

[image: ]




[image: ]




A 2011 Modern Library Hardcover Original

General introduction, editorial commentary, and chronology
copyright © 2011 by Harold Holzer
Compilation copyright © 2011 by Random House, Inc.
1861 part introduction copyright © 2011 by Craig L. Symonds
1862 part introduction copyright © 2011 by Stephen Sears
1863 part introduction copyright © 2011 by James M. McPherson
1864 part introduction copyright © 2011 by Joan Waugh
1865 part introduction copyright © 2011 by James I. Robertson

All rights reserved.

Published in the United States by Modern Library, an imprint of The Random House Publishing Group, a division of Random House, Inc., New York.

MODERN LIBRARY and the TORCHBEARER Design are registered trademarks of Random House, Inc.

The essays in this work, some of which appeared over the years in The Century Magazine, were originally published in the various volumes of Battles and Leaders of the Civil War, edited by Robert Underwood Johnson and Clarence Clough Buel and published between 1887 and 1888.

eISBN: 978-0-679-60430-3

www.modernlibrary.com

v3.1





IN MEMORY OF JOHN Y. SIMON,
A LEADER WHO LED BATTLES
AND KNEW THE WAR’S GREATEST GENERAL BEST OF ALL
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INTRODUCTION
Harold Holzer

The most popular, influential, and enduring collection of first-person Civil War memoirs ever published could trace its origins to a good-natured interoffice debate between two young magazine editors.

In July 1883, just a few days after the twentieth anniversary of the Battle of Gettysburg, Clarence Clough Buel of The Century Magazine initiated a lively discussion about the war with the colleague who sat at the next desk, fellow assistant editor Robert Underwood Johnson. Both men were barely thirty. Buel was a scrappy New Yorker and alumnus of the New York Tribune staff; Johnson was a young Century veteran who could trace his roots to both a Confederate general, Bushrod Johnson, and a Union politician, Indiana governor Oliver P. Morton.

The question they argued that fateful day was: Which Civil War engagement deserved to be ranked as the bloodiest battle of them all? Buel contended that “the grewsome [sic] distinction belonged to Chickamauga,”1 where one-third of all troops were killed or wounded in action in September 1863. Johnson insisted it was the June 1864 Union assault on Confederate breastworks at Cold Harbor, where casualty tolls reached 8,500. The two men could not agree on an answer that day (Chickamauga was in fact the costlier), but their lively discussion inspired Buel to a brainstorm: Why not let the magazine’s 125,000 readers in on the conversation by offering “a series of papers on some of the great battles of the war to be written by officers in command on both sides”?2 Johnson seconded the notion. A few days later, Buel pitched the idea to his boss, editor in chief Richard Watson Gilder.

The widely read magazine, which had begun its life as Scribner’s Monthly, had just published two articles recalling a major prewar event—John Brown’s 1859 Harpers Ferry raid—from pro-Brown and anti-Brown points of view. One piece had been authored by a proslavery “Virginian Who Witnessed the Fight,” but in a great show of evenhandedness it was accompanied by a commentary provided by a self-described “Radical Abolitionist” who sympathized with it.3 Reader response had been positive, and Buel now posited that subscribers to the 35-cent monthly would certainly embrace the idea of a modest new series—no more than eight to ten articles, he envisioned at first—on “the decisive battles” of the war itself. The articles would be written by generals, Union and Confederate alike, who had commanded the engagements two score years earlier—“or, if he were not living,” Johnson proposed, by “the person most entitled to speak for him or in his place.”4 The pieces would present both sides of each major battle, guaranteeing the same scrupulous fairness that had characterized the Harpers Ferry presentations.

The editors suggested an additional rule they calculated would boost circulation nationwide, even if it obliterated a crucial aspect of war history. Politics would be eschewed. The still divisive root causes of the war would be ignored and cool-headed military history encouraged. The series, as Johnson put it, would be presented in “an unsectional way”—meaning it would focus principally on battlefield action that could be recounted and dissected, rather than on underlying issues that might more readily open old wounds. Johnson proposed “rigid enforcement of our main principle, the exclusion of political questions.”5 To guarantee widespread appeal, sectional discord would be repressed in favor of straightforward accounts focusing on strategy and tactics—exhibiting what Buel later called “strict fairness to the testimony of both sides.” The articles would be marked by “good temper” and “unpartisan character,” with “each side” confining “controversy to its own ranks.” Union and Confederate writers alike would be urged to emphasize only “the benefit as well as the glory” of the specific events they were describing.6 These rules enhanced the prospects of wide popular acceptance, but at the expense of burying crucial aspects of Civil War memory.

Not everyone shared Buel’s enthusiasm for rehashing the late war, however free of rancor. The Century publishing company’s president and business manager, Roswell Smith, initially “expressed doubt whether the project would increase the circulation of the magazine” at all.7 Others, like Abraham Lincoln’s former assistant private secretary, John Hay, firmly believed that the war had “gone by,”8 predicting that readers would resist any efforts to churn up ancient animosities that reminded them of the painful events that had left dozens of cities ravaged and 600,000 young men dead. (Of course, Hay was at the time busy collaborating with his onetime White House colleague John G. Nicolay on a massive biography of the late president, which he intended for magazine serialization as well. He perhaps feared that the proposed new project might preempt their own.)

Buel, however, would not be dissuaded. He insisted that a Civil War series would not only interest “veterans in their own memories,” but also contribute to “instructing the generation which has grown up since the War for the Union.” His boss, Richard Gilder, editor since 1881, was widely known to the public at the time as both the magazine’s unbilled “voice” and also as a prominent poet (Buel and Johnson dabbled in verse as well).9 But it was likely as a Union veteran, too—he had served briefly as an emergency volunteer to repel the 1863 Confederate invasion of Pennsylvania—that Gilder “at once cordially adopted the suggestion,” according to an official introduction prepared three years later. Although the Philadelphia Times had published a similar series in 1879, also from both Union and Confederate vantage points, Gilder insisted that “this war-series is a flank movement on all our rivals. It is a great scheme.”10 He eventually won the support of publisher Smith by stressing the project’s commercial, not educational, possibilities. Ultimately, Smith too came to see the wisdom (and profitability) in expanding the reader base among the war’s survivors. Enlightening the proud children of the war’s veterans would provide a bonus, since they not unimportantly represented a new generation of potential subscribers. In other words, the series struck editors and publisher alike not only as a genuine public service but, more important, as a lucrative marketing bonanza.

Encouraged to proceed, Gilder assigned Johnson to lead the effort, with Buel assisting. Buel prepared an outline during his summer vacation. Johnson began contacting potential contributors. By then few inside the company doubted that the series would prove appealing. Yet it is probably fair to say that no one who signed off on the project in 1883 could have imagined the scope, size, importance, or enduring reputation that it eventually achieved.

Nor did they anticipate the setbacks that nearly derailed it before it could see the light of day. “Little did I think as a boy during the Civil War as I read the news from the front every night to my father,” Johnson later remembered, “that I should some day come into close personal relations with many of the commanders on both sides whose names were then household words to us.” Indeed, many of these living legends eventually became contributors. But some initially proved so reluctant to participate in the “War Series” that the enterprise nearly collapsed before it could begin.

A writer who later remembered working for Gilder recalled of his skill for tapping talent, “No other was so bent upon finding, not only new writers, but new paths for established ones.”11 But for a time, the recruitment of star contributors—an effort Gilder jokingly called “General Catching”—proved far more difficult than anyone at The Century had reckoned. Not surprisingly, the editors first approached the former president and undisputed hero of the Union cause, Ulysses S. Grant. But as Johnson admitted, initially “we made no progress in this flank attack upon the General’s position.” Still physically drained by his recent two-year-long world tour, and with recent books (by others) just beginning to rehabilitate his reputation after his disastrous second term in the White House, Grant was reluctant to contribute to new endeavors that might upset the improving equilibrium. “I do not feel now as though I could undertake the articles asked for by the Century,” he insisted. Besides, as he argued, his onetime military staff aide Adam Badeau had recently published an exhaustive account containing just about everything that anyone might have wanted to know about Grant’s military career.12 

Onetime Confederate general P.G.T. Beauregard was equally dismissive, telling Century editors he was far too busy with other projects to participate either. Union legend Philip Sheridan was planning a memoir of his own, and did not want to scoop his own recollections for the benefit of The Century. General William T. Sherman was certain such a project could never succeed and was “rather inclined to pooh-pooh our undertaking,” Johnson lamented.13 And the general who had surrendered to Sherman in North Carolina—Joseph E. Johnston—suspected that the project was some kind of New York plot to trample on Lost Cause glory. Editor Johnson personally wooed Johnston on visits to his Washington, D.C., home and again at his New York hotel. But he found the old general not only “suspicious of being entrapped,” but also “irascible … difficult … as dry as ‘the remainder biscuit after a voyage, and technical to the dotting of an i.’ ” For a time, Johnston remained “depressingly unresponsive” to the Century’s overtures.14 

Response from lesser-known commanders was not much more enthusiastic. Facing a vexing predicament he labeled his “Scylla and Charybdis,” Johnson encountered “reluctance” both among officers wary of speaking “of persons who are no longer living” and from those unwilling to criticize “certain persons still living.” Facing all this seemingly intractable resistance, the editor grandiloquently complained that “it was at first hard steering for the Muse of History.”15 After Confederate general James Longstreet, too, declined, editor Gilder reluctantly told Johnson: “Without such names as his, Sherman’s, Beauregard’s … Sheridan & Grant absolutely assured we must face the issue of postponing another year.”16 

Then, just a few months later, the Century’s prospects dramatically rose—because Grant’s suddenly plummeted. After news broke that a business partner had swindled the general out of his entire fortune, the magazine promptly renewed its invitation that he contribute, expressing “regret and sympathy” over the general’s widely publicized ruin. The public, Johnson craftily told Adam Badeau, “would be glad to have its attention diverted from Grant’s present troubles, and no doubt such diversion of his own mind would be welcome to him.” More important, Gilder offered Grant $500 per article, and that broke the logjam. The general, who desperately needed money, abruptly folded his tent: he not only signed on, but set to work without delay, submitting a draft article on the Battle of Shiloh by June 30. “The series ‘smiles’ now as it never has before,” Gilder exulted, certain he could now “bag” such “big flounders” as Sherman and Sheridan, too.17 

The smiles proved short-lived. The editors read Grant’s initial submission with “dismay.” To Johnson, it was little more than “a copy of his dry official report of that engagement, as printed in the ‘Rebellion Records,’ with which we had already made ourselves familiar.” So, with a proof copy in hand, Johnson went to see the general. “Without at first letting him know of its unsuitableness to the series,” Johnson drew him into a lively conversation about the battle, taking copious notes as Grant fluently reminisced. Then the editor subtly ventured that such personal recollections were “typical of what was essential” for the magazine series. Johnson suggested that the Shiloh article should be just like “a talk as he would make to friends after dinner, some of whom should know all about the battle and some nothing at all.” Grant “seemed astonished at this,” Johnson admitted, but vowing he would try again, the general took back the article and revised it.18 

Grant recruited biographer Badeau to approve (and edit) this and each of his subsequent contributions. Badeau likely proved helpful. Although he and Grant occasionally squabbled, the small, bespectacled former diplomat had genuine literary flair—he had once served as a theater critic—although the two later fell out, predictably, over money.19 By July 15, the general was working on his Battle of the Wilderness reminiscence while on vacation at Long Branch, New Jersey, gamely asking Gilder if he wanted him to cover just the battle or the entire James River campaign. Perhaps half seriously, the financially strapped Grant added, “If the latter I fear I will have to strike; not for higher wages; but because I do not want to do so much work now.”20 

That summer, Grant urged Sherman to reconsider his own refusal to participate. “I hope both you and Sheridan will contribute to the series because they are to be written, in every instance, by persons who participated in the scenes described. It is better that it should be done by persons who had the largest opportunity of witnessing all that took place.”21 Ever loyal to his old commander, Sherman signed on, and so, eventually, did Admiral David Dixon Porter, General James Longstreet, and others, though Sheridan, Benjamin Butler, Winfield Scott Hancock, and a few other notables steadfastly declined. So did the late Robert E. Lee’s son George Washington Custis Lee, a considerable setback for the plan. Similarly, Confederate general Jubal Early insisted he “could not write fairly for pay,” adding rather ponderously: “Compensation for such hireling work was … a dis-honorarium.”

Joseph E. Johnston, too, remained immune to the magazine’s overtures—that is, until he came to the conclusion that contributing would give him an opportunity to lambaste his old nemesis, Jefferson Davis. He ultimately agreed to submit four articles.22 The editors wooed additional prey relentlessly and ingeniously: if money did not do the trick, they tugged at the heartstrings. When, for example, Confederate colonel W.C.P. Breckinridge resisted the editors’ initial overtures, a persistent Gilder implored: “Please don’t say ‘no’ to our war request! This is the time for the ‘unveiling of all hearts.’ If the North can see the heart of the South, and the South the North’s, they will love each other as never before!” Breckinridge, too, succumbed.

So did others. The famously reluctant Union general George McClellan—his character and literary style as “Corinthian” as Grant’s was “Doric,” remembered Johnson—became “one of the most interesting of the contributors.” He was one of the most newsworthy as well: his previous five articles in the magazine had assiduously avoided the war and focused on his own world tour.23 Now McClellan agreed to tackle the subject afresh, though unlike Joe Johnston, he avoided (or was asked by the editors to avoid) criticism of his old commander in chief, Abraham Lincoln, whom he had once dismissed as a “Gorilla.”24 Even an initially gunshy P.G.T. Beauregard finally came around after Gilder asked a mutual friend—author George Washington Cable, who had previously published in The Century—to intercede.25 

These were not the only well-known writers ultimately to join the growing roster of contributors. The Century procured recollections by such Union luminaries as Ambrose E. Burnside, Oliver O. Howard, and Horace Porter, and Confederate history makers like Joseph Wheeler, D. H. Hill, and Edward Porter Alexander. Literary flair would be provided by Union general Lew Wallace, whose bestselling novel Ben-Hur had appeared in 1880.

Grant alone would contribute four separate articles to the “Battles and Leaders” series on his most important wartime campaigns, which the editors later boasted “became the foundation of his ‘Personal Memoirs’ ”—a book that The Century fully expected to publish itself until Samuel Clemens interceded with a better offer, money always being Grant’s chief concern. But only weeks before the hero’s death from cancer in 1885, Grant’s son Fred hailed the editors as “generous,” telling them that “Father’s connection with the Century Magazine has been pleasant, and he feels gratified in having done business with men who have always acted the part of gentlemen.” In the end, Grant earned $4,000 for his contributions—a rate inexplicably double the editors’ original offer. Longstreet took in $2,715, and Johnston, $500.26 

The debut articles in the magazine series—Beauregard’s account of the Battle of Bull Run, together with a six-page enlisted man’s perspective on the same engagement by one Warren Lee Goss entitled “Recollections of a Private”—finally appeared in the November 1884 issue, a year and a half after the editors first proposed the series. Initially, it might be noted, all the accounts in the articles were to be grouped under the soporific title “Men and Events of the Civil War.” But assistant editor Buel countered that “Leaders & Battles is better,” persuasively arguing that “ ‘Battles’ is the main thing. ‘Events’ might seem as if we were going into, say, the condition & action of the freedmen—the Emancipation Proclamation—and other events not connected with battles.” Anything that implied a concentration on toxic issues like slavery and race—however crucial and unresolved—was the last thing the editors wished to suggest. Johnson took Buel’s cue, and wisely massaged the suggestion into the enduring title: “Battles and Leaders of the Civil War.”

For the three years that followed, until the edition of November 1887, the recollections and reminiscences poured forth, not a dozen or so articles in total, as originally proposed, but several new articles each month: ninety-nine altogether (plus an array of sidebars called “Memoranda of the Civil War”). The editors may have decreed that the subjects of race and politics be ignored, but they also recognized that the “literary inexperience of men of action and sometimes their inability to make interesting records” required occasional relief. Of course, the broader contents of each issue never lacked for diversionary literature and how-to advice on a myriad of other subjects: the first edition to feature “Battles and Leaders,” for example, also boasted the latest excerpt from William Dean Howells’s novel The Rise of Silas Lapham, along with such diverse pieces as “The Chinese Theater,” “Vedder’s Accompaniment to the Song of Omar Khayyam,” and “The Principles and Practice of House-Drainage.” Nonetheless the editors also procured softer war features like Mark Twain’s reminiscence “The Private History of a Campaign That Failed”; Joel Chandler Harris’s “Free Joe,” a fictional story replete with cringe-making “darky” dialect; and Constance Cary Harrison’s home-front account of “A Virginia Girl in the First Year of the War.”27 

Not that the “War Series” itself lacked for bite and contentiousness. Though “endeavoring to hold the scales of justice evenly between the disputants” and thus “winning the respect of both,” editor Johnson almost boasted that “it was not long before we found ourselves knee-deep in controversy, not across Mason and Dixon’s Line, but between officers on one side or other” of particular wartime engagements. Quickly aware that every battle produced “at least four points of view”—those of the man credited with victory, the one who believes he deserves credit more, the commander blamed for defeat, and the officer blamed in turn by the losing commander—the editors commissioned, for example, varying accounts of Longstreet’s delayed arrival at Gettysburg, George G. Meade’s failure to pursue Lee after that battle, and the nature of Grant’s near defeat on the first day at Shiloh. Even if the overall product stressed “intersectional reconciliation,” its individual elements could be explosive. Once, a mere footnote criticizing “old army” General David E. Twiggs’s hasty surrender of San Antonio to Texas early in the war—the source quoted Twiggs as being willing to “surrender to an old woman with a broomstick” if authorized by the state—incited one of the late general’s surviving staff officers to challenge editor Johnson to a duel. “Some of these controversies were acrimonious,” Johnson conceded. But he insisted that “the total result … even with these differences” constituted “a unique body of mémoires pour servir, as the French call materials of history.”28 

To their credit, the editors worked diligently to “shape the form, and enliven the color of the narrative[s].” Faced with a formidable problem—contributions that simply ran too long—they took up their pencils and cut. They would not guarantee any of their authors, no matter how famous, that their contributions would appear without changes. This strict policy they maintained even when a major potential author like Jefferson Davis, eager to rebut P.G.T. Beauregard’s and Joseph E. Johnston’s unflattering accounts of his leadership, insisted as a precondition that his words appear in print exactly as written. Eager as they were to have Davis in the fold—editors offered him seven thousand words for his recollections and assured him they would never “take the liberty of publishing part of it, or of making omissions, without first having given you our reasons and having received your permission”—they would not surrender editorial control. As Johnson wrote to Davis: “We think you will appreciate our reluctance to part with the editorial autocracy to the extent of engaging in advance to publish every word of an article on a controversial subject.” Davis did not. In the end, the first and only president of the Confederacy declined to provide an article.29 

Editors were determined from the first to get the details right. To guarantee scrupulous accuracy, Union general James B. Fry, who had served as Union provost-martial during the 1863 New York City draft riots, joined the project as an adviser and fact checker, always willing “to elucidate some obscure point, none the less if it involved controversy.”30 The editors turned for “special aid” to Colonel Robert N. Scott, editorial director of the office that had produced the Official Records of the war (and when he died, to his successor, Colonel H. M. Lazelle). While he lived, Scott even shared advance proofs of yet to be issued later volumes of the massive Official Records of the War of the Rebellion. Looking South as well, the editors employed General Marcus J. Wright, War Department agent for the collection of Confederate records.

