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Advance Praise for Thunder at the Gates


“We have long known of the history of the pioneering black Massachusetts regiments of the Civil War—the Fifty-fourth and Fifty-fifth Infantry and Fifth Cavalry—and their impact on the military and political battlefields. In this deeply researched and stunningly narrated new study of their exploits, Egerton, by focusing our attention squarely on the men, both the enlisted and officers, has found a new and exciting way to retell the story of those whose actions had a profound impact on the outcome of the struggles against slavery and racial oppression.”


—RICHARD J. BLACKETT, Professor of History, Vanderbilt University


“‘None were braver in the fight’ wrote the poet Paul Laurence Dunbar about Massachusetts’ black regiments, and Douglas Egerton takes up that refrain, chronicling with nuance and insight the heroic struggle for freedom and justice of soldiers such as Lewis and Charles Douglass, William Carney, and Stephen A. Swails. Egerton brilliantly interweaves personal stories and political context, evoking the battlefields of Fort Wagner and Olustee, and the profound legacy of what happened there. This is a great book, worthy of the men who inspired it.”
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“ROBERT GOULD SHAW”


Why was it that the thunder voice of Fate


Should call thee, studious, from the classic groves,


Where calm-eyed Pallas with still footstep roves,


And charge thee seek the turmoil of the state?


What bade thee hear the voice and rise elate,


Leave home and kindred and thy spicy loaves,


To lead th’ unlettered and despised droves


To manhood’s home and thunder at the gate?


Far better the slow blaze of Learning’s light,


The cool and quiet of her dearer fane,


Than this hot terror of a hopeless fight,


This cold endurance of the final pain,—


Since thou and those who with thee died for right


Have died, the Present teaches, but in vain!


—PAUL LAURENCE DUNBAR, 1913 (son of a veteran of the Fifty-fifth)









“THE ADVANTAGES OF LIVING IN TIMES CALLED CALAMITOUS”


A nation does not know its strength until tested by a calamity. Then it is, that its power of endurance and capacity to invent are developed. Its latent energy, unknown in times of peace and plenty, is forced into action. Listlessness gives way to caution; dormancy to untiring watchfulness; in a word it proves its power to exist, and thus commands respect from all.


Misfortunes awake all the better feelings of our nature. In the hour of adversity we feel drawn closer to each other, and the common cord running through all humanity vibrates in sympathy for mutual suffering. We extend the narrow home circle till it includes the entire human family, and around a common cause we work with a common will. Our pride is humbled, and we are reminded of our dependence on a higher power. The gloom passes, the sun shines out. We walk stronger, better, freer!


—NORWOOD PENROSE HALLOWELL, Harvard College essay, March 22, 1860









Prologue


WEARY AFTER THE LONG MARCH, THE BLACK INFANTRYMEN FELL to their knees, dropping their muskets and pulling off their heavy gear. Their white colonel, twenty-eight-year-old Alfred Hartwell, a Massachusetts native and a Harvard man, consulted his hand-drawn map and guessed them to be on the outskirts of Pineville, a South Carolina village of roughly 100 buildings. That morning, April 3, 1865, Hartwell had received orders to take a detachment of the Massachusetts Fifty-fifth Volunteer Infantry Regiment and head upland toward Lake Moultrie in search of Confederate cavalry. After firing a few shots at a mounted party riding in advance of Hartwell’s infantry, the Confederates vanished, but not before lynching a number of runaway slaves they found hiding in a swamp. The discovery of the bodies brought the soldiers to their feet, and by the time they reached the gates of a plantation owned by Charles Porcher, the company was in no mood to be charitable to those yet loyal to the collapsing Confederacy. A former captain in his regiment’s sister unit, the Fifty-fourth, Hartwell was experienced enough to appease his revenge-minded soldiers by arresting the sixty-three-year-old Porcher, whom he denounced as “an original and most decided rebel,” while his men fanned out to inform Porcher’s human property of their freedom. One officer demanded to know whether Porcher was hiding “any wine in his cellars,” and after the unrepentant slaveholder lied to the unit—the wines were found in his attic—the soldiers and Porcher’s newly freed slaves helped themselves to the bottles; “one or the other” group, Lieutenant Colonel Charles Fox later admitted, “while in liquor,” set fire to Porcher’s house and outbuildings.1


Although Hartwell’s orders merely called for the Fifty-fifth to search for remaining Confederate forces in the interior, the black soldiers gloried in serving the cause of liberation. Months before, Sergeant James Monroe Trotter had observed that “we found the old system of slavery in full operations as it had always been.” As they overran Carolina plantations Hartwell demanded that soon-to-be former masters “blow their horns, to summon the slaves from their work up to the house.” An officer—typically a black sergeant—then made a speech, “informing them they were free.” There was “joy on those plantations, I need not tell you,” Lieutenant George Garrison informed his father, abolitionist William Lloyd Garrison. Trotter would explain to the freedpeople that they could leave for Charleston if they wished, but that if they planned to remain on the estate, the army would assist in drawing up “a written agreement to compensate for labor done.” A former slave himself, Trotter remarked that “the former slaveholders wince under this new order of things. It seems to hurt them sorely—having to treat as intelligent free men and women [those whom] they have tyrannized over with impunity.” Trotter was not much surprised that the planters he dealt with were respectful “and were very skillful in concealing whatever bitterness they may have felt when seeing a ‘nigger’ with shoulder straps.” The black sergeant could laugh at this, but only because he wore “a good Colt revolver” on his hip.2


Having taught school in the Midwest before the war, Trotter understood all too well that it was not just Southern whites who despised the idea of a black man with stripes on his uniform, or even a black man in uniform. For two years, the Fifty-fourth and Fifty-fifth—and now the first Northern black cavalry regiment, the Massachusetts Fifth—had battled Northern racism when not assaulting impregnable Confederate fortifications. The nearly 5,000 men who served in the three regiments recognized that the problems facing the nation were not all the result of secession. Most of the recruits hailed from states that denied them the right to vote, banned their children from public schools, and allowed thugs to beat them when they boarded streetcars and trains. Trotter and his fellows had signed on to crush the Confederacy and put an end to the enslavement of 4 million blacks, but also to win for themselves the full rights and privileges of American citizens.


THOSE WHO ENLISTED IN EARLY 1863 UNDERSTOOD THAT IT WAS BY no means certain that their sacrifice would convince white Americans to accept their claims. A good many Northern freemen had fathers or uncles who had served in previous wars. Roughly 5,000 black men had joined the Patriots during the Revolution, but significantly, those soldiers disproportionately hailed from those New England states that were home to few African Americans overall. (Another 15,000 Africans and African Americans, mostly from the South, sided with the Loyalists as the best path to freedom.) Only Massachusetts permitted slaves to volunteer in exchange for their freedom, and many, such as Peter Salem, fought at both Concord and Bunker Hill. Several other Northern states allowed bondmen to enlist as substitutes for their masters, which typically resulted in freedom—provided they survived the fighting. Black veterans had prayed that the Revolution might offer not merely new opportunities for freedom but also full participation in the new political order. When Massachusetts crafted its new state constitution in 1780—even before slavery was abolished in the state—it rewarded black veterans by allowing all freedmen the right to vote. Slavery in the North collapsed fastest in those states that had lower proportions of blacks, but also in those that had high numbers of black veterans, who often returned from the war armed and prepared to liberate wives and children and to sue for political rights when necessary. Now their sons hoped to force an unwilling nation to finally recognize those rights.3


Because of that recent history, from the moment the first black man enlisted, Northern Democrats feared the obvious connection between military service and future demands for federal citizenship. “The only motive for adopting the black soldier system was the fanatical idea of negro equality,” fumed a New York publisher, “and the determination of the radicals to do everything possible to raise the negro to the social and political level of the white.” Despite disastrous setbacks for the U.S. Army at both battles of Bull Run, the Peninsula Campaign, and again in December 1862 at Fredericksburg, most Democrats appeared to prefer an endless bloodbath to the prospect of black voting rights. So worried was the Lincoln administration about appeasing Northern racists that it was not until the Emancipation Proclamation went into effect in January 1863 that his War Department permitted Massachusetts governor John A. Andrew to begin raising black regiments. As abolitionist Frederick Douglass spoke across the North in favor of Andrew’s proposal, the vitriol reached ugly new lows. “Fred Douglass sounds the war cry to the darkeys of New York,” sneered a Cleveland editor. “Let us imagine Fred standing on an eminence near Rochester, a perfume bottle in one hand,” speaking to the black recruits, as “the swords of the charcoal officers protrude between their legs like monkey’s tails.” That Douglass, born a slave in Maryland, had become a respected, elegantly dressed, and eloquent antislavery orator clearly outraged the Ohio publisher, but perhaps his real fear was that black soldiers would aim “their muskets North, South, East and West” and not merely at the Confederate military.4


The theory that black soldiers and veterans could not be adequately controlled by white officers was also raised on Capitol Hill, especially by politicians from the border slave states that had not seceded. “You put one white man to command a thousand negroes at the South,” charged Kentucky congressman John J. Crittenden, but “will he restrain them? Will it not result in servile war?” The aged Crittenden, a former senator and attorney general who had condemned the Emancipation Proclamation, had sons fighting for both the U.S. and the Confederacy. His son Thomas Crittenden, despite remaining loyal to the Union, had owned eleven slaves in 1860, and the congressman hoped to end the war with the smallest possible modification of white supremacy.5


In contradiction with the notion that black males, if provided with a rifle, would wage a war of racial extermination against all whites regardless of region, other critics insisted that African Americans were too cowardly to make effective soldiers. When James Grace, a recruiting officer for the Fifty-fourth Infantry, attempted to promote the regiment in New Bedford, the city’s “rougher element” jeered him, laughing that “he thinks the negroes will fight!” The whaling town was renowned as a safe haven for runaway slaves, yet even there whites assured Grace that “they will turn and run at the first sight of the enemy.” One Manhattan journalist added that while black soldiers would respond when faced with Confederate bayonets, just “as the most timid animal might fight in a corner,” all “sensible” people agreed that “fifty thousand white men are worth more to any army than five hundred thousand negroes.” Even many Southern whites, despite long memories of Nat Turner’s fiery 1831 rebellion, claimed—or at least pretended to claim—that they had nothing to fear from black soldiers. “Cuffee won’t fight,” North Carolina’s Catherine Edmondston maintained. “He is afraid of cold iron & shot terrifies him.” Such bravado conceivably reflected efforts to bury fears that their own bondmen yearned to take up arms against them, but in early 1863 it was widespread enough to suggest that most Southern whites were unconcerned about the prospect. When told that the North was considering black recruits, Confederate War Department clerk John B. Jones merely shrugged, confident that black men would promptly flee the battlefield and “we shall get their arms.”6


Still other Northerners feared that the morale of white soldiers, already low after the failed invasions of the South in the fall and winter, would suffer further from having to serve beside black men. Speaking before the House of Representatives in early February 1863, Congressman William Allen of Ohio worried that “no negroes in the free States will offer their services to these new regiments,” and so the Lincoln administration would be forced to rely on the fugitive slaves already crowding into Washington and Baltimore. The “soldiers now in the Army will never submit to this,” Allen warned. “They will leave the Army as rats desert a sinking ship.” Certainly no “high-minded” whites would consent to serve as officers of black units, he sneered; the entire proposition was “absurd and ridiculous.” No less than General John A. Dix, a New York free-soiler, cautioned Governor Andrew that white soldiers might regard black regiments as insulting to their manhood. If “the twenty millions of white males” in the North could not subdue a far smaller number of Confederates, he counseled, then the rebellion “would never be suppressed,” and the use of Northern freemen or Southern runaways “would prove utterly fallacious.”7


Initially, at least, such fears proved justified. A good number of soldiers complained to their officers, their parents, and their congressmen about what they regarded as the radical transformation taking place in the Union’s war aims. Previously, Lincoln had waged a war for reunion only, but as of the first day of 1863 the administration championed black freedom as well. “I can tell you we don’t think mutch of [the Proclamation] hear in the army,” groused Ohio private Chauncey Welton, “for we did not enlist to fight for the negro.” Now that the War Department had taken the next logical step and was considering Governor Andrew’s request, Welton reported, “men are deserting evry day from our regment.” Private James Brewer, although he endorsed emancipation as a military tactic, wrote that he was “awfull mad about Negroe arming,” which he dismissed as “a burlesk on the white man’s Soldiering.” Quite possibly, Welton’s and Brewer’s grammatical shortcomings hinted at the concern of many middle-and working-class whites that liberation might lead to an African American exodus out of the South and so pose economic competition for white veterans across the North. “Is there a member here who dare say that Ohio troops will fight successfully or fight at all,” Congressman Samuel Cox queried the House, “if the result shall be the flight and movement of the black race by millions northward to their own State?”8


