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      “Dad, you should probably slow down a bit.” Turning to look at him, I catch the broad smile on his face that makes him look like a little kid excited to go to a candy store. “We left early for this very reason. We have plenty of time.”

      “Sorry, sweetheart.” He lets off the gas—slightly—and resumes his history lesson. “The second day of the Battle at Gettysburg was so intense. This reenactment won’t be to scale by any means, but there will be fighting all along the Peach Orchard, the Wheatfield, Rose Farm, Little Round Top, and the Devil’s Den. The Union had 2,400 men in that position compared to the Confederacy’s 3,100, who effectively slammed into them….”

      I try to listen as he continues since I know what an avid history buff he is, especially when it comes to the Civil War, and he’s been waiting to attend this reenactment for months. But my mind can’t help but wander to next week when I start my new job.

      “That’s when Ward’s men had to pull back and—” He pauses, turning his head quickly to catch a glimpse of me before looking back at the road. “And I’m boring you to tears.”

      I give him a chuckle. “No, Dad. You’re never boring.”

      “But you don’t want to hear all this war stuff,” he insists. “You’re busy thinking of your new job at the hospital on Monday.”

      He knows me well. “I am. I have to admit, I’m a little nervous. It’s a lot different being an attending physician than a resident. It’s such a huge responsibility. But that doesn’t mean I’m not interested in your reenactment. You’ve been waiting for this for so long.”

      “Not nearly as long as you’ve been working on becoming a doctor.” A different kind of smile lights up his face. “I know I don’t say it enough, but I’m so proud of you.”

      “You say it every day, Dad, and thank you.”

      “Well, that’s because I mean it.” He blinks a couple of times, and I see the light glistening in his eyes. “Your mother would be so proud.” A little quieter, he adds, “I sure do miss Audrey.”

      “I just wish she was here.” Every time he mentions her, I remember the day they sat me down to tell me she had cancer. At eleven years old, I barely understood, and I definitely didn’t comprehend the fact that she’d soon be gone forever. “I only went into oncology because I wanted to save at least one family from going through the same heartache.”

      “I know, sweetheart.” He pats me on the knee. “I know. But she would be proud, graduating from high school so early and winning all those scholarships.”

      I shake my head. “Let’s just talk about today, okay?”

      “Deal. And you’ll do fine on Monday. Try not to worry about it.”

      “I’m mostly worried about this dress choking me,” I complain, running my finger along the neckline. It’s a pretty dress in a light plum color that looks good against my blonde hair, with long sleeves and a button-down front that goes all the way up to my neck, hence the scratchiness. “I’m not sure why I need to be in costume. It’s not like women were there on the battlefield.”

      “Well, actually, there were nurses and some civilians in the medical tents. And five women actually fought there.”

      “Disguised as soldiers,” I add with a smirk. “I’m pretty sure they would have blown their cover in bright purple dresses.”

      He lets out a chuckle. “Probably. But I thought it might help get into the spirit of things if we’re both wearing period clothes.”

      “You do look pretty sharp in your Civil War-era get-up.” I’m not lying. Though lines of worry age him somewhat, it’s not hard to imagine him as a young, energetic man of that era, especially with the hat, which he’s kept on in the car.

      “Thanks, sweetie.” His eyes go a little wide as he looks at the sign ahead. “And we’re here.”

      “Finally.” Two and a half hours—three if I count rest stops—is more time than I like to spend in a car, though the trip from our house just outside Philadelphia really wasn’t that bad.

      He gives me a smirk as he pulls onto the road leading into Gettysburg National Military Park, where signs direct us to the main parking lot. “Oh, I guess we are early. Good. I want to get some pictures before everything starts.”

      “I wouldn’t expect anything less.” I giggle at him teasingly as he parks, and we step out of the car. “At least this dress has deep pockets.” There’s no way I’m going to carry around a purse, and one thing I’ll never leave behind is my small medical kit, which thankfully fits easily in my left pocket. “I’m bringing some snacks, too.”

      He nods, walking around to my side of the car. “You should. They will have some food vendors here for the event, but I don’t know if they’re open the whole time.”