From the very first article, the series also featured as accompaniment well-chosen and astutely orchestrated illustrations. Buel was determined from the start that the articles would be “better illustrated than battles and battlefields have ever been, before”31 —beginning with accomplished sketches of a Louisiana Tiger drummer boy and a group of soldiers camped along Blackburn’s Ford, followed by a portrait of Beauregard’s Bull Run opponent, Union general Irvin McDowell. These pictures ushered in the practice of featuring ambitious pictures for each entry, for which the magazine tapped a dazzling array of photograph collections, artists, cartographer-draftsmen, and engravers to supply material.

To serve as principal reference models, the Massachusetts Commandery of the Loyal Legion shared its complete holdings of the Mathew Brady and Alexander Gardner photographic records of the Civil War. The editors assigned Alexander W. Drake and W. Lewis Fraser of the magazine’s art department to supervise the commissioning and placement of engravings, stressing “the importance of accuracy … in the preparation of the illustrations.” Reflecting this commitment, editors asked Admiral Porter himself to review the illustrations for the articles on the battles for New Orleans.32 

The art directors were quick to recruit the best artistic talent. Military painter Thure de Thulstrup, whose watercolors had inspired a famous series of Civil War battle chromolithographs by Boston’s Louis Prang & Co., enrolled in the project. He was joined by other Prang alumni, such as marine artists Julian O. Davidson and Xanthus Smith (who had actually served on ships in the Union navy). Joining the ranks were Theodore R. Davis, wartime artist-correspondent for Harper’s Weekly; battlefield artist Edwin Forbes, who had served as a staff artist for the rival Frank Leslie’s Illustrated Newspaper; landscape and history painter Edward Lamson Henry; portrait and mural artist William Morris Hunt; and prolific military specialist Henry O. Ogden. The gifted Waud brothers—Alfred and William—both of whom had worked as illustrators for the picture weeklies during the war, joined the roster of contributors, too.

Nor were pro-Confederate painters ignored. The magazine featured the work of soldier-artist Allen C. Redwood (who also contributed an article on the Second Battle of Bull Run), along with that of William L. Sheppard, William Trego, Gilbert Gaul, James E. Taylor, and even Adalbert J. Volck, a Copperhead Marylander whose anti-Lincoln and pro-Confederate etchings, though famous today, had been suppressed in Union-held Baltimore throughout the war. Altogether, The Century engaged more than sixty engravers to produce illustrations. And the magazine spared no expense when it came to presenting maps, some of which became the first to be published of specific actions since the war itself. General Johnston himself labored over the maps of the Battle of Seven Pines, while editor Buel, “with his clairvoyant instinct for visualizing a battle,” assumed overall responsibility for “supervision” of the series’ hundreds of maps. All these illustrations more than lived up to the editors’ boast that pictures proved “a most striking and not the least important feature of the work.”33 

The recruitment of leading writers and illustrators, the magazine’s unsparing attention to editorial integrity, accuracy, and design, and perhaps, too, its bland rejection of matters of race and politics, paid off handsomely. The maiden issue of November 1883, Gilder boasted joyfully, sold “beyond anything hitherto known to us.”34 Within only six months of the series’ debut, the circulation of The Century spiked nearly 80 percent—rising from 127,000 to 225,000. The magazine would soon claim a total readership (people then shared their magazines) of some two million per issue. Reader comments poured in and soon began appearing in their own section. Though Buel had predicted in an introductory editorial that “in popular interest as well as historical importance” the articles would “deserve wider attention than any other ever undertaken by the magazine,” the editors soon admitted that they were “hardly prepared for the almost unbroken response of welcome.” Accolades arrived “in the generous notice of the press … the large number of encouraging and helpful letters,” and “most practical of all, in the extraordinary increase in the circulation of the magazine.”35 

To the delight of John Nicolay and the once skeptical John Hay, the public’s enthusiasm for wartime history remained undiminished when their own Lincoln project began its concurrent serialization in The Century in 1886. From then until late 1887, Century readers could thus rely on the magazine to devote a major portion of each and every issue to firsthand reminiscences of both the conflict and its most famous character—literally, as promised, an unparalleled account of the battles and leaders of the Civil War. What had been originally conceived as a modest series of eight to ten articles expanded exponentially into a massive outpouring of words and images.

Understandably, the editors found it impossible to predict how long the public would remain interested in the series. Although they had launched the project believing it might continue it for one, maybe two years, by the time they detected a downturn in reader enthusiasm, they had issued multiple pieces in thirty-six consecutive monthly issues—and still had dozens of unpublished articles in reserve. But three years after it began, the serialization finally came to an end. In terms of its publishing history, however, “Battles and Leaders” was a long way from dying.

In 1888, only a year after the serialization terminated, the Century Company came out with a four-volume edition in book form, edited by Buel and Johnson, presenting all ninety-nine original illustrated Century articles and accompanying “Memoranda” in chronological order, from a description of Washington, D.C., on the eve of the war in 1861 to the complete text of Robert E. Lee’s farewell to the Army of Northern Virginia in 1865.

But there was more. The books’ allure—making the material seem fresh even to faithful magazine readers—was not only that it preserved the original memoirs in handsome binding, but that it included bonus articles in the bargain. Formerly reluctant contributors to the magazine like Jubal Early now consented to allow excerpts from their own books to be included in the bound volumes. Featured, too, were a number of articles that had originally appeared not in The Century but in such rival publications as the North American Review, Southern Bivouac, the Philadelphia Weekly Times, and the Philadelphia Weekly Press. Despite its titanic length (four thick volumes with a total of 3,090 pages, including a comprehensive index of some forty thousand items)36 , the new set sold an astounding seventy-five thousand copies. Ever since, it has remained a mother lode resource for historians, and a source of continued fascination—in all its subsequent reprints—for students of the Civil War.

A decade after the books first came off the press, in 1894, the publishers continued to mine the endlessly rich subject with a one-volume “People’s Edition” they entitled The Century War Book. It was designed, according to its preface, to introduce wartime history to “a larger body of readers than has been reached even by the great circulations of the completer book and of The Century Magazine.”37 Notwithstanding the ebbs and flows in reader interest over the years, the Century Company later calculated that it profited from its Battles and Leaders enterprises to the tune of a breathtaking million dollars.

Perhaps Richard Watson Gilder was not overreaching when he gushed that “this war series is the most important thing, historically, I ever expect to live to see in this century.”38 Whether he meant by the word “century” the magazine or the epoch remains unclear. It is reasonable to think he may have imagined both.

But after such wide circulation, and all its subsequent editions, it is fair to ask what today—125 years after the first of these articles appeared in print and 150 years after North and South unleashed the first guns of the Civil War—constitutes the “best” of Battles and Leaders? How does one appraise, select, and present the essential materials from that voluminous archive that, undimmed by time, continue to endure as essential accounts of the Civil War, just as originally advertised?

Assembled in the belief that the archive more than deserves renewed attention, this collection attempts to make those choices for a new generation of readers. To help do so, the editor of this volume recruited a roster of distinguished scholars that almost rivals the list of famous authors who contributed to the original volumes: Civil War historians Craig L. Symonds, Stephen W. Sears, James M. McPherson, Joan Waugh, and James I. Robertson, Jr. Their extraordinary previous contributions include authoritative works on the land and sea war, from Union and Confederate perspectives alike, along with books on Lincoln’s command leadership and the careers of Generals George B. McClellan, Ulysses S. Grant, and Stonewall Jackson—to cite but a few of their award-winning contributions to the fields of military and political history. The editor invited them to join him in selecting year-by-year highlights from the original collection, divided into the five years of the war, 1861 through 1865, and also to write individual introductions that focus on the military engagements recalled in each, with an eye to appraising the interpretations offered in the original Battles and Leaders.

The choices were not always easy or obvious. The leading writers of the magazine series are all included—Grant, McClellan, Beauregard, Johnston, and Longstreet, to name but a few—but so are the keen observations of lesser-known generals and staff officers such as John D. Imboden (writing on Stonewall Jackson’s last campaign), Jacob D. Cox (on Antietam), Darius N. Couch (on Chancellorsville), Henry J. Hunt (the three days’ fighting at Gettysburg), John Coddington Kinney (on Farragut at Mobile Bay), and Horace Porter (on Lee’s surrender at Appomattox). To widen the opportunities for inclusion, the choices were selected from the four-volume book edition, not just the original magazine series. The overall result, it is hoped, is a rich and representative collection to treasure anew throughout the sesquicentennial of the American Civil War.

______

The year that the four-volume book edition of Battles and Leaders first appeared in print, 1888, Century editor Richard Watson Gilder journeyed to Gettysburg for the twenty-fifth anniversary of the monumental battle there (its twentieth anniversary, five years earlier, had inspired the original series). Here on this sacred ground he offered, as if providing a rationale in verse for the high purpose and hard work that had informed his magazine’s ambitious project, a personal vision for preserving history and recognizing its heroes as a way of cementing the bonds of reunion:


              Shade of our greatest, O look down to-day!

                   Here the long, dread midsummer battle roared,

                   And brother in brother plunged the accursed sword;—

                   Here foe meets foe once more in proud array,



              Yet not as once to harry and to slay,

                   But to strike hands, and with sublime accord

                   Weep tears heroic for the souls that soared

                   Quick from earth’s carnage to the starry way.



              Each fought for what he deemed the people’s good,

                   And proved his bravery by his offered life,

                   And sealed his honor with his outpoured blood.…



Gilder and the editors of The Century Magazine sincerely believed that their extraordinary enterprise “exerted an influence in bringing about a better understanding between the soldiers” who fought one another in the Civil War, contributing significantly to a “new heritage of manhood and peace.”39 Buel and his colleagues may have overstated their contributions to sectional reconciliation—for it all but excluded the idea of extending civil rights to African Americans, failing even to properly acknowledge their battlefield sacrifices in fighting for their own freedom. (The book version at least attempted to correct the imbalance a bit by including a chapter on the “colored troops” at Petersburg.)

But Buel, Johnson, and Gilder did not overstate the venerable project’s overall contribution to American history. Never before, or since, have so many firsthand accounts so vividly, dispassionately, and authoritatively described the large and small struggles of the armies and navies of blue and gray who were so determined to fight, and if necessary die, to secure their clashing visions of American freedom.

What Robert Underwood Johnson said of the series in 1923—forty years after he helped launch it—remains true today: “The work is of such a character that it simply cannot be ignored in any consideration of the Civil War, to which, in another cycle of historical study, public attention is likely to revert.…”

Let the new cycle of public attention begin, with the best of Battles and Leaders again at its very core.



1861




INTRODUCTION
Craig L. Symonds

The first ten months of the American Civil War—from Lincoln’s inauguration in March to the beginning of the first wartime winter—marked a period of experimentation and adjustment for both sides. The national government in Washington had to adjust to a wartime footing, and in Montgomery, Alabama (later in Richmond, Virginia), the breakaway states had to create a government from scratch. There were two important battles during this period: one in the Eastern Theater along the banks of Bull Run Creek near Manassas, Virginia, and one in the Western Theater at Wilson’s Creek in Missouri, as well as a naval action at Port Royal, South Carolina. Each of these seemed epic at the time, though all of them were subsequently eclipsed by the unimagined fury and bloodshed of the great battles that would follow.

The essays in this first section of Battles and Leaders of the Civil War cover this period of experiment and adjustment. They are, of course, firsthand accounts by eyewitnesses and participants, but since they were written down some twenty years later in the 1880s, the authors also benefited from hindsight. Eyewitness accounts they may be, but they are also after-the-fact assessments, and a few of the authors used them as an opportunity to settle old scores.

The war began at Fort Sumter on April 12, 1861. Stunning as it was, the first shot was hardly a surprise to the garrison. Since the day after Christmas 1860, when Major Robert Anderson moved his men and their dependents from Fort Moultrie on Sullivan’s Island out to the more isolated—and therefore more defensible—Fort Sumter, the men of the garrison knew that they were at the center of a dispute that could turn violent at any moment.

Sergeant James Chester, who rose to the rank of captain in the ensuing war, was one of those who worked tirelessly to prepare Sumter for the expected onslaught. His story provides unique insight into the ingenuity of the besieged garrison. Fort Sumter was still unfinished on December 26, and there was a lot of work to do. The soldiers put the heavy guns in place, mined the small wooden pier, erected some guns at an angle to use as mortars, and even fabricated some ersatz hand grenades in case of an attack by small boats. They created what Chester calls a “flying fougasse”—a barrel filled with small stones that had a canister of black powder at its center, making it a kind of fragmentation bomb, which they planned to roll down onto attackers. Interestingly, Chester notes that Anderson declined to place the heavy barbette guns on the highest tier of the fort. Though such guns were likely to have the greatest impact in any subsequent artillery duel, their crews would also be fully exposed to return fire, and Anderson did not want to put them at risk. Anderson not only worried about the safety of his artillerists, he hoped to avoid a confrontation altogether. As a Kentuckian, he was especially conflicted about the prospect of civil war.

In another essay, Confederate lieutenant general Stephen D. Lee (who was a mere captain in 1861 and one of Brigadier General P.G.T. Beauregard’s young aides) offers a summary of the negotiations and private conversations that informed the decision to open fire. Beauregard dispatched Lee and James Chesnut (another aide) out to Sumter to ask Anderson if he would surrender. He would not, but he admitted, “Gentlemen, if you do not batter the fort to pieces about us, we shall be starved out in a few days.” In Montgomery, Jefferson Davis and his advisers wanted Anderson to commit to a specific time. After a rapid exchange of telegrams, Anderson responded that he would have to evacuate by the fifteenth—in three days—unless he received supplies or reinforcements before then. Better informed than Anderson, Davis knew that supplies were already en route, and he ordered Beauregard to open fire. At about 3:30 A.M., Lee and Chesnut handed Anderson a note telling him that the batteries would open “one hour from this time.”

A few minutes past 4:30 A.M. on April 12, 1861, Lee and Chesnut were in a small boat just north of Fort Sumter in Charleston Harbor. They had rowed over to Fort Johnson on James Island to deliver Beauregard’s orders and were heading back to Fort Moultrie when Lee noticed the muzzle flash of a gun on James Island. He watched as the ten-inch mortar shell traced an arc across the night sky and exploded over the ramparts of Fort Sumter. That explosion, Lee writes, “woke the echoes from every nook and corner of the harbor, and in this the dead hour of the night, before dawn, that shot was a sound of alarm that brought every soldier in the harbor to his feet, and every man, woman, and child in the city of Charleston from their beds.” Writing in the 1880s, Lee presents the story as a human tragedy, and his account is absent any triumphalist sentiment that may have animated others.

The onset of war prompted a surge of patriotism in both the North and South. Jacob Cox, who later became a division commander in the Union army, recalls in his essay, “At the first shot from Beauregard’s guns in Charleston Harbor … men crowded to the recruiting stations to enlist for the defense of the national flag and the national union.” He describes the ad hoc nature of this early mobilization in the North, which featured the election of officers, the establishment of rudimentary campsites, and the almost comical early efforts to drill the men. “The arriving regiments,” he writes, “sometimes had their first taste of camp life under circumstances well calculated to dampen their ardor.”

Fort Sumter had a revolutionary impact on the South as well. Lincoln’s call for volunteers on April 15, which implied a federal effort to coerce the states back into the Union, provoked four more states—including Virginia—to join the Confederacy, and the rebel government moved from Montgomery to Richmond. Though there were no political parties in the South and thus no formal opposition to the government, there was personal and often bitter criticism from several quarters. One of the most vocal critics was Robert Barnwell Rhett of South Carolina, an early fire-eater who had been greatly disappointed when he had been overlooked for the presidency of the new Confederacy. Rhett died in 1876, but the editors of The Century invited his son, who bore the same name, to write about the formation of the Confederate government.

The younger Rhett had spent the war as the antiadministration editor of the Charleston Mercury, and his essay is not kind to Davis. He asserts that most of the important business of nation building in Montgomery was conducted secretly behind closed doors, and insists that the South’s leaders failed to take advantage of early opportunities to improve their position. In effect, he argues, “We could have won if only …” Rhett ticks off the lost opportunities one by one: the failure to use the power of King Cotton to gain leverage with foreign powers; the failure to purchase warships from Europe (for which he blames Confederate navy secretary Stephen Mallory); and the failure to pledge low tariffs, which he insists would have prompted European governments to sign alliances with the Confederacy.

Rhett’s laments are part and parcel of the Lost Cause view of the war, which was in full flower in the 1880s. But Rhett’s real purpose is to malign and indict Jefferson Davis. He quotes his father, who told him in 1865: “Mr. Davis never had any policy; he drifted from the beginning to the end of the war.” The clear implication is that with better leadership—presumably featuring Robert Barnwell Rhett—the South could have won.

