
PROLOGUE 

 

 More souls died on the Sultana than the Titanic. It is in fact, the worst maritime 

disaster in U.S. history.  Why then is it such a forgotten piece of American lore, with few 

books and no films?  April 1865 was an eventful month for both the United States and 

Confederate States of America.  General Robert E. Lee reluctantly surrendered to General 

Ulysses S. Grant at Appomattox Courthouse on April 9th, effectively ending the Civil 

War.  Barely a week later, President Abraham Lincoln was assassinated on April 14th 

while attending a performance at Ford Theater in Washington.  On April 21st, Lincoln’s 

body was placed on a funeral train bound for burial in Illinois.  The manhunt for John 

Wilkes Booth ended on April 26th with his death by Union troops in a Maryland barn.  

The Sultana exploded the next day, April 27th.  Regardless of the scope, Americans were 

too wrapped up in the end of the War Between the States and the death of their president 

to take much notice of a Mississippi riverboat sinking. 

 But Sultana more than sank.  Three of its 4 boilers exploded at two o’clock in the 

morning at an isolated bend in the Mississippi River, quickly engulfing the rest of the 

boat in flames.  Survivors were faced with the terrible choice of burning to death or 

risking the dark currents of a frigid Mississippi.  However these passengers were no 

ordinary travelers.  The ship was overcrowded with 2,400 former Union prisoners of war 

wanting nothing more than to return home to their loved ones.  Sultana’s legal capacity 

was 376.  Worst still, these poor men had survived the worst prison camps in the South, 

the infamous Andersonville and Cahaba compounds.  The newly released prisoners, 

weakened from disease and malnutrition, were cramped together like hogs in a barn, but 

still in good spirits.  After all, the war was finally over and they were headed home at last.  

Only 600 souls managed to survive. 
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Chapter 1  

Camp Fisk 

Jeremiah 

There are many ways to die in a war, and Jeremiah Winslow felt he’d lived them 

all.  Whether a quick death on the battlefield, a slow demise in a hospital tent, or an 

unbearable wasting in a prison camp.  He was safe now, here at Camp Fisk, but that 

seemed to not matter much.  His constant brushes with Death, when its icy hand slipped 

deep in his chest, had not faded from memory.  They were the deepest battle wounds, 

scars he would carry the rest of his life.  Jeremiah had survived Death’s grasp, but it had 

not removed its bony hand.   

The Reaper still whispered to him softly, ‘You cheated me before old friend, but I 

am still here, watching and waiting.’   

Perhaps that is why he could no longer stay warm.  No matter how many blankets 

he piled on, or hot soup he drank; no matter how much sunshine warmed his skin, he 

could not shake the icy chill in his soul.   

After a year of hell in Andersonville prison camp, the cold had slowly invaded his 

head as well.  The last vestiges of warmth had abandoned his mind, leaving it a cold, 

battered rock.  Those pieces he held on to for so long - the soft skin of his wife’s 

shoulders, the scent of her auburn hair, his children’s bottomless energy, their infectious 

giggles - had all faded to grey.  Those memories were devoid of life now, like a faded tin 

print photograph.  Replacing them was the black shroud of Death, forever waiting in the 

shadows of Andersonville.  The Reaper had been a busy man, oh yes, a very busy man; 

harvesting his comrades daily.  Wagons of the dead were piled high with fallen corpses, 

their wheels sinking deep in the mud, pale limbs dangling off the side.   
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After months in Andersonville’s hell, Jeremiah wished he was on that wagon, one 

of the lucky ones soon to be planted outside the stockade walls.  He prayed, while he still 

believed God listened, to be taken as well.   

‘Cover my nose and mouth, Death. Stop my heart, so that I might wake up 

anyplace but here.’ 

“Jeremiah?”   

 He tried so hard to hold on to his family, to the sounds of a bustled home, the 

warm smell of their farm house, the simple pleasure of a family supper.  He tried to keep 

the glow of their laughs and voices in his thoughts.  But Andersonville was a cruel, 

demanding master, yanking away those remnants one by one, month after month.  

