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Glossary

Argyle’s Dialect

‘Ack - Back

Ah - I

Aw’ways - Always


Aye – Yes

Beatin’ - Beating

Bleedin’ – Bleeding

Boot – But

Can’noot – Cannot

Dae – Do

Frae – From

Gav - Give

Huv – Have

Ken – Know


Na – Not


Nothin’ – Nothing


Oot – Out

Pa-eez – Please

Pree’ecks – Pretects

Propa – Proper

Rawn – Run

Sawn – Sun

Sae - So

Sca’ap – Scalp

Shod – Should

Sgian Dubh – Scottish Gaelic for Black (Sgian) Dagger (Dubh) or Knife.

Sund - Sound

Snaw – Snow


Tae – To


Tha – The


Wi’ – With


Wull - Will


Ye – You

Yer – Your

Proctor

Jessica Bruce

Prologue:
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I lift me head but wince and again, I surrender, letting it slump sluggishly to one side. I hear me own breath as well and tis unnatural to one’s own self that I recall. Tis ragged or bewitched in some respects. Never before should I think air would sound that of a rattle in a babe’s crib but here I sit and I hear rattling in me owns chest every time I breathe. If I should succumb to, in which awaits us all I suppose inside these walls of the Fort, I pray me demise be peaceful; I shall not unite with the others in pain as they suffer. Perhaps sickness might be me last escape if tranquility does not bless me soul for thy starvation or the feeling of veins going so numb and cold, I shall never know or wake to witness another sunrise.


A few of the men have already perished along the march in ankle-deep snow. I cannot speak for them, but I felt and still do, feel deceived. Those men, so poorly clothed, with a few pelts draped around or blankets that wrapped their skin, they were the first to bid us farewell within a few miles. I admit, I am not properly clothed me self either but here I remain, alive, but so uncomfortable.


I’d give me big toe if it meant a satisfying meal! I cannot recall when it was I was allowed so much as a strip of meat. Too long I suppose. 


Me neck begins to ache, and once more I brace me self by biting down hard and slowly but gently lift. I get it about half way so I am able to see straight out but quickly, the familiar heaviness rekindles the predicament me poor body endures since we arrived this December. 


I bare witness to the most melancholy spectacle and wishing not to see it any longer, I deliberately lower me head and cast sorrowful eyes to me toe sticking through the worn, black leather of me shoe. I attempt to wiggle it. The digit wishes not to agree. I release a long sigh but hack and cough in between before I am allowed a full breath. In these thoughts, I focus on the spectacle, even though as brief as it was, I feel the rhythm of me breathing increase and me body tenses up like that of a wench underneath, pleasuring. I look down. Me brown breeches are in need of repair. Under two cuttings of heavy wool tied back on the tops of each leg, still the chill finds it merry way through me bones, causing further discomfort. 


To further distract of what I just bared witnessed too, I grab either side of me coat, and pull the sides in tighter. Perhaps one should make the effort to stand if ye should die at this spot presently but even that simple task is beyond me control. So, I sit with me thoughts, and await when the Gen’ls make their way over here. They move from one body to the next; it will only be a few moments when I hear the sloshing of boots.

Argyle

“Gyle! Over here! Tis getting away!” the boy hollered and pointed excitedly to a frog. “Make haste!” he hissed, and then sprinted in front of the critter to hopefully block it from leaping into the tall grass. 


Another boy, small and meek, waddled over to the voice that shouted at him. It was hardly conceivable that the two lads were a mere age a part, considering young Argyle, although a bit plump, he never stood much past his shoulders in the seven years they have known each other when Alex first met him at the age of six.


Argyle pointed too, at the frog, which remained stationary – for now. “Alex, we huv nothin’ tae catch it,” he replied casually.


Alex briefly glanced up at the sky, wiped the sweat from his brow and then he crouched ever slowly, arms extended outwards and fingers curled; he was alert to the slightest movement if the animal decided to make a mad dash for freedom. 


“Boot, Alex…”



“Shh…,” he cooed to his friend. “Ye scare it.”