The two pieces on the Battle of Bull Run are especially interesting, more for what they reveal about internal bickering in the upper echelons of Confederate leadership than for details of the battle itself. P.G.T. Beauregard’s essay was one of the first to be published in The Century Magazine, appearing in November 1884. Beauregard’s personal flamboyance and garrulousness are evident in his writing, which is characterized by very long sentences in even longer paragraphs (some as long as three pages). Beauregard complains that Jefferson Davis rejected his “brilliant and comprehensive” plan and forced him to remain on the defensive at Bull Run. “With 6500 men and 13 pieces of artillery,” he writes, “I now awaited the onset of the enemy, who were pressing forward 20,000 strong.…” Despite this, Beauregard writes, “I myself” led a movement of “such keeping and dash that the whole plateau was swept clear of the enemy.”

No one who knew Beauregard was surprised by this kind of self-promotional puffery, for it had been a hallmark of the mercurial Creole general since his youth. But Beauregard not only dismissed Jefferson Davis in his essay, he also made only a fleeting reference to his own superior on the field, Confederate general Joseph E. Johnston. Touchy about such things, Johnston eagerly accepted an offer to write his own essay on the battle, hoping also to set the record straight concerning his own relationship with Jefferson Davis. The Confederate president’s memoir, Rise and Fall of the Confederate Government, had appeared in 1881, and believing that Davis had “degraded me to the utmost of his power,” Johnston was determined to respond. Instead of an essay, therefore, Johnston submitted a pedantic line-by-line rebuttal of Davis’s memoir, beginning many of his paragraphs with “Mr. Davis says,” followed by a quoted passage, and then a rebuttal. A number of Johnston’s corrections are technical and petty, and the result is to make Johnston himself seem petty. While he was at it, Johnston took a few swipes at Beauregard, too. “An opinion seems to prevail,” Johnston wrote, “that important plans of General Beauregard were executed by him. It is a mistake.… As fought, the battle was made by me.” However valid, such a claim infuriated Beauregard, who then offered his own rebuttal, which appeared in the original Battles and Leaders volumes, and which is also included here.

The western counterpart to the Battle of Bull Run in July was the Battle of Wilson’s Creek in August. As in Virginia, a Federal army advanced against a rebel position anticipating victory; as in Virginia, undisciplined but determined men shot one another down; and as in Virginia, a rebel counterattack at the right time and place drove the Federal army from the field in near panic. Confederate brigadier general Nicholas B. Pearce describes his role in the battle and gives credit for the eventual Confederate victory to the Arkansas troops he commanded. “The Arkansans in this battle were as brave, as chivalrous, and as successful as any of the troops engaged,” he writes. The real value of this essay, however, is Pearce’s admission that the death of the Union commander, Brigadier General Nathaniel Lyon, was very likely a major factor in the Union defeat. “In the light of the present day,” Pearce writes, “it is difficult to measure the vast results had Lyon lived.…”

Before Lyon was killed, and before the bulk of the Union army fell back, a Union flanking column led by German-born brigadier general Franz Sigel was roughly treated and repulsed in great disorder. Pearce notes that Sigel “made vain attempts to hold his men,” but in the end he could not, and the whole column fled all the way back to Springfield. Soon afterward, Sigel’s behavior at the battle became grist for the rumor mill. One rumor had it that his undisciplined men had stopped to loot houses, which was why they were surprised by the rebel counterattack; another was that Sigel himself had fled the field well ahead of his troops and arrived back in Springfield in midafternoon while most of his command was still strung out behind him on the road to Wilson’s Creek.

In his essay on the battle, Sigel defends himself from these charges and describes the battle as he remembers it, though he does admit that he and his small escort were pursued by rebel cavalry “for about six miles” as they raced back to Springfield.

Only five days after the first shot at Fort Sumter, President Lincoln declared a blockade of the Southern ports. To maintain the ships of the several blockading squadrons, it was necessary to acquire some coaling stations along the Southern coast. This led to the first important naval action of the war: the seizure of Port Royal Sound off the coast of South Carolina by a squadron under Flag Officer Samuel F. Du Pont. It almost didn’t happen. As navy captain Daniel Ammen notes in his essay, a furious gale nearly wrecked the fleet as it rounded Cape Hatteras heading south to Port Royal. In the end, all the warships arrived safely, though some transports were blown across the ocean and fetched up on the coast of Ireland. On November 9, Du Pont’s squadron fought its way into Port Royal Sound, blasting the Confederate Fort Walker so thoroughly that the enemy abandoned its position on the coastal islands. It was the first really good war news for the North. Ammen notes, “The battle of Port Royal … was of surpassing value in its moral and political effect, both at home and abroad. It gave us one of the finest harbors on the Atlantic sea-board, affording an admirable base for future operations.…”

It did more than that, however. After watching the engagement, Robert E. Lee, who was present in South Carolina as a military adviser to President Davis, recommended that the Confederacy should abandon most of its own coast to the enemy, concentrating its resources on a handful of important port cities. Du Pont’s triumph demonstrated that the balance of power between ships and forts had shifted. Steam-powered warships with heavy rifled guns proved that they could stand up to all but the strongest shore fortifications. Later in the war, Du Pont would have a falling-out with the administration over his perceived timorousness, but in the late fall of 1861, he was the first Union hero of the war, and, writing in 1887, Ammen was pleased to note the erection of a statue to Du Pont in Washington and the designation of Dupont Circle to honor his “intelligent and cheerful” commander.

Though the engagements of these early months of war seemed epic to those who fought in them—and to those who viewed them from afar—they were but a prelude to the horrible slaughter and wholesale destruction that would follow. For one thing, the armies would be larger. President Lincoln called for 100,000 volunteers, and then 300,000 more. The Confederacy resorted to conscription—a draft—to fill its dwindling ranks. Confederates now knew that one rebel could not in fact whip five Yanks; Union volunteers now knew that the rebellion would not, after all, be squashed in a single summer. The war would be neither short nor bloodless, and the scale of the conflict would surpass anything anticipated by the leaders on either side.


        CHAPTER 1

INSIDE SUMTER IN ’61.

James Chester, Captain Third Artillery, U.S.A.

        Toward the close of 1860, the national defenses of Charleston Harbor, consisting of Castle Pinckney, Fort Moultrie, and Fort Sumter, were garrisoned by an army of 65 men instead of the 1050 men that were required. Fort Moultrie alone, where the 65 soldiers were stationed, required 300 men for its defense, and Fort Sumter, to which they were ultimately transferred, was designed for a garrison of 650.

        Fort Moultrie, at the time of which we write, was considered a rather pleasant station, Sullivan’s Island being a favorite summer resort. Many of the wealthy citizens of Charleston had their summer residences there, and indeed some of them lived there all the year round. There was a large summer hotel on the beach half-way up the island, and a horse railway connected the steamboat wharf and the hotel. The military reservation stretched across the island from the
            front to the back beach, like a waistbelt of moderate width, and the fort looked like a big buckle at the front end. It was a brick structure, or rather an earthen structure revetted with brick. It was bastioned on the land side, and had a scarp wall perhaps fifteen feet high; but the sand had drifted against it at some points so as almost to bury its masonry. With its full complement of men it could hardly have been held against a numerous and enterprising enemy, and with 65 men it
            was plainly untenable.

        This garrison consisted of two skeleton companies and the regimental band of the 1st Artillery. They had occupied the fort since 1857, and were fairly well acquainted in the neighborhood. Indeed, several of the men had been enlisted at the post, and were native Carolinians. As the political pot began to boil toward the close of 1860 and secession was openly discussed, the social position of the garrison became anomalous. Army officers had always been favorites in the
            South; and as they were discreet and agreeable, it is not surprising, perhaps, that their society continued to be sought after, even by the most outspoken secessionists, up to the actual commencement of hostilities. But enlisted men, even in the South, were social outcasts. It was rather surprising, therefore, to find them receiving attentions from civilians. But the fact is that the soldiers of the army were never before treated with such consideration in the
            South as on the eve of the rebellion.1 The secessionists were determined to have the fort, and they wanted to get it without bloodshed. They had failed with the commissioned officers, and they had no better success with the soldiers: every enlisted man remained faithful to the Union.

        
            [image: ]
        

        THE SOUTH-WEST OR GORGE FRONT OF FORT SUMTER, SHOWING THE GATE WHARF, AND ESPLANADE, MACHICOULIS GALLERIES ON THE PARAPET, AND THE EFFECT OF THE FIRE FROM CUMMING’S POINT AND FORT JOHNSON. FROM A PHOTOGRAPH.

        The old commander of Fort Moultrie, Colonel John L. Gardner, was removed; the new one, Major Robert Anderson of Kentucky, arrived on November 21st. As a Southern man, he was expected to be reasonable. If he had scruples upon the question of qualified allegiance, he might surrender on demand, on purely professional grounds. No one doubted Major Anderson’s professional ability, and of course he could see the hopelessness of his situation at Moultrie. Moreover, he was a humane man, and would be unwilling to shed blood needlessly. But his actions clearly indicated that he would not surrender on demand. He continued defensive preparations with as much energy and zeal as his predecessor, and manifestly meant to fight. This was very discouraging to the preachers of bloodless secession, and when he transferred his command to Sumter their occupation was completely gone. Nothing but war would now get him out. Hence the
            efforts to get him ordered back again by President Buchanan—efforts which almost succeeded.

        The transfer of Major Anderson’s command from Moultrie to Sumter was neatly executed early in the evening of December 26th, 1860. It was a few minutes after sunset when the troops left Moultrie; the short twilight was about over when they reached the boats; fifteen or twenty minutes more carried them to Sumter. The workmen had just settled down to an evening’s enjoyment when armed men at the door startled them. There was no parleying, no explaining;
            nothing but stern commands, silent astonishment, and prompt obedience. The workmen were on the wharf, outside the fort, before they were certain whether their captors were secessionists or Yankees.

        Meantime the newly arrived troops were busy enough. Guards were posted, embrasures secured, and, as far as practicable, the place was put in a defensible condition against any storming-party which chagrin might drive the guard-boat people to send against it. Such an attempt was perfectly feasible. The night was very dark; the soldiers were on unknown ground and could not find their way about readily; many of the embrasures could not be closed; and there were at least a
            hundred willing guides and helpers already on the wharf and in a fine frame of mind for such work. But nothing was attempted, and when the soldiers felt themselves in a position to repel any attempt against them that night, two guns were fired as a signal to friends that the occupation had been successfully accomplished, and that they might proceed with their part of the programme. This was the first intimation the guard-boat people had of the transfer; and, indeed, it told them
            nothing, except that some soldiers must have got into Sumter. But they blew their alarm-whistle all the same, and burned blue-lights; signal-rockets were sent up from various points, and there was great excitement everywhere in the harbor until morning.

        When the signal-guns were fired, the officer in charge of the two schooners which had carried provisions and ammunition to Fort Johnson (under the pretense that they were subsistence for the women and children, whom he had also carried there as a cloak) cast loose his lines and made all speed for Sumter, and the old sergeant who had been left in Moultrie for the purpose set fire to the combustibles which had been heaped around the gun-carriages, while another man spiked
            the guns. The garrison from the ramparts of its new nest grimly approved of the destruction of the old one.

        At dawn of December 27th the men were up and ready for any emergency; indeed, most of them had been up all night. Captain Foster had been specially busy with his former employees. Among them he found several loyal men, and also some doubtful ones who were willing to share the fortunes of the garrison. These constituted an acceptable addition to our working strength, although those classed as doubtful would have been an element of weakness in case of a
            fight. However, they did much good work before hostilities began, and the worst ones were weeded out before we were closely invested. Those who remained to the end were excellent men. They endured the hardships of the siege and the dangers of the bombardment without a murmur, and left Sumter with the garrison—one of them, John Swearer, severely wounded—with little besides the clothes they stood in. They were the first volunteers for the Union, but were barred from the
            benefits secured by legislation for the national soldiers, having never been “mustered in.”

        Fort Sumter was unfinished, and the interior was filled with building materials, guns, carriages, shot, shell, derricks, timbers, blocks and tackle, and coils of rope in great confusion. Few guns were mounted, and these few were chiefly on the lowest tier. The work was intended for three tiers of guns, but the embrasures of the second tier were incomplete, and guns could be mounted on the first and third tiers only.

        The complete armament of the work had not yet arrived, but there were more guns on hand than we could mount or man. The first thing to be considered was immediate defense. The possibility of a sudden dash by the enemy, under cover of darkness and guided by the discharged workmen then in Charleston, demanded instant attention. It was impossible to spread 65 men over ground intended for 650, so some of the embrasures had to be bricked up. Selecting those, therefore,
            essential to artillery defense, and mounting guns in them, Anderson closed the rest. This was the work of many days; but we were in no immediate danger of an artillery attack. The armament of Moultrie was destroyed; its guns were spiked, and their carriages burned; and it would take a longer time to put them in condition than it would to mount the guns of Sumter.
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        THE SALLY-PORT OF FORT SUMTER. FROM A PHOTOGRAPH TAKEN FROM THE WHARF.

        On the parade were quantities of flag-stones standing on end in masses and columns everywhere. We dared not leave them where they were, even if they had not been in the way, because mortar shells bursting among them would have made the very bomb-proofs untenable. A happy idea occurred to some one in authority, and the flag-stones were arranged two tiers high in front of the casemates, and just under the arches, thus partly closing the casemates and
            making excellent splinter-proofs. This arrangement, no doubt, saved the garrison from many wounds similar to that inflicted on John Swearer, for it was in passing an opening unprotected by the screen that he was struck by a fragment of shell.

        Moving such immense quantities of material, mounting guns, distributing shot, and bricking up embrasures kept us busy for many weeks. But order was coming out of chaos every day, and the soldiers began to feel that they were a match for their adversaries. Still, they could not shut their eyes to the fact that formidable works were growing up around them. The secessionists were busy too, and they had the advantage of unlimited labor and material. Fort Moultrie had its
            armament again in position, and was receiving the framework of logs which formed the foundation for its sandbag bomb-proofs. The Stevens’s Point floating battery was being made impregnable by an overcoat of railroad iron; and batteries on Morris, James, and Sullivan’s islands were approaching completion. But our preparations were more advanced than theirs; and if we had been permitted to open on them at this time, the bombardment of Sumter would have had a very
            different termination. But our hands were tied by policy and instructions.

        The heaviest guns in Sumter were three ten-inch columbiads—considered very big guns in those days. They weighed fifteen thousand pounds each, and were intended for the gorge and salient angles of the work. We found them skidded on the parade ground. Besides these there was a large number of eight-inch columbiads—more than we could mount or man—and a full supply of 42, 32, and 24-pounders, and some eight-inch sea-coast howitzers. There was an ample
            supply of shot and shell, and plenty of powder in the magazines, but friction primers were not abundant and cartridge-bags were scarce. The scarcity of cartridge-bags drove us to some strange makeshifts. During the bombardment several tailors were kept busy making cartridge-bags out of soldiers’ flannel shirts, and we fired away several dozen pairs of woolen socks belonging to Major Anderson. In the matter of friction primers strict economy had to be observed, as we had no
            means of improvising a substitute.

        Our first efforts in preparation were directed toward mounting the necessary guns on the lowest tier. These consisted of 42 and 32-pounders, and as the necessary trucks, gins, and tackle were on hand, the work went on rapidly. The men were in fine condition and as yet well fed; besides, they had the assistance of the engineer workmen, who soon became experts at this kind of work. Meantime a party of mechanics were making the main gate secure. This was situated at the
            middle of the gorge or base of the pentagon (the trace of the work was pentagonal), which was also the south-west side. It was closed by two heavy iron-studded gates, the outer a folding pair, and the inner arranged on pulleys, so that it could be raised or lowered at will. It was clear that the enemy, if he meant to bombard us, would erect batteries on Morris Island, and thus would be able to deliver an oblique fire on the gate sufficient to demolish it in a very
            few minutes. The gate once demolished, a night assault would become practicable.

        To meet this possible emergency the main entrance was closed by a substantial brick wall, with a man-hole in the middle two feet wide and opposite to the man-hole in the gate. This wall was about six feet high, and to increase the security and sweep the wharf, an eight-inch sea-coast howitzer was mounted on its upper carriage without any chassis, so as to fire through the man-hole. The howitzer was kept loaded with double canister. To induce the belief that the folding
            gates were our sole dependence at this point, their outer surface was covered with iron.

        The lower tier of guns being mounted, the more difficult operation of sending guns up to the third tier began. The terre-plein of the work was about fifty feet above parade level,—a considerable hoist,—but a pair of shears being already in position, and our tackle equal to the weight of eight-inch columbiads, the work went on amidst much good humor until all the guns of that caliber were in position.

        We had now reached a problem more difficult to solve, namely, sending up our ten-inch columbiads. We were extremely desirous to have them—or at least two of them—on the upper tier. They were more powerful guns than any the enemy had at that time, and the only ones in our possession capable of smashing the iron-clad defenses which might be constructed against us. We had rumors that an iron-clad floating battery was being built in Charleston, which the enemy
            proposed to anchor in some convenient position so as to breach Sumter at his leisure. We had no faith in the penetrating power of the eight-inch guns, and if we wished to demolish this floating adversary, it was necessary that the ten-inch guns should be mounted. Besides, an iron-clad battery was well on the road to completion at Cumming’s Point (twelve hundred yards from the weakest side of Sumter), which, from what we could see of it, would be impervious to any less powerful
            gun.

        There was in the fort a large coil of very heavy rope, new, and strong enough to sustain fifteen thousand pounds, but some of the doubtful workmen had cut several strands of it at various points on the outside of the coil; at least we could account in no other way for the damage. Besides, we had no blocks large enough to receive the rope even if it had been uninjured. The rope was uncoiled and examined. The portion on the inner side of the coil was found uninjured, and
            a few splices gave rope enough for a triple tackle sixty feet long. The improvisation of blocks of sufficient size and strength now became the sole remaining difficulty, and it was overcome in this way: the gun-carriages of those days were made of well-seasoned oak, and one of them was cut up and the material used for the construction of blocks. When the blocks were finished the iron-clad battery was shorn of half of its terrors.