Throughout the long winter with no shelter, the broiling summer with no shade, hope 

faded to dust.  Through the inhuman nature of its food, of its foul latrines, of its guards’ 

indifference, one’s humanity drained as well.   

He used anger at first, to hold onto to himself, to remember his duty - anger at the 

Confederates who tore his country apart, anger at the Rebs who treated them like slaves.  

He fantasized ways in which he would kill them.  A bullet was too quick and simple.  He 

imagined slow strangulation with a knotted rope, relishing each choking gag; gouging 

their eyes with his thumbnails, their screams filling his ears with joy; stabbing them with 

a bayonet over and over till their shocked faces went blank.   

But you could only keep anger burning in your chest for so long.  It required a fire 

he no longer possessed.  Hatred drained him, consuming bits of his soul with every flare.  

You had to sacrifice your sanity to keep anger alive for so long.  All the while, Death 

lurked in the shadows, sniggering at his attempts.  Malnutrition, disease, and worst of all, 

hopelessness - they stole even hatred’s warmth from the skeleton he’d become. 

 “Jeremiah?” 

He’d been a robust Indiana farmer at the start of war, standing 6 feet tall and 

weighing 190 pounds.  With 3 squares in his belly, he could work the fields from dawn 

till dusk, putting his younger brother Jacob to shame.  He’d still have energy to play with 

his children after supper and make sweet love to his wife at night.  The next morning he’d 

jump out of bed before dawn, anxious for another day’s work.   



SULTANA AWAITS  5 

Now he weighed 130 pounds and could barely stand straight to his old height.  

Dysentery, or ‘the Troubles’ as the men called it, robbed him of his life fluid.  Foul water, 

rotten food, rags for clothes, decaying corpses, unspeakably filth were all on the menu at 

Andersonville.   And not just for him.  He had to watch his regiment suffer the same.  As 

a sergeant, he felt responsible for his company.  They looked to him for help he simply 

could not provide.  As his men withered before his eyes, they pleaded with him.  

‘Help me Sarge. Please help me.’ 

All he could do was hold their hand and wait for Death to take another. 

 “Jeremiah?” 

* * * 

Jacob 

His brother finally blinked awake.  It seemed to take longer each day to roust him.  

This was the second time he dozed off and it wasn’t even ten in the morning.  Jacob 

purposely threw open the tent flap to chase the gloom from the tent. 

“Huh?” 

“Got great news Jeremiah.  Just got the word.  We’re goin’ home!” 

His brother shielded his eyes from the sun.  “What?”   

Jacob Winslow sat on the cot opposite his brother.  Seeing Jeremiah like this still 

shocked him - the limp greying hair, sunken eyes and cheeks, skin the color of candle 

wax.   He’d watched him dress himself and was horrified to be able to count every rib.  

His skinny arms and legs were like withered branches.  Without much muscle, his hip 

bones were the only thing keeping his pants on.  For God’s sake, the man was only thirty-

two and he already looked like an old man.  The brothers had looked alike once, with the 

sleek nose of their mother and the dimpled Winslow chin.  Both had been tall and farmer 

fit.  The only thing separating them was their hair, dark brown for Jeremiah and dirty 

blonde for Jacob.  Now, he looked more like his father than his brother. 

“We’re goin’ home.  Lieutenant Elliott just came and told us.  We’re all heading 

into Vicksburg this afternoon to catch a riverboat north.” 

“Home,” Jeremiah repeated, but it sounded laced with dread.   
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This baffled Jacob.  His brother’s entire behavior had since they’d been reunited 

at Camp Fisk.  The war was finally over.  How could he not be excited about going 

home? 

“Yep, in a couple hours.  They’re taking us into town on the train, regiment by 

regiment.” 

Tobias Shelton, Jacob’s friend since childhood, popped into the tent’s entrance.  

His large frame blocked most of the daylight.  “Ain’t that great news Jeremiah?  After 

four years in Dixie we’re finally goin’ home!  No more hard tack for us, no huh-uh, just 

mashed potatoes and butter for these Indiana boys.”  Tobias had but one setting to his 

voice, loud and constant.  His cropped ginger hair looked like a lady’s brush atop his 

forehead. 

“Yeah … sure.” 