      “It’s okay. For you, Dad, I really don’t mind.” I smile to reassure him. It’s true I’m not into this the way he is—not even close. But I know how much it means to him to visit this place, and I try to be supportive. We’re each other’s only family, and we’ve gotten pretty tight over the years since Mom died. “I’m going to be pretty busy starting on Monday, so we might as well have some quality father-daughter time now.”

      “Thanks, sweetheart. Are you ready? I want to stop in the visitor’s center to say hello, then we can take a look around.”

      “Sounds good.” I slide my cell phone into the pocket with the snacks and head toward the building. It’s a little strange walking in this long dress when I can’t see my feet, so I lift it up a little to get up the steps and into the visitor’s center.

      “Oh, my….” Dad’s voice trails off as he looks around when we step inside. “This gets to me every time I visit this place.” If there’s a heaven on earth for Civil War enthusiasts, this is definitely it. It’s full of artifacts on display, and I can tell he wants to look at all of them, but he forces his way over to the front desk first.

      “Wow, Mr. Little, you’ve gone all-out this time,” a dark-haired woman behind the counter announces cheerfully. “I’m so glad to see you again! And what fantastic costumes! Do you want to sign our guest list?” She puts a folder on the counter and opens it to a practically empty sheet, handing Dad a pen.

      “Now, Margaret, I’ve told you to just call me Martin,” he says, and she chuckles lightly. Dad looks around. “I suppose we’re a little early.”

      “Just a tad, but that’s a good thing!” Margaret insists. “You’ll have more time to enjoy the exhibits and tour the grounds.”

      “That’s the plan.”

      I watch him sign his name, and my eyes wander to a collage of pictures in a nearby display. Some are simple portraits of soldiers, and a few are scenes around the military camp sites. But others are gruesome photos of deceased soldiers on the battlefield. It gives me a chill, imagining what it must have been like for the medics without the benefit of modern medicine, and most likely short on supplies.

      I think about my hospital, where I’ll have access to all the modern equipment and supplies I could possibly need. I’m even nervous about doing the best for my patients under those circumstances, let alone….

      “You all right, sweetie?”

      I turn to see my father right beside me. “Oh… yes. Sorry, I didn’t realize you were finished.”

      His gaze looked past me to the photos. “Pretty intense, isn’t it?”

      “Yes.” I nod, turning back to the pictures and trying not to look at the most troublesome ones. I catch sight of a group of soldiers. “They look so serious. Do you think they knew exactly what they were facing?”

      “Most likely, yes,” he says. “Most of these men were volunteers. They were committed to the cause and were ready to sacrifice themselves to make life better for their families.”

      “Very brave.” The stoic eyes of a soldier with dark hair catches my attention. It’s as though he’s not just looking at the camera but right at me, as if he knows my gaze is on him. It gives me a strange sensation in my nerves, but it’s not like a chill—more of a tingle.

      Odd.

      “Well, we’ll be doing the tour tomorrow, so I think we can skip the exhibits in here for now and get out to see the battlefield.” My father’s voice takes me out of my thoughts.

      “Oh… yeah. Okay, let’s go.”

      I give one last look to the soldier and follow my dad out the back door of the visitor’s center, which opens to a vast expanse of green, rocky landscape. A breeze kicks up as we stand on the overlook deck, and I fold my arms and shudder. I may not have felt a chill at all the photos I just saw, but to look at that quiet, now-peaceful land and know that a bloody war was fought here… it’s indescribably intense.

      “Incredible,” my dad says.

      “Yes,” is all I can manage. This place gets to me every time we come here. I can see some of the same rock formations they showed in the aftermath pictures, both in the visitor’s center and in all my dad’s Civil War books, which I’ve seen a million times. The rocks are a bit smoother now, but they’ve stood firm for over a hundred and fifty years, though the grasses and shrubbery surrounding them have taken over quite a bit.

      “Let’s head down.”

      I nod and follow my father down the stairs and back toward the parking lot, pulling up on my dress again to see the steps. We follow the signs toward Devil’s Den, which is a long way from the visitor’s center, so we get back in the car and head out.

      “Here it is,” he says when we arrive and park near the Devil’s Den. “Can you imagine all the Union soldiers up across here, and the Confederate soldiers swarming in for the attack from that direction?”

      “I can,” I say. It’s almost like I can feel what happened here in the stillness. “It’s so much different standing here than reading about it.”