“Ye shod huv na left yer shirt on tha hill.”


“Shh!” Alex whispered angrily.


Argyle rolled his eyes in response and let Alex have his way. It was not so much that he knew Alex was as stubborn as an Ass, but more to the fact, the frog was sitting, defenseless. 


“Give me your kilt,” Alex said softly to Argyle, while he kept a fixed gaze upon the frog.


Argyle reacted by overlapping one hand over the other and placing them in front of his crotch. 


After a few seconds, Alex glanced up at his friend and immediately smirked. He could not resist, as the expression was just too delicious to ignore.


 “Gyle,” Alex laughed, “ye blushing.” Then he winked.


The grass suddenly rustled and crinkled. Alex snapped his attention back to the animal but it had already leapt away, safe and concealed in the field. He released a sigh but shrugged shortly after and pulled himself to his feet.


“Another time, perhaps.”


Argyle nodded and released a loud breath, fully relieved the frog found freedom. He kept his hands in the same position in front of his kilt.


“Let us head back to the commons, Gyle.”


“Ye aw’ways sund sae propa.”


“It is my way,” Alex winked and then grinned. He cocked his head. “Are ye coming with me or not?”


 “Dae Ah huv a choice?”


“No!” And with that final word, Alex snatched Argyle’s bonnet and sprinted off into the distance. He turned around and waved the hat to and fro in the air.


“Gav me bleedin’ bonnet ‘ack!” 


Alex responded to the threat by placing the object on the top of his head. Deciding so, he reached up and repositioned the brim, allowing it to droop a bit, covering his left brow.


“I quite like how it fits,” Alex smirked.


From his leather sheath, Argyle pulled out a small knife, no longer than six inches. Carved into each side of the handle were thistles. He raised the blade up at about eye level and glared.

“Oh, my!” Alex said in a dramatic tone and put each palm on either side of his cheeks. His mouth formed an, O. “Do my eyes deceive me? Is young Argyle threatening me?”

“Ye ken Ah can’noot oot rawn ye. Pa-eez. Gav. Me. Bonnet. ‘Ack.”

“But it fits so well on my head,” Alex teased. He then turned around so now his back was facing his friend.

“Alex… Pa-eez,” Argyle pleaded gently to him. “Me bonnet pree’ecks me frae tha sawn beatin’ upon me sca’ap.”

Not a word.

“Pa-eez?” he asked once more and lowered his knife. 

No answer.

“Ah wull come after ye, Ah wull! Wi’ me clan’s Sgian Dubh!” Argyle shouted when he realized he was to be ignored.

“Come and take it,” came the muffled voice of Alex. His tone was casual. There was not one trace of alarm in it. 

He held the handle firmly in his right hand and then, Argyle charged! Alex, whose back was still turned, had no notion that his long-time friend was running towards him. Argyle’s squat legs pumped him as quickly as they allowed across the field. In his mind, he would never hurt anyone, at least not intentionally. He hoped though, with his knife, perhaps he could scare Alex. Oh, what great fun would that be, to see him hop higher than that frog!

Argyle tilted his head sideways a bit to conceal the faint smile that formed on his lips at the thought. He knew it was impossible for Alex to see his grin but in the event if he should turn about face, Argyle would rather that he witnessed his frustration – not amusement.

Screeching. Pained yelps. Screaming for help.
Alex responded immediately. Such cries can only be exemplified by true pain; the type where the magnitude is so acute, one never forgets. The very cause of the injury becomes a part of the person, figuratively and most certainly – literally.

He, being taller and built like a broom handle, Alex sprinted to Argyle’s hysterics and reached his collapsed body in a matter of moments. He dropped to the ground and gasped. The bonnet fell to the ground. 

“Does it… hurt, Gyle?” Alex squeaked. 

The March
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I sniff. Me throat tightens and I feel it ache. I realize tears are on the brink of consuming the already melancholy state I am in. Gyle… Me friend. He was a good one. The best any person shall know in a place of such despair. 