“Lieutenant said we won’t be taking any packs, just our canteens and the clothes 

on our backs.  That tells ya right there how short the trip will be.  I reckon we’ll be back 

home in less than week.” 

Jeremiah grunted, but said nothing more.   

For Jacob, the worst thing was his brother’s eyes.  He had a difficult time just 

looking at them.  The vibrant blue eyes of his brother were now faded, the eyes of a 

stranger.  They were empty too, like an old man’s, or worse yet, a dead one.  Though he 

blinked and stared like any normal person, no spark burned behind them.  If his brother’s 

soul still lived in there, his wax-like face did not reflect it.   

Tobias slapped Jeremiah on the legs.  “Well come on then, time to paint your ass 

white and run with the deer!” 

This produced the opposite reaction Jacob expected. 

“God damn it Tobias,” Jeremiah snapped.  “Just shut the hell up for once, will 

you?  I am so sick and tired of your run-on mouth.” 

Tobias stood with his jaw half open.  “Shucks, I was only funnin’ with ya.”   

“Then take your funnin’ and get outa my sight.” 

“Why don’t you wait outside,” Jacob added quickly. 

His friend shook his head and exited the tent, leaving Jacob alone with his 

brother. 
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That was another new wrinkle in this changed man.  Jeremiah would never snap 

like that before.  Sure he got angry like any man, but now he barked and growled like a 

chained dog. 

“That wasn’t very nice.  You know Tobias is always kiddin’ around.” 

“Yeah well maybe I’ve just had enough of his stupid ass jokes.” 

Jacob stood up from his cot.  “You’ll be seeing Susannah and the kids soon.  

Won’t that be great, after four long years?” 

His brother was slow to respond, “Yeah.” 

Jacob was at a loss for words.   Nothing he said seemed to cheer his brother up, 

not even mention of his family.  He had four kids back on the farm eager to see their Pa 

again. “Well anyway, I’m heading over to the mess tent.  You want anything to eat?” 

Jeremiah shook his head. “No.” 

“You sure?  You barely ate your breakfast.” 

“I said no!” his brother snapped.  “Now leave me be!” 

“Alright, alright, just asking.  Figured you’d be hungry by now, seein’ as how you 

didn’t finish your porridge.” 

Jeremiah rolled to face the tent wall and pulled the blanket close to his neck.  “I 

said leave.  And shut the damn tent flap on your way out.” 

Jacob gave up and left his brother alone.  This was how their conversations ended 

these days.  Not like before the war, when the two would light their pipes and chat into 

the night.   

Outside, acres of tan tents dotted the hillside like a crop of pointed mushrooms.  

This was Camp Fisk, a temporary Federal encampment of former prisoners of war.  

Thousands of emaciated blue soldiers wandered about, the feeble survivors of 

Andersonville and Cahaba.  Tobias sat in front of their smoldering campfire, a thin trail 

of smoke snaking into the blue sky above.   

The logs reminded him of his brother, the blackened remains of a once proud tree, 

warmth slowly fading to cold.  What on earth was he going to do about Jeremiah? 

 “I know he’s your brother and a sergeant,” Tobias complained, “but I’m about 

ready to kick his ass.” 

“Keep your voice down.  He can hear you.” 
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 “I don’t care.  Any luck gettin’ him to eat?” 

“No.  I know he’s gotta be hungry. I mean, we all eat every chance we get.” 

Their regiment’s drummer boy, a freckle-faced teen named Albert Hamilton sat 

opposite Tobias. “You can’t understand. You weren’t at Andersonville.” 

 “No, but Cahaba wasn’t no picnic.” 

 “Maybe not, but it weren’t no Andersonville either.”  When his company was 

captured, Albert was sent Andersonville.  Jeremiah had already been there for months.   

 “I know that.  I just figured he’d start eating like the rest of us, to put some weight 

back on.  Then everything would be like before.” 

 “Well, if ya keep whippin’ a horse, he’ll finally kick ya,” Tobias added. 

 “What’s that supposed to mean?” 

 “Means if you keep buggin’ him to eat, he’s just gonna get pissed.” 

“You mean like he is with you?” Jacob shot back. 