      “I was hoping you’d say that.” He smiles at me. “It’ll be even more amazing when the reenactment takes place.”

      “Where do we sit and watch?”

      “Those bleachers over there will be for us observers.” He points to them off in the distance. It looks like a bit of a hike. “Meanwhile, let’s get a few photos. Take one of me overlooking the place, will you?”

      “All right.” He hands me his camera—an actual camera with a long lens that he insists on using instead of his phone. It has so many buttons and adjustments to it, I’m pretty sure I’d need to take a class to fully understand it, but he’s taught me enough to get the gist of it. “Got it.”

      “Did you take several?”

      “Of course, Dad.”

      “Good,” he says, gesturing for me to hand it back to him, which I gladly do. “I want to get a shot of you on the rocks over there. I think it’d be a perfect portrait in your dress.”

      I don’t want to disappoint my dad, but there’s some rough terrain between me and those rocks that I’d rather not cross in these shoes. “Won’t all the people be arriving soon? I don’t think we have time for this before the reenactors come.”

      But he gives me the famous ‘dad’ look. “Please, sweetheart? It’ll only take a moment. This is our father-daughter time, and I—”

      I hold up my hand to stop him. “Okay. Got it. Just give me a minute to get over there.”

      He lets out a chuckle. “Thanks. This is going to be great.”

      “Mmhmm.” As I tiptoe across the grass, I can hear a bunch of people approaching—and a few loud gunshots—and quicken my steps to get to the rocks. “They’re coming, Dad. I think they’ve already started the battle! Here, take it now.”

      “Just one more step back, sweetie!” he hollers from the path, holding up the camera.

      “Fine,” I whisper, backing up without looking. I realize too late that I’ve caught my dress under my shoe and feel myself falling back, tumbling completely over the edge of the large rock I’m standing on before I can even call out.

      My arms flail as I try to stop myself, but it’s too late. I’m falling. My head hits first, and my back slams up against another rock.

      Before I can call out to my dad, everything goes black.
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      When my eyes open, I panic for a moment because all I see is darkness. My head feels fuzzy, and the world seems to be spinning around, but I’m not even moving. It takes me a moment to blink a few times, and I’m relieved when I see the twinkling stars above. At least I can see now.

      But wait. Why is it so dark?

      Seconds ago, I’d been avoiding looking into the evening sun as Dad snapped the picture… or at least he was going to snap the picture before I tripped over my dress. But now, it’s pitch dark.

      And where is Dad?

      I want to shout for him, but my head is just pounding, and everything is so fuzzy, I can’t even seem to get any words out. My back is killing me, too, and I remember hitting it on the rocky ground right along with my head. I hear crying from every direction, along with occasional gunfire that sometimes halts the whimpering. I don’t remember the last reenactment being quite this detailed. And I just can’t understand why my dad would leave me lying here until it was dark out.

      Regardless, I need to get up and get out of here. Now that I see the rock overhead, It’s apparent that I’ve fallen from a couple of huge boulders about six feet high. Despite my aching head and back, I fight the pain so I’m at least in an upright seated position.

      “That is not a good idea.”

      I jump at the sound of the deep voice next to me. It’s definitely not Dad. Who is this guy?

      I turn to see a shadow of a man in what I make out to be a Union soldier’s uniform. God, does he smell like a battlefield. I wonder what they used to recreate the scent of blood. I really don’t think the reenactment needs that much authenticity.

      “Are you one of the reenactors?” I ask.

      “Shh, keep your voice down,” he says. “The Rebs have sharpshooters on both sides ready to pick you off when they get wind of you.”

      “What?” The reenactors shouldn’t mistake me for one of them in this dress.

      “Not just them, miss,” he continues, his voice in a frantic whisper. “Even with the Rebs having a bad angle at a shot where we’re lying, the whole lot of them out here will shoot anything that moves, so you might get hit by friendly fire.”

      “That’s ridiculous.” I don’t know why he’s so insistent on keeping up his role-playing, but I’m not about to lie here when I need to get my head looked at, not to mention that he really does smell of blood, and I need to get away from him. Reenactments are done with fake ammunition anyway.

      I think this guy has done a few too many of these things.