On occasion, the racist fears of Northern Democrats were founded on even less convincing rationales. The Chicago Times charged that with Congress preparing to institute a draft, Andrew’s request to raise black regiments was merely a way for its white residents to avoid military service. Massachusetts “mainly provoked the war,” the Times alleged, and was “instrumental in converting it into a negro emancipation crusade,” yet now Andrew planned to entice black men from the free states to complete “her quota” while its wealthy white men “will purchase their exemptions.” Not to be outdone, Kentucky’s Garrett Davis rose in the Senate to suggest that as New England was home to so few black men, it would have to resort to reopening the Atlantic slave trade to fill the regiments. The strangest allegations appeared in the pages of the Detroit Free Press. Fearful that Lincoln might lose his reelection bid in 1864, its editor insisted, Republicans in Congress contrived to “surround [Lincoln] with nigger soldiers; to take control of the militia from the States, and confer it absolutely upon him.” Once the black soldiers supported Lincoln’s dictatorship with “bayonets,” the president intended to “clothe him[self] with power to suspend habeas corpus whenever he pleases” and to “subjugate and eliminate the local banks.”9


Fearing that their moment of opportunity might be lost, black activists and abolitionists picked up their pens in response to the lengthy list of white fears and accusations. Among the most eloquent was twenty-four-year-old James Henry Gooding, a North Carolina–born slave turned Massachusetts mariner. President Lincoln had called for the end of slavery in his Proclamation, Gooding wrote in the New Bedford Mercury in the spring of 1863, but it “depends on the free black men of the North, whether it will die or not.” Without the help of African Americans, Gooding feared, the war might well be lost. But even if the United States proved victorious and only white men served, “language cannot depict the indignity, the scorn, and perhaps violence, that will be heaped upon us.” Black men had to take the lead in killing slavery. “Now is the time to act,” he concluded. Gooding would be among the first to enlist in the Fifty-fourth.10


In early 1863, virtually all Americans—white and black, Confederate and Unionist, Republican and Democrat—understood that the three black regiments were to serve as a test case. Irregular efforts were then under way in Kansas and along the Carolina coast to arm blacks, but those actions were far from the public’s gaze and largely unwelcome to the War Department. Instead, the eyes of the United States were on Massachusetts. Should its soldiers succeed and fight brilliantly, that would open the door for other Northern states to begin recruiting African Americans and for the federal government to place blue uniforms on runaways and refugees in Washington and the border states. Should they live down to the dismal expectations of conservative Democrats, white soldiers, and more than a few moderate Republicans, that performance would not only put an end to the experiment but set off repercussions for American society for generations to come.


THE STORY OF THE FIFTY-FOURTH, OR AT LEAST THE FIRST FEW months of its history, has appeared in fiction and film, from Louisa May Alcott’s “My Contraband,” a short story first published in late 1863, to the 1989 movie Glory. Because Bob, Alcott’s fictional former slave, dies at Fort Wagner on July 18, 1863, in the regiment’s second battle, her story concludes just as later recruits such as Trotter were arriving at Readville, Massachusetts, the site of the regiment’s training. Alcott’s tale might have formed the basis for the pervasive misconception that the saga of the earliest black troops ended only six months after enlistments first began. Glory adheres to that truncated narrative, suggesting that the history of the Fifty-fourth concluded that July night on the parapets of Fort Wagner. Of the six main characters in the film, only Robert Gould Shaw actually existed. The other five are either composite characters or are so loosely based on real soldiers that the screenwriter gave them fictional names. Men who played central roles in the regiments, such as Frederick Douglass’s sons Lewis and Charles, earn not so much as a cameo appearance. In reality, while the assault on Wagner was a defining moment, a majority of the regiment fought on until the end of the war and even served as an occupying force in Charleston until the fall of 1865. Having enlisted less to preserve the Union than to win the peace, the men of the Fifty-fourth fought on in the years after Appomattox, either by renewing their prewar activism or by going into politics and serving in Southern state assemblies.


Curiously, although black soldiers in the Union army have been the subject of numerous studies, no complete history of the three Massachusetts regiments exists. There are two accounts of the months leading up to the battle on Morris Island, where Fort Wagner stood, but both are outdated, in more senses than one. Above all, both focus on Robert Gould Shaw at the expense of the black men who served under him. Neither book says anything about the volunteers who later transferred into or enlisted in its sister infantry and cavalry regiments. Many other books have chronicled why soldiers fought in this conflict, but they invariably focus on the white combatants; for white Northern soldiers, at least, their most powerful motivation was the salvation of the Union. By comparison, the soldiers described in this volume enlisted to assert their claim, and that of their race, to state and federal citizenship. Others sought to demonstrate their manhood and sense of self-worth, while still others—especially those in the Fifth Cavalry—hoped to march back into their native South and liberate those loved ones they had left behind.


This book tells the story of these three interconnected regiments by following the lives and careers of a small number of soldiers. Some had been born into slavery, and others were sons of privilege. Most survived the conflict, and some did not. Although no account set during the turbulent Civil War era can ignore decisions made by presidents and congressmen and generals, my focus is on these individual officers, infantrymen, and cavalrymen. Their saga began well before the guns of Sumter, continued into the battles of the Reconstruction era, and even stretched into the first decades of the twentieth century. History told from the top down tells us much about why the Civil War came to be. But the story of these fourteen men tells us instead just what the war was like, particularly for those soldiers who embraced black liberation as their paramount goal, sought to transform a white man’s war into a revolutionary struggle for freedom, and then ventured their lives on the battlefield in pursuit of that dream.









CHAPTER ONE
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The Travelers


THE YOUNG HARVARD STUDENT HAD ONCE DREAMED OF LIVING “in times called calamitous,” and now he understood that this was no moment for those who harbored any doubts about their cause, or about their courage. Aboard the steamers Williams, Maple Leaf, and Recruit, on the morning of August 3, 1863, the soldiers of the Fifty-fifth Massachusetts Volunteer Infantry Regiment prepared to debark on Morris Island, just south of Charleston Harbor. The skies shone “clear and beautiful,” but the regiment had recently learned of the disastrous assault on Battery Wagner and the heavy losses incurred by their sister unit, the Fifty-fourth Infantry. The news was particularly heartrending for the Fifty-fifth’s commander, Colonel Norwood Penrose Hallowell, as his older brother, Edward Needles Hallowell, had been badly wounded in the fight. “If we succeed in taking Charleston,” vowed Lieutenant George Garrison, “the intention is, I think, not to leave one stone upon another, but to level it to the ground.” Also watching Morris Island and the U.S. blockading fleet heave into view were two former slaves turned schoolteachers, Nicholas Said and James Monroe Trotter. Two other soldiers were still in transit from Boston. One of them, Henry Jarvis, born a slave on Virginia’s Eastern Shore, had stolen a small craft in 1861 and sailed thirty-five miles across the Chesapeake Bay to Fort Monroe and freedom. The other, John M. Smith, a peddler and stove-maker from Maine, had deserted the Fifty-fifth from Camp Readville in Massachusetts. Captured in Boston, Smith was given the choice of trial and possible execution or rejoining his unit in the South. Rather to the dismay of his fellows, Smith opted for the latter.1


Observing the arrival of the transport steamers from the dock on Morris Island were the bloodied but unbroken survivors of Wagner. Peter Vogelsang Jr., a forty-five-year-old hotel clerk and porter from Manhattan, Edward Hallowell, and Lewis Douglass (like Lieutenant Garrison, a son of a great abolitionist) were all on sick leave after July’s fighting. Stephen Swails, a light-skinned boatman from Elmira who had joined the army to escape a troubled, reckless youth in upstate New York, stood on the wharf to welcome the Fifty-fifth, as did two friends lately of New Bedford, Massachusetts. William Carney, a Virginia runaway, and James Henry Gooding, born a slave in North Carolina but legally freed by his white father, had rallied the black community in their seaport town and marched its men north to Boston to join the Fifty-fourth. “The men appear to be in splendid physical condition, and take the two regiments in the aggregate, I think the 55th is superior in material to the 54th,” Gooding mused. “But the hardships incident to a soldier’s life may equalize them in a month or two.”2


Of all the men who were to serve in the state’s three black units, none hailed from more distant shores than Nicholas Said. In later years, he listed his place of residence as “traveler,” and that was an understatement. At a time when most white Americans resided near the place of their birth—or at best, had relocated one state due west in search of fresher farmland—Said, before taking part in his adoptive country’s great civil war, had passed through dozens of nations in Africa and Europe and nearly as many states in North America. First known as Mohammed Ali bin Said, he was born in Kouka (now Kukawa), the capital of the Kingdom of Bornou, “on or about the year 1836, of the Christian era,” as he later recalled. Even by Central African standards, his family was a large one. As allowed under his Muslim faith, his father kept four wives, and Mohammed was the thirteenth of nineteen children born to his mother, Dalia. The family was prosperous, but while Said was still young, his father and three brothers died in battle.3


By the time of Said’s birth, the ancient kingdom (located in the northeastern section of modern Nigeria) was in a state of decline, engulfed by internal turmoil and warfare with neighboring states. Amid the upheaval, the regional traffic in slaves and weapons only intensified. Although both the United States and Britain had banned the importation of Africans by 1808, the Ottoman Empire continued to purchase roughly 10,000 slaves each year for domestic service. Buyers preferred African women, but for most of the century a small number of men were captured and shipped north as well. Said’s mother warned him about the dangers posed by the Kindils, desert pastoralists, who earned their livelihood by providing traders with captives. When he was about fifteen, Said joined a number of boys in gathering eggs and fowl in a nearby wood. Suddenly the cry of “Kindil! Kindil!” went up, and the boys scattered. Said tripped and fell, and then all went black. When he awoke, Said found himself “on horseback behind a man, and tied to him with a rope.” After walking for ten days, the group reached the town of Katchna, a commercial center on one of the main northern trading routes that crossed the Sahara en route to Tripoli.4


Said’s captors put the boys up for sale, and within a few days he was purchased by Abd-Al-Qadir, an Arab merchant. The boy’s price was a burnoose and a rusty blunderbuss, which Said later guessed to be worth about $10 in American currency. Said’s new master planned to sell the boy, together with some ivory, in the north. Upon reaching Murzuq, a walled trading outpost (in modern Libya), Al-Qadir set the boy to work on his farm. Said was unaccustomed to hard labor, and after several weeks in the fields he begged his master to sell him “to some Turk or Egyptian.” At length, Al-Qadir acceded. Said’s newest buyer was Abdy Agra, a young Turkish officer who was in need of a servant for his father. Said had all but resigned himself to life with the officer when, after several months, Agra announced that the time had arrived for Said to be shipped to his father in Tripoli. Since Al-Qadir was again moving north with a load of goods, Agra entrusted the boy’s care to his former owner.5


And so it was that at the age of sixteen Said began life in Tripoli with a third owner. Hadji Daoud, an old man with three wives and a long, flowing white beard, peddled tobacco in his shop and proved to be a kind master. Said “learned to speak the Turkish language tolerably.” He later boasted that he had always possessed “an extraordinary aptitude for the acquirement of languages,” and as his extraordinary life was to demonstrate, that claim had the virtue of accuracy. During Daoud’s third pilgrimage to Mecca, much of the Turkish marketplace burned, and with it his business. Destitute, Daoud informed Said that he would have to be sold to cover his debts. “I began, this time to think that it was my fate to pass from hand to hand, with never a sure and definite resting place,” Said worried. In search of the best possible price, Daoud’s agent carried Said across the Mediterranean to Smyrna, where he was sold to a Turkish officer named Yusuf, the brother-in-law of Reşid Pasha, the pro-Western minister of foreign affairs. Reşid had once served as the Ottoman ambassador to France, and his household was so secular that Said fretted that Reşid “was not truly Islam.” But Said enjoyed the silk clothes he wore as Yusuf’s manservant and relished the ice cream he tasted for the first time, and so he learned to ignore Reşid’s habit of dining with Christians, shaking their hands, and sipping their champagne. His “blood boiled with anger,” however, when he witnessed the family’s enslaved concubines “cuffed and beaten” by Reşid’s eunuch custodians. “I never could be reconciled to it,” he sighed.6


