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Prelude

Ode to a Soldier

Soldier boy, so far from home, 
Walking paths that are unknown. 

“Will I live or will I die?”
The soldier boy’s lonely cry.

I trained to fire my musket gun,
To shoot so straight at someone’s son.

But when I saw his face turn gray,
I longed to be so far away.

This path is full of fear and strife, 
My next turn may just end my life. 

So let’s be cautious in our zeal, 
’Cause death’s dark door is very real.

Soldier boy, so far from home, 
Walking paths that are unknown. 

“Will I live or will I die?”
Only God can hear his cry.

From the diary of Mary Thomsen
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he road never ended.
Nor did the thoughts that haunted the young British 

lieutenant Daniel Lowe night and day.
How did I ever get to this place?
Although just twenty-two years of age, Daniel felt as ancient as the 

granite stones lining the dirt highway. This war had long ceased being an 
adventure. He had seen enough bloodshed, starvation, and disease to last 
his entire lifetime. Only last night he held one of the regimental soldiers 
as he gasped his last breath, one more victim of the food shortage. The lad 
was only seventeen, the same age as Daniel’s brother had been. He would 
never forget the young man’s bones poking through his clothing.

“Lieutenant, sir.” Another soldier’s greeting interrupted his thoughts.
“Yes, Smythe.” Daniel glanced sideways at the thin-faced recruit.
“How much longer, sir… ’til we get to Boston, that is?” Smythe’s 

eyes widened with anxiety.
Daniel tried to appear encouraging, but he didn’t know what to say. 

After all, they were prisoners of war. Although the Continental Army 
had stated the prisoners would be put on ships to return to England, 
as long as they never took up arms against the colonies again, he knew 
better. There was no way the Colonial rebels would allow them so easy 
an escape. The “Lobsters,” as the King’s soldiers were called by the co-
lonial rabble, would be confined to a putrid camp where disease would 
rage and death would soon follow.

TT
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But this poor soldier looked for any hope he could hang onto, no matter 
how slim. Without hope, Daniel knew the young man would not survive.

“I do not know the distance, Smythe. It is a long way to the boats… 
and it’s a long way home. But you are still strong, and you’ll make it.”

“Thank you, sir.” The younger man fell behind his lieutenant once 
again in the ragged line of prisoners.

Daniel breathed in a shallow breath of frigid air and tried desperately 
to ignore the mounting pain in his left leg. He held little hope for his own 
survival. While attempting to save his regiment, he gave away enough of 
his allotted food to jeopardize his own health. Not that the weevil-infested 
sea biscuits were sufficient for even one man. His muscular frame shrank 
from weeks of deprivation and miles of forced marching. His filthy and 
tattered uniform hung loosely on him. And then there was that wound.

That last battle near Saratoga brought his first encounter with rebel 
lead. The ball found its home, shearing a large hole in his thigh muscle. 
He treated the injury as best he could without clean water and bandages.

As Daniel glanced down at his leg now, he sickened at the sight 
of green pus draining through the old bandage. As each step became 
more excruciating, he knew his limb was in serious trouble.

“Move along you wretches,” a Colonial guard yelled at the slow-
moving prisoners. “No time to coddle the lot of you.” The remnants 
of the army of British General John Burgoyne were being marched by 
the Continentals to Boston, still a rebel stronghold. It was late October, 
and Daniel knew the chill in the air promised an early winter.

Snow flurries dusted a thin layer on the bare oak and hickory trees 
along the dirt road. The stark outlines of gnarled branches and the dead 
leaves surrounding every tree trunk only added to the grim and lifeless 
scene as hundreds of men dragged their legs forward one step at a time.

The freezing wind whistled through the creaking tree limbs, elicit-
ing painful groans from the poorly clad soldiers.

Daniel’s long hair came undone from the ties that usually held it in place. 
Each gust of wintry air whipped the strands into his eyes, stinging each time. 
Weariness had drained his strength and any inclination to retie his hair.

Enticing aromas from nearby hearths beckoned at Daniel’s nostrils. 
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The intense hunger of the men played vividly on each face as the scents 
of unobtainable bread and roast venison only heightened their sense of 
hopelessness. Daniel glanced at the eyes of his fellow soldiers. Most of 
them were filled with tears from the cold wind as well as from despair. 
He waged the same battle of disheartenment.

This is a death march to be sure.
The excruciating pain in his limb grew overwhelming. Nausea welled 

in Daniel’s stomach as he forced himself to put one foot in front of the 
other. But he knew he couldn’t keep up much longer. He devised a plan. At 
some point, he would slip away into the thick woods along the highway.

Better to crawl under a tree to die than fall on the road and be shot by 
some impatient guard.

When the exhausted army of prisoners trudged through a local town, 
Daniel saw a chance for escape. Several youngsters from the village threw 
rocks at the British soldiers while shouting, “Dirty Lobsters!”

As the bellowing voices of the angry colonists distracted the guards, 
Daniel sprang for the woods, the pain in his leg overshadowed by the fear 
of being caught. His heart raced. His lungs sucked in deep pockets of cold 
air that fairly choked him. In his frantic escape, he lost all sense of time.

“Prisoner escaping!” shouted the guards, but he kept running. He 
threw off his red uniform — it would only be a target for a Continental 
marksman. Without his coat, the cold air gripped his torso. But he 
didn’t stop. The sound of musket fire and the whistling of lead forced 
his legs to move faster than he thought possible. But he wasn’t thinking 
about his actions. He responded to a visceral desire to survive.

His race ended in an abrupt and anguished halt as his leg gave 
way. Falling on the ground, he dragged himself behind some thick 
berry bushes that were long since void of fruit. The thorns dug into 
his chapped hands, but he hardly noticed the pain because his leg 
screamed for attention.

For a brief moment, he sensed something had changed. He forced 
himself to lie still. All was quiet.

The musket fire has ceased. They’ve stopped their pursuit.
Despite Daniel’s relief, the throbbing pain in his limb reached a 
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crescendo. Nausea thrust him in to spasms of heaving, but there was 
nothing in his stomach to expel.

As the retching ceased, he lay on his back in complete surrender. He 
stared at the cold gray sky through the trees overhead and hoped for 
one last glimpse of life, but even the forest birds had hidden themselves 
from his sight.

It didn’t matter. After all, he deserved all of this. And nothing could 
change all that had occurred in these last months of war. Nothing 
could erase his many transgressions.

Now, all he had to do was close his eyes and let the inevitable shad-
ow of death completely darken his already blackened soul. All was lost 
anyway. His war, his troops, his health, and, worst of all, those he loved.

Believing his life was ebbing away, Daniel held little hope of reach-
ing heaven. But he couldn’t take this hell on earth. He closed his eyes 
and waited for the reckoning of his Maker.


