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Sam and Whitman had been allowed to free roam as scouts. They were the best at not being 
seen and they had provided invaluable information on the Union lines and their latest activities. 
Pemberton had been very grateful for this information, unfortunately, this only seem to mislead him to 
what all the team was able to accomplish. His current opinion was that they were just really good 
scouts. He ordered Bowens to keep the two rangers in the field and continuing to provide him with 
intelligence. Meanwhile, Sam and Whitman would offer their suggestions on possible Yankee targets.

Bowens certainly would have liked to have Percy, though. Some behind-the-lines information 
would be good at this point. He had sent Gideon a message requesting him, but had not received any 
answer as of yet.

“Sam,” Bowens nodded.

“I have found something that requires your attention.”
True to form, without another word, Sam turned around and walked out of the city.

Followed Sam to an eminence alongside the river called Sky Parlor Hill. As usual, there were 
civilians there. A group of them were having a picnic and watching the show below. The hill provided a 
good look of the Yankee lines.

Sam pushed his chin towards the opposite side of the river.

Moved to a cluster of trees, away from the curious eyes of the civilians. Pulled up his field 
glasses and studied the peninsula across the riverthat pointed at the Vicksburg bluffs like a giant finger 
and formed the river's hairpin curve. On the tip were the shattered remains of the city's western 
terminus for the Vicksburg, Shreveport, and Texas Railroad. Just beyond were swarms of men with 
picks and shovels. 

The Yankee strategy was a simple one. Their gunboats could not risk running the gauntlet of the 
rebel guns stationed along the river. To bypass it, they would cut a canal through the peninsula and the 
flotilla would pass outside the range of the Confederate guns. It was a tremendous engineering task 
which wold require a a cut through a mile and half of inhospitable terrain of swamps and bayous. The 
Yankess had tried cutting through the peninsula a year ago, but had abandoned the project after disease 
and fatigue killed many of the laborers, mostly captured slaves. Grant however, had picked it back up a 
month ago and was attacking it with his regular doggedness. This time he had more men on the project 
along with several steam-powered dredges and pumps

“How far along are they?” Bowens asked.
“They will be finished in three days,” Sam said.
There was a boom from the Vicksburg fortification. Bowens heard the signature whistle of the 

shell fired from the 18 inch cannon the rebels had named “Whistling Dick.” The Yankees heard it too. 
They went scrambling for cover. The shell exploded above them. Bowens couldn't tell if it made and 
damage, but a few minutes later, the Yankees went right back to work. 

Bowens was surprised Grant had gotten this far. With the usual problem of sickness and disease, 
with the rising river, the canal was in constant danger of being flooded. Pemberton and the others were 
certain Grant was wasting his time and did not think much about the project.



“Show me.”
Sam pulled out a map he had drawn of the canal and explained what he had seen. The canal was 

larger than Bowens thought it was. It would be deep and wide enough for the flotilla to go by without 
any difficulties. Bowens pointed out the levee on the north side. Sam nodded. He had been thinking the 
same thing.

“If we blow it before they are ready,” Bowens said. “The whole thing will flood.”
“Yes.”
“Take Lafitte with you. A music box just below the water line should do it, don't you think?”
“Yes.”
“Do it then.” Bowens held his field glasses back up toward the peninsula again. He thought 

about informing Pemberton of his plan, but knew the general would care little about it. He did not think 
the canal any danger. They would just do it and be done with it. They wouldn't need any recognition for 
it.

Men in trees. Filled with mud and debris. Hundreds of tents washed away. One of the pumps 
was mostly under water. Many men were being hauled into steamboats to be carried away. The men on 
the fortification were laughing and pointing at the Yankees. “Whistling Dick” gave a parting shot to 
send them off.

“Well,” Bowens said with a grin. “So much for that.” Scanned the area looking for Sam and 
Lafitte, but knew they would be no where to be found.

Scouting for General “Old Blizzards” Loring at their battle at Fort Pemberton. The Yankees did 
it to themselves on that one. Wasn't much the team needed to do. The Confederates were ready when 
they sent their ill fated flotilla down the river.

Bowens gave him a summary of the team's activities. Gideon was particularly pleased with the 
destruction of the canal. All and all the Yankees weren't getting any closer to taking Vicksburg.