I simply cannot divert me focus and knowingly cast me attention to the bayonet strapped to me right hip. The tip of the black, leather scabbard is half buried in the snow, or as Gyle would have said, - snaw. Such a cruel instrument indeed. I continue to stare at the socket of the bayonet. So long too, that after a bit of time, me vision blurs. 


“If only,” is all I manage before I shiver. 


Through the death of him, to honor Gyle, for months I attempted to speak as he but his tongue was, how shall I say, was not akin to me own? He frequently said, “Me,” when Gyle meant, “My.” The alteration of such a simplistic word was accepted by me tongue and so he partially remains in me mind, spirit and prayers by the memory of his speech. 


“Gyle,” I sob, and then tare me attention from the bayonet. “I am, I did not want… Why could ye… Why did not ye put it… Why was is still in the open?”


With the sleeve of me navy blue coat, I brush away the tears but the motion proves to be fruitless. New ones were born immediately afterward so I let them have their way.


Over yonder, the Gen’ls still make their way; examining the sitting bodies, like meself, one after the other. I sigh as Gen’l Washington points and two men make haste and drag him off, I suppose to be rested in some God forsaken, frozen tomb. The other Gen’l, I say with little doubt, I quite like Greene. Respectfully, with that gimp leg of his, I must admit he does appear out of sorts when Gen’l Greene limps, but I further say, I feel good about him. I cannot express fully the reasoning, but the men talk and we hear that if we lose Gen’l Washington, Gen’l Greene shall assume his command of the Army. He must be, I reason, a decent fellow and a good standing character for Gen’l Washington putting such faith into him.


I still weep. I suppose if I am alone, another shall not mortify me if he witnesses me crying so openly. 


Moments ago, I glanced at me right hand, just a peek, as the rest of it is still tucked tightly in the coat. I was rather curious and what I hoped would not be, was. I saw me thumb, which resembled the toe poking through me shoe. Of course it bothers me so to see such an assortment of wretched colors, but they are accepted. On the march, the men and I witnessed thy pale blue hues as our skin turned into eventual light purples. Had it been one year prior, May of ’76,’ when I was a fool to enlist, I say with absolute honesty, such extremes of limbs needing to be removed respectfully from thy body where they were born too, the screams are more than enough to remind a simple farmer from Virginia – like me – that cutting off me own… They call it a Fort, but tis more of a wintery ‘ell. Valley of the Shadow of Death; I would accept wholeheartedly that term than the Fort’s former name. Forge indeed! Yes! We forage for food, but alas none is available!


I wonder how the fallen are fairing? I ask me self suddenly, allowing me thoughts to travel freely. I think of them often, the deceased folk who perished before we reached -here. Once, I felt proud and much obliged to serve in the ranks of the esteemed, Gen’l Washington. I heard marvelous stories of his “Virginia Blues” during the First War1. I once called them soldiers, and so help me, we were! I know now, we are not, just pawns to be moved and trifled with at any presumable way they see fit. I dare say if I shall commit a sin now by slandering Washington, it is he that has deceived us. We die, bleed our last drip of blood and breathe or last bit of air, but the cost is intangible.     


“Is he?” a youngin’ of no more than eighteen, asked softly. He, himself, was on the verge. Had I… I dismissed the memory promptly.


“Yes,” I said in the most soothing voice I could muster.


The lad nodded in response and without warning, he damn near knocked me over with that embrace of his. It was a rather unusual gesture, as gentlemen do not hug in the open but his own kin, his father, lied contorted on thy belly a few miles back there. 


A horse whinnies, and me ears hear the familiar sloshing sound of hooves in snow. I remember I paid no attention but merely let the boy cling onto me for support. In doing so, I held on tight to the lad.


“You there. Move on – and take the boy. There are miles yet to uncover still,” and then the familiar voice of Gen’l Greene left. He trotted away from us.


I released the embrace and pulled meself to me feet and the lad imitated the gesture. We snatched our Besses from the ground, and filed into the line. Trailing our muskets in our right hand, we trudged through the ankle-deep snow.


