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N ATE

April 26, 1862
McGregor Plantation
Charleston, South Carolina

Something was wrong. The gardens were overgrown,
the house paint was peeling, ivy rambled out of
control, and even some panes in the upstairs windows
were broken. How could the plantation have got so
run-down?

Nate McGregor crouched at the end of the drive,
looking more like a beggar than a soldier. The soles of
his boots flapped mournfully and the dust of many
miles hung about him. He was dirty, unkempt and
dressed in tattered clothes that were little more than
rags. Distant thunder rumbled and the warm air felt
heavy and oppressive.

Nate wondered if his father was dead. He knew he
had been sick — that was why Nate had made the jour-
ney here — and James McGregor’s death would explain
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the run-down look of the place, but when had it
happened? Nate had last seen his father at Christmas. If
he had died soon after, surely Nate would have heard.
If he had died recently, how had the plantation
deteriorated so quickly? It didn’t make sense.

After about ten minutes, during which nothing
moved and the only sound was that of the arguing crows
in the overhanging trees, Nate stood up. There was no
point in putting it oft any longer. He trudged down the
rutted, tree-shaded drive and climbed the steps to the
heavy front door. Nate had raised his hand to the brass
knocker before realizing that the door was ajar. Gently he
pushed it open and stepped into the dusty hall, furnished
exactly as he remembered it. The doorways leading to the
dining room, the study, the kitchen, the stairs curving up
to the bedrooms — it was all so painfully familiar. A harsh
flash of lightning threw the hallway into stark relief,
making Nate jump. It was immediately followed by a
rumble that seemed to come from beneath his feet. He
headed across the hall toward his father’s study.

As he approached the open door, Nate could see
the book-lined walls, the fireplace and, to one side, his
father’s huge desk. It was strangely neat, the papers pre-
cisely stacked. Tentatively, Nate stepped into the room.

The door hit Nate a stunning blow on the side of
the head and threw him against the wall. An arm wrap-
ped itself around his neck, and the hard edges of twin
shotgun barrels felt cold against his temple.

“Didn’t I tell you and your thugs never to set foot
here again?” a familiar voice said.
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“Father!” Nate coughed against the pressure on his
throat.

“You can’t fool me. Nathaniel’s dead at Shiloh. I got
the letter. He died a hero. I ought to blow your brains
all over the wall.”

Nate heard the hammer of the shotgun cock. He
struggled to draw in enough breath to talk. “I ran
away,” he gasped. “I met cousin Walt from Canada.”

“Canada?” The grip on Nate’s throat loosened.

“Yes, and Sunday. He saved my life.”

“Is it really you, Nathaniel?” The shotgun fell away.
Nate pulled back and turned.

The figure before him was familiar but, like the
house, James McGregor was changed. The hair was still
snow white, but it straggled unkempt over the shirt
collar. The lines on the face were deep canyons and the
always-thin hands seemed almost skeletal. But the most
obvious change was in the eyes. They had previously
regarded the world with certainty. Now they nervously
fled back and forth as if they expected betrayal on
every side.

"’

“You’re not dead!” The words escaped Nate before
he could control them.

A strange smile flickered to life over James’s face.
“Not yet,” he said. “They can’t kill me — though
they’ve tried. Oh yes, they’ve tried, all right. But now
youre back, Nathaniel, we will show them what for.
My pistol’s in the desk drawer. You get it. We've got
them bested now for sure. You watch the back of the

house. I'll watch the front.”
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The old man’s eyes swung wildly, their movement
mimicked disconcertingly by the shotgun barrels.
Nate’s shock at finding his father alive was rapidly
giving way to confusion. “What do you mean?” Nate
asked. “Who are they?”

“They!” his father answered loudly. “The
Heywards. My own mother’s family. They’re trying to
kill me and take over the plantation. They’'ve already
driven all the slaves oft with their threats. But they
won’t scare me so easily”” James whispered conspira-
torially, “It’s Elizabeth, you know.”

“What 1s?” Nate asked in slack-jawed confusion.

“Why, the cause of all this trouble. Things were just
fine until your mother had to go and die. Then that man
Lincoln gets himself elected and all has gone to hell.”

Lightning flashed harshly and deep thunder shook
the house around them.

“Theyre back! They’re back!” James yelled wildly,
suddenly overwhelmed.

“No!” Nate said. “It’s just the storm.” But it was no
use. His father was oblivious to everything but his mad
thoughts.

“You won’t get me!” he shouted, raising the
shotgun. “Nathaniel’s back now and we will defend our
home to the death.”

Nate lunged at the gun and twisted it aside. He was
deafened by the explosion as both barrels went oft. A
shower of plaster fell around them as a great ragged
hole was torn in the high ceiling. The smoking shotgun
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tell with a dull clatter and James slumped to the polished
wooden floor.

He looked frighteningly frail, hugging his knees,
rocking back and forth, tears trickling down his cheeks.
Over and over he mumbled, “Won’t get me now that
Nathaniel’s home.”

