest was an intense
conflict during the Battle of Shiloh, fought an entire year before
Gettysburg, and Lee was never present.

“Who teaches these
classes? Lee wasn’t killed in the war because he was the one to
surrender to Grant,” she said. “I feel like our education system is
failing in the way of keeping our history alive.”

“Alexandria, the only
reason you know so much about it was because you loved it. Most of
the teachers didn’t know half of what you do about the Civil War,”
Clara said. “Think about it. What did you learn at
school?”

Clara walked over to the table with her
plate of food and drink.

“But you and Nathan know
about the war too,” she said, trying to remember if she was taught
all she knew or if she learned it on her own.

“Yes, we do, but because
we have heard you talk about it for years,” Clara said. “I’m not
complaining since it got me an A in the devil’s class, but I
learned it from you. Believe me; I can lead a tour at Shiloh right
now because of you.”

“Clara’s right,” Nathan
piped in with a mouth full of food. “We passed History because of
you. It’s the reason you were the History Student of the Year every
year.”

“I guess, but I must have
learned some of it from school. I know we learned Lee surrendered
to Grant at the end of the war,” she said. “He was not killed in
battle!”

Clara and Nathan both laughed at her
expression. She got so passionate about history that they had to
laugh. They knew Ben must be something else if she hired him. They
didn’t know what test she gave him, but if he passed, then he knew
his stuff, and that alone impressed the two of them. They would
have to meet him in the coming months. One main reason was to see
if he was real or not.
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Ben rubbed his eyes as he tried to push the
scenes from the battlefield out of his mind. He knew traveling back
to the field would be hard, which was why he hadn’t been back
before yesterday. He lived with the nightmares every night, so why
torture himself during the day on the battlefield.

As he gained control of his thoughts, he
thought about last night. It was the first night since he was
cursed; he’d not dreamed of the day that changed his life. Instead,
he dreamed of a short, sassy brunette who knew almost as much as he
did about the Civil War, possibly even more than he did, and he
lived it. It was the first time he dreamed of a woman in 150 years,
or at least the past 100 that he could remember.

Alexandria was so different from any woman
he’d known before. It wasn’t the fact she knew history so well; it
was the passion she showed in her knowledge. She was gorgeous with
those blue eyes and a figure he knew she worked out to get.
Alexandria Morgan packed a punch in the small package she called a
body. He knew he would have to watch himself around her. She
represented all he couldn’t have with his cursed life.

Groaning, he pushed thoughts of her out of
his head and thought about what was in those buildings. He hoped it
was not all weapons, and this search would at least solve some of
his mystery. The only thing he was able to find out was the woman
who had done this to him was rumored to be a witch. No one seemed
to know her name in the text, but the legend was she followed the
troops at the request of General Lee.

He wasn’t sure if he believed it since he
knew General Lee. He didn’t believe in witches or spells. He had
been a practical man and a great general, so it was hard to believe
he would have a witch following the troops. Ben knew the heartache
Lee faced when he surrendered to Grant. Lee saw the end of the war
that day in Gettysburg, but he pressed on for the men fighting
under him.

“Ben.”

A voice called out, pulling him from his
thoughts. He turned and saw Alexandria walking towards him. Her
hair was pulled back today, and she was wearing a bright pink shirt
with a pair of khaki pants.

“Good morning, Ms.
Morgan,” he said, tilting his head at her.

“Good morning, but please
call me Alexandria or Alex if you prefer,” she said as he smiled
and nodded. “If you follow me, we have to get you in the system
before we can start.”

He paused.

“In the system?” he asked,
not liking the fact he would be in their system.

He’d managed to stay off the grid for over
100 years, and he wasn’t going to mess up now because he was trying
to find answers.

“It’s nothing. I just have
to get you a park shirt and radio. It won’t take five minutes,” she
said as he nodded and followed her inside the Visitor’s
Center.

“Good morning,
Alexandria,” a man said from behind the
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