“Are ye cold, Zack?” I asked as we marched along the trail set before us.


The question of course was ludicrous but became a common one amongst the men.


“Aye,” he answered.


 I remembered I had smiled. Gyle said, “Aye,” too when he meant, “Yes.” But Zack was not Scottish or remotely akin to the Highlands. He, I assumed, fancied the tales of Gyle when I found a quiet moment and spoke of him. Zack was the only person I wished to speak too concerning Gyle. Since then, I have often pondered why it is that I chose Zack.


“I have not but a crumb to feed thee.”


“You keep it,” Zack muttered.


“How are ye fairing?” I asked by changing the subject.


No answer.


“Zack?” I probed.


No answer.


I gritted me teeth and quickened me pace to inspect him. Side by side, we walked, not engaging in any sort of conversation. 


“Tell me about, Gyle, Alex,” he said after a few minutes.


I hesitated. “Perhaps when we reach the Fort.”


“My chest hurts.” And then, an eruption of coughing.

   
I lightly slapped his back.


Zack dropped to his knees instead. He doubled over and coughed ever loudly. I moved the musket into me left shoulder, bent down, lifted him and allowed his body to drape over me right shoulder. It was a costly decision, I knew. Energy was precious and steadying Zack’s body, though as light as he was from the lack of a solid meal, proved to be concerning. 


“I can,” he coughed, “walk.”


“I have ye,” I said.


“But you will die,” he coughed, “carrying me.”


His tone was weak, I remember. Frail.


“I am old,” I retorted.


“Nay,” he said.


“I am.”


“Put me down, please.”


“Nay,” I said stubbornly, repeating Zack.


“Why is it that you hold onto me when you are hurting yourself?”


“I will not repeat past mistakes.”


“You are not responsible for Gyle’s death.” He coughed again afterwards.


I did not respond.


I held onto him for as long I was able, but I had to release in just ten minutes. 


“I do not think I can continue,” he said.


“Ye must,” I said gently to Zack.


“I think I should like to die here,” and then another wave of a coughing fit began.


Off in the distance, I heard a horse gallop. It did not take long for the beast to reach us.


“You both are prohibiting the line from proceeding. Every man has sidestepped your bodies.”


“He is ill, sir,” I said, referencing to Zack.


I heard Gen’l Greene sigh. “I apologize, but there is nothing I can do for him.”


“Go. I will catch up. I will rest a bit and then follow the tracks to the Fort. Be safe, Alex,” Zack murmured at the ground.


I remember me eyes twitched. Likely, I was ready to weep, but I do not know for certain. I looked up to Gen’l Greene for support. A great weight settled upon me whole body. It hurt mostly inside.


“The boy will pay his visit soon,” Gen’l Greene said. “He gave his word.”


I looked at Zack. His bottom lip trembled. The whites of his eyes were bloodshot, I reasoned from insufficient sleep. Plainly seen, there were thin, red, cob-like lines that were strewed across his very pale cheeks. I remember I casted me vision down his body and halted at Zack’s naked feet. Lacerated by the hard and frozen earth, his soles displayed dry, encrusted blood. Every digit, and on the tops of his feet, were a ghastly bluish hue. Likely, his feet were beyond repair.


“Go,” he coughed and gagged.


I placed me hand on his shoulder for a few moments and then never turned back again.

Into the Valley of the Shadow of Death

Perhaps he will still come. He is quite strong-willed but the lad has trouble in every bone in his body. 



I reach up and brush a tear away but wince and grumble at the stiffness in me neck that never passed. Even so, I feel me lips twitch and realize though as faint as it is, I manage a wee smile. 


Oh, Zack had always given me cause for concern when I saw that smirk of his. Zack’s father, I presume did not favor his boy or paid little attention to him. As such, he made his way to me tent frequently, mostly in the evening or at night. I never knew for certain if he had a mother – and never pried – but that lad took great delight in witnessing me shout or jump out of me skin. 