Reşid counted foreign ministers and ambassadors among his intimates, and he was especially close to Admiral Alexander Menshikov, the Russian envoy to Constantinople. The tall, sixty-six-year-old nobleman “took a great fancy” to Said the first time he laid eyes upon him, and “after that,” Said remarked, “he would not allow Reşid Pasha any rest” until he agreed to sell the boy. For a boy who had once been sold for a robe and a rusty musket, Menshikov, in search of an exotic toy, “offered a large price,” and at length Yusuf and Reşid consented. By this time, Said had grown into a slender, attractive young man of medium height. An American journalist later described him as having “pleasing features,” with a “complexion perfectly black.” The tattoos imprinted upon his forehead as a child gave him a mysterious quality, and he practiced a “quiet and unassuming address” that was perhaps the result of a lifetime of domestic service.7


As tensions between Russia and the Ottoman Empire escalated, Menshikov increased Russia’s demands, until Sultan Abdülmecid I, backed by the British ambassador, finally rejected what he regarded as an assault on Turkish sovereignty. A furious Czar Nicholas II recalled his envoy in early May, and Said “accompanied him on the journey” to Russia. They boarded the warship Vladimir and in two days reached the Black Sea port of Odessa, where Menshikov kept one of his many estates. Unfree labor, in the guise of serfdom, still existed in Russia, and Said was given to understand that his master owned 56,000 serfs. The two traveled on to St. Petersburg, where the admiral found orders from the czar commanding him to hasten to the Crimea and take command of the Russian forces. Menshikov decided to leave his manservant behind and loaned the boy to Prince Nicholas Troubetzkoy. Twenty-five years old, the single prince lived near the theater district, and when Said and his temporary proprietor were not prowling the city’s “societies, theaters, mansions of the rich and noble,” the prince tutored Said in both French and Russian, his fourth and fifth languages. The Americans Said would come into contact with during the following decade had no way to assess his Russian or Turkish, but the white officers he served under—Harvard graduates all—praised his “French [as] quite Parisian and his Italian correct.” Grateful for the prince’s enormous “kindness” and friendship, Said agreed to convert to a Christian faith that he little understood. On November 12, 1855—Said’s first inclusion of a precise date in his autobiography—the nineteen-year-old was baptized and dropped his birth name for that of Nicholas Said. The prince presented Said with a solid gold cross to wear on his breast; in coming years Said would find good cause to keep the crucifix tucked under his uniform.8
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Although most of the men who served in the three pioneering regiments lived outside of Massachusetts in 1863—thirty men of the Fifty-fourth listed Canada as their home—none came from farther away than Nicholas Said. Said spent so much of his life as an enslaved domestic that he disliked command and declined promotion in the ranks. Courtesy Massachusetts Historical Society.


Muslim or Christian, Said remained manservant to Troubetzkoy, although that legal technicality did not stop them from becoming close friends—and perhaps much more. The prince longed to travel, and so the two Nicholases set out for Moscow, then made their way north to Archangel. Warsaw and Vienna followed, as did Prague, Dresden, and Paris. From there they journeyed to Venice and Florence, and Said put his time to good use by beginning to learn Italian, although the former Muslim also discovered the pleasures of wine, “sometimes drinking too much.” To demonstrate his wealth, the prince dressed elegantly, with Said, in a conscious display of Orientalism, beside him “in a Turkish costume, embroidered with gold” as they strode down the city’s boulevards. A chance encounter while dining in Venice with an African manservant born not far from Kouka prompted in Said a longing to return home.9


When the two journeyed to London in late 1859, Said opted to part ways. Perhaps he learned that slavery was illegal in Britain, or possibly he knew that his friend and traveling companion would not attempt to restrain him. Certainly, for the past several years, Said had experienced a very loose sort of domestic servitude, quite different from what he would later encounter in South Carolina. As recompense for years of service and comradery, the prince handed Said two £50 notes, and the two parted in tears. Said booked a modest room at the Strangers’ Home for Asiatics, Africans, and South Sea Islanders located at the docks on West India Street.10


Said hoped to book a steamer for Malta, go on to Tripoli, and then finally go back to Bornou by caravan, but his money began to run low. The proprietor of the hotel encouraged Said to visit Isaac Jacob Rochussen, a Dutch businessman recently arrived from Suriname. Rochussen was about to marry, and he and his bride Catherine intended to travel throughout the Caribbean and North America. He required a manservant for the tour, and he assured Said that after the trip of twelve months, he would bring him back to London and assist with his return to Africa. They settled upon compensation of £3.11 each month, plus travel, board, and clothing expenses. Two days later they purchased tickets for Liverpool, where they booked passage aboard the Bohemian, due to sail for Portland, Maine, on December 21, 1860. The shipping clerk scribbled down his name, age, and country of origin: Nicholas Said, twenty-three, “Africa.”11


The steamer made good time, arriving in Maine just before noon on January 5. Said and the Rochussens tarried only a few hours in Portland before sailing down the coast for Boston, and then, after two days, for Manhattan, where Said had his first encounter with American racism. On their first Sabbath in New York City, Rochussen thought to attend services at the Dutch Reformed Church on Lafayette Place. Three years before, its minister, Dr. George Cheever, had published an influential abolitionist pamphlet entitled God Against Slavery. Rochussen, who regarded himself as a sound antislavery man, had read the essay and assumed that “such odious distinctions” as the special balcony pews for Americans of color he had heard of would not exist in Cheever’s congregation. The three arrived early, and Rochussen and his wife found empty seats in the main chapel; Said, nicely dressed in “livery,” instinctively found a pew directly behind them. Rochussen was praying silently when he heard whispering and turned to find a white congregant urging Said to move to the balcony. Said’s employer rose and complained that he was shocked to discover that Cheever’s church was not “in harmony with the views he professed,” and the three swept out of the church. Having lived as a slave for eight years, Said well understood the prerogatives of class, but this was the first time he witnessed the conflation of class and race. It was also his first warning that, even in the free states, men such as Cheever flattered themselves to be antislavery reformers without showing the slightest desire to have anything to do with those of a darker skin.12


Said and his employers boarded the Karnak, owned by the Cunard line, and departed for the Caribbean. Among the passengers were wealthy abolitionists Frank and Sarah Shaw, whose son Rob was to play an important role in Said’s life. Said was more interested in their brief detour to Cap Haitian and the memories that evoked of black victories. “I found myself exceedingly delighted to be in the country where the heroes [of] the ‘Haitian Independence’ contended with the armies of Napoleon,” he remembered. “I had always admired the exploits of Toussaint Louverture, Dessalines, Christophe, and other negro leaders, whose heroism and military talents are an honor to the African race.” Said and his employers concluded their tour with a large, circular swing through western New York and into Canada, where the Rochussens left him near Montreal, leaving all of their luggage behind. Said began to suspect that he had been tricked, and he “had a strange presentiment that [he] would never see them again.” He waited at the hotel for several more weeks, but the manager finally concluded that the couple had absconded, leaving a debt of $2,000. The hotel seized all of the Rochussens’ baggage. Taken was all of Said’s clothing, his “four Turkish costumes, three full suits,” and “dozens of linen and fine English flannel shirts.” Gone too were Said’s dreams of returning to Bornou, as he had but $380 left in his pocket.13


While awaiting his employer’s return, Said had become friendly with the Reverend D. T. Johnson. The minister advised Said to return to the United States and to consider living in either Buffalo or Detroit, “where there were a great number of colored people.” Evidently Buffalo failed to suit him, as upon reaching the city he took passage aboard the Concord as a deckhand. Said had not endured hard labor for years, however, and his “strength failed.” After crossing Lake Erie and landing in Detroit, Said again sought employment as a manservant. In a strange coincidence, in a life full of curious turns, the African was recognized by the Reverend George Duffield, who had first met Said several years earlier on the ship Egitto, at which time Said was owned by Menshikov. Duffield introduced the traveler to “the principal colored people” of Detroit, a city of 45,000, and Said began a new life as a French tutor. He was still in Detroit that fall when Abraham Lincoln captured Michigan’s six electoral votes, to the dismay of Duffield, who supported John Bell’s Constitutional Union Party. Said had not resided in his new country for the five years required for citizenship, but in any case, the 1857 Dred Scott decision denied federal citizenship to even free African Americans and the state of Michigan restricted voting rights to white men. Nevertheless, as a former slave, Said took a keen interest in Southern secession and the coming fury.14


ALTHOUGH SAID COULD NOT HAVE KNOWN IT WHEN THE BOHEMIAN steamed into Maine in January 1861, just ten miles to the north of his embarkation, in the small coastal town of Yarmouth, lived a young man of about his age. Born in Old Town, Maine, around 1842, John M. Smith barely survived a troubled childhood. Although his parents, John Dennis Smith, a free black, and Cynthia Ann Downing, a white woman, claimed to have married in 1838, by the time the boy was eight his father was either dead or had abandoned his family and the child was one of twenty-five inmates in the Brunswick “Poor House.” The light-skinned John was the only person of color in the institution; his mother lived nearby in the home of a white farmer, helping the older couple with their newborn daughter. By 1860, Smith eked out a meager income as a “pedler,” though he occasionally listed his occupation as “stove maker.” Fate would unite the traveler and the peddler within three years, although fortune planned very different destinies for the two men.15


WHEN NICHOLAS SAID EXITED THE SEGREGATED CHURCH IN MANHATTAN, had he walked but a few blocks toward the Bowery, he would have reached Stanton Street and the rented home of Peter Vogelsang Jr., a forty-three-year-old hotel clerk and porter. Peter’s father, Peter Vogelsang Sr., was a native of St. Croix, and his mother was from Manhattan. Little explanation exists for the porter’s German surname, as the Province of Brandenburg had lost its leasing rights in the Danish West Indies nearly a century before. But despite hair and facial features that betrayed an African lineage, Peter’s complexion was such that army recruiters variously described him as “white” or “light” or “colored.” The elder Vogelsang had done well for himself, and prior to his death in 1844 he managed steamers on the Albany line. The family remained well connected to other socially prominent black families along the Hudson. Peter’s brother Thomas found employment in Albany as a merchant sailor, while his sister Jane wed James Forten Jr., the son of one of the wealthiest men in Philadelphia. At some point in the late 1830s, Peter also married well. His bride was Theodosia Burr De-Grasse, whose prosperous family was connected to the late vice president and whose sister married George T. Downing, a restaurateur and activist two years Peter’s elder. They had three children—George Peter, Maria, and John—before Theodosia died young of tuberculosis in May 1854. Such a tragic loss, together with the demands of a busy job and a young family to care for, would probably have led most men to watch the growing sectional divide of the late 1850s with some detachment; in addition, Vogelsang’s status as a renter did not allow him to meet the $250 property requirement New York State imposed on black voters. Yet whatever contempt Vogelsang had for Northern racism, he hated slavery more.16


WHEN SAID JOURNEYED THROUGH CENTRAL NEW YORK WITH THE Rochussens, he had passed above Elmira, home to the Swails family. In 1860, Peter Swails was sixty, his wife Joanna forty-eight. Both had been born in Maryland, perhaps into slavery, and they had resided for a time in Lancaster County, Pennsylvania, where their six children were born. Southern Pennsylvania was also home to gangs of professional slave catchers, and as the Fugitive Slave Act of 1850 granted accused blacks no rights of attorney—technically, runaways had broken no law and were nothing more than errant property—freedpeople had relocated farther north over the course of the decade. Census takers recorded that Peter was mixed-race and employed as a “boatman.” As was typical of most struggling black families new to freedom, almost all of the children pitched in to help the household survive. Stephen Atkins Swails, at twenty-eight the eldest, found employment roughly 140 miles to the east in Cooperstown as a waiter in the elegant “three story hotel” owned by Daniel Keyes.17


Joanna was as light-skinned as her husband—census takers listed both as “mulatto” in 1860—and Stephen Swails was so fair that later journalists often described him as “white” or “a light quadroon.” Confident in his good looks, Swails sported a thick mustache and brushed his straight hair back away from his forehead. Cooperstown was far from his father’s gaze, and he soon took notice of a twenty-one-year-old servant named Sarah Thompson. Soon Stephen and Sarah were seen together about Cooperstown, but his reputation was not a good one. Keyes finally fired the waiter “for habitual drunkenness and dishonesty.” With his standing in tatters in the small town, Swails returned home to Elmira. Sarah Thompson, who was pregnant, remained behind.18


The first months of 1863 found Swails working in Elmira as a “boatman” and living on Jay Street, just blocks from the estate of coal magnate Jervas Langdon, whose then-eighteen-year-old daughter would one day marry writer Samuel Clemens. By that time, Sarah had given birth to a boy, Stephen Jr., and in spite of the lack of a marriage certificate she gave the child the surname of Swails rather than Thompson. Despite Swails’s obvious lack of desire to legalize their relationship, Sarah continued to see him, and in 1863 or 1864 she bore him another child, a daughter named Minnie Swails.19