As Nate tried to comfort James, the old man was
wracked by shuddering coughs, and a bright trickle of
blood dribbled from the corner of his mouth.

“Let’s get you up to bed,” Nate said once the
coughing had passed.

“We mustn’t let them in!”

“I'm home now. I won't let them in.”

James allowed himself to be led upstairs.

Once he was in bed, propped up on a pile of
pillows and with the blood cleaned off his chin, he
seemed more like his old self. The madness seemed to
have passed.

“Why are you back from the war?”” he asked Nate.

“I came to see you.”

“Before I die?”

“You’re not going to —,” Nate protested, but his
father raised a skinny hand to cut him off.

“Yes, I am. And soon. But I am glad to have this
chance to talk with you. I haven’t been the best father
in the world.”

James waved off his son’s protest before it began.

“All fathers make mistakes, but without a mother
you have probably suftered from mine more than you
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should have. What I regret most” — Nate waited
patiently while a coughing attack passed — “is losing

your legacy. Your grandfather Angus built up this
plantation to pass to me, and I wanted to do the same
for you. Instead, I have lost it all.”

James was close to tears. Nate reached over and
squeezed his bony hands. “No one can help the war,”
he said.

James smiled weakly. “Oh, the war didn’t help, but
the damage was done long before the Yankee blockade
stopped the cotton trade. I've never had a good head
for business, and I trusted people I shouldn’t have. The
overseer, Frank King. I trusted him with the book-
keeping and he robbed me blind. When it was all gone,
he ran off.

“I'm sorry, Nathaniel. There’s nothing left but
debts. I should have sold out. The Heywards made an
offer, but I was too stubborn. I wanted more. But they
shouldn’t have run off the slaves.”

The wild look was back in James’s eyes. “They tried
to kill me, Nathaniel. But we won'’t let them get us, will
we?”

“No. No.” Nate soothed his father until the old
man calmed down. “You don’t need to worry, Father,
everything will be fine. And Frank King is dead.”

“Dead?”

“Yes. Do you remember Sunday, the slave who ran
away? He killed King just before the Battle of Shiloh.”

“Sunday?”

12

Battle Scars

“I met him in the battle. He was fighting for the
Union, alongside my cousin, Walter.”

“Cousin?” A puzzled expression crossed James’s
face.

“Yes. The Canadian McGregors — grandfather
Angus’s brother Lachlan’s family. Since the War of
Independence they’ve been living near a place called
Cornwall in Ontario. Apparently, Sunday fled to Canada
and ended up not far from Cousin Walt. Frank King
followed him and tried to recapture him, but couldn’t.

“Then King did something I don’t understand. He
went back to Canada and kidnapped Walt. He had
become a crimping agent and sold him to the army.
Even King must’ve seen that was a stupid thing to do
— go into a foreign country to kidnap one person. It
wouldn’t be worth the risk for the small fee. It makes
no sense.

“Anyway, Walt and King became part of Nathan
Hanson Woods’s irregular cavalry. They attacked a bag-
gage train that Sunday was guarding at Shiloh. Sunday
killed King and Walt escaped. Later, during the battle,
Walt almost killed me but Sunday recognized me and
the three of us got away.

“We traveled together for a few days but then Union
cavalry found us. I hid, but Walt and Sunday went north.
Sunday wanted to join a black unit in the Union army.
Walt was headed home.

“Sunday can talk now. Walt taught him some kind
of language you make using your hands. Walt’s so

13
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different from me, yet was like finding a part of myself
that has been missing all my life.

“After this war 1s over, I will go find Walt in Canada
and reunite the family. You see, | have a fine legacy —
a new family. So you don’t have to worry about the
plantation.”

“There’s so much I don’t understand,” James said
wearily. “This war has thrown everything upside down
— slaves fighting beside Canadian cousins against my
son.” The old man shook his head sadly. Gradually, his
eyelids drooped and he slept.
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/MNay 7th, 1862
C harleston, South Carolina

Dear Walt and Sunday,

Chete are many things ) want to tell you, but ) must
begin with the saddest.

Father died this motning at about 6 o’clock.

It was peaceful and not unexpected. Since ) have
teturned home, his body and his mind have gone downhill
steadily. ) tended to him as best ) could, but there was
nothing anyone could do. ) was with him last night, and he
had a guiet time, with not too much coushing. ) had dozed
off in the atmchait and, at first, ) thousht it was the
motning sun that had awoken me, but it was the strange
silence in the room. His struggle was over at last.

2 am glad at least that ) ariived hete in time. Chete
wete moments during these last days when he was lucid
and we could talk.

I will bury Father in the small cottonwood grove out
back, beside /Nother. He would like that. Tomorrow, )
will o and sell the plantation to the Heywards. They aze
my  grandmother’s family, and Father said they were
interested in buying. Che plantation is bankiupt, but the
sale might pay off the debts and leave enough for me to

travel to Richmond.
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2 am going to join General Longstreet’s Corps. There
is no doubt the avmy needs me in these troubled times, but
that is not the main reason for my going. J have very little
alternative. TOith the plantation gone, ) thousht of coming
up to Canada to see you both, but that would smack of
tunning away, and ) must finish my duty. “Death holds
little fear for me after what ) have seen, and the thuill of
battle is undeniable. In any case, they say that, whatever
happens, the wat will be over soon — by Chuistmas at the
latest. “Don’t worty about me. ) have Judith Henwy's
sampler from [Sull Run to keep me safe.