“I ain’t kin.  Just leave him be.” 

 “He’s my brother, I can’t.” 

 Tobias shrugged. “So you headin’ to the mess tent or not?” 

 “Let me guess.  You’re hungry again.” 

 “Could use some more of that smoked bacon.”  Tobias’ feet got infected at 

Cahaba and they still weren’t fully healed.  He could limp along, just not very fast.  Jacob 

or Albert usually fetched his meals.    

Jacob sighed.  “I’ll go check.  What about you Albert, you want anything?” 

The boy was poking at the remains of their fire with a stick.  He was all of fifteen, 

with sandy blond hair down to his shoulders.  Drummer boys may have been kids, but 

they faced the same battles as a soldier.  He had enlisted at thirteen and some were 

younger than that.  His widower father was a nasty drunkard who beat the poor kid 

nightly.  So when Albert was old enough, he forged his Daddy’s signature and pretty 

much ran away. He’d not been at Andersonville as long as Jeremiah, but was still 

painfully thin.  “Sure, more bacon sounds good.” 

“And some of that hominy too if there’s any left,” Tobias added. 

 Jacob shook his head, those two had done nothing but eat since they reached 

Camp Fisk.  He wished Jeremiah had done the same.  He turned to face the hillside and 
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froze in his boots.  Army camps were decidedly manly, so anything remotely feminine 

popped out like a rainbow.   

Never had he seen a vision so lovely as the angel now floating through Camp 

Fisk. Her wavy blonde hair glowed in the sunshine like spun gold.  She wore a powder 

blue dress fringed in delicate white lace.  The stiff fabric hugged her bosom and waist 

making both his eyes and loins jump to attention.  Her face was a perfect oval with 

alabaster skin, petite nose and a no nonsense mouth.  The rest of Camp Fisk seemed to 

blur around her.    

What was such a vision of beauty doing in a camp full of paroled Federal 

prisoners?  She walked swiftly near the tree line, keeping pace with an older woman and 

an officer.  Reason overcame rapture and he realized they were getting farther away. 

No, Angel of Camp Fisk, don’t leave!  Jacob started walking towards them. 

“Where the blazes you going?” Tobias asked.  “Mess tent’s the other way.” 

“I know, I know.  I’ll be right back.” 

Jacob took off towards the trees.  Tobias looked at the hillside and smirked.  

“Right, he won’t be back any time soon.”  

“Why not?”  Albert asked. 

“Cause there’s a pretty girl up there on the hillside.” 

Albert perked up and jumped to attention.  “A girl! Where?” 

Tobias shook his head.  “Relax, yer both actin’ like you’ve never seen a female 

before.” 

Albert zeroed in on the girl.  “Not one like that. She sure is pretty.” 

“Yep, looks like ole Jake’s going for the one thing Camp Fisk can’t provide a 

man.” 

“What do you mean?” 

Tobias waved a hand at the drummer boy.  “Ach, yer too young to understand.” 

“No I’m not,” Albert challenged. 

“OK.  The army can give us food, canteens and blankets, but that don’t satisfy a 

man’s urges, if ya know what I mean.” 

Albert’s face turned pink.  “Oh, uh … yea, sure.” 

“And I’m not talkin’ about takin’ matters in hand like you do at night.” 
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“What?  Hey!  I don’t …” 

Tobias slapped his leg and broke out in laughter. 

 

Jacob darted around dozens of soldiers resting on the ground, then between the 

rows of canvas tents.  More than a few got annoyed. 

“Hey, ya bastard!” 

“Watch where yer runnin’!” 

Jacob ignored them all.  The trio was nearing the officers’ tents by the railroad 

tracks. He was still over fifty yards away and didn’t want to lose them.  If they 

disappeared into a tent he had to see which one.  

There!  He spotted them entering a large tent pitched under the boughs of a 

Mississippi oak.  Jacob made it to the tent and collapsed to the ground puffing.  Before 

Cahaba, such a run would never have winded him.  But now, as undernourished as he 

was, it did not take much.   

How did he look?!   

Jacob stood up, buttoned up his uniform, dusted the dirt off his pants, and combed 

back his hair with fingers.  As usual, his wavy blond hair did what it damn well pleased.  