SAID HAD ALSO UNKNOWINGLY PASSED CLOSE BY THE HOME OF JAMES Monroe Trotter. Born a slave in Grand Gulf, Mississippi, about twenty-five miles south of Vicksburg, the light-skinned James was the son of Letitia, a bondwoman, and her master, Richard Trotter. While the precise nature of their relationship remains lost to history, James’s early life suggests that however coercive or unequal the union may have been, it was not the violent rape experienced by so many black women. Unlike most children born into slavery, James was later able to tell an army clerk his precise birthdate—February 8, 1842—and by the time he was ten, if not before, he and his mother and sister Sally were living in Cincinnati, Ohio. Escape from the lower South was far from easy, even along the Mississippi River, and mothers rarely succeeded in fleeing with young children. Most likely, Richard Trotter ferried his black family north and left them in the care of Hiram Gilmore, an English clergyman who ran a school for freed blacks in Cincinnati. When James was about twelve, his mother passed away, and he and his sister were taken in by Robert Thomas, a fifty-five-year-old black carpenter. James was able to continue his education at the Gilmore School, an institution for freed slaves, and after moving to nearby Hamilton, Ohio, he studied music. By 1860, eighteen-year-old James Trotter, who continued to regard Thomas as his “guardian,” had taken a job teaching school in Chillicothe, and his sister Sally remained with the Thomas family.20


ALSO BORN INTO SLAVERY WAS JAMES HENRY GOODING. ALTHOUGH most of the men he was to serve with could boast of unusual backgrounds, Gooding’s own journeys were almost as far-flung as those of Said. As was the case with Trotter, Gooding’s mother, Sarah Tucker, was a slave and his father, James M. Gooding, was white. What made their relationship unique was that Gooding was not Sarah’s owner, but rather a white man who loved her. Born in 1813, he was a country “merchant” in New Bern, North Carolina, living with his parents, when he first met Sarah. On August 28, 1838, Sarah gave birth to their son. No record indicates who Sarah’s owner was, but in 1846, one month after the child turned eight, the “boy Henry had his freedom purchased by James M. Gooding,” who then “brought him to N.Y. and gave him his Manumission papers.” The elder Gooding entrusted the deed to the Pearl Street law office of White and Baines, together with $30 for the first year’s room and board at Manhattan’s Colored Orphan Asylum, though James Henry remained in contact with his parents. By 1851, Gooding had put cash enough aside to also purchase Sarah, and in January they were wed in North Carolina. Twelve years after that, when James Henry himself took a bride, he listed “James & Sarah” under the “names of parents,” although they were surely not present at the ceremony.21


Built in 1837 on Forty-third Street and Fifth Avenue, the Colored Orphan Asylum enjoyed the patronage of a number of wealthy abolitionists. Cassius Clay, the antislavery cousin of Kentucky senator Henry Clay, held fund-raising speeches at the institution, as did John Jay, the son of the late Supreme Court chief justice. By the time Gooding’s father left him in its care, 262 black children had passed through the orphanage’s doors. The children performed most of the orphanage’s housework, which both kept costs low and trained the female inmates for domestic service. As Gooding’s later love of reading indicated, the institution’s school was serviceable, although its teachers emphasized the basic skills necessary for black tradesmen rather than the sort of education required for universities or the professions.22


The standard of care improved immeasurably the year Gooding arrived in the person of black physician James McCune Smith. Born in Manhattan and educated at the city’s African Free School, McCune was rejected by Columbia College because of his color. He instead sailed for Scotland and enrolled at the University of Glasgow, where he graduated first in his class. By the time he accepted the position as the head physician at the orphanage, McCune was engaged in a private practice that treated white as well as black patients. The social circle of prominent black families in Manhattan being a small one, Peter Vogelsang was a friend. The doctor somehow also found time for activism, which brought him into contact with abolitionist Frederick Douglass. McCune was soon to care for wounded African American soldiers being shipped home through Manhattan.23


Young James Henry Gooding, often known simply as Henry, spent three years at the orphanage. When he turned thirteen—and so of age to make his way in the world—the institution’s directors apprenticed him to Albert Westlake, a dentist in the process of relocating from Manhattan to Woodbridge, New Jersey. The prospect of a lifetime of yanking decaying teeth out of rotting jaws held little appeal; by the summer of 1856, Gooding was renting a room in New Bedford, Massachusetts.24


Owing to the whaling industry, New Bedford had exploded in size during the previous three decades, expanding from 3,000 residents in 1830 to 22,300 in 1860. Freedpeople and runaway slaves flocked to the port, which by the time of Lincoln’s election boasted over 1,500 persons of color. The transient nature of the community, together with the large number of African Americans, made New Bedford a safe haven for blacks, who hailed it as “the fugitive’s Gibraltar.” Gooding arrived in the city during the peak of its whaling years, when 329 whale ships—approximately half of the republic’s entire whaling fleet—claimed the city as their homeport. Some of the nation’s wealthiest merchants resided in New Bedford along Union Street, while black mariners and artisans lived beside working-class whites on South Water. Black barbers, grocers, and clothiers crowded into the junction of Bedford and Allen Streets, commonly dubbed “Dog Corner,” where, one abolitionist fretted, they “crammed into lofts, garrets and cellars, blind alleys and narrow courts.”25


As Gooding tramped the streets of New Bedford, he could hardly help noting the large number of aged, destitute watermen. The city’s Overseers of the Poor kept records on “sick & destitute” black seamen, but for young James Henry, seventeen and physically fit, a whaling voyage offered a black man equal pay for equal work. On the high seas, as one mariner put it, “a colored man is only known and looked upon as a man, and is promoted in rank according to his ability and skill to perform the same duties as a white man.” On July 18, 1856, Gooding stepped into the city’s courthouse to obtain his Seamen’s Protection Certificate, a passport of sorts issued by the federal government to mariners, proclaiming them to be “citizens” of the United States. Despite being freed by his father, Gooding took no chances in the wake of the Fugitive Slave Act, and both he and a new friend, mariner Sylvanus Holt, swore that he “was born in Troy in the State of N.Y.” One month shy of his eighteenth birthday, Gooding also thought it prudent to add a year to his age, insisting that he was nineteen. The clerk scrutinized the young man before picking up his pen: “Henry Gooding. Height 5, 5½. Complexion, Mulatto. Hair, Curley. Eyes, black.”26


Three days later, Holt and Gooding signed on with the Sunbeam, a 360-ton ship of three masts, with its foremast rigged square. Gooding, listed as a “greenhand”—a sailor new to the trade—was one of thirty men aboard. New England captains and their mates tended to descend from old Yankee stock, but the men who crowded below decks were a mixture of white and black, European and American, from every corner of the world. The only other American of color aboard was sixteen-year-old Albert Seals of Alexandria, Virginia, but the Sunbeam was also temporary home to three Pacific Islanders, George, Jim, and Joe Kanacka. Herman Melville, who knew the town well, once marveled that New Bedford bested every other Atlantic seaport in its polyglot mixture of humanity: “Actual cannibals stand chatting at street corners; savages outright; many of whom yet carry on their bones unholy flesh. It makes a stranger stare.” Perhaps Gooding did too.27


When they had a choice, Massachusetts seamen preferred either a quick voyage to the Caribbean or the slightly longer six-week Atlantic crossing to European shores. But Gooding had no cause to remain in a republic that was increasingly hostile to black claims of citizenship and equality. The Sunbeam’s voyage promised to be a long one: New Bedford newspapers described a departure for both “the Atlantic and Pacific Oceans.” In fact, by the time Gooding next stepped foot in New Bedford, more than three years had passed, and the divisive election of 1860 was well under way.28


The Sunbeam sailed south and east, rounding the Cape of Good Hope and docking in June at St. Mary’s Island off India’s west coast. Only one month into the voyage, both the fourth mate and the ship’s cook were taken “of[f] duty with the veneral,” a malady they undoubtedly picked up while docked in New Bedford. When the cook failed to convalesce, Captain Samuel Cromwell put Gooding to work in the galley. Evidently the captain instinctively thought of putting one of his two black crewmen into service, or perhaps as the least experienced mariner onboard, Gooding was the expendable choice. For his part, Gooding welcomed the task, as it afforded him much of the day to read before the time came to prepare the crew’s supper. September of 1858 found the ship near Australia, and finally, as they cruised back by Indonesia, they killed five whales. “Took in Sail and got ready for cutting,” the captain scribbled into the log. “At daylight commenced cutting [and] had the head of[f] and body cut in Latter.” By then, Gooding had celebrated two birthdays aboard the Sunbeam. When not reading or cooking, he found time enough to try his hand at verse, composing “The Sailor’s Thoughts of Home,” a poem rendered all the more poignant by the fact that he did not really have one. “To think of the dear loved, as I roam from shore to shore,” he mused. “And think that three long years must pass, / E’re I shall see them more.”29
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Whaling voyages often lasted for years, and so for former slaves like James Henry Gooding, the Sunbeam (above) promised refuge from an unfriendly American republic. Courtesy New Bedford Whaling Museum.


In early September 1859, the ship passed Mauritius, a British colony off the coast of Madagascar, and by the dawn of the new decade word arrived in New Bedford that the Sunbeam was headed home, carrying at least 1,450 barrels of oil. After taking several more whales on the return voyage, the Sunbeam sailed into port on April 13, 1860, carrying “1650 b[arre]ls sp[erm]” whale oil—the second-highest haul of any New Bedford–based whaler that year. After more than three years at sea, a wobbly Gooding stepped onto dry land, with $360.61 in his pocket.30


Within five weeks, the now-seasoned mariner signed on with another whaler, the Black Eagle, whose skipper, Charles Allen, was black, a rare but not unheard-of phenomenon in New England. (Born around 1803 in Maryland, Allen had either moved or escaped to New England.) This voyage would be shorter and was aimed north for the Cumberland Inlet near the Labrador Sea, in search of Beluga whales. But once they arrived, the weather turned frigid, even by the bleak Arctic norms of Baffin Bay. The whalers in the bay became trapped as the waters froze around them, and Captain Allen used the “team of dogs” brought aboard to trade across the ice with other ships. The worst days came in February 1861 as the men endured a low of −44 degrees, and snow banked up against the side of the Black Eagle. On March 20, however, the crew was greeted with “clear weather [and] light winds,” and the men took to the ice and were “employed playing ball.” Eight months later, on November 3, 1861, the ship returned to New Bedford, laden with 1,222 barrels of oil and 17,800 pounds of whalebone, the latter destined for the corsets of New England’s ladies.31


One of those ladies was Ellen Louisa Allen, the twenty-five-year-old daughter of Gooding’s employer. Upon returning to port, James Henry boarded with the skipper, and there he met Ellen. A proposal of marriage required one final voyage’s wages. Allen was hired to captain the Richard Mitchell and sail it to Argentina in search of hides and wool, a lengthy voyage indicative of the black skipper’s growing reputation in New Bedford. Allen in turn hired Gooding as a cook and steward at the impressive salary of $20 a month, equal to the pay of the second mate. In early February 1862, the Richard Mitchell docked first in Manhattan to purchase merchandise for trade; the city’s residents were optimistic that General George B. McClellan, who had spent the winter building the Army of the Potomac, would soon capture the Confederate capital of Richmond. By the time the vessel returned from Buenos Aires on August 14, New England talked only of the timid McClellan’s disastrous Peninsula Campaign, and before the month was out worse news yet arrived: Confederate general Robert E. Lee had devastated the forces of Major General John Pope at the Second Battle of Bull Run.32


With the savings from three voyages put aside, Gooding had more personal matters on his mind. Six weeks after his return, on September 28, James Henry and Ellen were married by the Reverend James Butler at the Seamen’s Bethel Church. The sanctuary, already famous for its somewhat fictionalized appearance in the 1851 novel Moby Dick, or, The Whale, welcomed seamen of all races. Although Butler was himself a former mariner, his pulpit did not actually resemble a “ship’s bluff bows,” as Melville described it. The groom had just turned twenty-four, but he continued to add a year to his age. The state’s “Registry of Marriages” required couples to list their race if “other than White.” City clerk Henry Leward scribbled a large “M” for “mulatto” next to Gooding’s name, and a capital “A” denoting African descent next to Louisa’s name.33