Once I recall I was about to lay me head down and retire for thee night. I was settling in and in doing so, I pulled me coat up to me shoulders. 


“Alex!” and then the tent jerked all around me whole body.


I jumped too and snatched me Bess and crawled out of the entrance on me knees, thinking we were under attack from the Redcoats - only to spot Zack, with his palms on his stomach, laughing hysterically. 


There was one such incident and the only time I felt necessary to speak down to him. It was evening, just enough light in the sky to see the encampment. Some of the men used their hunting knives to cut leather, others were skinning game for food or perhaps they would use the pelts as padding underneath to sleep on. 


I stood outside me tent in the spring air, leisurely looking at the sky, enjoying all its beauty of the shades of colors. I quite liked moments such as those. It allowed a man to clear his own thoughts from the battles; blood, tears, sweat - all dismissed themselves temporarily.  


“Alex!” Zack hollered. He clenched his right forearm and ran quickly across the field to me. I took immediate notice to his expression. He appeared in discomfort. “My arm!” he yelled louder.


I reacted like he, and ran towards Zack. When I reached him, there were several strips of cloth wrapped around his forearm. The cloth was very much red. 


I grabbed his arm and twisted and turned it frantically. He allowed the motions of inspection. His arm was so red that I could not reason at the given moment why he sought me council and not another soldier nearby.


Not locating any type of wound, I presumed I was too worried for Zack and in doing so, I grabbed the back of his neck and dragged him to hopefully someone that could further assist better than I. 


He squirmed and tried to push me away but I was having little to do with his antics. Still, he fussed and tugged to break free but I held firm.


“Alex, let go,” Zack grumbled.


“No,” I said firmly. “We need to find help for ye arm.”


“But, I am fine. I promise,” and then he pulled backwards harder.


“I think not. Not with that wound.”


“You think with this wound I would have this much energy!” he shouted suddenly.


I halted in mid-step and stared into his face questionably.


“Evenin’,” he smirked.


I dropped his arm and glared uncertainly.


“Decent gag, aye?” Zack asked.


Frankly, it indeed took a bit of time for clarity to come forth. I only stared, dumbfounded.


“See?” And he tore off the layers of cloth. He rotated his arm. “Not a scratch. I dabbed the cloth in one of the men’s freshly killed game. Someone had managed to trap a coon today.”


I did not comment.


He looked up at me face and frowned.


“There is no such humor in deceiving others.” I paused. “Ye frightened me. Truly.”


“I…,” Zack stuttered. 


“No,” I remarked sharply. “We shall have a talk, now.”


Outside of me tent, we sat on the ground. Me Bess lied next to me right foot, readily accessible, if Redcoats should attack us. 


Zack, I remember, sat cross-legged and was fiddling with strands of grass. The joints in me legs would never allow such a position, but with me arms folded against me chest, I waited for him to speak. 

It had already been several minutes and the warm, night air stirred.


He glanced up at the stars and shrugged. I waited patiently. Zack only took his thumb and dug holes into the ground instead. More minutes moved on. He looked up, frowned and cocked his head to the side.


“Are you not going to say one word to me?” Zack asked quietly.


Fully prepared of the story I was about to share to, and only him, I merely needed a window of opportunity and Zack supplied it by his question.


“Have I ever mentioned me son?”


Zack shook his head.


“No? Never?”


“Never,” he muttered.


I swallowed, trying to sort through the memories. “I have seen much blood.”


Zack nodded. “Because of this war.”


“No, before it.”


“Oh.”


“It is important that ye know, for that stunt had frightened me so.  I care for ye, Zack. Ye must know, correct?”


“You have been kind to me, yes.”


“I…” I let the statement hang.


“It is all right. You do not have to share. I see it in your face, Alex. You cannot keep steady eyes upon myself.”


“Me son was killed,” I blurted. Once the words registered, I grabbed the barrel of me Bess and went inside the tent, leaving Zack alone.


“Alex?” he called.


“Come inside,” I called back to him.