How did he smell?  Oy, he couldn’t worry about that now.  She could come out any 

second. 

He heard a lively conversation inside, but couldn’t make out the words. How long 

would they be in there?  What would he say to her when they left?  He hadn’t spoken to 

girl his age in two years, not touched a woman since Chattanooga.  That was a long time 

without female contact, visually or otherwise.  It was the ‘otherwise’ he tried to push to 

the back of his mind.  Problem was, all the men talked about most nights was poking a 

whore first chance they got. 

“Be a gentleman, be a gentleman,” he whispered. 

With that thought, the tent flap was pushed back and people began to emerge.   

First came the older woman, he could tell by the resemblance she must be the girl’s 

mother.  Then a thin officer he recognized from Cahaba.  It was Captain Aldrich from 

one of the Illinois regiments.  Next came the officer who escorted them there, Major 

Fidler from Kentucky.  And finally, his vision of young womanhood appeared. 
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He was star-struck in her presence, so close he could absorb her beauty in waves: 

… taking in the strands of hair on her beautiful head,  

… catching a whiff of a delicate floral perfume,  

… hearing the swish of her petticoat as it brushed the grass.   

They were walking away!  Shit, he had to do or say something quick.  He fell in 

behind them and cleared his throat. “Uh, pretty miss in the blue dress?” 

The girl turned her head without stopping. 

He quickly removed his forage cap.  “If I might have just a moment of your 

time?” 

She looked at the two stripes on his sleeves.  “And why is that Corporal?” 

Why indeed?  The reason poured from his mouth before he could stop himself.  

“Why because I saw you from across the camp just moments ago, gliding across the grass 

like you had gossamer wings.  And before I knew it, my legs were carrying me to this 

very spot.” 

A faint smile crossed her lips, but then vanished to neutrality.  “And why is that 

reason for me to stop?” 

Jacob kept pace beside her. “Well I don’t rightly know.  I was hoping that would 

be enough.” 

“Do you know how many soldiers have complimented me since my arrival in 

Vicksburg?” 

“Well no Miss, but given the fact most of these boys haven’t seen a woman in two 

years, I’d expect it was all of them.” 

She gave him a half smile. “So you are saying they would complement an old 

crone as well as me.” 

“Only if they were blind.  My name’s Jacob Winslow.” 

She said nothing for moment and Jacob’s hopes began to fade.  He slowed his 

pace, figuring it was a lost cause.  But then she finally spoke.  “And where are you from 

Corporal Jacob Winslow?” 

“Why Evansville Miss, that’s in Indiana.” 

“Yes, I know.” 



SULTANA AWAITS  12 

She was a coy one, this pretty girl, that was for sure.  “And you Miss, where do 

you call home?” 

“Cairo.  That is in Illinois.” 

 “Well I’m glad you said that cause you sure don’t look Egyptian.” 

She laughed and the sound tickled his heart. “Touché Corporal.” 

“I’m afraid I don’t speak anything but American Miss.  And what is your name?  

If I you don’t mind me being so forward.” 

“I do not, but my father the Captain might.” 

She was Aldrich’s daughter!  Jacob looked at the back of the officer.   They had 

both been prisoners at Cahaba, but the Captain far longer than him.  “Oh I’m sure he 

wouldn’t mind me conversing with his daughter.  After all, I’m not exactly Johnny Reb.” 

She seemed to think this over for a second.  “It is Annabelle.” 

Jacob grinned.  He’d begun to crack her shell.  Only a crack, mind you, but a start.  

“Well pleased to meet you, Miss Annabelle Aldrich.” 

“How did you know my last name?” 

“Annabelle!” her mother snapped.  “Do keep up.”  

Then the Captain stopped and turned. 

Jacob halted and quickly saluted. “Captain Aldrich.” 

The officer looked similar to Jeremiah.  His uniform hung on a thin frame.  His 

face was gaunt and pale, hidden behind a black beard.  He glanced between his daughter 

and Jacob, taking in the obvious. “Corporal. Something we can do for you?” 

“Why no sir.  I was just having a brief exchange with your daughter, I mean Miss 

Annabelle here.” 