      I manage to prop myself up on my elbows and push up. As my head clears a bit, I hear a gun fire, and the strange man wraps his arm around me and pulls me down just as something whizzes by… within inches of my head. It hits the rock behind me, and even in the dark, I see the mark it left on the boulder.

      Oh, my God… that was a real bullet!

      Terror fills my veins as I sink back down and lay as still as I can. I suddenly don’t care what this guy smells like because I’m too scared to focus on more than one sense right now, and I’m trying to hear what’s going on. Why are they shooting at me? And why are these bullets real?

      “Stay down,” he says firmly.

      This time, I just nod, listening to the sound of young men crying. Most are just boys from the sound of it, their voices not as low-pitched and masculine as the man beside me.

      “I need water!” I hear someone shout over the crying, and another round of gunfire explodes nearby.

      I can feel my heart pounding in my chest. The reenactor hasn’t taken his arm off me, and until I know what’s going on, that’s not really necessary since I have no intention of sitting up like that again. The man keeps looking around and staying low.

      All I can think of is those shootings at malls and things. Is that what’s going on? I suppose someone could be unstable enough to take advantage of the crowd at the reenactment and start shooting for real. “Is this a mass shooting or something?” I ask.

      Now that my eyes have adjusted to the darkness a little, I can see the expression on his face, with one brow up and the other crinkled in confusion. “Er… that’s one thing you could call it. How hard did you hit your head?”

      “Hard.” I rub the back of it and feel a little moisture. Damn. I’m bleeding, but not much. Must be just a scratch, which is probably lucky considering the height of my fall and the rocky ground I landed on.

      “What in the blazes are you doing out here?” he asks.

      “I’m sorry?” I have to speak above a whisper now because there’s more gunfire. But if it’s a mass shooting, why are there so many guns? “We meant to make it to the bleachers on time, but I slipped when my father was taking a picture of me on the rocks.”

      “What in the bloody—” He lowers his voice again as the gunfire slows. “What the hell are bleachers, and why is your father bringing you onto a field of battle?”

      This guy really doesn’t know when to drop the act. “Well, it’s not like we expected live gunfire at a reenactment. I’ll get out of your way as soon as the gunman leaves or the police get here or whatever.”

      He stares at me, his face still wrinkled in confusion. It’s like I might as well be speaking a foreign language. “Perhaps you live around here?” he asks. “We can find your father later, but now you’ve got to stay low.”

      “No, I’m from Philadelphia.”

      “Then you have no idea what we’ve been through here in Gettysburg and how dangerous it is for you to be here.” He leans in close, and I can smell the blood on him again. Maybe I’m getting used to it because it’s not so repulsive now. I guess I don’t have much choice but to breathe him in since I’m stuck here until whoever is shooting real bullets out there gets arrested.

      But now that he’s closer, there’s something familiar about his face. I can’t place it, but I think it’s his eyes.

      “The ball opened when the calvary got surprised by Lee’s men,” he begins. I realize that sentence wouldn’t make any sense if I hadn’t been reading all Dad’s Civil War books. Back in the day, a ‘ball opening’ meant a battle began. “My regiment arrived early this morning. They’d had a rough go of it all day and night with their flank in the air, and General Howard had ordered a retreat to the Hill. Still, they fought with impetuosity. They’re holding the fishhook formation up there, and we’re ordered to hold this ground. Looks like we’ve lost it though, with all those Rebs in front of us.”

      I don’t know why he’s giving me a history lesson in the middle of whatever’s going on here. My eyes are adjusting better to the starlight, and to the right and the left I see bodies strewn everywhere.

      Is this the reenactment? But what about that bullet?

      Are all these people really dead?

      Whatever is going on, I need to get out of here. I’m just about to try to sit up again when gunfire erupts all around us, and the man by me ducks again. I don’t know what’s taking the police so long to get here and stop this, but I know better than to walk out in front of a live shooter. I need to find another way out of here.

      Looking over at the man, I notice for the first time that there’s something off about his movement. “What’s your name?”

      “Sam. Lieutenant Sam Walker of the 4th Maine regiment.”

      “Okay, Sam. I’m Neveah.”

      “Neveah? What kind of a name is that?” He gives me a frown.