He crawled on his hands and knees and made his way in. Inside, Zack sat again cross-legged on the grass. 


There was a long moment, that much I do recall. How can one person endure such pains and yet carry on in life? I suppose the alternative is what keeps the people progressing despite agony. 


Finally, I released a long sigh. It was Zack’s turn to be patient and by God, for a young gentleman, he was, due to his credit.  


“I apologize. I have not spoken…” I swallowed. Me throat clenched. “He was a fine boy,” I smiled sadly. “He was alone in thy garden, playing with the hoe.”


Zack gasped. “He did not impale himself on the hoe?”


I shook me head. “Not at all. He was so young – and naive – I suppose to the danger. Horses whinnied and there was much galloping with whooping and hollering straight towards our tiny garden. I… There was just no time.”


“Who were they?” he asked.


“Redcoats,” I swallowed again.


“They shot him?” Zack roared and leapt to his feet.


“Sit down, and no.”


Zack squatted instead.


“Jacob, me son, fell over backwards. The hoof beats, I reason, spooked him so much that he jumped back, tripped, perhaps over his ankle or foot. The back of his head… his hair stained… the large, jagged rock was so red … He lied… - “


Zack raised his palm and I halted with the memories of me dear Jacob. “Alex, I believe I understand. The bloody strips of cloth reminded you of your son. That is why you insisted on helping me.”


“No,” I said firmly and shook me head. “Ye comprehend little. The death of Jacob was tragic. Mark me words, it is exceedingly difficult in speaking about him now but I am able to do so with ye, Zack. I… I… am fond of ye, much like me son. He will never be replaced and always has a place in me heart but ye are awfully close.”


“Why?” he asked softly.


I shrugged. “I have not an answer. I just feel comfortable around ye, like another son.”


He grinned, but shortly, Zack frowned. “I scared you awful. I apologize.”


“Ye see the error of ye ways then?”


“I shall not let it happen again. Where is she?” Zack asked curiously.


“Me wife – Samantha - left me within a week after Jacob’s accident.”


“You speak so calmly for such unreasonable circumstances.”


“A father and son shall converse freely to one and another,” I nodded. “Speaking of which, I grow tired. It is time for ye to go visit your sleeping quarters. I presume some of the men will join me soon enough.”


“If four try and sleep inside, there is an opening. Six men per tent.”


I grinned, knowing full well what Zack was implying but… “It would feel awkward because ye are not akin to me. And the men might start anew, outlandish tales of our closeness. They are always looking for solutions to entertain themselves.”


“I see,” he mumbled.


“Ye sound sad.”

Zack instead, positioned himself on his hands and knees and began crawling towards the entrance.


“Good night – Zackariah.”


He whirled around immediately and grimaced. 


“Go on, let me be for the night.”


Obliged to agree, he left me alone, which prompted me to smile faintly at his expression. Zack never much adored his given name.

_____


I want the tears to cease and plague me no more, but they flow, causing me cheeks to burn and ache as the bitter air grips me flesh and rips. The numbness on them is especially unbearable but most of all the faces; their memories are causing me much heartache. I close me eyes and simply cannot cry silently any longer. 


Zack’s blond hair; his expression on the nights we engage in good conversations, his eyes beamed brightly, when we discussed life – or Gyle. 


Gyle… 


Racking sobs. Me ears hear the sounds of meself creating such a disturbance. Moaning. Groaning. Crying. Coughing. Gurgling; the rattle in me chest persists. In unison, all erupt.


Jacob… He enters me mind now. His short, brown hair, young face; he’s giggling and skipping just outside our cottage in Virginia. He is not wearing his weskit but is hopping about and frolicking in his bare feet.


“Father! Play with me!” And then Jacob falls down, rolls about on the ground, giggling.