Was surprised that he was allowing Beta Team to work on their own so soon.
“They're good,” Gideon said with some pride. “Real good.”
Listened to their latest accomplishment of capturing General Stoughton. Bowens chuckled at 

the cleverness of the action, but also felt a stab of jealousy. 

Wasn't pleased with Bowens not keeping Pemberton better abreast of their activities.

“We must work closely with Pemberton,” Gideon said.

“He doesn't understand our purpose, Charles. He thinks we're just glorified scouts.”

“I know he doesn't, but he must be made to understand. It is the only way we will be the best 
utilized. Cooperation from the high command is essential to our success, Locke.”

“He stays in Jackson most of the time. For awhile, I was going back and forth between here and 
there, bringing messages, but after awhile, it got to the point where I realized it was pretty futile. He'd 
thank me for my reports and then dismiss me. He's not interested in talking strategy. Not with me 



anyway.”

“That has to change.” 

“I know these lands, Locke,” Gideon said. 
“I know you do,” Bowens said.
Gideon pointed to a spot down river. “Sam and I caught three fugitive slaves right near there. 

You see that tree out over the water? Thats where we hung their accomplices.”
Bowens knew that Gideon and Sam had gotten their riches starting out as slave traders and 

slave catchers. Gideon even had a slave market here in town. As far as catching slaves, there wasn't 
anyone better on the Mississippi. With all the tracking and sneaking and plain doggedness, it had 
helped given Gideon his edge in their style of warfare.

Visited with some friends they had known before the war.

“He's not going to give up. Say what you will about Grant—drunkard or not, the man is as 
dogged as I've ever seen.”

“Hm,” Gideon said with a nod. “You wouldn't have thought it back in the day. I knew him at the 
Point. He was in his last year when I arrived. He wasn't an exceptional student, but everyone liked him. 
'Sam' they all called him. Good horseman. He's still got a record for the equestrian high jump still 
stands there. I saw him when he did it. Rode a giant sorrel named York that only he could ride.” He 
held his hand up to his forehead. “The bar was right here. Never seen anything like it. Its like the horse 
and rider were welded together. Even Percy would have had difficulty making that jump.”

“Well, he's a fighter. That's for sure.”
Gideon thought for a moment. “He was assigned to be a quartermaster during the Mexican War. 

Didn't stay out of the fight, though. He was brevetted twice if I remember, for bravery. He's a 
formidable foe.”

Bowens nodded.

Bowens laid out a map and showed him everything he knew, which was as much as Pemberton, 
because it was his men who were getting the best information. 

“There's a cavalry unit on the other side of the river that has reported Yankee infantry 
accompanied by cavalry and artillery moving south.”

“Strange.”
“Whitman checked it. Its McLernand's Corps. Perhaps a feint?”

“Perhaps, not a very good one. Everyone knows they can't get across the river.” Gideon pointed 
at a spot south of Vicksburg. “Farragut and Banks have been trying to get through Port Hudson. Its 
probably an attempt to join with them. If Farragut can get his ships up river, the Yankees will be able to 
cross to this side of the river. They won't get through Port Hudson, though. Not any time soon, anyway. 
Let's keep an eye on them regardless.”

“The union flotilla commands the river north of the city. They can launch an attack at will. 
They've already ferried Yankees over a few times, but they get sent back every time. We haven't made 



it easy for them.”

Gideon put his hands behind his back and walked in a circle.

“He doesn't understand.”
Bowens gave a small smile. “I told you.”

“He called out methods underhanded.”

It was a problem that wasn't ever going to go away, Locke knew. These Generals, particularly 
the West Pointers, could not seem to either stomach or comprehend the team's type of warfare. They 
may as well have been speaking another language.

“We will persist.”

Offered Gideon some coffee. Gideon took a sip, made a face, and gave Bowens a questioning 
look. “Made from Okra. Kinda of short on coffee beans around here. At least its not made out of 
roasted acorns like some of the soldiers are drinking.”

Getting out behind enemy lines was getting more dangerous. 

Lafitte had become sick with scurvy. Gideon couldn't risk losing him and despite the big cajun's 
protest, he was carefully sneaked out and brought to Johnston's camp in Canton so he could be better 
cared for.

“I fear your Indian friend was captured.”
“Not Sam.”

Sam was the best of the team at disappearing. It was just the Indian in him. Besides, he had 
been up and down these bayous and back roads so many times, he probably knew the area better than 
most of the locals. 

He was Pemberton's best courier to Johnston. Not only was he fast, he couldn't be caught. 