      I’ve heard that reaction before. “It’s heaven spelled backward.” I can’t help but roll my eyes. He says nothing. “Anyway, are you hurt?”

      He puts his hand on his calf the second I ask. “Got shot in the leg. But it’s nothing major. I’ll be able to fight again–if we can get out of here.”

      Now it’s my turn to look at him with a furrowed brow. “Fight? You don’t even have real bullets.”

      “What do you—”

      “Look, I can help you with that. I’m a doctor.”

      A strange laugh escapes his lips. “A doctor? Well, huzzah for you.”

      I sense his tone, dripping with sarcasm, but I don’t get it. “I’m a little young, yes, but I’m an attending physician now at Philadelphia Memorial. I don’t have my credentials here with me, but your leg needs attention, so you’re going to have to trust me.”

      “Miss, you’ve really hit your head hard.” At least he stops laughing now, but I don’t understand why he doesn’t believe me. “Maybe you can nurse it up, but that will need to wait because we’re pinned down.”

      He’s not lying, but if his leg really is shot, it needs immediate attention. I look around and listen, trying to get a handle on where we are and which direction the shooting is coming from. At first, it seemed like it was all around me, but my head is clearer now, and it’s definitely coming from in front of us.

      I’ve spent enough time reading Dad’s books full of maps and photos to get a handle on Gettysburg well enough, and with this reenactment coming up, he’s been obsessed with Devil’s Den. I’m suddenly glad I’ve had the time lately to pay attention.

      Looking around, I realize where I’m at in relation to a place Dad had pointed out—a cave formed by a natural spring beneath several boulders at Devil’s Den. If I can get Sam in there, at least we’d be free of the shooter enough that I can try to patch up his leg, or at least get the worst of the bleeding under control.

      “Follow me,” I tell him.

      But he doesn’t budge. “I won’t leave my regiment. I’m no shirker. Besides, if I don’t hold this position, I’m a dead man with those Rebs both in front and behind us.”

      “If we keep low, no one can shoot at us.” I still don’t get why he’s sticking to the playacting when there’s real danger out here. Maybe the injury to his leg is somehow affecting his mental state. If that’s the case, it’s even more critical that I treat him. I just hope I have enough supplies in my medical kit to take care of it until an ambulance gets here.

      He looks around like he’s trying to choose between me and the stupid rock he’s supposed to stay by.

      “Sam, this is a reenactment,” I say firmly. Maybe he just needs to hear that several times. “But if that is a real bullet in your leg, and if you don’t let me look at it, you’re going to be in trouble. Just follow me. I know this area well. There’s a cave just over this way.”

      His gaze follows my finger as I point left. “All right. But just keep down to the ground.”

      I have no intention of letting the shooter take off my head. “Of course.”

      Finally, I start crawling in that direction, though I wince at the pain in my back the whole way. Careful to keep my head low, it’s a slow process. Occasionally, I check the back of my head, and I’m glad I don’t feel any more wetness. Hopefully, my bleeding has stopped.

      Sam drags himself after me, also keeping low and pulling his bad leg behind. It feels like ages before we finally make it to where we can see the cave in the dim starlight. I turn to him, and his eyes are wide in surprise. “See? There’s a cave. We can duck in there and take a look at your leg.”

      He nods and follows me inside.
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      Only a few feet into the cave, I’m relieved that it insulates us—slightly—from the sound of the gunfire. There is still a possibility of someone shooting straight into it if they were to crawl down here on their bellies like we did, but it feels a lot safer than being outside in the middle of it. I’m just starting to feel better about all this when I step into a foot of water.

      “Hold up,” I tell Sam. Damn. I remember talking to my dad about the cave but forgot it’s part of an underground spring system. The further into the cave we go, the more water we’ll find, and it could get to a point where there’s no place to sit and tend to his gunshot wound. Still, dodging water is much better than dodging bullets. “We won’t be able to get much further in with the water in here, but we can find a place to rest. Here’s a good spot over here.”

      I gesture toward a wide area of dry dirt that will hold us both. He follows me, dragging his wounded leg along… at least, he follows me until I pull out my phone and turn on the flashlight.

      It startles me the way he quickly backs away, his eyes wide and full of fear. “What kind of witchcraft is this?” he asks, his voice quivering.