“I see.  Well you best be getting back to your regiment.  You will all be shipping 

out soon.” 

“Yes sir. I know sir.  That’s great news.” 

The girl smiled and turned to catch up with her mother. The captain did the same. 

Jacob had to force his mouth closed.  Annabelle Aldrich was both beautiful and 

spunky.  He’d courted a girl or two before the war, but none seemed to have her energy.  

Oh they were pretty enough, but once you got to talking with them their heads seemed to 
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be full of nothing but frills.  Dresses and gossip were all they cared about.  There was 

something different about this Annabelle though, she had a spark. 

 

Jacob headed off to the mess tent.  His brief encounter with Annabelle Aldrich 

filled him with more energy than a pot of strong coffee.  He actually found himself 

whistling.   

A Mississippi spring was in full bloom around him, the dogwoods and jonquils 

blossoming like mini explosions of beauty. If a man could be born again, like his 

preacher said, then he was truly feeling just that.  The way he strutted after talking with 

Annabelle proved it.  He was alive again, as if blooming inside.  His bones felt stronger, 

his skin smoother, even his hair was wavy once more.   

The Cahaba prison had taken its toll on him.  He’d lost about half as much weight 

as Jeremiah.  When he finally had a looking glass to shave with, he was shocked at how 

thin he’d become.  He swore his eyes had changed color as well.  Where they’d once 

been deep auburn they now appeared a lighter hazel.  It was all part of his journey back 

home, a journey that was finally coming to an end. His months in Cahaba had been 

hellish, but his internment was over. 

Jacob waded back through the sea of tents and soldiers.  Some were playing cards, 

others enjoying the pleasure of a pipe.  Compared to the hell hole of Cahaba, Camp Fisk 

was a virtual paradise.  It held paroled prisoners from Ohio, Michigan, Indiana, 

Kentucky, Tennessee, and Illinois regiments.  Most came from Georgia’s Andersonville 

and only a fraction from the smaller Cahaba in Alabama.  Fisk was little more than a 

broad sloping field covered with canvas tents.  But to all the parolees, it was a paradise.  

They had food aplenty, new uniforms, dry tents and ample latrines.   

With those simple necessities, life began to return to some sense of normalcy.  

Soldiers laughed again, sang songs, even broke out in fist fights.  Their commanding 

officer was the fiercely named Major General Napoleon Jackson Tecumseh Dana, 

formerly of the Army of the Potomac, now Commander of all Union forces in 

Mississippi. He stood like a general too, as if a ramrod were clenched between his butt 

cheeks at one end and sewn to the back of his neck at the other.  He had Lincoln eyes, 
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Jacob thought, sad eyes carrying a heavy burden.  Perhaps they’d witnessed the deaths of 

too many men ordered into battle.   

Perhaps the best thing at Camp Fisk was an American flag fluttering in the breeze 

overhead.  Thirty-five stars, the way it was meant to be.  He’d seen some twenty-five star 

battle flags during the war, but they never set right with him.  They’d fought Johnny Reb 

to preserve the Union and protect their families.  It had to be thirty-five and not a star 

less.  For the past year, he had to settle for the stars and bars of the Confederate version 

hanging over Cahaba.  He often dreamt of yanking down that flag and shoving it in their 

foul latrines, or soaking it in pig fat and running it up the flagpole aflame. 

Such thoughts kept him going at Cahaba. The way the Rebs treated them, enemy 

prisoners or not, was just plain wrong.  Thoughts of restoring the Union fueled his 

survival, kept him from giving into despair, at least on most days.  There were still plenty 

where hope danced somewhere beyond the stockade walls.  Then he and Tobias would 

start trading ideas about how they’d kill their Reb guards - castration, beheading, nothing 

was too gruesome.  He wished his brother had been able to do the same, to keep his 

spirits alive.  But the sad truth was, as bad as Cahaba had been, Andersonville was twenty 

times worse.  And that abomination had transformed his sibling into an unrecognizable 

husk. 

 

He returned to their campsite with a fistful of dry bacon.  There was already 

excitement in the air.  Soldiers were mulling around, talking about finally heading north. 