It was dangerous work going through the Federal lines. Many couriers didn't make it. Not Sam.

Johnston was fifty miles away. 

The courier had to go at night, not only contending with Yankees, but also having to swim 



through alligator and snake infested swamps and bayous.

Plopped two large canvas bags on the table. There was a clink. Badly needed percussion caps.

Watched the wig wag platform from the Federal entrenchments signaling to ships out on the 
river. Unknown to the Feds, Gideon had deciphered it a couple of months ago. 

“Percy has arrived,” Sam told him.

Switched on the telegraph. Tapped out a message. A few moments later there was a response. 

Wave of relief spread across Gideon's face.

Immaculately dressed as ever.

“You lads look awful. I've seen better looking scarecrows in the cornfields.”

The men exchanged greetings.

“A regular Sevastopol this one.”

“Braxton and the Beta lads are in Pennsylvania with Lee and Stuart. Taking the fight to the 
Yanks they are. You couldn't have assembled a better team, Charles. I've never seen anything like 
them.”

“Tell me what you know, Percy.”

Percy pulled out a hand drawn map that showed the Union lines in its entirety. With his 
experience from the siege at Sevastopol, he was able to give Gideon his assessment of weakness in the 
Union line. Gideon listened carefully.

“What of Johnston?”

“He's in Jackson with his relief army. He had near 32,000 men.”

Bowen could feel Gideon's strength returning. 

Pemberton told him to move with all haste to Johnston. Pemberton would coordinate an assault 
if Johnston was amenable.

Johnston looked at the map as Gideon carefully laid out the Yankee positions. Johnston 



remained stone faced as the ranger suggested possible areas of attack.

“He is perfectly entrenched and supported with powerful artillery. The roads are obstructed. I 
am outnumbered.” Johnston sat down. “It is hopeless.”

Gideon offered several plans of suggestion, including a strong diversion, conduced by his team, 
to the enemy's south. When Grant moved his men, Johnston could come up on the rear.  Permberton 
could attack the other flank and Grant would be caught in a pincer movement. Johnston listened with 
hurried patience.

“You have a very imaginative way of viewing military strategy, but it is not grounded in 
reality.”

Gideon was turning red. “I must remind the General of my team's accomplishments of the past. 
You yourself benefited from our attack that delayed the Union army at Manasass--”

“I will not argue tactics with you Colonel.”
“Sir, you will try!”
Johnston was turning red. “You sir, will not presume to tell me what to do. I will not stake my 

reputation on the freeing of a city that can not be saved.”

“Damn your reputation! You have your duty!”

“I will not be lectured on my duty by the likes of you!”

“You are a coward”
Johnston leaped from his chair, his face purple. “Get out!”

Gideon and the general glared at one another. The room was strangely silent.
“Get out at once and do not come back,” Johnston said through clinched teeth.

Made it a specialty of destroying sap rollers. But the Union would just replace them. Twice, 
they had gotten behind lines and destroyed a munitions depot. They were quickly replaced and each 
time better guarded.

Whitman was well known in the army ranks. They'd clap him on the back whenever he walked 
by with his rifle, on his way to shoot another Yankee. He'd get gifts, often of food, and was better fed 
than most under the siege. Not that it mattered, Whitman could live off dirt and still be healthy.

Gideon wouldn't allow him to use the modified Sharpes, because their ammunition was so low. 
This weapon had to be used on special missions only. However, because he was inarguably the best 
shot in the army, he was given the best rifle on hand—a Kerr rifle which he put to good use.

Enemy sharpshooters were lined all along the enemy fortifications. If anyone dared poke their 
head out, they were dead. The men liked to play a game of rising a hat above the breastorks and see 
how long it took for it to be shot. Whitman adopted this as part of his ploy for bagging enemy 
sharpshooters. When a rebel solder raised the hat and the enemy fired, Whitman drew a bead from the 
gunsmoke and hit his target. He had killed six sharpshooters in this manner. In total, he had twelve kills 



during the siege. 

He had celebrity status wherever he went. 

“You can send it, but you won't send my man,” Gideon said.
Pemberton's back became steel. “I am giving you an order, Colonel.”

“You're lucky he didn't arrest you.”
“Fool.”

“What else is there to do, Charles?”

“This is our home!”

“We'll defend it until we have no life left to give!”

“Better to live and fight another day.”
 