Dethaps ) will come and visit when this is all over.

SFot now, J will say good-bye and good luck.

Vour cousin and friend,

Nate
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December 7th, 1862
Cornwall] Canada

Dear /Mzzfa,

Yo letter from Chartoston of /%y 7 has only just
wrived, Who fnows where (¢ has been in these troublod tines, [
suppose it s somelhing of a mieaole that it has arrived at afl,

&/{(&f and [ were sorrowed to hear af Yon fab%@/‘«,? death,
As you said it is a bessing that it was peacefud — and that
pou arrived i ine,

/f/e,/f /% s abnost Christas and the war s not el over /
wonder what you are doing and where you are, Are you stit i
the army 2 witl send this care qf 4 ongstreet s 50/70&’ at army
headquarters i Kletmond and hape that they forward it to pou.
len ¢ it strange that [ oan send @ lotter to a soldlior [ was
fiohting against just this last sprinp?

O rews i much loss dramatic than yours, After the
aam/?y fm/ﬂ/ fzmﬁzy and me i lennessee, L%a/, took s to
M. aﬁfﬁee&/ﬂka, [ wired Father to tetl hin we were all, /é/dbébj
and he wired some money down $0 we could travel, /y ralt] Lven
50, 1t was sthw going, made sthwer by a styp ix Montiveal to see
iy mother, and it was June before we fixallly made it back to
Cornwall,

At fiest it was wonderful to be safe and sound back at the
farn, fmézy noved over €0 Touss & oY, plhce — remenber /
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told. you how fie was our nefghbor who was part of the é//{/@/&/ﬂ«/{a’
Kuitjoad and was kithod at Shitoh /f Frank /L///y 7—aud/
&/ﬂb‘ /a&y with the summer work, But when fé/)y‘s’ Stowed down
i the fa/{ we both /e//a/( 1o get restloss, We had seen and done
$0 much that sitting around all winter wasn ¢ appeating.

cﬁ(/((/élf came aver ff‘@f‘“’/’(%% to wisit and, practice his s
tanguage and became anvious Co get back it the fpht agaist
@%ma/% Mother came to visit in Oe tober, and we were sitting on
the poroh diccassing the recent bjp battte at Antictam and M.
Lincoln & announcement that the staves were o be f/‘wa/,

Mother said she was sure that M. Lincot would allow
black men into the army, pust Lo prove that all his f/ﬁ(a words
about freedom meant something. ‘fa/(céz/ signed that ke would go
tomorrow, Mother said that Boston would be the /z%wa to g0 —
Lhey were strong abolltionists there, She has this tabent for
sweeping statements that seem dumb but have a way af catling
Lhrough am//w/?f/é@,

ﬁl/(%m% she even krew fa/ﬁ? there — the Boston Shaws,
she called them very grandly, She d wet then years ago when
they were all i some sort of commane with famous writers, Hie
Nathanie! Hawthorne and. I Woldo Enerson, (She says
that Hawthorne was a/?«/a%s’ am/%v}(/}g/ about the iterraptions.
What did he expect i a aa/rrm/(a?/ /fjﬂ/w&an‘{y everyone g0
paid a dotlar a day whether they worked with thes hands o

Lher minds,
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72 get back to the Shaws, there are Franeis and Sarah and
Uhey have a son callod Bobert, Mother wrote them and they
ineited us down, Robert has been @Zfaﬁea/ command cf the f/)ﬁs’b‘
black f/}éb‘/}y reginent, the 54th Massachusetts, ‘fa/(c/a/ /8 th a
fever b jui wp. [ cannst, as only the officers are white and / an
1ot materiat, faﬁ an aff/aa/; but [ shatl acoompany tin and, f/)(/ a
/ﬁ/aae fa/‘ /r(/.:’@{f We are b2 boave i a fe«/ o/afc’,

Father is none oo Reen on the idoa, but he aceepts my
decision, How can [ @Ifa/ here when fa/(aﬁzy has gone 7( woull, fe@/
usetess, and the cause iz noble enough that [ wish to play some
smal?, L., And the war cannot 90 o1 much longer [ he South is
near exhaustion and one more ym/ campagn Should end 1t

S, that iz Sunday ¢ and my news. We hape you are well and
that this letter reaches you. When this ic all wer, you are
nore tha weloome b0 come and stay with us af the farm for as
long as you wish, Let us hape that it with not be oo far i the
fab‘a/‘e.

(f you wreite agai, do so to Father at the farm. He witl

fa/wa/‘a/ to wherever [ an.

fm{ luck and take care.
Cousin Walt

S, fmﬁzy says helbh,
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