        The tackle thus improvised was rigged on the shears, the first gun was rolled into position for hoisting, the sling was attached, and the windlass was manned. After carefully inspecting every knot and lashing, the officer in charge gave the word, “Heave away,” and the men bent to their work steadily and earnestly, feeling, no doubt, that the battle with the iron-clad had really begun. Every eye watched the ropes as they began to take the
            strain, and when the gun had fairly left the skids, and there was no accident, the song which anxiety had suspended was resumed, all hands joining in the chorus, “On the plains of Mexico,” with a sonorous heartiness that might well have been heard at Fort Moultrie. The gun made the vertical passage of fifty feet successfully, and was safely landed on the terre-plein. The chassis and carriage were then sent up, transported to the proper emplacement, and put in position,
            and the gun was mounted.

        The ten-inch columbiad threw a shot weighing one hundred and twenty-eight pounds, and it was now necessary that a supply of such shot should be raised. Of course, they could have been sent up at the derrick, but that would have been a slow process, and, moreover, it would have required the derrick and the men, when they were needed for other work. So after retreat roll-call, when the day’s work was over, the men were bantered by some designing sergeant as to
            their ability to carry a ten-inch shot up the stairway. Some of the soldiers, full of confidence and energy, shouldered a shot each and started. They accomplished the feat, and the less confident, unwilling to be outdone by comrades no bigger than themselves, shouldered a shot each and made the passage. In a few minutes sixty shot were deposited near the gun; and it became the custom to carry up a ten-inch shot after retreat—just for fun—as long as there were any to
            carry.

        These trivial incidents serve to show the spirit and humor of the men better than any description. There never was a happier or more contented set of men in any garrison than the Sumter soldiers. There was no sulkiness among them, and no grumbling until they had to try their teeth on spun yarn as a substitute for tobacco. This occurred long before the ration was reduced, and it produced some of the loudest grumbling ever listened to.

        The second ten-inch columbiad was less fortunate than its fellow. It reached the level of the terre-plein without accident, but almost at the first haul on the watch tackle to swing it in, it broke away and fell with a dull thud. There was no mirth in the faces of the men at the watch tackle as they looked over the edge of the parade wall to see how many of the men at the windlass were left. The gun had descended, breech first, like a bolt from a catapult, and had
            buried itself in the sand up to the trunnions; but beyond breaking the transoms of the derrick, no damage was done. The cause of the accident was easily discovered. The amateur block-maker, unwilling to weaken the blocks by too much trimming, had left their upper edges too sharp, and the strap of the upper block had been cut in consequence. In four days the derrick was repaired, and the gun safely landed on the terre-plein.

        The third ten-inch columbiad was not sent up. It was mounted as a mortar on the parade, for the purpose of shelling Charleston should that become advisable. A mortar platform already existed there. A ten-inch top carriage was placed on it and the gun mounted pointing toward the city.

        A laughable incident occurred in connection with this gun soon after it was mounted. Some of the officers were anxious to try how it would work, and perhaps to see how true its alignment was, and to advertise to the enemy the fact that we had at least one formidable mortar in Fort Sumter. At any rate they obtained permission from Major Anderson to try the gun with a “very small charge.” So, one afternoon the gun was loaded with a blind shell, and what was
            considered a “very small charge” of powder. The regulation charge for the gun, as a gun, was eighteen pounds. On this occasion two pounds only were used. It was not expected that the shell would be thrown over a thousand yards, and as the bay was clear no danger was anticipated. Everything being in readiness, the gun was fired, and the eyes of the garrison followed the shell as it described its graceful curve in the direction of the city. By the time it reached the
            summit of its trajectory, the fact that the charge used was not a “very small” one for the gun fired as a mortar became painfully apparent to every observer, and fears were entertained by some that the shell would reach the city, or at least the shipping near the wharves. But fortunately it fell short, and did no damage beyond searing the secessionist guard-boat then leaving the wharf for her nightly post of observation. The guard-boat put back and
            Sumter was visited by a flag of truce, perhaps to find out the meaning of our performance. No doubt the explanations given were satisfactory. No more experiments for range were tried with that gun, but we knew that Charleston was within range.
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        INTERIOR OF SUMTER AFTER THE SURRENDER, SHOWING THE 8-INCH COLUMBIADS PLANTED AS MORTARS, AND THE CONFEDERATE FLAG FLYING FROM THE DERRICK BY WHICH THE GUNS WERE RAISED TO THE UPPER TIER. FROM A PHOTOGRAPH.

        Although the full armament of Sumter was not on hand, there were many more guns than places to put them. This resulted from the fact that no guns were mounted on the second tier, and because many embrasures on the first tier were bricked up. There were four unplaced eight-inch columbiads after the fort had been satisfactorily garnished with guns. But we were entirely without mortars. Perhaps this serious defect in our armament, and perhaps our success with the ten-inch
            gun mounted as a mortar, induced Major Anderson to mount his extra eight-inch guns in that way. Morris Island, twelve hundred yards away, was the nearest terra firma to Fort Sumter, and there the enemy would plant his most important batteries. The more searching and severe the fire that could be brought to bear upon that island, therefore, the better. So the four extra columbiads were mounted as mortars to fire in that direction. We had no carriages for the guns and no platforms. So
            a trench was dug in the parade at right angles to the proposed line of fire. A heavy timber was then embedded in the sand at the bottom of the trench, and another on the Morris Island side of it, in such a way that a gun resting on the one and leaning on the other would be supported at an angle of forty-five degrees. The guns were then placed in notches at equal intervals along the trench. We had no opportunity to try this novel mortar battery, but everybody was satisfied that it
            could have done good service.

        It was expected that the walls of Fort Sumter would be able to withstand the guns which we knew the enemy possessed, but we did not anticipate importations from abroad. During the bombardment a Whitworth gun of small caliber, just received from England, was mounted in one of the Morris Island batteries, and in a few rounds demonstrated its ability to breach the work. Fortunately its supply of ammunition was limited, and the fire stopped short of an actual breach. But a
            few hours more of that Whitworth 12-pounder would have knocked a hole in our defenses.

        A breach was not dreaded by the garrison, for, weak as it was, it could have given a good account of itself defending a breach. The greatest danger was a simultaneous attack on all sides. Sixty-four men could not be made very effective at a dozen different points. The possibility of the enemy, under cover of darkness, getting a foothold in force on the narrow bit of riprapping between tide-water and the foundation of the scarp was ever present in our minds.

        The most likely place to land was the wharf, a stone structure in front of the main entrance. There an assaulting column might be formed and the main gate stormed, while the bulk of the garrison was defending the embrasures. To checkmate any such attempt, means of blowing the wharf out of existence were devised. Two five-gallon demijohns filled with powder were planted as mines, well under the wharf pavement, in such a way as to insure the total
            demolition of the structure by their explosion. These mines were arranged so that both should explode at the same instant. The means of firing were twofold: first, a powder-hose leading from the mines through a wooden trough buried under the pavement, and terminating in a dry well just inside the gate; second, a long lanyard connected with friction primers inserted in the corks of the powder demijohns, and extending through the trough into the well, whence it branched like a bell
            wire to convenient points inside the fort.

        Another place offering special advantages to a storming party was the esplanade. This was a broad promenade extending the whole length of the gorge wall on the outside, and paved with immense blocks of dressed granite. As Fort Sumter was not designed to resist attack by storm, the esplanade was unswept by any fire. To remedy this defect the stone fougasse was resorted to. To the uninitiated the “fougasse” looked like a harmless pile of stones resting
            against the scarp wall. The only thing that would be likely to attract his attention was the bin-like inclosure of solid masonry open at the outer side, which looked like an immense dust-pan, and which he might think was a rather elaborate arrangement to hold merely a pile of stones together. There was nothing to indicate that beneath the stones, in the angle close to the scarp wall, a magazine of gunpowder lay concealed, and that behind were arrangements for firing it from the
            inside of the works. These harmless-looking piles of stones were mines of the deadliest kind. In addition, two eight-inch sea-coast howitzers were mounted on their upper carriages only, and placed in front of the main entrance, pointing to the right and left so as to sweep the esplanade.

        The possibility of a hostile landing on the narrow strip of riprapping between the scarp wall and tide-water still remained to be provided for. Before secondary defenses were constructed, this was a continuous dead space on which a thousand men could have found a safe lodgment perfectly screened from fire and observation. The danger from such a lodgment was, that from it all our embrasures could have been assaulted at the same time. It was all-important, therefore, that
            the entrance by an embrasure should be made as difficult as possible. The ledge of riprapping was little more than four feet below the sills of the embrasures, and there would have been no difficulty in stepping in, if the two or three guards inside were disposed of. This fact was well known to the enemy, and we felt certain that, if he decided to attempt an assault in this way, he would consider scaling-ladders unnecessary. In order to disappoint him, therefore, we removed the
            riprapping in front of each embrasure to the depth of four or five feet, rolling the large stones into the water. This gave a height of eight or nine feet to the embrasure sills.

        Machicoulis galleries were also erected on all the flanks and faces of the work. The machicoulis when completed looked like an immense dry-goods box, set upon the parapet so as to project over the wall some three or four feet. The beams upon which it rested extended inward to the terre-plein and were securely anchored down. But the dry-goods box was deceptive. Inside it was lined with heavy iron plates to make it bullet-proof. That portion of the bottom which projected
            beyond the wall was loop-holed for musketry, and a marksman in the machicoulis could shoot a man, however close he might be to the scarp wall. But musketry from the machicoulis could hardly be expected to beat off a determined assault upon the flanks and faces of the work. To meet this difficulty, hand-grenades were improvised. Shells of all sizes, from 12-pounders to 10-inch, were loaded, and the fuse-holes stopped with wooden plugs. The plugs were then bored through with a gimlet,
            and friction primers inserted. Behind the parapet at short intervals, and wherever it was thought they might be useful, numbers of these shell-grenades were stored under safe cover in readiness for any emergency. The method of throwing them was simple. Lanyards of sufficient length to reach to within about four feet of the riprapping were prepared, and fastened securely at the handle end near the piles of shell-grenades. To throw a grenade, the soldier lifted it on the parapet,
            hooked the lanyard into the eye of the friction primer, and threw the shell over the parapet. When the lanyard reached its length, the shell exploded. Thus a very few men would be more than a match for all that could assemble on the riprapping.

        Another contrivance, the “flying fougasse,” or bursting barrel, a device of Captain Truman Seymour, consisted of an ordinary cask or barrel filled with broken stones, and having in its center a canister of powder, sufficient to burst the barrel and scatter its contents with considerable force. A fuse connected the powder in the canister with a friction primer in the bung, and the barrel was exploded by attaching a lanyard to the eye of the primer, and
            letting the barrel roll over the parapet, as in the case of the shell-grenade. If one experiment can justify an opinion, the flying fougasse would have been a success. When it became known in the fort that one of the barrels was about to be fired as an experiment, the novelty of the thing attracted most of the men to the place, and the little crowd attracted the attention of the enemy. No doubt glasses were focused on the party from every battery within sight. When everything was
            ready the barrel was allowed to roll over the parapet, and an instant afterward a terrific explosion took place. The stones were thrown in every direction, and the surface of the water was lashed into foam for a considerable distance. The effect as seen by the secessionists must have appeared greater than it did to us, although we thought it quite satisfactory. The Charleston newspapers described the effect of the “infernal machine” as simply terrific. Only three of
            them were constructed, yet for moral effect an empty barrel set upon the parapet would have been just as good.

        In war, plan as we may, much depends upon accident, and the moral effect of very insignificant incidents is often considerable. For this reason “Wittyman’s Masterpiece” deserves to be mentioned. Wittyman was a German carpenter, not very familiar with English, and wholly ignorant of military engineering. His captain had conceived the idea that a cheval-de-frise across the riprapping at the salient angles of the fort would confine the enemy
            on whatever face he landed until he had been treated liberally with shell-grenades. So Wittyman was ordered to build a cheval-de-frise at the angle of the gorge nearest Morris Island. It was easy to see that Wittyman was not familiar with chevaux-de-frise, so the captain explained and roughly illustrated the construction. At last Wittyman seemed to grasp the idea and went to work upon it forthwith. Perhaps the work was not examined during construction, nor seen by
            any one but Wittyman until it was placed. But from that day forward it was the fountain of amusement for the men. No matter how sick or sad a man might be, let him look at the masterpiece and his ailments were forgotten. Not a steamer passed,—and they were passing almost every hour,—but every glass on board was leveled at the masterpiece. But it baffled every one of them. Not one could guess what it was, or what it was intended to be; and after the bombardment was over
            we learned, quite accidentally, that it had been set down by the enemy as a means of exploding the mines.

        Any description of the siege of Sumter would be incomplete without some sort of reference to the Star of the West fiasco. At reveille on the 9th of January, it became generally known among the men that a large steamer flying the United States flag was off the bar, seemingly at anchor. There had been some talk among the men, based upon rumors from Charleston, that the garrison would either be withdrawn from the harbor or returned to Fort Moultrie; and there were
            some who believed the rumors. These believers were now confident that withdrawal had been determined on, and that the steamer off the bar was the transport come to take them away. There was no denying that appearances favored the theory, yet there was no enthusiasm. The men were beginning to feel that they were a match for their adversaries, and they were loath to leave without proving it. And, indeed, at that time Sumter was master of the situation. Moultrie had very few guns
            mounted,—only one, according to report,—and that fact ought to have been known to the people on the Star of the West. It was known officially in Washington that fourteen days previously Major Anderson had spiked the guns and burned the carriages at Moultrie, and gun-carriages cannot be replaced in two weeks when they have to be fabricated. Hence Moultrie could not have been formidable, and as soon as it should have passed the battery on Morris Island, it would
            have been comparatively safe.

        When the Star of the West was seen standing in, the novelty of a steamer carrying the national flag had more attractions for the men than the breakfast table. They soon made her out to be a merchant steamer, as the walking-beam, plainly visible as she rounded into the channel, was unknown on a man-of-war. She had taken the Morris Island channel, and was approaching at a fair rate of speed. Perhaps every man in Sumter was on the ramparts, but
            there was no excitement. But when the blue puff of smoke from a hidden battery on Morris Island advertised the fact that she was being fired on, there was great scurrying and scampering among the men. The long roll was beaten, and the batteries were manned almost before the guns of the hidden battery had fired their second shot. As she approached, a single gun at Fort Moultrie opened at extreme long range, its shot falling over half a mile short. There seemed to be much perplexity
            among our officers, and Major Anderson had a conference with some of them in a room used as a laundry which opened on the terre-plein of the sea-flank. The conference was an impromptu one, as Captain Doubleday and Lieutenant Davis were not of it. But Captain Foster was there, and by his actions demonstrated his disappointment at the result. He left the laundry, bounding up the two or three steps that led to the terre-plein, smashing his hat, and muttering something about the flag, of
            which the words “trample on it” reached the ears of the men at the guns, and let them know that there was to be no fighting, on their part at least. Meantime the steamer had worn ship, and was standing out again, receiving the fire of the hidden battery in passing. This is about all the men saw or knew about the strange vessel at the time, although she came near enough for them to look down upon her decks and see that there were no troops visible on her.2
        

        With the exception of the mounting of the guns, the preparations described were chiefly intended to ward off assault. The actions of the enemy now indicated that he proposed to bombard the work at an early day. If we would meet Moultrie, and the numerous batteries which were being constructed against us, on anything like even terms, we must be prepared to shoot accurately.

        Few artillerymen, without actual experience, have any idea of the difficulty of aiming a gun during a bombardment. They may be able to hit a target in ordinary practice with absolute certainty, and yet be unable to deliver a single satisfactory shot in a bombardment. The error from smoke is difficult to deal with, because it is a variable, depending upon the density of the smoke clouds which envelop your own and your adversary’s batteries. (Within the
            writer’s experience, a thin veil of fog protected a mass of army wagons—900, it was said—from the fire of some 8 or 10 guns, during a whole forenoon, although the guns were within easy range, and the wagons could be distinctly seen. Refraction saved them, every shot going over.) Then danger and its consequent excitement are also disturbing elements, especially where delicate instruments have to be used. It is easier to lead a forlorn hope than
            to set a vernier under a heavy artillery fire. Fortunately, we had officers of experience in Sumter, and fortunately, too, we had very few instruments; one gunner’s level and two old quadrants being the extent of the outfit, with perhaps some breech-sights and tangent-scales. The paucity of aiming-instruments, and perhaps the experience of some of the officers, led to the devising of instruments and methods which neither smoke nor excitement could disturb; and as some of them,
            in a much more perfect form, have since been adopted, the rude originals may as well be described here. Aiming cannon consists of two distinct operations: namely, alignment and elevation. In the former, according to instructions and practice, the gunner depends upon his eye and the cannon-sights. But for night firing or when the enemy is enveloped in smoke,—as he is sure to be in any artillery duel,—the eye cannot be depended on. Visual aiming in a bombardment is a
            delusion and a snare. To overcome this difficulty, on clear days, when all the conditions were favorable to accuracy, and we could work at our leisure, every gun in the armament was carefully aimed at all the prominent objects within its field of fire, and its position marked on the traverse circle, the index being a pointer securely fastened to the traverse fork. After this had been done, alignment became as easy as setting a watch, and could be done by night or day, by the least
            intelligent soldier in the garrison.

        The elevation was more difficult to deal with. The ordinary method by the use of a breech-sight could not be depended on, even if there had been a sufficient supply of such instruments, because darkness or smoke would render it inapplicable or inaccurate; and the two quadrants in the outfit could not be distributed all over the fort.
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        EFFECT OF THE BOMBARDMENT ON THE BARBETTE GUNS OF THE SEA FRONT OF SUMTER. FROM A PHOTOGRAPH.

        Before the correct elevation to carry a shot to a given object can be determined, it is necessary to know the exact distance of the object. This was obtained from the coast-survey chart of the harbor. The necessary elevation was then calculated, or taken from the tables, and the gun elevated accordingly by means of the quadrant. The question then became, How can the gunner bring the gun to this elevation in the heat of action, and without the use of a quadrant? There
            was an abundance of brass rods, perhaps a quarter-inch in diameter, in the fort. Pieces of such rods, eighteen inches long, were prepared by shaping one end to fit into a socket on the cheek of the carriage, and the other into a chisel edge. They were called by the men pointing rods. A vertical line was then drawn on the right breech of the gun, and painted white. The non-commissioned officer who attended to this preparation, having carefully elevated the gun with
            the quadrant for a particular object, set the pointing rod in the socket, and brought its chisel end down on the vertical line. The point thus cut was marked and the initials of the object to be struck with that elevation written opposite. These arrangements, which originated with Captain Doubleday, were of great value during the bombardment.