In response to his request, I turn on me left side, grit me teeth and punch the snow. Again, and again, and again. Over and over, until I begin to cough violently. I sit erect immediately and pound me chest. The rattling intensifies. Me insides, especially the lungs, dig sharply. I cannot gain control. I feel the panic rise and me heartbeat accelerates at an alarming rate. Quickly, I remember the last time I saw me dear friend, me adopted son, Zackariah. His cheeks were a bluish hue, and he coughed just as I am now on our trek to Valley Forge. Here, at the Forge, it has been seven days, and Zack has not fulfilled his vow to me. His fate was sealed, just as mine may be presently. 


“No!” I roar, and spat. I clench me gut and shook me head continuously. “No, no, no.” The coughing graciously leaves.


“Alex.”

“No, leave.” I shiver and then yelp in pain. The coughing fit begins anew.


“But, Alex?”


“Leave,” I cough. “I,” I cough again. “Beg of ye, Sam – antha.”


“I did once.”


“I know it,” I whimper.


“Rest, husband. Be at peace.”


“I… shall…” I gurgle.


Obliged to agree with me wife, I curl into a tight ball, slowly lower me head, curse, shut me eyes and sit motionless. It is best to conserve energy.


The last thought that penetrates me mind, is the act of revenge. One should not capitalize on revenge for the costs are much too astronomical. I enlisted in ‘76’ to avenge Jacob and here I be a year later: Cold, wet – and dying.

_____

A soldier gasps, horror-stricken. 


Proctor, who resembles a human cannonball, is wrapped in torn, blue wool. The stench of the black powder emits an unpleasant, sour scent.  He sits silently.


“Private!” General Greene shouts.


Nothing.


Greene looks at the soldier that accompanied Washington and he. “Proceed.” Greene points to Proctor. “See if but the last breathe has departed his soul.”
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The soldier steps quickly towards the body. He presses his head to Proctor’s chest and listens. Seconds slip by. The soldier goes so far as to hold his own breath, just to feel the familiar movement of inhaling. A few more seconds pass. No sign of life within. He pulls his ear away and examines his comrade. The soldier stares for a moment at Proctor’s worn, chocolate brown, tricorn hat. He reaches and unties a blue-checkered cravat, but groans afterwards at what he sees. Along the sides under Proctor’s neck, his jawbone is a deep, dark purple.


“He lives no longer, sir,” the soldier says softly.


General Greene sighs sadly. “Very well. Find another and assist him in escorting this one to be properly buried.”


The soldier clicks his heels and salutes. “Sir.”


General Greene nods in response.


The soldier marches slowly away from the two Officers.


He limps alongside General Washington, as the two Officers turn their backsides on Private Alex Proctor. They mutter and exchange opinions on the melancholy atmosphere of Valley Forge.


“I… live,” he whispers. 

Sadly, no one would be near to witness Proctor’s words.  

The term, First War, was in reference to the French and Indian War.






























































Afterward:


























	It was bitter cold outside when I began this project. The New England temperatures, or rather, Northern Vermont’s temperatures were in the blistering negatives. The chill in the wind made the snap even much more unbearable. We were receiving –10F on some nights. It was on these evenings, when the world outdoors was less than appreciative, that a little story began coming to life in this wee shell of a brain. After a few days of mulling over the thought of beginning yet another project, I half-heartedly began writing about Private Alex Proctor.


	The freezing temperatures put in motion the perfect setting: Valley Forge. All I needed was a main character. In the beginning of April 2008, I joined the ranks of the British Army and began re-enacting a Light Infantry soldier during the Saratoga Campaign of 1777.  My Unit is the Twenty-Ninth Regiment of Foot. My Commanding Officer – Captain John Enys – gave me a copy of the roster of names to choose from who were all historically enlisted in the Twenty-Ninth. The name I selected for myself is, yes, Private Alex Proctor, who was a British soldier, in the regiment. Apparently, an Alex (or Alexander; I’m not sure which) Proctor was enlisted in the Twenty-Ninth as a Light soldier. He was a Private as well. 


	The sheer amusement is most definitely evident for myself. A British soldier being dropped into the wintery hell known as Valley Forge and worse still, he’s in Washington’s Army, portraying my regimental name. Ha! 
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