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1. THE Sry

HE RODE INTO THE DARK OF THE WOODS AND DISMOUNTED.
He crawled upward on his belly over cool rocks out into the
sunlight, and suddenly he was in the open and he could see
for miles, and there was the whole vast army below him,
filling the valley like a smoking river. It came out of a blue
rainstorm in the east and overflowed the narrow valley road,
coiling along a stream, narrowing and choking a white
bridge, fading out into the yellowish dust of June but still
visible on the farther road beyond the blue hills, spiked with
flags and guidons like a great chopped bristly snake, the
snake ending headless in a blue wall of summer rain.

The spy tucked himself behind a boulder and began
counting flags. Must be twenty thousand men, visible all at
once. Two whole Union Corps. He could make out the
familiar black hats of the Iron Brigade, troops belonging to
John Reynolds’ First Corps. He looked at his watch, noted
the time. They were coming very fast. The Army of the
Potomac had never moved this fast. The day was murder-
ously hot and there was no wind and the dust hung above
the army like a yellow veil. He thought: there’ll be some of
them die of the heat today. But they are coming faster than
they ever came before.

He slipped back down into the cool dark and rode slowly
downhill toward the silent empty country to the north. With
luck he could make the Southern line before nightfall. After
nightfall it would be dangerous. But he must not seem to
hurry. The horse was already tired. And yet there was the
pressure of that great blue army behind him, building like
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water behind a cracking dam. He rode out into the open,
into the land between the armies.

There were fat Dutch barns, prim German orchards. But
there were no cattle in the fields and no horses, and houses
everywhere were empty and dark. He was alone in the heat
and the silence, and then it began to rain and he rode head
down into monstrous lightning. All his life he had been
afraid of lightning but he kept riding. He did not know
where the Southern headquarters was but he knew it had to
be somewhere near Chambersburg. He had smelled out the
shape of Lee’s army in all the rumors and bar talk and
newspapers and hysteria he had drifted through all over
eastern Pennsylvania, and on that day he was perhaps the
only man alive who knew the positions of both armies. He
carmed the knowledge with a hot and lovely pride. Lee
would be near Chambersburg, and wherever Lee was
Longstreet would not be far away. So finding the headquar-
ters was not the problem. The problem was riding through a
picket line in the dark.

The rain grew worse. He could not even move in under a
tree because of the lightning. He had to take care not to get
lost. He rode quoting Shakespeare from memory, thinking
of the picket line ahead somewhere in the dark. The sky
opened and poured down on him and he rode on: it will be
rain tonight: let it come down. That was a speech of
murderers. He had been an actor once. He had no stature
and a small voice and there were no big parts for him until
the war came, and now he was the only one who knew how
good he was. If only they could see him work, old cold
Longstreet and the rest. But everyone hated spies. I come a
single spy. Wet single spy. But they come in whole
battalions. The rain began to ease off and he spurred the
horse to a trot. My kingdom for a horse. Jolly good line. He
went on, reciting Henry the Fifth aloud: “Once more into
the breech . . .”

Late that afternoon he came to a crossroad and the sign of
much cavalry having passed this way a few hours ago. His
own way led north to Chambersburg, but he knew that
Longstreet would have to know who these people were so
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close to his line. He debated a moment at the crossroads,
knowing there was no time. A delay would cost him
daylight. Yet he was a man of pride and the tracks drew
him. Perhaps it was only Jeb Stuart. The spy thought
hopefully, wistfully: if it’s Stuart I can ask for an armed
escort all the way home. He turned and followed the tracks.
After a while he saw a farmhouse and a man standing out in
a field, in a peach orchard, and he spurred that way. The
man was small and bald with large round arms and spoke
very bad English. The spy went into his act: a simple-
minded farmer seeking a runaway wife, terrified of soldiers.
The bald man regarded him sweatily, disgustedly, told him
the soldiers just gone by were “‘plu” soldiers, Yankees. The
spy asked: what town lies yonder? and the farmer told him
Gettysburg, but the name meant nothing. The spy turned
and spurred back to the crossroads. Yankee cavalry meant
John Buford’s column. Moving lickety-split. Where was
Stuart? No escort now. He rode back again toward the blue
hills. But the horse could not be pushed. He had to
dismount and walk.

That was the last sign of Yankees. He was moving up
across South Mountain; he was almost home. Beyond South
Mountain was Lee and, of course, Longstreet. A strange
friendship; grim and gambling Longstreet, formal and pious
old Bobby Lee. The spy wondered at it, and then the rain
began again, bringing more lightning but at least some
cooler air, and he tucked himself in under his hat and went
back to Hamlet. Old Jackson was dead. Good night, sweet
Prince, and flights of angels sing thee to thy rest . . .

He rode into darkness. No longer any need to hurry. He
left the roadway at last and moved out in to a field away
from the lightning and the trees and sat in the rain to eat a
lonely supper, trying to make up his mind whether it was
worth the risk of going on. He was very close; he could
begin to feel them up ahead. There was no way of knowing
when or where, but suddenly they would be there in the
road, stepping phantomlike out of the trees wearing those
sick eerie smiles, and other men with guns would suddenly
appear all around him, prodding him in the back with hard
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