AT ABOUT THE TIME OF HIS MARRIAGE, GOODING BECAME ACQUAINTED with William Henry Carney Jr., a black Virginian two years his junior. Born a slave in Norfolk in 1840, Carney was raised just across the Elizabeth River in the Portsmouth home of Major Richard Carney. His father, William Carney Sr., an enslaved oysterman, knew mariners who could smuggle him north. That would mean abandoning his wife, Ann, and their seven children, but after learning that the Carney estate was soon to be divided and sold, he decided to flee with another young bondman, promising to send for his family when he could afford to do so. The elder Carney and his fellow escapee soon appeared in New Bedford.34


By his early teens, William Jr. had labored beside his father as an oysterman. He later assured an army officer that in his will Major Carney had freed his mother, together with all of his slaves, but that claim, rather like Gooding’s creation of a Troy birthplace, was devised for his own protection. In his spare moments in Norfolk, William “attended a private and secret school” run by the Reverend George Bain, a white preacher who watched over the city’s black community. Like many runaways, Carney was reluctant to explain just how he had escaped the South, for fear of retribution against those left behind. He said only that he “left the sea for a time” in 1856, the year of his father’s flight, and “confiscated himself.” By the fall of 1859, he was reunited with his father in New Bedford. There he found employment as “a jobber of work for stores” and began to prepare himself “for the ministry.” William Sr. was finally able to send Reverend Bain the $300 required for his wife’s purchase, but the rest of their children did not reach Massachusetts until 1863, two years after U.S. forces occupied Portsmouth.35


WORD OF THE APRIL 12, 1861, CONFEDERATE BOMBARDMENT OF Fort Sumter found Nicholas Said and James Monroe Trotter teaching school in Detroit and Chillicothe, respectively; Stephen Swails waiting tables in Cooperstown; Peter Vogelsang porting luggage in the Bowery; John M. Smith tramping Maine’s byways as a peddler; James Henry Gooding chopping potatoes in the galley of the Black Eagle; and William Carney Jr. pondering a life as a churchman. If the former slave Said wished to serve in his adopted nation’s military in hopes of securing the liberation of 4 million black Americans, and Vogelsang wanted to join up in hopes of forcing his New York to recognize his claims of citizenship, for Smith and Swails the war presented the opportunity to begin again. New Yorkers regarded Swails, now twenty-nine, as little more than “a drunken vagabond,” yet the army offered him the chance to redeem himself, perhaps even one day to hear himself praised as a hero and applauded as a rising politician. One wonders, however, whether Sarah Thompson and her children would ever come to see him in such a flattering light.


“The rebels are doing a hundred times more to abolish Slavery than all the Abolitionists combined,” editorialized one Albany journalist. “The attack upon Fort Sumter gave it a blow from which it can never recover.” Reading the news across half a continent, the seven may have hoped that prediction would prove true, but if they planned to assist in slavery’s demise, they were sorely disappointed. Two years before, Massachusetts governor Nathaniel P. Banks vetoed legislation that would have allowed black men to join the state militia, deciding it would be unconstitutional in light of the Dred Scott decision. After Fort Sumter, young African Americans from Rochester to Syracuse, and from Boston to Manhattan, attempted to form all-black militia units. “It now remains for the [federal] Government to accept their services,” Frederick Douglass remarked, adding that he thought it “very doubtful.” For the time being, as one black minister lamented to his Whitestown, New York, congregation, the fighting was in the hands of the “white fellers.”36









CHAPTER TWO
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The Brahmins


“HIS MILITARY RECORD WAS AS GOOD AS ANY FIGHTING QUAKER could desire,” a journalist later said. But the journey of Edward Needles Hallowell—simply Ned to friends and family—from a nonviolent, apolitical son of Philadelphia privilege to the fierce officer who led his men in torching South Carolina plantations was not a simple one.1


Born on November 3, 1836, at the Walnut Street home of his parents, Morris and Hannah Penrose Hallowell, Ned was raised in a large, loving Quaker family whose members bestowed pet names on one another yet retained the formal address of “thee” and “thou” in all of their correspondence. Morris was a surgeon, but also part heir to Hallowell & Company, a family-owned firm that imported silks from China and India. After a childhood of private tutors, Ned briefly studied at Haverford College, a nearby Quaker school, before accepting a position as a stockbroker on Philadelphia’s aptly named Gold Street. But the dashing young man who sported an elegant mustache could hardly avoid the political winds of the late 1850s. By the off-year elections of 1858, he had puzzled his way out of his faith’s nonpolitical stance. “Perhaps thee wold like to know how I ‘get over’ the nonvoting question,” he wrote to Norwood Penrose Hallowell, his younger brother by almost three years. “We pay our taxes,” he reasoned to Pen, as his brother, then a student at Harvard College, preferred to be called. Doing so was not really voluntary, since failure to do so meant prison and Quakers felt “bound to protect our lives.” So if his purse contributed to the Buchanan administration, which he loathed, he was thereby “bound to vote to protect whole classes,” and especially enslaved Americans. “I can’t see that it is nonsense, I stick to it,” Ned insisted, although honesty compelled him to add that if he had not “made this very clear to thee,” that was because he had not yet “got it very clear” to himself.2


It would take brother Pen a few years more to reconcile himself to casting a ballot, but all members of the family were united in abolitionism. Quakers had long stood against slavery, and both Morris and Hannah were dedicated to the cause. On one occasion some of Morris’s Southern customers inquired about his views on slavery, and he angrily turned them out of his office, swearing that while he “sold Goods, not principles,” he “would [have] no further dealings with them.” Ned had been named for Edward Needles, the president of the Pennsylvania Abolition Society and a close friend to Hannah’s mother. In 1859, Ned was himself elected a member of the society. The entire family worked to oppose the Fugitive Slave Act of 1850, which forced private citizens to comply with federal marshals and slave catchers; that law especially, Pen later admitted, “made an Abolitionist of me.” Although only eleven at the time, Pen found it inconceivable that “any one born and bred at the North could have avoided being an Abolitionist.”3


Pen was less a model youth than his three older brothers—William was the eldest, followed by Richard and Ned—and he was briefly suspended from Harvard for hazing a first-year student. But Pen’s less-than-pacific nature and robust physique—he was just over six feet tall—proved useful on those occasions when fugitive slaves arrived on the Hallowells’ doorstep. In April 1859, the brothers assisted Virginia runaway Daniel Dangerfield, who had been freed by a Philadelphia court but faced a proslavery mob that hoped to return him to his master. The Hallowells hid Dangerfield inside an old tomb in southern Philadelphia until night fell and then spirited him out of the city in Hannah’s carriage. Pen drove the team, while Ned, who was “quite ready to use his five-shooter,” guarded from the rear box. Just months before, their brother Richard, who was married to the granddaughter of abolitionist and feminist Lucretia Mott, had traveled to Virginia to retrieve John Brown’s body and return it north for burial.4


Pen had another occasion to pack his pistol when abolitionist Wendell Phillips was invited to speak at Boston’s Music Hall. Twice during the previous six weeks, anti-abolitionist mobs had rioted at his lectures, threatening the speaker and wounding members of the audience. To provide protection, Harvard student Oliver Wendell Holmes Jr. recruited his college friends, including Hallowell, to form a human cordon around Phillips. The student bodyguards smuggled Phillips into the hall, but as he left through a side entrance the group was confronted with what Hallowell described as “a howling mob.” As the gang rushed at Phillips, Hallowell and the others closed ranks around him. “We fought our way down the little alleyway to Winter Street,” he wrote. “A great crowd followed, hooting and howling.” They got Phillips safely home, where the orator spent the remainder of the evening guarding his house with one of John Brown’s pikes. Quaker pacifism was not long for such a world.5


WHILE AT HARVARD, PEN BECAME ACQUAINTED WITH ANOTHER young man of privilege who shared his antislavery convictions. Born in Boston in October 1837, Robert Gould Shaw was one year younger than Ned and two years older than Pen. The Hallowells were more than comfortable, but Shaw hailed from one of the richest families in Massachusetts. The young man’s two grandfathers had earned millions by importing goods from China; one ancestor was prominent enough to have had three portraits of himself painted by Gilbert Stuart. Shaw’s parents, Francis George Shaw and Sarah Sturgis, were married in 1835, after Frank completed three years of study at Harvard. Rob, as he preferred to be called, was one of five children and the only boy. Anna was his only older sibling; Rob grew particularly close to his younger sister Josephine, known to her family as Effie. The boy grew up under the watchful eye of his grandfather, Robert Gould, after whom he was named. Just before he died, the old man summoned Rob to his bed. Fixing him with a stare, he warned: “I am leaving the stage of action and you are entering upon it. I exhort you to use your example and influence against intemperance and slavery.”6


So of course antislavery was a conviction that Rob’s father had learned at an early age. Although most Brahmins—as the Boston upper class styled themselves—tended toward the social conservatism of the Whig Party, Frank and Sarah passionately believed that the gift of wealth should be put to good use. When Rob was five, his parents purchased an estate adjacent to Brook Farm, a utopian experiment in communitarian life. Henry Sturgis, Sarah’s brother, helped to support the commune until its financial demise in 1849. In exchange, the family came into contact with the host of reformers and radicals who visited the Transcendentalist community just west of Boston. There the Shaws met William Lloyd Garrison, editor of the Liberator, and Garrison’s friend John A. Andrew, an antislavery attorney and rising free-soil politician. Sarah also became close friends with reformer Lydia Maria Child and feminist intellectual Margaret Fuller.7


After private tutors, Rob enrolled at St. John’s College, a Jesuit institution in Fordham, New York, where he earned average grades. In early 1851, while Frank began construction of an $80,000 house on Staten Island, the family, having decided to undertake a grand tour of Europe, booked first-class rooms for the Continent. The family visited France and Switzerland, then settled for a time near Neuchâtel, on the edge of the Jura Mountains. During the summer of 1853, they rented a house in Sorrento, just south of Naples. There they played host to Frances Anne Kemble, the British actress who had recently returned to the stage following the collapse of her marriage to Pierce Butler, the richest planter in Georgia. Kemble horrified the family—including Rob, who had recently read Uncle Tom’s Cabin, published the previous year—with tales of her brief stay along the Rice Coast. Most of the family sailed for home in 1855, but Rob remained in the Kingdom of Hanover for additional study so that he might enter Harvard College as a sophomore or junior. The indifferent pupil admitted to his worried parents that he had “no taste for anything except amusing myself.” At length he returned to the United States and spent three years at Harvard, withdrawing from the college in 1859. He then accepted a position in his uncle’s Manhattan shipping firm. But he was as uninspired a businessman as he had been a student, and at a time when his old college acquaintances were facing down proslavery mobs, Rob resisted his mother’s pleas to devote himself to the antislavery movement. “I don’t want to become a reformer, Apostle, or anything of that kind,” he confessed.“[T]here is no use in doing disagreeable things for nothing.”8


If his former classmate Pen Hallowell had doubts about a moral man casting a political ballot, Shaw did not; in November 1860, the twenty-three-year-old proudly stepped forward in support of Lincoln. Rob’s parents’ friend Garrison refused to vote, because he had for years denounced the Constitution as a proslavery document, and some of those abolitionists who did, such as Frederick Douglass, stood with Gerrit Smith and the Liberty Party. But Shaw regarded himself as a realist. Although no abolitionist, the Republican candidate was a lifelong critic of slavery and a dedicated free-soiler; even Garrison publicly conceded that “the election of Abraham Lincoln will be a great and encouraging triumph.” Shortly thereafter, Rob saw his parents off as they sailed aboard the Karnak for the Bahamas. Sarah, whose health was always poor, found Manhattan’s winters difficult, and their kinsman John Shaw had recently opened a hotel in Nassau. One wonders if Rob noticed the African manservant traveling on the Karnak with two Europeans. Certainly the election season had turned his attention to slavery and sectionalism. When his uncle tasked him with finding a renter for his house, Rob turned down one applicant on the grounds that a brother-in-law from New Orleans would be living with the family. “We don’t want any secessionists about,” Rob vowed.9


By early April 1861, Northern newspapers spoke of nothing besides the situation in Fort Sumter at the mouth of Charleston Harbor. An attempt three months before to send supplies to the beleaguered fort had failed, and Sumter’s commander, Major Robert Anderson, had alerted Washington to his dwindling supply of food. Worried about what war would do to their businesses, many Manhattan shippers hoped that newly elected president Abraham Lincoln would give in to Confederate demands to evacuate the fort. Rob thought otherwise. “Lincoln is going to re-inforce the United States forts,” Shaw wrote to his sister Susanna, “and in that case the Southerners will surely resist.” Given the demands placed on the president by the Constitution, Shaw reasoned, he had no choice “but to collect the [tariff] revenue and re-take, by force of arms, the United States property which they have stolen.” Several years before, Shaw had favored letting the South secede, a position embraced by a good number of white abolitionists who felt morally tainted by living in the same nation as slave-holders. But as there now was “no way of making a peaceable separation without giving up everything,” Shaw was “glad, for the credit of the country,” that Lincoln planned to “act now with some firmness.” Seven days later, just before dawn on April 12, shore batteries opened fire on Sumter, and the war was on.10