        The preparation of Sumter for defense afforded a fine field for ingenuity, because nothing connected with its equipment was complete. As another illustration of this ingenuity, the following is in point. It might become desirable to continue a bombardment into the night, and the casemates, owing to the partial closing up of the arches with flagstones, were as dark as dungeons, even on very clear nights. Lights of some kind were absolutely necessary, but there were no
            candles and no lamps. There was a light-house on the fort, however, and the light-keeper had several barrels of oil on hand. Small tubes of tin, to receive wicks, were made, and fitted into disks of cork sufficiently large to float them on the surface of the oil. Coffee-cups were then filled with oil and the floats laid on the surface.

        Among the many incidents of the siege may be mentioned the mishap of an ice-laden Yankee schooner that strayed within range of the secession batteries; the accidental solid shot fired at Fort Sumter by an impatient secessionist in the Cumming’s Point battery, and the daring generosity of McInerny, a warm-hearted and loyal Irishman, who did not “cross the broad Atlantic to become the citizen of only one Shtate,” and who cheerfully risked his life and
            ruined his Sunday shirt by tearing a white flag from it, that he might be able to deliver in person his donation of tobacco to the besieged soldiers. There is one other incident which should find a place in these reminiscences.

        Major Anderson was fully impressed with the solemn responsibilities which rested upon him when he transferred his command to Sumter. When he reached Sumter there were no halliards to the flag-staff, and as there was more pressing work on hand for several days, some time elapsed before it became possible to display the national flag. At length, however, halliards were rigged, and everything was ready for the flag. The usual method of proceeding in such a case would have
            been to order the sergeant of the guard to send up the flag, but it was otherwise arranged on this occasion. A dress-parade was ordered, and the little garrison formed around the flag-staff, the officers in the center. Presently Major Anderson, with Chaplain Harris of Fort Moultrie, who perhaps had been summoned for the purpose, approached the flag-staff, and the command was brought to “Attention.” The flag, already bent to the halliards, was held by one officer, and
            another held the hoisting end of the halliards. The chaplain then, in a few words, invited those present to join with him in prayer, and Major Anderson, receiving the halliards from the officer who till that time had held them, knelt beside the chaplain, most of the officers and some of the men in the ranks following his example. Prayers being ended, all rose, and the flag of Fort Sumter was raised by Major Anderson, and the halliards secured. He then turned toward
            the officers and directed that the companies be dismissed. If any of those who doubted the loyalty to the Union of Major Anderson could have had but one glimpse of that impressive scene, they would have doubted no longer.

        The weary waiting for war or deliverance which filled up the few weeks that intervened between the preparations and the actual bombardment developed no discontent among the men, although food and fuel were getting scarce. The latter was replenished from time to time by tearing down sheds and temporary workshops, but the former was a constantly diminishing quantity, and the men could count on their fingers the number of days between them and starvation. It was a favorite
            belief among the secessionists that the pinchings of hunger would arouse a spirit of mutiny among the soldiers, and compel Major Anderson to propose terms of evacuation. But no such spirit manifested itself. On the contrary, the men exhibited a devotion to their Government and the officers appointed over them which surprised their enemies, but attracted little attention from their friends.3
        

        The opening of the bombardment was a somewhat dramatic event. A relieving fleet was approaching, all unknown to the Sumter garrison, and General Beauregard, perhaps with the hope of tying Major Anderson’s hands in the expected fight with that fleet, had opened negotiations with him on the 11th of April looking toward the evacuation of the fort. But Major Anderson declined to evacuate his post till compelled by hunger. The last ounce of breadstuffs had been
            consumed, and matters were manifestly approaching a crisis. It was evident from the activity of the enemy that something important was in the wind. That night we retired as usual. Toward half-past three on the morning of the 12th we were startled by a gun fired in the immediate vicinity of the fort, and many rose to see what was the matter. It was soon learned that a steamer from the enemy desired to communicate with Major Anderson, and a small boat under a flag of truce was received
            and delivered the message. Although no formal announcement of the fact was made, it became generally known among the men that in one hour General Beauregard would open his batteries on Sumter.
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        CONFEDERATE FLOATING BATTERY IN ACTION AT THE WEST END OF SULLIVAN’S ISLAND.

        Colonel Joseph A. Yates, who was a lieutenant in the attack on Fort Sumter, says in a letter accompanying the plan on this page: “I send a rough sketch of the floating battery which I commanded; it is rough, but from my recollection it is very like her. The battery was substantially built, flat, heavily timbered on her shield, with railroad iron laid on it—two courses of rails turned
            inward and outward, so as to form a pretty smooth surface. The bags of sand represented on the deck were to counterweigh the guns, which were 32 and 42-pounders. She was struck many times, several shot going entirely through the shield.”

        The men waited about for some time in expectation of orders, but received none, except an informal order to go to bed, and the information that reveille would be sounded at the usual hour. This was daylight, fully two hours off, so some of the men did retire. The majority perhaps remained up, anxious to see the opening, for which purpose they had all gone on the ramparts. Except that the flag was hoisted, and a glimmer of light was visible at the
            guard-house, the fort looked so dark and silent as to seem deserted. The morning was dark and raw. Some of the watchers surmised that Beauregard was “bluffing,” and that there would be no bombardment. But promptly at 4:30 A.M. a flash as of distant lightning in the direction of Mount Pleasant, followed by the dull roar of a mortar, told us that the bombardment had begun. The eyes of the watchers easily detected and followed the burning fuse
            which marked the course of the shell as it mounted among the stars, and then descended with ever-increasing velocity, until it landed inside the fort and burst. It was a capital shot. Then the batteries opened on all sides, and shot and shell went screaming over Sumter as if an army of devils were swooping around it. As a rule the guns were aimed too high, but all the mortar practice was good. In a few minutes the novelty disappeared in a realizing sense of danger, and the watchers
            retired to the bomb-proofs, where they discussed probabilities until reveille.

        Habits of discipline are strong among old soldiers. If it had not been for orders to the contrary, the men would have formed for roll-call on the open parade, as it was their custom to do, although mortar-shells were bursting there at the lively rate of about one a minute. But they were formed under the bomb-proofs, and the roll was called as if nothing unusual was going on. They were then directed to get breakfast, and be ready to fall in when
            “assembly” was beaten. The breakfast part of the order was considered a grim joke, as the fare was reduced to the solitary item of fat pork, very rusty indeed. But most of the men worried down a little of it, and were “ready” when the drum called them to their work.

        By this time it was daylight, and the effects of the bombardment became visible. No serious damage was being done to the fort. The enemy had concentrated their fire on the barbette batteries, but, like most inexperienced gunners, they were firing too high. After daylight their shooting improved, until at 7:30 A.M., when “assembly” was beaten in Sumter, it had become fairly good. At “assembly” the men were again
            paraded, and the orders of the day announced. The garrison was divided into two reliefs, and the tour of duty at the guns was to be four hours. Captain Doubleday being the senior captain, his battery took the first tour.

        There were three points to be fired upon,—the Morris Island batteries, the James Island batteries, and the Sullivan’s Island batteries. With these last was included the famous iron-clad floating battery, which had taken up a position off the western end of Sullivan’s Island to command the left flank of Sumter. Captain Doubleday divided his men into three parties: the first, under his own immediate command, was marched to the casemate guns bearing on
            Morris Island; the second, under Lieutenant Jefferson C. Davis, manned the casemate guns bearing on the James Island batteries; and the third—without a commissioned officer until Dr. Crawford joined it—was marched by a sergeant4 to the guns bearing on Sullivan’s Island. The guns in the lower tier, which were the only ones used during the
            bombardment,—except surreptitiously without orders,—were 32 and 42-pounders, and some curiosity was felt as to the effect of such shot on the iron-clad battery. The gunners made excellent practice, but the shot were seen to bounce off its sides like peas. After battering it for about an hour and a half, no visible effect had been produced, although it had perceptibly slackened its fire, perhaps to save ammunition. But it was evident that throwing 32-pounder shot at it,
            at a mile range, was a waste of iron, and the attention of the gunners was transferred to Fort Moultrie.

        Moultrie was, perhaps, a less satisfactory target than the iron-clad. It was literally buried under sand-bags, the very throats of the embrasures being closed with cotton-bales. The use of cotton-bales was very effective as against shot, but would have been less so against shell. The fact that the embrasures were thus closed was not known in Sumter till after the bombardment. It explained what was otherwise inexplicable. Shot would be seen to strike
            an embrasure, and the gunner would feel that he had settled one gun for certain, but even while he was receiving the congratulations of his comrades the supposed disabled gun would reply. That the cotton-bales could not be seen from Sumter is not surprising. The sand-bag casemates which covered the guns were at least eighteen feet thick, and the cotton-bale shutter was no doubt arranged to slide up and down like a portcullis inside the pile of sand-bags. The gunners of Sumter, not
            knowing of the existence of these shutters, directed their shot either on the embrasures for the purpose of disabling the enemy’s guns, or so as to graze the sand-bag parapet for the purpose of reaching the interior of the work. The practice was very good, but the effect, for reasons already stated, was inconsiderable.
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        THE IRON-CLAD FLOATING BATTERY. FROM A PLAN BY COLONEL JOSEPH A. YATES.

        At the end of the first four hours, Doubleday’s men were relieved from the guns and had an opportunity to look about them. Not a man was visible near any of the batteries, but a large party, apparently of non-combatants, had collected on the beach of Sullivan’s Island, well out of the line of fire, to witness the duel between Sumter and Moultrie. Doubleday’s men were not in the best of temper. They were irritated at the thought that they had been
            unable to inflict any serious damage on their adversary, and although they had suffered no damage in return they were dissatisfied. The crowd of unsympathetic spectators was more than they could bear, and two veteran sergeants determined to stir them up a little. For this purpose they directed two 42-pounders on the crowd, and, when no officer was near, fired. The first shot struck about fifty yards short, and, bounding over the heads of the astonished spectators, went crashing
            through the Moultrie House. The second followed an almost identical course, doing no damage except to the Moultrie House, and the spectators scampered off in a rather undignified manner. The Moultrie House was flying a yellow flag at the time, and the Charleston newspapers discoursed upon the barbarity of firing upon a hospital flag, forgetting, perhaps, that we also had a hospital in Sumter, which they treated to red-hot shot during the bombardment. Of course, none of the officers
            of Sumter knew anything about the two 42-pounder shots.

        The smoke which enveloped the Confederate batteries during the first day, while not so thick as entirely to obscure them, was sufficiently so to make visual aiming extremely unreliable; and during the second day, when Sumter was on fire, nothing could be seen beyond the muzzles of our own guns. But the aiming arrangements, due to the foresight and ingenuity of Captain Doubleday, enabled us to fire with as much accuracy when we could not see the object
            as when we could.

        Early on the first day several vessels of the fleet were observed off the bar, and orders were given to dip the flag to them. This was done, and the salute was returned, but while our flag was being hoisted after the third dip, a shell burst near the flag-staff and cut the halliards. This accident put the flag beyond our control. It ran down until the kinky halliards jammed in the pulley at the mast-head, and the flag remained at about half-staff. This has been
            interpreted as a signal of distress, but it was only an accident. There was no special distress in Sumter, and no signal to that effect was intended.

        Major Anderson had given orders that only the casemate batteries should be manned. While this was undoubtedly prompted by a desire to save his men, it operated also, in some degree, to save the Confederates. Our most powerful batteries and all our shell guns were on the barbette tier, and, being forbidden their use, we were compelled to oppose a destructive shell fire with solid shot alone. This, especially as we had no mortars, was a great disadvantage. Had we been
            permitted to use our shell guns we could have set fire to the barracks and quarters in Moultrie; for, as it was, we wrecked them badly with solid shot, although we could not see them. Then the cotton-bale shutters would have been destroyed, and we could have made it much livelier generally for our adversaries. This was so apparent to the men, that one of them—a man named Carmody—stole up on the ramparts and deliberately fired every barbette gun in position on the
            Moultrie side of the work. The guns were already loaded and roughly aimed, and Carmody simply discharged them in succession; hence, the effect was less than it would have been if the aim had been carefully rectified. But Carmody’s effort aroused the enemy to a sense of his danger. He supposed, no doubt, that Major Anderson had determined to open his barbette batteries, so he directed every gun to bear on the barbette tier of Fort Sumter, and probably believed that the vigor of
            his fire induced Major Anderson to change his mind. But the contest was merely Carmody against the Confederate States; and Carmody had to back down, not because he was beaten, but because he was unable, single-handed, to reload his guns.

        Another amusing incident in this line occurred on the Morris Island side of the fort. There, in the gorge angle, a ten-inch columbiad was mounted, en barbette, and as the 42-pounders of the casemate battery were making no impression on the Cumming’s Point iron battery, the two veteran sergeants who had surreptitiously fired upon the spectators, as already related, determined to try a shot at the iron battery from the big gun. As this was a direct
            violation of orders, caution was necessary. Making sure that the major was out of the way, and that no officers were near, the two sergeants stole upstairs to the ten-inch gun. It was loaded and aimed already, they very well knew, so all they would have to do was to fire it. This was the work of a few seconds only. The gun was fired, and those in the secret down below watched the flight of the shot in great expectations of decided results. Unfortunately the shot
            missed; not a bad shot—almost grazing the crest of the battery—but a miss. A little less elevation, a very little, and the battery would have been smashed: so thought the sergeants, for they had great faith in the power of their gun; and they determined to try a second shot. The gun was reloaded, a feat of some difficulty for two men, but to run it “in battery” was beyond their powers. It required the united efforts of six men to throw the carriage
            “in gear,” and the two sergeants could not budge it. Things were getting desperate around them. The secessionists had noticed the first shot, and had now turned every gun that would bear on that ten-inch gun. They were just getting the range, and it was beginning to be uncomfortable for the sergeants, who in a fit of desperation determined to fire the gun “as she was.” The elevating screw was given half a turn less elevation, and the primer was inserted in
            the vent. Then one of the sergeants ran down the spiral stairs to see if the coast were clear, leaving his comrade in a very uncomfortable position at the end of the lanyard, and lying flat on the floor. It was getting hotter up there every second, and a perfect hurricane of shot was sweeping over the prostrate soldier. Human nature could stand it no longer. The lanyard was pulled and the gun was fired. The other sergeant was hastening up the stairway, and had almost reached the top,
            when he met the gun coming down, or at least trying to. Having been fired “from battery,” it had recoiled over the counter-hurters, and, turning a back somersault, had landed across the head of the stairway. Realizing in a moment what had happened, and what would be to pay if they were found out, the second sergeant crept to the head of the stairway and called his comrade, who, scared almost to death,—not at the danger he was in, but at the accident,—was
            still hugging the floor with the lanyard in his hand. Both got safely down, swearing eternal secrecy to each other; and it is doubtful if Major Anderson ever knew how that ten-inch gun came to be dismounted. It is proper to add that the shot was a capital one, striking just under the middle embrasure of the iron battery and half covering it with sand. If it had been a trifle higher it would have entered the embrasure.

        The first night of the bombardment was one of great anxiety. The fleet might send reënforcements; the enemy might attempt an assault. Both would come in boats; both would answer in English. It would be horrible to fire upon friends; it would be fatal not to fire upon enemies. The night was dark and chilly. Shells were dropping into the fort at regular intervals, and the men were tired, hungry, and out of temper. Any party that approached that night would have
            been rated as enemies upon general principles. Fortunately nobody appeared; reveille sounded, and the men oiled their appetites with the fat pork at the usual hour by way of breakfast.

        The second day’s bombardment began at the same hour as did the first; that is, on the Sumter side. The enemy’s mortars had kept up a very slow fire all night, which gradually warmed up after daylight as their batteries seemed to awaken, until its vigor was about equal to their fire of the day before. The fleet was still off the bar—perhaps waiting to see the end. Fire broke out once or twice in the officers’ quarters, and was extinguished. It
            broke out again in several places at once, and we realized the truth and let the quarters burn. They were firing red-hot shot. This was about 9 o’clock. As soon as Sumter was noticed to be on fire the secessionists increased the fire of their batteries to a maximum. In the perfect storm of shot and shell that beat upon us from all sides, the flag-staff was shot down, but the old flag was rescued and nailed to a new staff. This, with much difficulty, was carried to the ramparts
            and lashed to some chassis piled up there for a traverse.
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        A CASEMATE GUN DURING THE CONFLAGRATION.

        We were not sorry to see the quarters burn. They were a nuisance. Built for fire-proof buildings, they were not fire-proof. Neither would they burn up in a cheerful way. The principal cisterns were large iron tanks immediately under the roof. These had been riddled, and the quarters below had been deluged with water. Everything was wet and burned badly, yielding an amount of pungent piney smoke which almost suffocated the garrison.

        The scene inside the fort as the fire gained headway and threatened the magazine was an exciting one. It had already reached some of our stores of loaded shells and shell-grenades. These must be saved at all hazard. Soldiers brought their blankets and covered the precious projectiles, and thus the most of them were saved. But the magazine itself was in danger. Already it was full of smoke, and the flames were rapidly closing in upon it. It was evident that it must be
            closed, and it would be many hours before it could be opened again. During these hours the fire must be maintained with such powder as we could secure outside the magazine. A number of barrels were rolled out for this purpose, and the magazine door—already almost too hot to handle—was closed.

        It was the intention to store the powder taken from the magazine in several safe corners, covering it with damp soldiers’ blankets. But safe corners were hard to find, and most of the blankets were already in use covering loaded shells. The fire was raging more fiercely than ever, and safety demanded that the uncovered powder be thrown overboard. This was instantly done, and if the tide had been high we should have been well rid of it. But the
            tide was low, and the pile of powder-barrels rested on the riprapping in front of the embrasure. This was observed by the enemy, and some shell guns were turned upon the pile, producing an explosion which blew the gun at that embrasure clear out of battery, but did no further damage.