      “Witch—what?” I can’t believe his reaction. The guy looks absolutely terrified. “It’s just my cell.”

      “What on earth is a cell?”

      He keeps backing away toward the cave entrance—where all the gunfire is—and if I don’t stop him, he’s going straight outside. I need to calm him down and remind him where we are, not to mention that I need to look at his leg, and the more blood that pumps through him, the more will escape through his untreated wound, which can take his condition from bad to life-threatening.

      Now that I’ve shined the light on him, something in me shudders. His uniform looks authentic—too authentic, as though this guy hopped right out of the 1800s and landed here.

      But that’s impossible. Right?

      My physician’s training kicks in just as he’s about to back all the way out of the cave entrance. Pain and fear can do some unbelievable things to the brain, not to mention people’s emotions, causing them to act irrationally, even making their situation worse. I’ve worked with several patients experiencing this in my internship program, so I have an idea about how to calm him down. I’m not sure why he’s freaking out at a cell phone, but maybe his mind is playing tricks on him.

      “It’s just a light, see?” I stop shining it on him and point it toward the wall. I can see I have zero bars of service for some reason, even though I just had plenty at the visitor’s center, so a flashlight is really the only use for this phone right now anyway.

      He stops in his tracks—thankfully—but stays where he’s at.

      “That’s it, Sam.” I try to speak softly and calmly. Using his first name should also keep him grounded. “I need to look at your leg right away. This is just a light that will help me see it in the dark.” After hesitating for a beat, he moves a bit closer to me, and I can breathe again. One foot out that cave entrance, I might have watched him meet his end.

      For some reason, he keeps looking at the phone like it’s some sort of demon. This is all so strange, but I think of an idea. “It’s a new type of medical device.” Not exactly… but the idea seems to calm him down more.

      “If you’d like to hold it and look it over, you can,” I tell him. I hold it out for him, still keeping the flashlight trained on the cave wall.

      He reaches out, gingerly touching it and holding it for a second. “It appears to be harmless,” he says, but he still hands it back to me quickly as though he didn’t really want to touch it at all.

      “It is.” I gesture toward the wide dirt area again. “Please try to settle down here, against the wall. You should rest while I take a look at your gunshot wound, okay?”

      He nods lightly and moves toward the area, awkwardly dragging himself across the smaller rocks between us. Since his leg is so badly damaged, I have to help him get situated, and I can see in his eyes that he’s getting weaker from the injury. He exhales slowly as he leans against the rocky cave wall, then winces at the pain from his position change.

      “Okay, just try to relax.” Shining the light on the wound, I can tell even with his pants in the way that it’s bad. He’s lost a lot of blood. His pant leg from his calf down is completely soaked through—explaining the strong smell of blood I’ve been noticing—mixed in with a lot of mud and tiny pebbles that cling to him.

      It’s amazing he’s still alive, honestly.

      “I’m fine,” he insists, though I can see in his face that he knows he isn’t. At least he’s talking now and not so afraid of the flashlight.

      Once again thankful for the deep pockets in this dress, I pull out my medical kit, though it’s probably not enough to handle an injury this bad. Still, I have to do what I can, and I look through to take out everything I’ll need. The pair of tweezers I have is larger than standard, but it’s hardly sufficient for pulling a bullet out. I just hope it isn’t in too deep, or that it just went all the way through.

      Before I waste my disinfectant on the tweezers or anything else I’ll use, I need to get a better look at his wound. “Okay, I need to cut your pants so I can see what we’re dealing with here.”

      He nods, still wincing, and I dread having to add to his pain by putting disinfectant on him. I don’t have any strong pain medications in my kit. But it can’t be helped. I have to clean it up before he gets an infection, if he hasn’t already. I get through the thick fabric of his pant leg with my tiny scissors, thankful I didn’t put my sterile gloves on yet since his pants are so filthy with mud, rocks, and blood—so much blood.

      The bullet hole is pretty easy to spot, though it’s oozing with blood. At least it’s in a good spot, all things considered. “Good. It missed your femoral artery and clearly missed the bone.” He would already be dead if it had hit that artery. “But I’m going to have to see the back side to see if it went all the way through. Do you think you can switch positions?”