LINCOLN IMMEDIATELY ISSUED THE CALL FOR 75,000 VOLUNTEERS TO serve for three months, but the question of service divided Northern reformers, particularly since the president’s administration insisted that the war was to be waged only for reunion, not for abolition. In keeping with that pledge, the War Department decreed that free blacks who sought to enlist would be turned away. Garrison continued to preach that just as abolitionists should not vote, neither should those “Peace men” who believed in “total abstinence from war, as a Christian duty,” don a uniform. Garrison’s sons William and Wendell agreed with their father’s position, despite the fact that many of Wendell’s Harvard classmates promptly enlisted. (George Garrison thought otherwise and after the Emancipation Proclamation transformed the conflict into an abolition war would go in search of a black regiment to lead.) Wendell was almost the only student to remain in class. Within days of the fall of Sumter, the university ceased to function. “The college is full of the spirit of war & indignant at the treatment of the country’s flag,” the college’s librarian remarked. “Very little studying [was] going on.” John A. Andrew, now governor, summoned the students to join their local militia companies. Within eight days of the attack on Sumter, 120 young men met to organize the Fourth Battalion of Infantry, a militia unit that dated to the War of 1812. Among them stood Holmes, Pen Hallowell, and Ned Hallowell, who had hastened north to join the regiment “in whose ranks,” its commander bragged to Andrew, “are found men of the best classes in our community.”11


Having quit Harvard two years before, Shaw chose instead to enlist in New York’s Seventh Regiment. On April 18, his untrained unit sailed from its camp on Staten Island to protect Washington from secessionists in Virginia and Maryland. Time was of the essence, and Rob was unable to say his farewells to his parents. He confided to his mother that he could not “help crying a little” when he thought of home and family. But he assured himself that she “wouldn’t have me stay, when it is so clearly my duty to go.” The Seventh hoped to march into the capital by Saturday, April 20, and if they arrived before “Virginia begins to make trouble,” he assumed that there would be no fighting. For a young man who had seen so much of Europe, Rob had never been south of New York State, and he looked forward to meeting soldiers from across the North. “Won’t it be grand to meet the men from all the States, East and West, down there,” he marveled, “ready to fight for the country, as the old fellows did in the Revolution.”12


Following a very rough day at sea, the Seventh disembarked at Annapolis. Travel to Washington was delayed because the rail lines had “been torn up by the Secessionists.” The young man of privilege grumbled about the food, complaining to his father that “the rations we had with us were pretty old, and the meat furnished on board was very horsey.” After marching for several miles, they located an operational train and at length pulled into Washington. Although “covered with dust,” they marched through the White House grounds to pay tribute to the president. Lincoln walked out to greet them, “looking as pleasant and kind as possible” and holding “his two little boys by the hand.” After the Seventh presented arms, the president “took off his hat in the most awkward way, putting it on again with his hand on the back of the rim, country fashion.” But if the young patrician was little impressed by the Kentucky-born president’s manners, he assured his sister that “Lincoln knows what he is about” and told her that the rude slurs on the president’s appearance were unfair. “I have seen many uglier men,” he wrote.13


One of the privates in Shaw’s company was Rufus King, the son of the president of Columbia College and the grandson of the former New York senator. Private King’s family was close to Secretary of State William H. Seward, and on April 30, King invited Shaw to accompany him to the secretary’s office. Seward was so burdened by affairs of state that he rarely ventured out to eat, instead snacking over the course of the day on crackers, cheese, and cold tea supplied by his daughter-in-law, but he spared a few minutes for “a little talk” with the two soldiers. Although Shaw thought Seward “really didn’t look as if he could have written those great speeches,” he nonetheless suspected the secretary “of being a pretty sly old fellow.” Hoping to bring their chat to a quick end, Seward suggested that the two young men walk over to see the president, and he handed them a note of introduction. The two found Lincoln sitting behind his desk, which was “perfectly covered with letters & papers of every description.” They spoke for five minutes, and once again Shaw was oddly drawn to the president’s appearance. “It is really too bad to call him one of the ugliest men in the country,” Rob lectured his mother, “for I have seldom seen a pleasanter or more kind hearted looking one.” Lincoln inquired about their regiment, as well as their education, as his son Robert was then enrolled at Harvard. Nobody else from the regiment had yet enjoyed access to such high office, and King and Shaw strolled back to the Capitol, thinking they “had done a pretty good afternoon’s work in calling on the President & Secretary of State both.”14


Two weeks later, word arrived that Andrew had commissioned Shaw a second lieutenant in the newly created Second Massachusetts Infantry. Rob hastened north to Camp Andrew, named for the state’s new governor, in West Roxbury, once home to Brook Farm. Life as a junior officer suited Shaw just fine. The army paid privates $13.00 each month, with an additional clothing allowance of $3.50. But the second lieutenant drew $150 as “part of two months pay.” Other benefits included having “cots to sleep on, much better fare, and servants in abundance from among the men.” By mid-May, the company was not yet full, so while he awaited deployment, Shaw had ample time to “lie round, & smoke, read or sleep.” Boston was not far away, and most evenings he and the other young officers found ways “to have a great deal of fun in one way and another.”15


By mid-June, the Second was ready to ship southward to Maryland, where it was to guard the upper Potomac River. Shaw was briefly reunited with his family as they passed through Manhattan. Evidently Sarah took his parting hard, for Rob implored her not to “lie awake much dear Mother thinking of me.” A second missive reminded her that a good “many Mothers & Fathers & sisters” felt just as badly as she did, and he assured his mother that “there is not much more danger in war than in peace at least for officers.” Rob was also a bit embarrassed about the way his mother peppered their friends with his photograph, especially one of him as an officer. Elizabeth Haggerty’s daughter Annie, however, was quite another story. Shaw had met Annie in the months just before Sumter, when his sister Susanna arranged a night at the opera. Rob beseeched Susanna to let Annie know that he “had nothing to do with” sending her family so many photographs, but he also hoped that his sister might obtain an image of Annie, provided she could do so without letting Annie know he wanted one.16


JUST AS SHAW WAS SAYING HIS FAREWELLS TO HIS FAMILY, PEN HALLOWELL’S Massachusetts Fourth Battalion of Infantry was reorganized as the Twentieth Massachusetts Volunteers. While Ned was briefly dispatched to Missouri to serve on the staff of General John C. Frémont, who had been given command of the Department of the West, Pen was commissioned a first lieutenant on July 1. His Harvard chum Oliver Wendell Holmes Jr. also received his straps as a first lieutenant, with William Raymond Lee, a West Pointer and a distant kinsman to the Virginia general, as the regiment’s colonel and Paul Revere, the great-grandson of the silversmith, as its major; other venerable surnames—Whittier, Lowell, Cabot, Milton, and Abbott—staffed its officer corps. The Hallowells headed to Readville, Massachusetts, and Camp Meigs, just as American forces clashed with Confederate armies under General P. G. T. Beauregard at the Battle of Bull Run. The July 21 encounter proved a debacle for the United States. One month before, Shaw had promised his mother that “comparatively few men” would ever die in battle, but now he read reports of nearly 5,000 casualties—killed, wounded, and missing—with Union men roughly three-fifths of that figure. Lincoln had requested volunteers for ninety days only, but Bull Run forced leaders and soldiers on both sides to confront the possibility of a protracted, bloody conflict.17


Upon arriving at Readville, the soldiers of the Twentieth were examined by surgeons, who gauged their fitness to serve. Those who passed muster were handed a uniform and a complete suit of underclothing and instructed to head to the camp bathhouse for a warm soaking, an essential order given the unhygienic habits of even wealthy men in the 1860s. On August 19, Colonel Lee received orders to prepare for departure for the nation’s capital. Finally, on September 4, the regiment left Readville for Manhattan, where the soldiers were given a lavish send-off and toasted by Governor Andrew, who accompanied them that far. Pen Hallowell dined that evening with family friends “and one of their kid daughters,” Sarah Wharton Haydock. Before departing, Pen “gave her [his] photograph.” After a parade down Broadway, the unit boarded ship for Philadelphia and then on to Baltimore. As had Shaw nearly five months before, the Twentieth marched through Maryland with their state flag unfurled and their rifles loaded, but this time, as one officer remarked, “not a hiss or reproach was audible.” After commandeering a train pulling cattle cars, the dusty soldiers reached Washington and pitched their tents near Camp Kalorama on the Georgetown heights. Colonel Lee reported to General Ambrose Burnside, who folded the regiment, together with the First Massachusetts Sharpshooters and a Pennsylvania company, into his Fourth Brigade.18


Within the month, the Twentieth was to see far more action than they desired. In the days following Bull Run, General George B. McClellan began to build up the Army of the Potomac in preparation for an invasion of Virginia. In mid-October, he instructed General George McCall to march his division toward Leesburg, some thirty-five miles south of Washington, in hopes of discovering Confederate strength in the region; at the same time, he ordered General Charles Stone, whose division was guarding the Maryland banks of the Potomac River, to “make a slight demonstration” in hopes of driving Confederate forces farther south. Traveling with Stone was Colonel Edward Baker, a former Illinois congressman turned U.S. senator from Oregon. Believing he had troops enough at his disposal, Stone told McCall to pull back toward Washington, while he sent raiders, including the Massachusetts Twentieth and Fifteenth, across the Potomac in reconnaissance of a rebel encampment. They found no camp, so on the morning of October 21 the soldiers dispatched a rider in search of Stone and new orders. Instead of having the men recross the river, Baker brought up his troops to assist in the withdrawal, but the small number of boats at their disposal slowed the retreat.19


With McCall’s troops gone, the Confederates had numbers enough to deal with any American soldiers on their side of the Potomac. Virginia and Mississippi soldiers arrived by early afternoon, forcing the Massachusetts regiments to fan out just within the tree line, the steep drop-off known as Ball’s Bluff to their rear. By three o’clock, the fighting was fierce. “Come on, Harvard!” an officer shouted just as Oliver Wendell Holmes Jr. took a bullet to the chest. Only too late did Captain John Putnam see a redshirted Confederate taking aim, and he fell, his arm shattered, leaving his lieutenant, Pen Hallowell, in charge of his company. Baker dashed back and forth behind the Twentieth’s line, shouting for them to hold fast. “It made me wince to see the colonel, so handsome, brave, and cool, expose himself with such noble disdain,” Hallowell admitted. “He asked me whether I could stand off the rebels from working through the woods,” and after making “some cheery remarks,” the senator ran off into the smoke to shore up the faltering line. “You want a fight, don’t you?” he roared to others in the Twentieth, and they answered with a cheer. Pen was not with Baker when the lawmaker-turned-officer was hit by six balls, one of them entering his skull just above his left ear, making him the only sitting senator ever to die in battle.20


As their numbers dwindled, the men of the Twentieth peeled off their scarlet-lined gray coats. Many hung their new jackets from nearby branches, and Confederates, spying the shapes through the din, fired on the coats. Attempting to hold the end of the line, Hallowell noticed Confederates circling his flank and preparing to fire directly into the regiment’s side. Grabbing his rifle, the twenty-two-year-old lieutenant led six men to within range of the Virginians, posting each man behind a tree. The move proved to be “quite effective,” and the Confederates retreated. After the fact, Hallowell wished he had thought to ask Colonel Lee to rush “two or three companies” to his position, as he might have wiped “out anything opposed to it.” But with Baker killed, the soldiers began to retreat toward the bluff, reported one officer, “throwing away their arms [and] deserting their killed and wounded.” As they raced down the hill they discovered that most of the boats were either swamped or already pulling away for the other shore. Many threw off their gear as they plunged into the Potomac, while Confederates knelt at the crest and poured a steady fire down into the terrified men. “The river now seemed covered with heads and was as white as a great hail-storm where the rebel bullets struck,” a Massachusetts soldier recalled.21