        The fire had now enveloped the magazine, and the danger of an explosion was imminent. Powder had been carried out all the previous day, and it was more than likely that enough had sifted through the cartridge-bags to carry the fire into the powder-chamber. Major Anderson, his head erect as if on parade, called the men around him; directed that a shot be fired every five minutes; and mentioned that there was some danger of the magazine exploding. Some of the men, as soon as they learned what the real danger was, rushed to the door of the magazine and hurriedly dug a trench in front of it, which they kept filled with water until the danger was considered over.
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        [TOP] BARBETTE GUNS—EFFECT OF THE RAKING FIRE FROM FORT MOULTRIE. [BOTTOM] RUINS OF THE CASEMATES NEAR THE SALLY-PORT, AND OF THE FLAG-STAFF. FROM PHOTOGRAPHS.

        It was during this excitement that ex-Senator Wigfall of Texas visited the fort. It came the turn of one of the guns on the left face of the work to fire,—we were now firing once in five minutes,—and as the cannoneer approached for the purpose of loading, he discovered a man looking in at the embrasure. The man must have raised himself to the level of the embrasure by grasping the sill with his hands. A short but lively altercation ensued between the man
            and the cannoneer, the man pleading to be taken in lest he should be killed with his own shot and shell. He was hauled in, Thompson, the cannoneer, first receiving his sword, to the point of which a white handkerchief was attached, not by way of surrender, but for convenience. Once inside, the bearer asked to see Major Anderson. The major was soon on the spot and opened the conversation by asking, “To what am I indebted for this visit?” The visitor replied, “I am
            Colonel Wigfall, of General Beauregard’s staff. For God’s sake, Major, let this thing stop. There has been enough bloodshed already.” To which the major replied, “There has been none on my side, and besides, your batteries are still firing on me.” At which Wigfall exclaimed, “I’ll soon stop that,” and turning to Thompson, who still held the sword under his arm, he said, pointing to the handkerchief, “Wave that out
            there.” Thompson then handed the sword to Wigfall, saying, in substance, “Wave it yourself.” Wigfall received back his sword and took a few steps toward the embrasure, when the major called him back, saying, “If you desire that to be seen you had better send it to the parapet.” There was a good deal more said on the subject of the white flag both by Wigfall and the major which the writer cannot recall, but the end of it all was that a white flag was
            ordered to be displayed from the parapet at the request of Colonel Wigfall, and pending negotiations with him, which was instantly done, a hospital sheet being used for the purpose. Then the firing gradually ceased, and the major and his officers and Colonel Wigfall retired into the hospital bomb-proof, the only habitable room left. This was about 3 o’clock in the afternoon.

        Wigfall’s conference was not of long duration. He left the fort in the small boat which brought him from Morris Island, and which was manned by negroes. Shortly after his departure another small boat from Sullivan’s Island, containing officers in full uniform (Wigfall wore citizen’s dress with the sword), approached the fort. The officers in this boat were very much astonished and annoyed at being warned off by the sentinel, and compelled to show a
            white flag before they were permitted to approach. They were received by the officer of the day, who apologized for not meeting them afloat, saying that all our boats had been destroyed by shot or burned up. They were indignant at their reception, and demanded to know whether or not the fort had surrendered. What was said in reply was not distinctly heard by the writer, but it was believed to be a negative. The officer then asked what the white flag meant, and
            Wigfall’s name was mentioned in reply. About this time Major Anderson made his appearance, and the visitors, still talking in an indignant tone, addressed themselves to him. What was said seemed to be a repetition of what had just been said to the officer of the day. The major’s replies were inaudible where the writer of this stood, except when he raised his hand in a sweeping sort of gesture in the direction of Fort Moultrie, and said, “Very well, gentlemen, you
            can return to your batteries.” They did not return, however, immediately, but were conducted into the hospital where Wigfall had been, and remained there some time. When they left we learned that there would be no more firing until General Beauregard had time to hear from his Government at Montgomery.

        About 7 o’clock in the evening another white flag brought the announcement that the terms agreed upon between General Beauregard and Major Anderson had been confirmed, and that we would leave Fort Sumter the following day; which we did, after saluting our flag with fifty guns.

        
            

            1 An amusing incident which illustrates this occurred during the election excitement in November, 1860. Elections in South Carolina were always peculiar. It could hardly be said that there were two parties, but there generally were two candidates for every office in the State. In such cases the candidates would each give a barbecue or feast of some kind to the voters, at which stump
                speeches were delivered in a somewhat florid style. The whole body of voters attended both entertainments, and it is to be feared decided rather upon the merits of the feast than the fitness of the candidate. At one of these entertainments on Sullivan’s Island, the regimental band attended,—hired as an attraction,—and such soldiers as were on pass gathered around the outskirts of the crowd which surrounded the open-air supper table. The supper was over, and
                the speaking had begun. Everything eatable had been devoured except a remnant of ham which rested on a platter in front of the chairman—who perhaps was also the candidate—at one end of the long table. The chairman was speaking, and the audience was enthusiastic. A storm of applause had just broken out at something the speaker had said, when a soldier, who had had his eyes on the fragment of ham for some time, deliberately mounted the table at the lower end, and
                carefully picking his steps among the dishes, walked to the chairman’s end, picked up the coveted fragment, and started on the return trip. The audacity of the man stunned the audience for a moment, but indignation soon got the better of astonishment, and the soldier was in some danger of rough treatment. But the chairman had his revolver out in a second, and holding it aloft proclaimed: “I’ll shoot the first man who interferes with that soldier.” And
                the soldier carried off the fragment. Of course he was drunk; but he could not have done the same thing without a drubbing in 1859. This anecdote—and others might be related—indicates the policy and perhaps the expectations of the secessionists in connection with the soldiers of Fort Moultrie.—J.C.

            2 The troops on the Star of the West consisted of 200 men, under Lieut. Charles R. Woods.—EDITORS.

            3 So faithful and true have the soldiers of the army always been that even very striking exhibitions of these qualities are not considered worthy of notice. There were military posts in 1861 which were abandoned by all the commissioned officers, at which not one of the enlisted men proved untrue. The loyalty of the latter has never been properly appreciated.—J.C.

            4 The non-commissioned officers in Fort Sumter were Ordnance-Sergeant James Kearney, U.S.A., Quartermaster-Sergeant William H. Hamner, 1st U.S. Artillery; Regimental Band, 1st Artillery: Sergeant James E. Galway, Corporal Andrew Smith; Company E, 1st Artillery: First Sergeant Eugene Scheibner, Sergeants Thomas Kirnan, William A. Harn, and James Chester, Corporals Owen M’Guire,
                Francis J. Oakes, Charles Bringhurst, and Henry Ellerbrook; Company H, 1st Artillery: First Sergeant John Renehan, Sergeants James M’Mahon, John Carmody, and John Otto, Corporal Christopher Costolan.—EDITORS.

        

    
CHAPTER 2

THE FIRST STEP IN THE WAR.

Stephen D. Lee, Lieutenant-General, C.S.A.

In the month of December, 1860, the South itself had no more realizing sense than the North of the magnitude of events about to be entered into so lightly. Even the Southern leaders did not realize that there could be any obstacle to “peaceable secession.” Many at the North were willing to “let the wayward sisters depart in peace.” Only a few on either side expected that blood would be shed. When, in the first Confederate Congress at Montgomery, one prudent debater exclaimed, “What if we really have a war?” the general response was, “There will be no war.” “But,” he persisted, “if there is a war, what are our resources?” and when one man in reply expressed his conviction that if the worst came, the South could put fifty thousand men into the field, he was looked upon as an enthusiast. The expectation of “peaceable secession” was the delusion that precipitated matters in the South; and it was on this expectation, when the crisis came, that South Carolina seceded. Her first step was to organize troops and assert the sovereignty in which she believed, by the occupation of her territory.

After the evacuation of Fort Moultrie, although Major Anderson was not permitted by the South Carolina authorities to receive any large supply of provisions, yet he received a daily mail, and fresh beef and vegetables from the city of Charleston, and was unmolested at Fort Sumter. He continued industriously to strengthen the fort. The military authorities of South Carolina, and afterward of the Confederate States, took possession of Fort Moultrie, Castle Pinckney, the arsenal, and other United States property in the vicinity. They also remounted the guns at Fort Moultrie, and constructed batteries on Sullivan’s, Morris, and James islands, and at other places, looking to the reduction of Fort Sumter if it should become necessary; meantime leaving no stone unturned to secure from the authorities at Washington a quiet evacuation of the fort. Several arrangements to accomplish this purpose were almost reached, but failed. Two attempts were made to reënforce and supply the garrison: one by the steamer Star of the West, which tried to reach the fort, January 9th, 1861, and was driven back by a battery on Morris Island, manned by South Carolina troops; the other just before the bombardment of Sumter, April 12th. The feeling of the Confederate authorities was that a peaceful issue would finally be arrived at; but they had a fixed determination to use force, if necessary, to occupy the fort. They did not desire or intend to take the initiative, if it could be avoided. So soon, however, as it was clearly understood that the authorities at Washington had abandoned peaceful views, and would assert the power of the United States to supply Fort Sumter, General Beauregard, the commander of the Confederate forces at Charleston, in obedience to the command of his Government at Montgomery, proceeded to reduce the fort. His arrangements were about complete, and on April 11th he demanded of Major Anderson the evacuation of Fort Sumter. He offered to transport Major Anderson and his command to any port in the United States; and to allow him to move out of the fort with company arms and property, and all private property, and to salute his flag in lowering it. This demand was delivered to Major Anderson at 3:45 P.M., by two aides of General Beauregard, James Chesnut, Jr., and myself. At 4:30 P.M. he handed us his reply, refusing to accede to the demand; but added, “Gentlemen, if you do not batter the fort to pieces about us, we shall be starved out in a few days.”
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BURSTING OF THE SIGNAL-SHELL FROM FORT JOHNSON OVER FORT SUMTER.

The reply of Major Anderson was put in General Beauregard’s hands at 5:15 P.M., and he was also told of this informal remark. Anderson’s reply and remark were communicated to the Confederate authorities at Montgomery. The Secretary of War, L. P. Walker, replied to Beauregard as follows:


“Do not desire needlessly to bombard Fort Sumter. If Major Anderson will state the time at which, as indicated by him, he will evacuate, and agree that in the meantime he will not use his guns against us, unless ours should be employed against Fort Sumter, you are authorized thus to avoid the effusion of blood. If this, or its equivalent, be refused, reduce the fort as your judgment decides to be most practicable.”
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FRANCIS W. PICKENS, GOVERNOR OF SOUTH CAROLINA, 1861. FROM A PHOTOGRAPH.

The same aides bore a second communication to Major Anderson, based on the above instructions, which was placed in his hands at 12:45 A.M., April 12th. His reply indicated that he would evacuate the fort on the 15th, provided he did not in the meantime receive contradictory instructions from his Government, or additional supplies, but he declined to agree not to open his guns upon the Confederate troops, in the event of any hostile demonstration on their part against his flag. Major Anderson made every possible effort to retain the aides till daylight, making one excuse and then another for not replying. Finally, at 3:15 A.M., he delivered his reply. In accordance with their instructions, the aides read it and, finding it unsatisfactory, gave Major Anderson this notification:


“FORT SUMTER, S.C., April 12, 1861, 3:20 A.M.—SIR: By authority of Brigadier-General Beauregard, commanding the Provisional Forces of the Confederate States, we have the honor to notify you that he will open the fire of his batteries on Fort Sumter in one hour from this time. We have the honor to be very respectfully, Your obedient servants, JAMES CHESNUT, JR., Aide-de-camp. STEPHEN D. LEE, Captain C.S. Army, Aide-de-camp.”



The above note was written in one of the casemates of the fort, and in the presence of Major Anderson and several of his officers. On receiving it, he was much affected. He seemed to realize the full import of the consequences, and the great responsibility of his position. Escorting us to the boat at the wharf, he cordially pressed our hands in farewell, remarking, “If we never meet in this world again, God grant that we may meet in the next.”

The boat containing the two aides and also Roger A. Pryor, of Virginia, and A. R. Chisolm, of South Carolina, who were also members of General Beauregard’s staff, went immediately to Fort Johnson on James Island, and the order to fire the signal gun was given to Captain George S. James, commanding the battery at that point. It was then 4 A.M. Captain James at once aroused his command, and arranged to carry out the order. He was a great admirer of Roger A. Pryor, and said to him, “You are the only man to whom I would give up the honor of firing the first gun of the war”; and he offered to allow him to fire it. Pryor, on receiving the offer, was very much agitated. With a husky voice he said, “I could not fire the first gun of the war.” His manner was almost similar to that of Major Anderson as we left him a few moments before on the wharf at Fort Sumter. Captain James would allow no one else but himself to fire the gun.1 
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FROM A PHOTOGRAPH TAKEN IN 1863.
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The boat with the aides of General Beauregard left Fort Johnson before arrangements were complete for the firing of the gun, and laid on its oars, about one-third the distance between the fort and Sumter, there to witness the firing of “the first gun of the war” between the States. It was fired from a ten-inch mortar at 4:30 A.M., April 12th, 1861. Captain James was a skillful officer, and the firing of the shell was a success. It burst immediately over the fort, apparently about one hundred feet above. The firing of the mortar woke the echoes from every nook and corner of the harbor, and in this the dead hour of night, before dawn, that shot was a sound of alarm that brought every soldier in the harbor to his feet, and every man, woman, and child in the city of Charleston from their beds. A thrill went through the whole city. It was felt that the Rubicon was passed. No one thought of going home; unused as their ears were to the appalling sounds, or the vivid flashes from the batteries, they stood for hours fascinated with horror. After the second shell the different batteries opened their fire on Fort Sumter, and by 4:45 A.M. the firing was general and regular. It was a hazy, foggy morning. About daylight, the boat with the aides reached Charleston, and they reported to General Beauregard.
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SECESSION HALL, CHARLESTON, SCENE OF THE PASSAGE OF THE ORDINANCE OF SECESSION. FROM A PHOTOGRAPH.

Fort Sumter did not respond with her guns till 7:30 A.M. The firing from this fort, during the entire bombardment, was slow and deliberate, and marked with little accuracy. The firing continued without intermission during the 12th, and more slowly during the night of the 12th and 13th. No material change was noticed till 8 A.M. on the 13th, when the barracks in Fort Sumter were set on fire by hot shot from the guns of Fort Moultrie. As soon as this was discovered, the Confederate batteries redoubled their efforts, to prevent the fire being extinguished. Fort Sumter fired at little longer intervals, to enable the garrison to fight the flames. This brave action, under such a trying ordeal, aroused great sympathy and admiration on the part of the Confederates for Major Anderson and his gallant garrison; this feeling was shown by cheers whenever a gun was fired from Sumter. It was shown also by loud reflections on the “men-of-war” outside the harbor.2 

About 12:30 the flag-staff of Fort Sumter was shot down, but it was soon replaced. As soon as General Beauregard heard that the flag was no longer flying, he sent three of his aides, William Porcher Miles, Roger A. Pryor, and myself, to offer, and also to see if Major Anderson would receive or needed, assistance, in subduing the flames inside the fort. Before we reached it, we saw the United States flag again floating over it, and began to return to the city. Before going far, however, we saw the Stars and Stripes replaced by a white flag. We turned about at once and rowed rapidly to the fort. We were directed, from an embrasure, not to go to the wharf, as it was mined, and the fire was near it. We were assisted through an embrasure and conducted to Major Anderson. Our mission being made known to him, he replied, “Present my compliments to General Beauregard, and say to him I thank him for his kindness, but need no assistance.” He further remarked that he hoped the worst was over, that the fire had settled over the magazine, and, as it had not exploded, he thought the real danger was about over. Continuing, he said, “Gentlemen, do I understand you come direct from General Beauregard?” The reply was in the affirmative. He then said, “Why! Colonel Wigfall has just been here as an aide too, and by authority of General Beauregard, and proposed the same terms of evacuation offered on the 11th instant.” We informed the major that we were not authorized to offer terms; that we were direct from General Beauregard, and that Colonel Wigfall, although an aide-de-camp to the general, had been detached, and had not seen the general for several days. Major Anderson at once stated, “There is a misunderstanding on my part, and I will at once run up my flag and open fire again.” After consultation, we requested him not to do so, until the matter was explained to General Beauregard, and requested Major Anderson to reduce to writing his understanding with Colonel Wigfall, which he did. However, before we left the fort, a boat arrived from Charleston, bearing Major D. R. Jones, assistant adjutant-general on General Beauregard’s staff, who offered substantially the same terms to Major Anderson as those offered on the 11th, and also by Colonel Wigfall, and which were now accepted.

Thus fell Fort Sumter, April 13th, 1861. At this time fire was still raging in the barracks, and settling steadily over the magazine. All egress was cut off except through the lower embrasures. Many shells from the Confederate batteries, which had fallen in the fort and had not exploded, as well as the hand-grenades used for defense, were exploding as they were reached by the fire. The wind was driving the heat and smoke down into the fort and into the case-mates, almost causing suffocation. Major Anderson, his officers, and men were blackened by smoke and cinders, and showed signs of fatigue and exhaustion, from the trying ordeal through which they had passed.
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JEFFERSON DAVIS, PRESIDENT OF THE CONFEDERATE STATES OF AMERICA. FROM A PHOTOGRAPH.

It was soon discovered, by conversation, that it was a bloodless battle; not a man had been killed or seriously wounded on either side during the entire bombardment of nearly forty hours. Congratulations were exchanged on so happy a result. Major Anderson stated that he had instructed his officers only to fire on the batteries and forts, and not to fire on private property.

The terms of evacuation offered by General Beauregard were generous, and were appreciated by Major Anderson. The garrison was to embark on the 14th, after running up and saluting the United States flag, and to be carried to the United States fleet. A soldier killed during the salute was buried inside the fort, the new Confederate garrison uncovering during the impressive ceremonies. Major Anderson and his command left the harbor, bearing with them the respect and admiration of the Confederate soldiers.3 It was conceded that he had done his duty as a soldier holding a most delicate trust.