      He nods, but the look in his eyes tells me he knows how much this is going to hurt. Gritting his teeth, he adjusts his position and moves his leg just far enough for me to see the other side.

      “Okay, good. It went all the way through. Hold still right there.” Quickly, I slip on the gloves. “I have to sterilize the wound. This will sting–badly.”

      He nods again and braces for it, and there’s nothing I can do but make it quick. I need to work fast anyway because he’s still losing blood until I can get this cleaned up and get a few quick stitches in it. He lets out a stifled cry as I pour on some disinfectant and clean around the wound, just enough to get a bandage on so I can get to the front wound. I don’t want him to put it back on the dirty floor, so I use a piece of plastic I keep in the kit to lay beneath his leg.

      “Okay, now I need to clean up the front, so move it back to how you were.” He readjusts faster this time, and I get the front wound cleaned up as quickly as I can. He doesn’t wince quite as bad at the disinfectant on the front, which worries me. “I’m going to stitch it up the best I can with this small suture kit.” He barely nods. I get to work stitching up the entry wound before moving myself this time to stitch up the exit wound. It’s not my best work, but it will help stop the bleeding. Once I’m done, I tell him the next step. “All right. I need you to move one more time, just enough so I can wrap a bandage around the whole thing. The bleeding should be stopped for the most part now, so you can rest. Okay?”

      He nods weakly but manages to lift his leg enough for me to tie one of the CATs—Combat Application Tourniquets—from my kit around him, making sure it’s not too tight since he has the stitches. Then, I wrap a bandage around it.

      “Okay, you can relax now.” I can see in his eyes that he’s relieved it’s over. “Do you want to stay sitting up or lie down?”

      “I—” He starts to speak, but then he closes his eyes, and I can see him sink against the cave wall.

      “And now you’ve passed out.” I feel his pulse, which is strong, so I swing his legs around and get him in a reasonably more comfortable position on the cave floor, careful to keep his wound on the plastic, even though it’s well cleaned and covered.

      Looking at his pants, it's pretty clear he’s lost enough blood that his life could be in danger. But there’s no way I can lift the man, and even if I could, I have no idea what the hell is going on out there. Gunfire keeps erupting now and then, followed by cries–or worse–silence.

      I turn the flashlight off and put my phone away, thinking I should save the battery. I also put what’s left of my kit back together and shove that in my pocket. “Where are you, Dad?” I whisper, settling against the wall across from Sam. I know there’s not much in this world that could keep him from coming to me if my life is in danger. As much as I try, I can’t help thinking the worst, though I try to get it out of my mind as soon as it comes to me. He had to duck, and I had fallen down the rock cliff, and there was no way he could get to me, I tell myself. He didn’t call for me so the shooter wouldn’t know I was there.

      The more I think about it, the more it doesn’t make sense. My dad would move heaven and earth to get to me in a dangerous situation, especially since Mom died.

      No, I won’t let myself think something bad has happened to him.

      But clearly, something strange is going on. Sam here has a real gunshot injury in something that’s supposed to be a reenactment. Whatever this is, it seems like more than one person is causing the chaos. Maybe a group of gunmen decided to shoot up Gettysburg for real. It’s far-fetched, but crazier things have happened.

      Regardless, leaving the cave doesn’t seem to be an option because I definitely don’t want to get myself shot. I pull out my phone and check for a signal again. Nothing. Maybe they jammed the cell tower. Who are these people?

      I can’t stop myself from clicking on my photos and scrolling through a few of the most recent ones with Dad, especially the ones I took of him from the overlook. That seems like ages ago. I stop when I notice my phone battery is at eighty percent. “Better save that for later when the signal comes back… if it comes back.” I turn it all the way off for now.

      Sighing, I’m suddenly exhausted, so I move across the cave and settle into a spot next to Sam’s head so I can keep an eye on his pulse and his breathing. I lean against the dirty cave wall, inhaling and exhaling slowly, the way I often had when I got a few minutes of a  break in a crowded ER during my internship. Things had gotten better in my residency since I specialized in oncology, though the heartache of seeing families torn apart by cancer also led to more than a few moments when a good cry and some deep breathing exercises came in handy.

      With every gunshot that rings out in the night, I tense up. Whatever is going on out there, this is going to be a long night.

      I just hope Sam survives until morning.
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