“So how did it go with your Southern Bell?  Tobias asked. 

Jacob handed out the bacon. “She’s a Yankee like us, I’ll have you know.” 

“Well in that case, she looked prettier than a pat of butter on a short stack.” 

“Did you talk to her?” Albert asked.  “Why is she here?” 

“She came to pick up her father, Captain Aldrich?” 

“Aldrich is her Pa?” Tobias snorted. “Hard to believe that bastard could make a 

girl that pretty.” 

“He had to eat the same garbage we did at Cahaba.” 

“That may be true, but I’ll never forgive him for what he did, neither will most of 

the regiment.” 
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“None of that was his fault.” 

They were interrupted by Lieutenant Elliott, the officer in charge of the remains 

of their company.  They all came to attention and saluted. 

“As you were, men.  Corporal Winslow?” 

“Yes sir.” 

“How is your brother doing?” 

Jacob glanced at the tent, wondering how much to reveal. “Well sir, he’s awful 

skinny.  Skinnier than me, that is.  He was at Andersonville for over a year.” 

“I am aware of that, but we need NCOs to take charge of the men.  We could 

certainly use Sergeant Winslow.  I have heard good things about him.” 

Jacob decided it was best to be blunt.  “Well sir, he’s asleep right now.  Does that 

a lot.  Doesn’t eat enough either, if you ask me.” 

The lieutenant glanced at the tent and seemed to understand.  “I see.  Yes, a lot of 

the men from Andersonville are still … quite sick.  Very well, then I will look to you to 

muster the men of the 32nd Indiana.” 

Jacob saluted.  “Yes sir.” It was more responsibility than he wanted, looking over 

both the regiment and his brother.  But he couldn’t exactly say no. 

It shouldn’t be this way though.  Jeremiah was the older brother, he was the 

sergeant.  He was supposed to lead and Jacob follow.  That’s the way it had always been. 

“We will be getting on trains to Vicksburg after lunch.  From there we shall board 

riverboats at the docks.  See that the men are assembled at the trains by one o’clock.” 

“How long till we get home, sir?” Albert asked. 

“It’s about three days to St. Louis.  From there you can board trains home.  Have 

the men ready by thirteen hundred hours.” 

Jacob saluted again.  “Sir.” 

The lieutenant turned and disappeared into the ocean of tents. 

Jacob gazed out at the thousands of soldiers around him. Camp Fisk sat only four 

miles from Vicksburg, so it would be a short trip.  But the population of the Camp that 

spring day was over two thousand.  After marching from Alabama or Georgia, they’d 

been waiting weeks for transport back home.  Problem was, over a quarter of the men, 
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mostly from Andersonville, were still sick.  This included his brother, though Jeremiah’s 

illness was not solely of the body.   

 “Did ya hear that?” Tobias shouted.  “Only three days and we’ll be in St. Louis.  

Out of the god-forsaken South.”  He kicked one of the stones near their campfire and sent 

it tumbling away.   

“Yeah, but on a boat.” 

“So, what’s wrong with that?” 

Jacob rubbed his belly.  “You know I get sea sick.” 

“Hell, riverboats have flat bottoms.  They don’t roll.” 

“You sure about that?” 

Tobias shrugged.  “Pretty sure.”   

“Never been on a riverboat before,” Albert chimed in.  “Should be fun.” 

“Well you will now laddie.”  Tobias took off his hat and began to dance a clumsy 

reel around the campfire. 

“You’re not going to sing again are ya?” 

“Damn right I am, and I know just the tune.”  He cleared his voice theatrically.  

“Oh I wish I weren’t in the land of cotton, old times there are way forgotten.  Look away, 

Look away, Look away Dixieland!   

In Dixieland where I weren’t born in, early on one frosty morning.  Look away, 

Look away, Look away Dixieland!”  He turned to Albert.  “Come on boy.” 

The drummer boy smiled and threw his hat in the air, joining in the song. 

“I wish weren’t in Dixie, Hooray, Hooray!  In Dixieland I’ll leave my stand, 

won’t live nor die in Dixie!   

Away, Away, Away up north from Dixie!  Away, Away, Away up north from 

Dixie!” 

  

 