[image: ]

VIEW OF CUMMING’S POINT. FROM A SKETCH MADE AFTER THE BOMBARDMENT.

This first bombardment of Sumter was but its “baptism of fire.” During subsequent attacks by land and water, it was battered by the heaviest Union artillery. Its walls were completely crushed, but the tons of iron projectiles imbedded in its ruins added strength to the inaccessible mass that surrounded it and made it impregnable. It was never taken, but the operations of General Sherman, after his march to the sea, compelled its evacuation, and the Stars and Stripes were again raised over it, April 14th, 1865.4 
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FORT SUMTER AFTER THE BOMBARDMENT. FROM A SKETCH MADE IN APRIL, 1861.



1 When the Star of the West arrived, on the 9th of January, the first shot, aimed across her bow, was fired by G. E. Haynsworth, and the second, aimed directly at her, by Cadet Horlbeek. It is claimed that before this date a hostile shot from a 4-pounder had been fired from Vicksburg by Horace Miller at a passing United States vessel, supposed to be carrying a supply of arms and ammunition to New Orleans. —EDITORS.

2 These vessels, part of the second expedition for the relief of Fort Sumter, were the Baltic (no guns), the Pawnee (8 9-inch guns), and the Harriet Lane (1 8-inch gun and 4 32-pounders). The Pocahontas did not arrive till the afternoon of the 13th. The expedition was in charge of Captain Gustavus V. Fox (afterward Assistant Secretary of the Navy), who had visited the fort on the 21st of March. It had been understood between Secretary Welles and Captain Fox that the movement should be supported by the Powhatan (1 11-inch and 10 9-inch guns); but, unknown to Mr. Welles, and perhaps without full understanding of this plan, President Lincoln had consented to the dispatch of the ship to the relief of Fort Pickens, for which destination it had sailed from New York, April 6th, under command of Lieutenant David D. Porter. This conflict of plans deprived Captain Fox of the ship which he calls the “fighting portion” of his fleet; and to this circumstance he attributed the failure of the expedition. —EDITORS.

3 The officers, under General Beauregard, of the batteries surrounding Fort Sumter were:

SULLIVAN’S ISLAND, Brigadier-General R.G.M. Dunovant commanding, Lieutenant-Colonel Roswell S. Ripley, commanding the artillery: Fire-gun Battery (east of Fort Moultrie), Captain S. Y. Tupper; Maffit Channel Battery (2 guns) and Mortar Battery No. 2 (2 10-inch mortars), Captain William Butler, Lieutenant T. A. Hugnenin; Fort Moultrie (30 guns), Captain W. R. Calhoun: consisting of Channel Battery, Lieutenants Thomas M. Wagner, Preston, and Sitgreaves, Sumter Battery, Lieutenants Alfred Rhett and John C. Mitchell, and Oblique Battery, Lieutenant C. W. Parker; Mortar Battery No. 1 (2 10-inch mortars) and Enfilade Battery (4 guns), Captain James H. Hallonquist, Lieutenants D. G. Fleming, Jacob Valentine, and B. S. Burnet; the Point Battery (1 9-inch Dahlgren) and the Floating Iron-clad Battery (2 42-pounders and 2 32-pounders), Captain John R. Hamilton and Lieutenant Joseph A. Yates; the Mount Pleasant Battery (2 10-inch mortars), Captain Robert Martin, Lieutenant George N. Reynolds.

MORRIS ISLAND, Brigadier-General James Simons commanding, Lieutenant-Colonel Wilmot G. De Saussure, commanding the artillery: Major P. F. Stevens, commanding Cumming’s Point Battery (Blakely gun, which arrived from Liverpool April 9th, Captain J. P. Thomas; 2 42-pounders, Lieutenant T. Sumter Brownfield; and 3 10-inch mortars, Lieutenants C. R. Holmes and N. Armstrong) and the Stevens Iron-clad Battery (3 8-inch columbiads), Captain George B. Cuthbert, Lieutenant G. L. Buist; Trapier Battery (3 10-inch mortars), Captain J. Gadsden King, Lieutenants W.D.H. Kirkwood, J. P. Strohecker, A. M. Huger, and E. L. Parker.

JAMES ISLAND, Major N. G. Evans commanding; Fort Johnson (battery of 24-pounders), Captain George S. James; Mortar Battery, Lieutenants W. H. Gibbes, H. S. Farley, J. E. McP. Washington, and T. B. Hayne; Upper Battery (2 10-inch mortars), Lower Battery (2 10-inch mortars), Captain S. C. Thayer. —EDITORS.

4 Under an order from Secretary Stanton, the same flag that was lowered, April 14th, 1861, was raised again over Sumter, by Major (then General) Anderson, on April 14th, 1865, the day President Lincoln was shot. Of Major Anderson’s former officers, Generals Abner Doubleday and Norman J. Hall and Chaplain Matthias Harris were present. The Rev. Henry Ward Beecher delivered an oration, and other prominent anti-slavery men attended the ceremony.—EDITORS.




CHAPTER 3

WAR PREPARATIONS IN THE NORTH.

Jacob D. Cox, Major-General, U.S.V.

EX-GOVERNOR OF OHIO, EX-SECRETARY OF THE INTERIOR.

The wonderful outburst of national feeling in the North in the spring of 1861 has always been a thrilling and almost supernatural thing to those who participated in it. The classic myth that the resistless terror which sometimes unaccountably seized upon an army was the work of the god Pan might seem to have its counterpart in the work of a national divinity rousing a whole people, not to terror, but to a sublime enthusiasm of self-devotion. To picture it as a whole is impossible. A new generation can only approximate a knowledge of the feelings of that time by studying in detail some separate scenes of the drama that had a continent for its stage. The writer can only tell what happened under his eye. The like was happening everywhere from Maine to Kansas. What is told is simply a type of the rest.1 

On Friday, the twelfth day of April, 1861, the Senate of Ohio was in session, trying to go on in the ordinary routine of business, but with a sense of anxiety and strain which was caused by the troubled condition of national affairs. The passage of “ordinances of secession” by one after another of the Southern States, and even the assembling of a provisional Confederate government at Montgomery, had not wholly destroyed the hope that some peaceful way out of our troubles would be found; yet the gathering of an army on the sands opposite Fort Sumter was really war, and if a hostile gun were fired, we knew it would mean the end of all effort at arrangement. Hoping almost against hope that blood would not be shed, and that the pageant of military array and of a secession government would pass by, we tried to give our thoughts to business; but there was no heart in it, and the “morning hour” lagged, for we could not work in earnest, and we were unwilling to adjourn.
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THE AWKWARD SQUAD.

Suddenly a senator came in from the lobby in an excited way, and, catching the chairman’s eye, exclaimed, “Mr. President, the telegraph announces that the secessionists are bombarding Fort Sumter!” There was a solemn and painful hush, but it was broken in a moment by a woman’s shrill voice from the spectators’ seats, crying, “Glory to God!” It startled every one, almost as if the enemy were in the midst. But it was the voice of a radical friend of the slave, Abby Kelly Foster, who, after a lifetime of public agitation, believed that only through blood could his freedom be won, and who had shouted the fierce cry of joy that the question had been submitted to the decision of the sword. With most of us, the gloomy thought that civil war had begun in our own land overshadowed everything else; this seemed too great a price to pay for any good,—a scourge to be borne only in preference to yielding what was to us the very groundwork of our republicanism, the right to enforce a fair interpretation of the Constitution through the election of President and Congress.

The next day we learned that Major Anderson had surrendered, and the telegraphic news from all the Northern States showed plain evidence of a popular outburst of loyalty to the Union, following a brief moment of dismay. That was the period when the flag—The Flag—flew out to the wind from every housetop in our great cities, and when, in New York, wildly excited crowds marched the streets demanding that the suspected or the lukewarm should show the symbol of nationality as a committal to the country’s cause. He that is not for us is against us, was the deep, instinctive feeling.

Judge Thomas M. Key of Cincinnati,2 chairman of the Judiciary Committee, was the recognized leader of the Democratic party in the Senate, and at an early hour moved an adjournment to the following Tuesday, in order, as he said, that the senators might have the opportunity to go home and consult their constituents in the perilous crisis of public affairs. No objection was made to the adjournment, and the representatives took a similar recess. All were in a state of most anxious suspense,—the Republicans to know what initiative the Administration at Washington would take, and the Democrats to determine what course they should follow if the President should call for troops to put down the insurrection.

Before we met again, Mr. Lincoln’s proclamation and call for 75,000 men for three months’ service had been issued, and the great mass of the people of the North, forgetting all party distinctions, answered with an enthusiasm that swept politicians off their feet. When we met again on Tuesday morning, Judge Key, taking my arm and pacing the floor outside the railing, broke out impetuously, “Mr. Cox, the people have gone stark mad!”—“I knew they would if a blow were struck against the flag,” said I, reminding him of some previous conversations we had had on the subject. He, with most of the politicians of the day, partly by sympathy with the overwhelming current of public opinion, and partly by the reaction of their own hearts against the theories which had encouraged the secessionists, determined to support the war measures of the Government and to make no factious opposition to such State legislation as might be necessary to sustain the Federal Administration.

The attitude of Mr. Key is only a type of many others, and marks one of the most striking features of the time. On the 8th of January the usual Democratic convention and celebration of the battle of New Orleans had taken place, and a series of resolutions had been passed, in which, professing to speak in the name of “200,000 Democrats of Ohio,” the convention had very significantly intimated that this vast organization of men would be found in the way of any attempt to put down secession until the demands of the South in respect to slavery were complied with. A few days afterward I was returning to Columbus from my home in Trumbull county, and meeting upon the railway train with David Tod, then an active Democratic politician, but afterward one of our loyal “war governors,” the conversation turned on the action of the convention which had just adjourned. Mr. Tod and I were personal friends and neighbors, and I freely expressed my surprise that the convention should have committed itself to what must be interpreted as a threat of insurrection in the North, if the Administration should, in opposing secession by force, follow the example of Andrew Jackson in whose honor they had assembled. He rather vehemently reasserted the substance of the resolution, saying that we Republicans would find the 200,000 Ohio Democrats in front of us, if we attempted to cross the Ohio River. My answer was, “We will give up the contest if we cannot carry your 200,000 over the heads of you leaders.”

The result proved how hollow the party assertions had been, or, perhaps, I should say, how superficial was the hold of such doctrines upon the mass of men in a great political organization. At the first shot from Beauregard’s guns in Charleston Harbor these men crowded to the recruiting stations to enlist for the defense of the national flag and the national union. It was a popular torrent which no leaders could resist; but many of these should be credited with the same patriotic impulse, and it made them nobly oblivious of party consistency. A few days after the surrender of Sumter, Stephen A. Douglas passed through Columbus on his way to Washington, and, in response to the calls of a spontaneous gathering of people, spoke to them from the window of his bedroom in the hotel. There had been no thought for any of the common surroundings of a public meeting. There were no torches, no music. A dark mass of men filled full the dimly lit street, and called for Douglas with an earnestness of tone wholly different from the enthusiasm of common political gatherings. He came half-dressed to his window, and, without any light near him, spoke solemnly to the people upon the terrible crisis which had come upon the nation. Men of all parties were there: his own followers to get some light as to their duty; the Breckinridge Democrats ready, most of them, repentantly to follow a Northern leader now that their Southern associates were in armed opposition to the Government; the Republicans eager to know whether so potent an influence was to be unreservedly on the side of the nation. I remember well the serious solicitude with which I listened to his opening sentences as I leaned against the railing of the State House park, trying in vain to see more than a dim outline of the man as he stood at the unlighted window. His deep, sonorous tones rolled down through the darkness from above us, an earnest, measured voice, the more solemn, the more impressive, because we could not see the speaker, and it came to us literally as “a voice in the night,”—the night of our country’s unspeakable trial. There was no uncertainty in his tone; the Union must be preserved and the insurrection must be crushed; he pledged his hearty support to Mr. Lincoln’s administration in doing this; other questions must stand aside till the national authority should be everywhere recognized. I do not think we greatly cheered him,—it was, rather, a deep Amen that went up from the crowd. We went home breathing more freely in the assurance we now felt that, for a time at least, no organized opposition to the Federal Government and its policy of coercion could be formidable in the North.
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STEPHEN A. DOUGLAS. FROM A DAGUERREOTYPE TAKEN IN 1852.

Yet the situation hung upon us like a nightmare. Garfield and I were lodging together at the time, our wives being kept at home by family cares, and when we reached our sitting-room, after an evening session of the Senate, we often found ourselves involuntarily groaning, “Civil war in our land!” The shame, the folly, the outrage, seemed too great to believe, and we half hoped to wake from it as from a dream. Among the painful remembrances of those days is the ever-present weight at the heart which never left me till I found relief in the active duties of camp life at the close of the month. I went about my duties (and I am sure most of those with whom I associated did the same) with the half-choking sense of a grief I dared not think of: like one who is dragging himself to the ordinary labors of life from some terrible and recent bereavement.

We talked of our personal duty, and though both Garfield and myself had young families, we were agreed that our activity in the organization and support of the Republican party made the duty of supporting the Government by military service come peculiarly home to us. He was, for the moment, somewhat trammeled by his half-clerical position, but he very soon cut the knot. My own path seemed unmistakably plain. He, more careful for his friend than for himself, urged upon me his doubts whether my physical strength was equal to the strain that would be put upon it. “I,” said he, “am big and strong, and if my relations to the church and the college can be loosened, I shall have no excuse for not enlisting; but you are slender and will break down.” It is true I then looked slender for a man six feet high; yet I had confidence in the elasticity of my constitution, and the result justified me, while it also showed how liable one is to mistake in such things. Garfield found that he had a tendency to weakness of the alimentary system, which broke him down on every campaign in which he served, and led to his retiring from the army at the close of 1863. My own health, on the other hand, was strengthened by outdoor life and exposure, and I served to the end with growing physical vigor.

When Mr. Lincoln issued his first call for troops, the existing laws made it necessary that these should be fully organized and officered by the several States. Then, the treasury was in no condition to bear the burden of war expenditures, and, till Congress could assemble, the President was forced to rely on the States for means to equip and transport their own men. This threw upon the governors and legislatures of the loyal States responsibilities of a kind wholly unprecedented. A long period of profound peace had made every military organization seem almost farcical. A few independent companies formed the merest shadow of an army, and the State militia proper was only a nominal thing. It happened, however, that I held a commission as brigadier in this State militia, and my intimacy with Governor Dennison led him to call upon me for such assistance as I could render in the first enrollment and organization of the Ohio quota. Arranging to be called to the Senate chamber when my vote might be needed, I gave my time chiefly to such military matters as the governor appointed. Although, as I have said, my military commission had been a nominal thing, and in fact I had never worn a uniform, I had not wholly neglected theoretic preparation for such work. For some years, the possibility of a war of secession had been one of the things which were forced upon the thoughts of reflecting people, and I had given some careful study to such books of tactics and of strategy as were within easy reach. I had especially been led to read military history with critical care, and had carried away many valuable ideas from that most useful means of military education. I had, therefore, some notion of the work before us, and could approach its problems with less loss of time, at least, than if I had been wholly ignorant.

My commission as brigadier-general in the Ohio quota in national service was dated the 23d of April. Just about the same time Captain George B. McClellan was requested by Governor Dennison to come to Columbus for consultation, and, by the governor’s request, I met him at the railway station and took him to the State House. I think Mr. Lars Anderson (brother of Major Robert Anderson) and Mr. L’Hommedieu of Cincinnati were with him. The intimation had been given me that he would probably be made major-general of the Ohio contingent, and this, naturally, made me scan him closely. He was rather under the medium height, but muscularly formed, with broad shoulders and a well-poised head, active and graceful in motion. His whole appearance was quiet and modest, but when drawn out he showed no lack of confidence in himself. He was dressed in a plain traveling dress and wore a narrow-rimmed soft felt hat. In short, he seemed what he was, a railway superintendent in his business clothes. At the time, his name was a good deal associated with Beauregard’s, and they were spoken of as young men of similar standing in the engineer corps of the army, and great things were expected of them both because of their scientific knowledge of their profession, though McClellan had been in civil life for some years. McClellan’s report on the Crimean war was one of the few important memoirs our old army had produced, and was valuable enough to give a just reputation for comprehensive understanding of military organization, and the promise of ability to conduct the operations of an army.

I was present at the interview which the governor had with him. The destitution of the State of everything like military material and equipment was very plainly put, and the magnitude of the task of building up a small army out of nothing was not blinked. The governor spoke of the embarrassment he felt at every step from the lack of practical military experience in his staff, and of his desire to have some one on whom he could properly throw the details of military work. McClellan showed that he fully understood the difficulties there would be before him, and said no man could wholly master them at once, although he had confidence that if a few weeks’ time for preparation were given, he would be able to put the Ohio division into reasonable form for taking the field. The command was then formally tendered and accepted. All of us who were present felt that the selection was one full of promise and hope, and that the governor had done the wisest thing practicable at the time.

The next morning McClellan requested me to accompany him to the State arsenal, to see what arms and material might be there. We found a few boxes of smooth-bore muskets which had once been issued to militia companies and had been returned rusted and damaged. No belts, cartridge-boxes, or other accouterments were with them. There were two or three smooth-bore brass field-pieces, 6-pounders, which had been honey-combed by firing salutes, and of which the vents had been worn out, bushed, and worn out again. In a heap in one corner lay a confused pile of mildewed harness which had been once used for artillery horses, but was now not worth carrying away. There had for many years been no money appropriated to buy military material or even to protect the little the State had. The Federal Government had occasionally distributed some arms which were in the hands of the independent uniformed militia, and the arsenal was simply an empty store-house. It did not take long to complete our inspection. At the door, as we were leaving the building, McClellan turned, and, looking back into its emptiness, remarked, half humorously and half sadly, “A fine stock of munitions on which to begin a great war!”