Pen remained cool, methodically loading and firing as he slowly inched toward the river. He later chided himself for doing so, admitting that he was “green and foolish” at the bluff and that he instead should have been “looking after the men.” In truth, he did that too, but it was never the Quaker way to boast. Hallowell was still trying to hold his position when he heard Colonel Lee warn the fleeing men that he had done all he could do: “You are at liberty now to care for yourselves.” Captain William Bartlett of Company I raised his sword and bawled: “Those who desire to surrender will follow me.” Pen judged that “a perfectly rational thing” to do, yet he was not one of the eighty who tailed Bartlett. Those who opted to stay with Hallowell took cover until it grew dark. Most of the Massachusetts men knew how to swim, and around eight that night they set out for Harrison Island, which divided the Potomac at that point. The occasional shot slapped the water as the soldiers waded in. Pen was the last to do so, stripping off his heavy clothes, then swimming with his sword in one hand and his watch about his neck. Cold and weary, Hallowell and his company reached Maryland shores and located a temporary hospital, where a surgeon found him “a shirt and a pair of drawers.”22


McClellan denounced the last moments of the battle as a butchery. Union casualties—both killed and wounded—numbered 921, with another 700 missing, most of whom probably drowned as they swam for safety. Downstream, bodies washed ashore at Mount Vernon and at Washington for days. Lee and Revere were reported missing and presumed captured, and Confederates picked up as many as 1,500 abandoned weapons from the field. Confederate losses amounted to a mere 136 killed, with 117 wounded. Holmes survived, as did a young private in Hallowell’s company who had a ball completely pass through his body. Pen later saw him walking about camp, but only after writing a letter of condolence to the boy’s mother. “One is always startled when he meets a man who he thought was dead,” Hallowell reflected. The tragedy marked yet another loss for the United States, but at least one Boston editor remarked that while others fled, the Twentieth had behaved with “admirable discipline and soldierly conduct,” fighting “and firing with the precision of veteran soldiers.”23


IN THE AFTERMATH OF BALL’S BLUFF, THE EXHAUSTED UNION SURVIVORS witnessed a growing number of runaway slaves passing by, attempting to reach Washington or Baltimore. The exodus of enslaved Southerners had begun on May 23, 1861, just one month into the conflict, when three bondmen being used by the Confederate military to construct fortifications escaped and reached the gates of Fort Monroe, an enormous citadel at the southern tip of the Virginia peninsula that remained under federal control. In command of the fort was General Benjamin F. Butler, a Massachusetts Democrat who had arrived only the previous day. By late July, an overwhelmed Butler reported that approximately 900 refugees had reached Monroe and were living under his protection. Only 300 were “able-bodied men,” he informed the War Department, while the rest were women, children, and the aged, “substantially past hard labor.” With “many more coming in” daily, Butler requested clarity from Washington. “Are these men, women, and children slaves?” he wondered. The Fugitive Slave Act of 1850 yet remained in force, but with Virginia’s secession, had “all property relations ceased?” Since the first three runaways to reach the fort had been digging Confederate trenches, Butler, an attorney and politician before the war, thought it proper to consider the liberated a critical element of the war effort, and so “contraband of war.” The general’s idea accorded with traditional war-power theory, and on August 6, 1861, just one week after the receipt of Butler’s inquiry, Lincoln signed the Confiscation Act, which effectively ratified Butler’s suggestion by allowing for the seizure of all property, including bondmen, being used to support the Confederate military.24


Among the first runaways to reach the fort’s gates was Henry Jarvis. Born in Northampton County around 1836, Jarvis, commonly known as Harry, labored as an oysterman on Virginia’s Eastern Shore. Jarvis’s owner was regarded as one of the meanest men in the region, and one day after he shot at Harry to scare him into working harder, the enslaved waterman decided he had “stood it ’bouts long” as he could and ran for the woods. Jarvis hid in the swamps for three weeks, evading the search parties and hunting dogs by crossing and then recrossing streams. One of Jarvis’s closest friends, Peter Drummond, whom he had known since he was six, smuggled him food when he could. Jarvis waited until his master threw a fancy ball, knowing the whites would be “drinkin’ an’ carousin’ night an’ day,” before slipping down to his owner’s dock to steal his canoe. Jarvis rigged up a small sail and set out for Monroe, thirty-five miles across the bay. A sudden storm tore his sail and nearly carried it away. But it was “death behind” him, so Harry prayed for God’s help and “made fas’ de sheet.” By morning, he had reached Fort Monroe.25


Upon arriving, the self-liberated, twenty-five-year-old oysterman asked to see General Butler and proudly announced himself to be “contraband.” He then asked to enlist. A startled Butler replied that the war was for reunion only, and that it was not a “black man’s war.” Jarvis glared down at the diminutive officer. “It would be a black man’s war ‘fore dey got fru,” he snapped. Jarvis had sailed alone, not wishing to put his wife in danger, although he hoped to send for her before too long. Shortly thereafter, Drummond somehow arrived. Despite offers of employment at Monroe, the two signed on as laborers on a ship sailing for Cuba and Haiti, and then on to Africa. Having no interest in settling in Liberia, they took jobs with another ship heading for Boston, hoping that by the time they returned to the States it would have “got to be a black man’s war fo’ suah.” Both would get their wish.26
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The youngest son of devout Quakers and militant abolitionists, “Pen” Hallowell briefly served as lieutenant colonel in the Fifty-fourth before agreeing to lead the Fifty-fifth. Courtesy Massachusetts Historical Society.


During the months when Jarvis and Drummond were at sea, the nation continued to wrestle with the thorny questions of race and refugees. On November 24, two other black men arrived in Camp Benton, near Poolesville, Maryland, where the Twentieth was stationed. The two sold “cakes, pies, &c. to the Soldiers,” and appearing to be hungry themselves, a German-born soldier invited them to breakfast. As a loyal border state, Maryland was not subject to the Confiscation Act. When a slaveholder arrived at the camp, demanding that the army “deliver them up,” General Stone agreed and instructed Lieutenant George Nelson Macy to seize the alleged runaways and “escort the prisoners to their supposed owners.” Pen Hallowell, catching word of the incident, stormed into Macy’s tent and demanded to know by “what authority do you make New England soldiers do such work?” Macy retorted that he was merely carrying out Stone’s orders. “I didn’t think that any New England Gentlemen would do such dirty work,” Hallowell shot back. A true blue blood, Macy declared himself “insulted” at having his honor questioned in such a fashion, and a fuming Hallowell stamped away. A number of Massachusetts papers picked up the story, all of them denouncing the slave-catching “blood-hounds” of the Twentieth. That in turn led to a congressional inquiry as to whether Stone had given “aid and comfort to the rebels,” especially after it was discovered that the master in question resided in Leesburg, Virginia, and was not a loyal Maryland man.27
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Three years older than Pen, and more politically minded, “Ned” Hallowell transferred from the Massachusetts Twentieth to the Fifty-fourth when black Americans were finally allowed to enlist, initially serving as lieutenant colonel. Hallowell commanded the unit from fall 1863 until the end of the war. Courtesy Massachusetts Historical Society.


The affair at least had the virtue of elevating Hallowell in rank. The regiment’s Company D largely comprised German nationals, the vast majority of whom were resolutely antislavery. Most of the company had joined “with the understanding that they, as Massachusetts men, would never be called upon to act against the colored people,” one soldier assured Governor Andrew. Lieutenant Macy, in their view, had performed the slaveholders’ “dirty work,” and they implored the governor “to let them have an officer who will not violate their consciences, principles & force them to escort slaves.” Anxious to protect himself politically, Andrew assured Wendell Phillips and Senator Charles Sumner that he was “greatly pained” by Macy’s actions and publicly denounced him as “unworthy of any position of honor, trust or responsibility.” (The governor did not mention that the orders originated with Stone, whom he had recently promoted and who enjoyed the patronage of the equally conservative General McClellan.) When Andrew promoted Pen to captain on November 26, it would be the first time the men of Company D agreed to serve under an American-born officer. A few months later, Congress prohibited the army from returning runaways.28


THAT SAME MONTH, YET ANOTHER CHILD OF PRIVILEGE DECIDED TO enter the fray. Members of the Adams family had never been warriors. Generation after generation had served their country as politicians and diplomats, but never by picking up a sword. Charles Francis Adams Jr., the grandson and great-grandson of presidents, was the third of seven children born to Charles Francis Adams Sr., a former Massachusetts state assemblyman and the Free Soil Party’s 1848 vice presidential nominee. In 1858 the elder Adams won election to the U.S. House of Representatives; after only two years in Washington, Lincoln nominated him to fill the critical role of minister to Great Britain. The diplomat took his fourth child, Henry, with him to London to serve as his secretary, leaving Charles behind to mind the family’s business affairs. Having graduated from Harvard in 1856, Charles was quite capable of doing so. But as an antislavery Republican, Charles began to fear that he was shirking his duty to country and cause by wasting the war in a Boston countinghouse. The previous July, he had gone to the train station to say his farewells to those college friends who had joined together with Shaw in the Second Massachusetts Infantry, and he confided to his mother that he “certainly env[ied] them very much.” Off to war they went, he lamented, “in good spirits and full of life and hope,” abandoning him to trudge slowly back to his books and ledgers.29


The July disaster at Bull Run helped clarify matters for Adams. He “began to realize,” he admitted later, “the mistake [he] had made in not going earlier.” He had missed both Shaw and Hallowell at Harvard, having graduated the year Rob arrived in Cambridge, but many young men his own age were risking their lives for their country too. In his many moments of self-examination, he acknowledged that his father had entrusted him “with the care of the bulk of his property, and never was property so difficult to manage” as during a civil war. Neither did Adams flatter himself a natural-born fighter. Although bored with the law, to join the army was to “give up a profession for which [he was] little adapted for one to which [he was] adapted even less.” Yet it was not simply patriotism, or a sense of missing out on a grand endeavor, that inclined him to serve. Charles resented the untenable position his father had placed him in, and his intense dislike of his father made his enlistment a spirited act of youthful rebellion. Adams later described his father as “rigid” and “narrow” and “even less companionable” than his grandfather John Quincy Adams. “The fact was that my father,” he remarked, “with the coldness of temperament natural to him, took a wholly wrong view of the subject” and “did not believe in any one taking a hand in [an] actual fight.” The elder Adams’s disdain for the military was not born of a Garrisonian pacifism, but from a patrician’s contempt for common soldiers. Charles Sr., his son feared, “wholly failed to realize that it would have been an actual disgrace had his family, of all possible families American, been wholly unrepresented in the field.” With Henry abroad, he himself “was the one to go.”30


Realizing he could never win his father’s approval, in mid-November Adams enlisted in the First Massachusetts Cavalry and only then picked up his pen to alert the U.S. minister to Britain. “I don’t know whether you will be surprised or disgusted or annoyed or distressed by the information,” Charles Jr. wrote to his father, sadly aware that “proud” would not be one of the adjectives the diplomat would use when he discovered that his son had joined up. “You know it now and I am glad of it!” Adams confessed. “I do not think it right that our family,” he lectured, “so prominent in this matter while it is a contest of words, should be wholly unrepresented when it has grown to be a conflict of blows.” The senior Adams responded to the news by refusing to respond, but Henry wrote back with a mixed blessing. “I do not think it my duty to express any regrets at the act,” Henry observed, owing to the “strange madness of the times,” although he prayed that his brother was not “throwing [his life] away.” If Henry could not bring himself to defy his father and congratulate his older brother for his courage, he did at least conclude his missive by promising to “be always ready to stand by you with what aid” he might provide.31


Being a Boston Brahmin, of course, had its advantages. Adams was enrolled as a first lieutenant. Not only was he not “a soldier by nature” but he admitted with the brutal honesty typical of his forebears that he was also “utterly lack[ing in] a nice, ingratiating tact in [his] dealings with other men.” Yet he thought the regiment a fine group and immediately regarded them as “kith and kin.” Hardly “popular or adored by” his men, Adams was a capable rider, athletic, and clearly bright and able, and so they respected him. Not so their colonel, Robert Williams. A West Point graduate and a Virginian by birth, Williams was the wrong choice to lead a unit of antislavery New Englanders. “He had a set of us young Harvard fellows for officers,” Adams mused, and as “he did not understand our Massachusetts men,” his discipline was brutal. In moments of crisis, the colonel was also “invariably drunk” and would prove to be “an utter failure.”32


AS 1862 DAWNED, THE MEN OF MASSACHUSETTS FOUND THEMSELVES scattered across the eastern half of the republic. Shaw and the Second were placed under the command of General Nathaniel Banks (the previous governor of Massachusetts) and deployed against General Thomas J. “Stonewall” Jackson in Virginia’s Shenandoah Valley. After Frémont issued a proclamation of emancipation in the West, which Lincoln feared would drive Missouri into the Confederacy, the president relieved the general of his command. Needing a new posting, Ned returned east, securing a commission as second lieutenant in the Twentieth on January 11. The Hallowell brothers and the Twentieth were transferred to the command of McClellan, who planned to ship his army down the Chesapeake Bay to Fort Monroe and then march northwest up the peninsula to capture the Confederate capital of Richmond.


Adams and the First Cavalry sailed even farther southward, landing between Charleston and Savannah, Georgia, in Port Royal Sound, South Carolina, which had been captured by the U.S. Navy the previous November. Both the trip and the landing were “pandemonium,” Adams reported to his brother. The unit’s major was drunk both before and after their passage, and the guns terrified the horses. “We are all green, officers, men and horses, and long practice is absolutely necessary,” he admitted. But as did all American soldiers, Adams hoped to take part in the capture of Charleston, long a hotbed of secession. “Ah,” he laughed, “wouldn’t I like to ride into Charleston!”33


As was the case for many Northern boys, the war provided Adams with his first view of the South and plantation slavery. On February 2, he rode out with the regiment’s advance guard to inspect an abandoned plantation on Barnwell Island. The once-elegant estate was littered with smashed furniture and “the remains of a library of fine books.” Even though Carolina planters “had brought all this on themselves,” he could not help regretting the damage. Adams revealed far less pity for the roughly 7,000 black “contrabands” who flooded into Beaufort, and his letters to his family betrayed the first hints that he would never truly come to understand the black men he would one day lead into battle. He thought the refugees “lazy [and] submissive,” although those were traits he at least attributed to their former masters as well. Otherwise, his stereotypical views of African Americans reflected not only the worst of biases but also an inability to understand the slaves’ survival mechanisms. The freedmen were “intelligent enough,” he assured his father, “but their intelligence too often takes the form of low cunning.” Adams believed them to be dishonest, a prejudice he never revised, and he complained to his father that most former slaves were “dreadful hypocrites,” as they “would say to their masters, as a rule, what today they would say to us.” Apart from the Confiscation Act of the previous July, the federal government had taken no steps against slavery, yet Adams could not grasp that black Carolinians were hedging their bets. Unable to formulate a consistent, rational assessment of black characteristics, he described the freedmen again and again as “lazy,” even as he observed that “they will work for money and indeed are anxious to get work.”34


Like all devout Republicans, Adams was confident that the war would be the undoing of slavery. “Not by any legal quibble of contrabands or doubtful theory of confiscation,” he argued, “but by stimulating free trade.” Northern travelers invariably remarked on Southern poverty, and as he rode along Carolina’s shore Adams thought himself “amid the institutions and implementations of the middle ages.” Coerced slave labor, he believed, was “awkward, cumbrous, expensive and behind the age,” and so the liberation of its working class “will be the greatest blessing which could happen to the South.” But what of the former slaves—or as Adams indelicately put it, how to resolve “the ‘nigger’ question?” Although “good tempered [and] patient,” blacks were too “docile” to survive in a tough world governed by “the operation of economic laws over which Government has no control.” Africans might once have been fierce, he theorized, but centuries of enslavement had “deprived the African of their capacity for freedom,” and so any attempt by the Lincoln administration to free or arm African Americans “would be a terrible calamity to the blacks as a race.” Wars often changed people, but it was not, evidently, in an Adams to evolve.35


Adams was right enough, at least, in his objections to the tactics of General David Hunter, a career soldier who had leveraged his friendship with Lincoln into being given command of the Department of the South (comprising Georgia, South Carolina, and Florida). The New York–born abolitionist found himself on the South Carolina coast, and in April 1862 he requested that the War Department send him 50,000 rifles and an equal number of “scarlet pantaloons” with which to arm and clothe “such loyal men as [he] could find in the country.” Although he did not say so directly, Hunter intended to free and enlist Carolina slaves well in advance of any initiative from Congress or the president. Some male refugees enthusiastically signed on, but as Adams noted, others had good cause to distrust all white men, and Hunter finally resorted to conscripting men from the Sea Islands into his unit. Adams suspected that Hunter’s great sin was to engage in a good cause but to do it badly. The general, Adams warned his father, had “gone crazy” and was inadvertently “doing the blacks all the harm” he could. When Hunter tried to encourage enlistments by declaring free all slaves in the three states of his department, an exasperated Lincoln overruled his decree and finally, in late September, removed him as commander. Adams felt “a strong regret at seeing the red-legged darkies march off.” Instead of provoking conservative Democrats in Congress and infuriating the commander-in-chief, Hunter might have waited for both black Southerners and white Northerners to get accustomed to the idea of African American military service. “The slaves would have moved when the day came,” he assured his father.36


WHILE ADAMS AND THE FIRST CAVALRY DRILLED ALONG THE SOUTH Carolina coast, the Hallowell brothers and the Twentieth inched their way toward Richmond as part of McClellan’s 120,000-strong army for the Peninsula Campaign. Although he had a vast numerical advantage over the Confederate forces, McClellan sought to avoid a full-scale engagement, hoping his superior host might somehow scare President Jefferson Davis into surrendering. The odds in favor of the Confederacy shifted considerably on May 31, however, when General Joseph E. Johnston launched an assault on the Army of the Potomac while it was divided by the Chickahominy River. In the subsequent battle of Seven Pines, Johnston was badly wounded and General Robert E. Lee became the new commander. Rechristening his forces the Army of Northern Virginia, the aggressive Lee abandoned Johnston’s strategy of retreat. In a series of clashes known as the Seven Days, the Confederates launched a sequence of punishing strikes against the timid McClellan.


Although nearly bedridden by illness, Ned Hallowell rejoined the Twentieth in time for the June 29 battle of Savage’s Station, the fourth of the Seven Days skirmishes. For the first time in the war, the two brothers found themselves fighting side by side. Although hoping to be part of a broad counterattack, Hallowell realized they were on their own; nevertheless, he vowed “to retard the advance of the enemy to the utmost.” Casualties were high on both sides, and buckshot caught Pen on his left side, “perforating [his] clothes and redden[ing his] skin.” Moments later, a ball scraped across his stomach; “the shock was as though some one had struck a blow on that part,” he remembered. A cannonball mowed down a column of men immediately to his right, soaring so close that it scorched Pen’s beard and burned off his eyebrows. Convinced that he would not survive the attack, Hallowell promised himself that if he ever “got out of this hole [he] should never again be scared.” Once again responsible for leading an orderly retreat, Pen hurried his company into dense woods, coming out after night fell only long enough to retrieve their wounded. Company D finally caught up with the bulk of the retreating U.S. Army, but only after abandoning several badly wounded officers at a nearby farmhouse, hoping that Confederate surgeons might save them.37


Ironically, by failing to press on toward Richmond, the conservative McClellan bettered the odds of the war evolving into a crusade against slavery. Had the Confederacy collapsed that spring, slavery across the defeated South might have survived intact. The New Jersey general had hectored his commander about not confiscating human property from white Southerners, and for that reason some Northern abolitionists grudgingly welcomed Lee’s victory. If the South was “overthrown in one great battle and totally scattered they will surrender at once to save their slaves,” one New York soldier remarked. “If the war be protracted we shall be driven gradually to emancipate the slaves.” Despite almost losing her son Oliver, Amelia Holmes held similarly tough-minded views, informing Pen’s and Ned’s sister that she prayed “that the war will go on till every slave is free, and that my child will always be ready to defend & struggle for humanity.” Amelia “hate[d] bloodshed,” but she “hate[d] slavery more.” Lydia Maria Child made much the same point to Sarah Shaw. “I pray to God that the victories may not come too fast, and that we may be castigated till we do the right thing,” she admitted. But then, reflecting that she was writing to the mother of a young officer in harm’s way, she added that her “own prayer gives me a pang, as if it were something wicked and monstrous.”38


OEBPS/images/title.jpg
THUNDER AT
THE GATES

The Black Civil War Regiments
That Redeemed America

Douglas R. Egerton

BASIC BOOKS
NEW YORK





OEBPS/images/line.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0iv.jpg
MEN OF COLOR

TO ARMS! TO ARMS!

NOW OR NEVER

This is our golden moment! The Government of the United Nnnnn calls for every Able-bodied Colored Man to enter the
Army for ¢

Three Yeary Service!

And join in mung the Battles of Liberty and the Union. A new ern is opes
r manhood has been de

nd the hopes of the re
he vhite race are changed. N herefore, is our

FAIL NOW, & ﬂllll RACE IS DOOMED

Outhis the soil of our birth. We must now awake, arise. or be forever fallen.

For generations we have suffered
citizenship blotted out. our souls
and dark-

1 we valae liberty, & we wish to ko (ree i i lnndy & wo Jove
p ity

countey bollove thmé we are

Be o ¢ g grasp of Sla;
[ B enese e ot WE PROVE SURSELYEN M

AIIE I'IIEEMEN I.ESS BBAVE 'I'IIAN SLAVES

Bor fas » Milion Whise Nea

the Englist

e Uslon to sre thelr Country. Cammot we leave ours,and swell the Hosts
o, 't
ra] & e owent 'rn

e ser I than

oppcal o you: by allyour conter ior yourscines
iy et 1 S o e ot Comiy: o i o 20
" once Laroll your Names for the Three ¥ e Ririke

aces, we
mmanicy, by il your desiro

Sour Hbertier by all L7,
.-n.';‘.‘:.‘uu ..m = yomirom ralng fo the ATy,

st

E. D. Bassett, Rev. J. Underdue, P. J. Armstrong, Rev. J. C. Ginbs, Elijah J. Davis,

William D. Forten. John W. Price, 3. W. Simpson, Daniel George, John P. Burr,
Dorsey, Rev. J. B. Trusty, Robert M. Adger, Robert Jones,

Wm. Whipper, Rev. Stephen Smith, 8. Morgan Smith, Heary M. Cropper, ©. V. Catto,

D.D. Turner, N. W. Depee, William E. Gipson, ' Rev. J. B. Reeve, Thos, J. Borsey,

Jas. MeCrummell, - Dr. 3. H. Wilson, Rev. J. Boulden, Rev. J. A. Williams, L D. Clif;

A. 8. Cassey, J. W. Cassey, Rev. J. Asher, Rev. A. L. Stanford, Jacob C. White,

A. M. Green, James Needbam, Rev. Elisha Weaver, Thomas J. Bowers, Morris Hall,

4. W, Page, Ebenezer Black, David B. Bowser, J. C. White, Jr., 4. P. Johnson,

L. R. Seymour, James R. Gordon, Henry Minton, Rev. J. P. Campbell, Fraoklin Turner,

Rev. William T. Catto, Samuel Stewart, Daniel Colley . Rev. W. J. Alston, Jesse E. Glasgow.






OEBPS/images/half.jpg
THUNDER AT
THE GATES





OEBPS/text/nav.xhtml


Table of Contents







		Cover



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Dedication



		Contents



		Prologue



		Chapter One: The Travelers



		Chapter Two: The Brahmins



		Chapter Three: Readville



		Chapter Four: The Sea Islands



		Chapter Five: Battery Wagner



		Chapter Six: Hospitals and Home Fronts



		Chapter Seven: The Siege



		Chapter Eight: Florida



		Chapter Nine: Liberation



		Chapter Ten: Occupation



		Chapter Eleven: The Veterans



		Epilogue: The Legacy of the Regiments



		Acknowledgments



		Notes



		Index



		About the Author











Guide





		Cover



		Contents



		Title Page













		i



		ii



		iii



		iv



		v



		vi



		vii



		viii



		ix



		x



		xi



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		329



		330



		331



		332



		333



		334



		335



		336



		337



		338



		339



		340



		341



		342



		343



		344



		345



		346



		347



		348



		349



		350



		351



		352



		353



		354



		355



		356



		357



		358



		359



		360



		361



		362



		363



		364



		365



		366



		367



		368



		369



		370



		371



		372



		373



		374



		375



		376



		377



		378



		379



		380



		381



		382



		383



		384



		385



		386



		387



		388



		389



		390



		391



		392



		393



		394



		395



		396



		397



		398



		399



		400



		401



		402



		403



		404



		405



		406



		407



		408



		409



		410



		411



		412



		413



		414



		415



		416



		417



		418



		419



		420



		421



		422



		423



		424



		425



		426



		427



		428



		429



		430



		431











OEBPS/images/f042.jpg





OEBPS/images/f043.jpg





OEBPS/images/f015.jpg





OEBPS/images/f025.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780465096657.jpg
DOUGLAS R. EGERTON

THUNDER AT
THE GATES

The Black Civil War Regiments

That Redeemed America