We went back to the State House where a room was assigned us, and we sat down to work. The first task was to make out detailed schedules and estimates of what would be needed to equip ten thousand men for the field. This was a unit which could be used by the governor and Legislature in estimating the appropriations needed then or subsequently. Intervals in this labor were used in discussing the general situation and plans of campaign. Before the close of the week McClellan drew up a paper embodying his own views, and forwarded it to Lieutenant-General Scott. He read it to me, and my recollection of it is that he suggested two principal lines of movement in the West: one to move eastward by the Kanawha Valley with a heavy column to coöperate with an army in front of Washington; the other to march directly southward and to open the Valley of the Mississippi. Scott’s answer was appreciative and flattering, without distinctly approving his plan, and I have never doubted that the paper prepared the way for his appointment in the regular army, which followed at an early day.3 

But in trying to give a connected idea of the first military organization of the State, I have outrun some incidents of those days which are worth recollection. From the hour the call for troops was published, enlistments began, and recruits were parading the streets continually. At the capitol the restless impulse to be doing something military seized even upon the members of the Legislature, and a good many of them assembled every evening upon the east terrace of the State House to be drilled in marching and facing by one or two of their own number who had some knowledge of company tactics. Most of the uniformed independent companies in the cities of the State immediately tendered their services and began to recruit their numbers to the hundred men required for acceptance. There was no time to procure uniforms, nor was it desirable; for these companies had chosen their own, and would have to change it for that of the United States as soon as this could be furnished. For some days companies could be seen marching and drilling, of which part would be uniformed in some gaudy style such as is apt to prevail in holiday parades in time of peace, while another part would be dressed in the ordinary working garb of citizens of all degrees. The uniformed files would also be armed and accoutered, the others would be without arms or equipments, and as awkward a squad as could well be imagined. The material, however, was magnificent and soon began to take shape. The fancy uniforms were left at home, and some approximation to a simple and useful costume was made. The recent popular outburst in Italy furnished a useful idea, and the “Garibaldi uniform” of a red flannel shirt with broad falling collar, with blue trousers held by a leathern waist-belt, and a soft felt hat for the head, was extensively copied and served an excellent purpose. It could be made by the wives and sisters at home, and was all the more acceptable for that. The spring was opening and a heavy coat would not be much needed, so that with some sort of overcoat and a good blanket in an improvised knapsack, the new company was not badly provided. The warm scarlet color reflected from their enthusiastic faces as they stood in line made a picture that never failed to impress the mustering officers with the splendid character of the men.
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MAJOR-GENERAL GEORGE B. MCCLELLAN. FROM A WAR-TIME PHOTOGRAPH.

The officering of these new troops was a difficult and delicate task, and, so far as company officers were concerned, there seemed no better way at the beginning than to let the enlisted men elect their own, as was in fact done. In most cases where entirely new companies were raised, it had been by the enthusiastic efforts of some energetic volunteers who were naturally made the commissioned officers. But not always. There were numerous examples of self-denial by men who remained in the ranks after expending much labor and money in recruiting, modestly refusing the honors, and giving way to some one supposed to have military knowledge or experience. The war in Mexico in 1846–7 had been our latest conflict with a civilized people, and to have served in it was a sure passport to confidence. It had often been a service more in name than in fact; but the young volunteers felt so deeply their own ignorance that they were ready to yield to any pretense of superior knowledge, and generously to trust themselves to any one who would offer to lead them. Hosts of charlatans and incompetents were thus put into responsible places at the beginning, but the sifting work went on fast after the troops were once in the field. The election of field-officers, however, ought not to have been allowed. Companies were necessarily regimented together of which each could have little personal knowledge of the officers of the others; intrigue and demagogy soon came into play, and almost fatal mistakes were made in selection. The evil worked its cure, but the ill effects of it were long visible.

The immediate need of troops to protect Washington caused most of the uniformed companies to be united into the first two regiments, which were quickly dispatched to the East. These off, companies began to stream in from all parts of the State. On their first arrival they were quartered wherever shelter could be had, as there were no tents or sheds to make a camp for them. Going to my evening work at the State House, as I crossed the rotunda I saw a company marching in by the south door, and another disposing itself for the night upon the marble pavement near the east entrance; as I passed on to the north hall, I saw another that had come a little earlier holding a prayer-meeting, the stone arches echoing with the excited supplications of some one who was borne out of himself by the terrible pressure of events around him, while, mingling with his pathetic, beseeching tones as he prayed for his country, came the shrill notes of the fife and the thundering din of the ubiquitous bass-drum from the company marching in on the other side. In the Senate chamber a company was quartered, and the senators were supplying them with paper and pens with which “the boys” were writing their farewells to mothers and sweethearts, whom they hardly dared hope they should see again. A similar scene was going on in the Representatives’ hall, another in the Supreme Court-room. In the executive office sat the governor, the unwonted noises, when the door was opened, breaking in on the quiet, business-like air of the room,—he meanwhile dictating dispatches, indicating answers to others, receiving committees of citizens, giving directions to officers of companies and regiments, accommodating himself to the willful democracy of our institutions which insists upon seeing the man in chief command, and will not take its answer from a subordinate, until in the small hours of the night the noises were hushed, and after a brief hour of effective, undisturbed work upon the matters of chief importance, he could leave the glare of his gas-lighted office and seek a few hours’ rest, only to renew his wearing labors on the morrow.

On the streets the excitement was of a rougher if not more intense character. A minority of unthinking partisans could not understand the strength and sweep of the great popular movement, and would sometimes venture to speak out their sympathy with the rebellion, or their sneers at some party friend who had enlisted. In the boiling temper of the time the quick answer was a blow; and it was one of the common incidents of the day for those who came into the State House to tell of a knock-down that had occurred here or there, when this popular punishment had been administered to some indiscreet “rebel-sympathizer.”

Various duties brought young army officers of the regular service to the State capital, and others sought a brief leave of absence to come and offer their services to the governor of their native State. General Scott had planted himself firmly on the theory that the regular army must be the principal reliance for severe work, and that the volunteers could only be auxiliaries around this solid nucleus which would show them the way to perform their duty, and take the brunt of every encounter. The young regulars who asked leave to accept commissions in State regiments were therefore refused, and were ordered to their own subaltern positions and posts. There can be no doubt that the true policy would have been to encourage the whole of this younger class to enter at once the volunteer service. They would have been field-officers in the new regiments, and would have impressed discipline and system upon the organization from the beginning. The Confederates really profited by having no regular army. They gave to the officers who left our service, it is true, commissions in their so-called “provisional” army, to encourage them to expect permanent military positions if the war should end in the independence of the South; but this was only a nominal organization, and their real army was made up (as ours turned out practically to be) from the regiments of State volunteers. Less than a year afterward we changed our policy, but it was then too late to induce many of the regular officers to take regimental positions in the volunteer troops. I hesitate to declare that this was not, after all, for the best; for, although the organization of our army would have been more rapidly perfected, there are other considerations which have much weight. The army would not have been the popular thing it was, its close identification with the people’s movement would have been weakened, and it, perhaps, would not so readily have melted again into the mass of the nation at the close of the war.

On the 29th of April I was ordered by McClellan to proceed next morning to Camp Dennison, near Cincinnati, where he had fixed the site for a permanent camp of instruction. I took with me one full regiment and half of another. The day was a fair one, and when about noon our railway train reached the camping ground, it seemed an excellent place for our work. The drawback was that the land was planted in wheat and corn, instead of being meadow or pasture land. Captain Rosecrans (later the well-known general) met us as McClellan’s engineer officer, coming from Cincinnati with a train-load of lumber. With his compass and chain, and by the help of a small detail of men, he soon laid off the two regimental camps, and the general lines of the whole encampment for a dozen regiments. The men of the regiments shouldered the pine boards, and carried them up to the lines of the company streets which were close to the hills skirting the valley, and which opened into the parade and drill ground along the railway. Vigorous work housed all the men before night, and it was well that it did so, for the weather changed in the evening, a cold rain came on, and the next morning was a chill and dreary one. My own headquarters were in a little brick school-house of one story, and with a single aide (my only staff-officer) we bestowed ourselves for the night in the little spaces between the pupils’ desks and the teacher’s pulpit. The windy, cheerless night was a long one, but gave place at last to a fickle, changeable day of drifting showers and occasional sunshine, and we were roused by our first reveille in camp. A breakfast was made from some cooked provisions brought with us, and we resumed the duty of organizing and instructing the camp. With the vigorous outdoor life and the full physical and mental employment, the depression which had weighed upon me since the news of the guns at Sumter passed away, never to return.

New battalions arrived from day to day, the cantonments were built by themselves, like the first, and the business of instruction and drill was systematized. The men were not yet armed, so there was no temptation to begin too soon with the manual of the musket, and they were kept industriously employed in marching in single line, by file, in changing direction, in forming column of fours from double line, etc., before their guns were put into their hands. Each regiment was treated as a separate camp with its own chain of sentinels, and the officers of the guard were constantly busy inspecting the sentinels on post and teaching guard and picket duty theoretically to the reliefs off duty. Schools were established in each regiment for field and staff as well as for company officers, and Hardee’s “Tactics” was in the hands of everybody who could procure a copy. One of the proofs of the unprecedented scale of our war preparation is found in the fact that the supply of the authorized “Tactics” was soon exhausted, making it difficult to get the means of instruction in the company schools. The arriving regiments sometimes had their first taste of camp life under circumstances well calculated to dampen their ardor. The 4th Ohio, under Colonel Lorin Andrews, president of Kenyon College, came just before a thunder-storm one evening, and the bivouac that night was as rough a one as his men were likely to experience for many a day. They made shelter by placing boards from the fence-tops to the ground, but the fields were level and soon became a mire under the pouring rain, so that they were a queer-looking lot when they crawled out in the morning. The sun was then shining bright, however, and they had better cover for their heads by the next night. The 7th Ohio, which was recruited in Cleveland and on the “Western Reserve,” sent a party in advance to build some of their huts, and though they too came in a rain-storm, they were less uncomfortable than some of the others. In the course of a fortnight all the regiments of the Ohio contingent were in the camp, except the two that had been hurried to Washington. They were organized into three brigades. The brigadiers, besides myself, were Generals J. H. Bates and Newton Schleich. General Bates, who was the senior, and as such assumed command of the camp in McClellan’s absence, was a graduate of West Point who had served some years in the regular army, but had resigned and adopted the profession of law. General Schleich was a Democratic senator, who had been in the State militia, and had been one of the drill-masters of the Legislative Squad, which had drilled upon the Capitol terrace. McClellan had intended to make his own headquarters in the camp; but the convenience of attending to official business in Cincinnati kept him in the city. His purpose was to make the brigade organizations permanent, and to take them as a division to the field when they were a little prepared for the work. Like many other good plans, it failed to be carried out. I was the only one of the brigadiers who remained in the service after the first enlistment for ninety days, and it was my fate to take the field with new regiments, only one of which had been in my brigade in camp. After General Bates’s arrival my own hut was built on the slope of the hillside behind my brigade, close under the wooded ridge, and here for the next six weeks was my home. The morning brought its hour of business correspondence relating to the command; then came the drill, when the parade ground was full of marching companies and squads. Officers’ drill followed, with sword exercise and pistol practice, and the evening was allotted to schools of theoretic tactics, outpost duty, and the like.

The first fortnight in camp was the hardest for the troops. The plowed fields became deep with mud which nothing could remove till steady good weather should allow them to be packed hard under the continued tramp of thousands of men. The organization of camp-kitchens had to be learned by the hardest experience also, and the men who had some aptitude for cooking had to be found by a slow process of natural selection, during which many an unpalatable meal had to be eaten. A disagreeable bit of information soon came to us in the proof that more than half the men had never had the contagious diseases of infancy. The measles broke out, and we had to organize a camp-hospital at once. A large barn near by was taken for this purpose, and the surgeons had their hands full of cases, which, however trivial they might seem at home, were here aggravated into dangerous illness by the unwonted surroundings, and the impossibility of securing the needed protection from exposure. The good women of Cincinnati took promptly in hand the task of providing nurses for the sick and proper diet and delicacies for hospital use. The Sisters of Charity, under the lead of Sister Anthony, a noble woman, came out in force, and their black and white robes harmonized picturesquely with the military surroundings, as they flitted about under the rough timber framing of the old barn, carrying comfort and hope from one rude couch to another.

As to supplies, hardly a man in a regiment knew how to make out a requisition for rations or for clothing, and, easy as it is to rail at “red-tape,” the necessity of keeping a check upon embezzlement and wastefulness justified the staff-bureaus at Washington in insisting upon regular vouchers to support the quartermasters’ and commissaries’ accounts. But here, too, men were gradually found who had special talent for the work. Where everybody had to learn a new business, it would have been miraculous if grave errors had not frequently occurred. Looking back at it, the wonder is that the blunders and mishaps had not been tenfold more numerous than they were.

By the middle of May the confusion had given way to reasonable system, but we now were obliged to meet the embarrassments of reorganization for three years, under the President’s second call for troops (May 3d). In every company some discontented spirits wanted to go home, and, to avoid the odium of going alone, they became mischief-makers, seeking to prevent the whole company from reënlisting. The growing discipline was relaxed or lost in the solicitations, the electioneering, the speech-making, and the other common arts of persuasion. In spite of all these discouragements, however, the daily drills and instruction went on with some approach to regularity, and our raw volunteers began to look more like soldiers. Captain Gordon Granger, of the regular army, came to muster the reënlisted regiments into the three-years service, and as he stood at the right of the 4th Ohio, looking down the line of a thousand stalwart men, all in their Garibaldi shirts (for we had not yet got our uniforms), he turned to me and exclaimed, “My God! that such men should be food for powder!” It certainly was a display of manliness and intelligence such as had hardly ever been seen in the ranks of an army. There were in camp at that time, three if not four companies in different regiments that were wholly made up of under-graduates of colleges, who had enlisted together, their officers being their tutors and professors. And where there was not so striking evidence as this of the enlistment of the best of our youth, every company could still show that it was largely recruited from the best nurtured and most promising young men of the community.

[image: ]

MAJOR-GENERAL GORDON GRANGER. FROM A PHOTOGRAPH.

Granger had been in the South-west when the secession movement began, and had seen the formation of military companies everywhere, and the incessant drilling which had been going on all winter; while we, in a strange condition of political paralysis, had been doing nothing. His information was eagerly sought by us all, and he lost no opportunity of impressing upon us the fact that the South was nearly six months ahead of us in organization and preparation. He did not conceal his belief that we were likely to find the war a much longer and more serious piece of business than was commonly expected, and that, unless we pushed hard our drilling and instruction, we should find ourselves at a disadvantage in our earlier encounters. What he said had a good effect in making officers and men take more willingly to the laborious routine of the parade ground and the regimental school; for such opinions as his soon ran through a camp, and they were commented upon by the enlisted men quite as earnestly as among the officers. Still, hope kept the upper hand, and I believe that three-fourths of us still cherished the belief that a single campaign would end the war.

Though most of our men were native Ohioans, we had in camp two regiments made up of other material. The 9th Ohio was recruited from the Germans of Cincinnati, and was commanded by Colonel Robert McCook. In camp, the drilling of the regiment fell almost completely into the hands of the adjutant, Lieutenant August Willich (afterward a general of division), and McCook, who humorously exaggerated his own lack of military knowledge, used to say that he was only “clerk for a thousand Dutchmen,” so completely did the care of equipping and providing for his regiment engross his time and labor. The 10th Ohio was an Irish regiment, also from Cincinnati, and its men were proud to call themselves the “Bloody Tinth.” The brilliant Lytle was its commander, and his control over them, even in the beginning of their service and near the city of their home, showed that they had fallen into competent hands. It happened, of course, that the guard-house pretty frequently contained representatives of the 10th, who, on the short furloughs that were allowed them, took a parting glass too many with their friends in the city, and came to camp boisterously drunk. But the men of the regiment got it into their heads that the 13th, which lay just opposite them across the railroad, took a malicious pleasure in filling the guard-house with the Irishmen. Some threats had been made that they would go over and “clean out” the 13th, and one fine evening these came to a head. I suddenly got orders from General Bates to form my brigade and march them at once between the 10th and 13th to prevent a collision that seemed imminent. The long-roll was beaten as if the drummers realized the full importance of the first opportunity to sound that warlike signal. We marched by the moon-light into the space between the belligerent regiments; but Lytle already had got his own men under control, and the less mercurial 13th were not disposed to be aggressive, so that we were soon dismissed, with a compliment for our promptness.

[image: ]

CAMP DENNISON, NEAR CINCINNATI.

The six weeks of our stay in Camp Dennison seem like months in the retrospect, so full were they crowded with new experiences. The change came in an unexpected way. The initiative taken by the Confederates in West Virginia had to be met by prompt action, and McClellan was forced to drop his own plans and meet the exigency. The organization and equipment of the regiments for the three-years service was still incomplete, and the brigades were broken up, to take across the Ohio the regiments best prepared to go. This was discouraging to a brigade commander, for, even with veteran troops, acquaintanceship between the officer and his command is a necessary condition of confidence and a most important element of strength. My own assignment to the Great Kanawha district was one I had every reason to be content with, except that for several months I felt the disadvantage I suffered from having command of troops which I had never seen till we met in the field.



1 In those opening days of the war, the National Government seemed for the moment to be subordinated to the governments of the States. A revolution in the seceding South had half destroyed the national legislature, and the national executive was left without a treasury, without an army, and without laws adequate to create these at once. At no time since the thirteen colonies declared their independence have the State governors and the State legislators found so important a field of duty as then. A little hesitation, a little lukewarmness, would have ended all. Then it was that the intense zeal and high spirit of Governor Andrew of Massachusetts led all New England, and was ready to lead the nation, as the men of Concord and Lexington had led in 1775. Then it was that Governor Morton of Indiana came to the front with a masculine energy and burly weight of character and of will which was typical of the force which the Great West could throw into the struggle.

Ohio was so situated with regard to West Virginia and Kentucky that the keystone of the Union might be said to be now west of the mountains. Governor Dennison mediated, like the statesman he was, between East and West; and Tod and Brough, following him by the will of the people in votes that ran up to majorities of near a hundred thousand, gave that vigorous support to Mr. Lincoln which showed the earnest nationality of the “war Democrats” of that day.—J.D.C.

2 Afterward aide-de-camp and acting judge-advocate on General McClellan’s staff.

3 Scott’s answer was dated May 3d, and is given by General E. D. Townsend (then on Scott’s staff), in his “Anecdotes of the Civil War.”
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