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This novel is dedicated to my great-great-grandfather, Johann Diederich Struss, who lost his life in the Battle of LaFourche Crossing in LaFourche Parish, Louisiana and to other soldiers of the confederacy who cheered and sustained Jefferson Davis in his darkest hour with their splendid

gallantry, never withdrawing their

confidence from him as defeat settled in THE LOST CAUSE.
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When the southern states seceded during the year ending 1860 and the beginning of 1861, the most difficult changes involved the federal forts and installations in the southern states and the collection of tariff revenues in southern ports. The Federal forces in the Charleston harbor withdrew from other forts and moved into the most defensible Fort Sumter.

South Carolina sent three commissioners, who arrived in Washington on December twenty-six, 1860 to negotiate a treaty between the new republic and the United States. President Buchanan took the weak position he had no authority to decide any of these questions. Buchanan declined to make any preparations to fight over them.  In fact by his negligence some weapons of the United States were moved to the South by their sympathizers during his administration.

Unlike Buchanan who turned his office over to Lincoln in the election of 1860, many in the nation said Lincoln took a strong position, which many called tyrannical, that states had no right to secede from the Union. However, a long quote by Lincoln summed up how political views and promises change once elected and in office.  Here Lincoln expressed in Congress on January twelfth, 1848 during the Mexican War the following:

Any of the people anywhere, being inclined and having the power, are entitled to the right to rise up and shake off the government that exists and form a new one that suits them better. This is a most valuable -—a most sacred right—-a right, which we hope and believe, is to unshackle the world. Nor is this right confined to cases in which the people of an existing government may choose to exercise it.

Any portion of such people who can may revolutionize and make their own so much of the territory as they inhabit. More than this, a majority of any portion of such people may revolutionize, putting down a minority, intermingled with or near about them, who may oppose their movement. Such minority was precisely the case of the Tories of our own revolution. It is a quality of revolutions not to go by old lines or old laws, but to break up both and make new ones. 

In President Abraham Lincoln’s inaugural address, he warned against a civil war and promised under no circumstances that he would invade the South. Early in his presidency, Lincoln rejected the option of letting the southern states withdraw peacefully as he expressed in his statement in 1848 during the Mexican War. He refused to recognize the Confederate States as legal entities and did not allow anyone in his administration to negotiate with their representatives.

-—Elmer Struss, Civil War Historian in Texas
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PROLOGUE

WE JUST WANT TO BE LEFT ALONE

(January 21, 1861)  
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The floor of the United States Senate watched with attentive eyes. Jefferson Davis stood up to address President James Buchanan, Vice President John Cabell Breckinridge and fellow friends and senators of the United States.

Davis gazed around the large room. Not one seat was empty in the Senate Chambers of the United States Congress. “I rise Mister President, for the purpose of announcing to the Senate, I have satisfactory evidence the state of Mississippi, by a solemn ordinance of her people in convention assembled, has declared her separation from the United States.

Under these circumstances, of course, my functions are finished here.  It has appeared to me proper, however, that I should appear in the Senate to announce that fact to my associates. I will say but little more.  The occasion doesn’t invite me to go into argument and my physical condition will not permit me to do so.  Yet it seems to me to say something on the part of the state I here represent, on an occasion so solemn as this.”

Davis paused and stared about the room. He was dominated by a profound sadness, fatigue engraved on his worn face. “It’s known to Senators who have served with me that I’ve for many years advocated, as an essential attribute of State sovereignty, the right of a state to secede from the Union. Therefore, if I had not believed there was justifiable cause, if I had thought that Mississippi was acting without sufficient provocation, or without an existing necessity, I should still, under my theory of Government, because of my allegiance to the State of which I am a citizen, have been bound by her action.

I, however, may be permitted to say that I do think she has a justifiable cause. I approve of her act. I conferred with her people before that act was taken, counseled them then that if the state of things which they apprehended should exist when the convention met, they should take the action which they have now adopted.

I trust none who hear me will confound this expression of mine with the advocacy of the right of a State to stay in the Union and to disregard its constitutional obligations by the nullification of the law. Such is not my theory. Nullification and secession, so often confounded, are indeed antagonistic principles. Nullification is a remedy which it is sought to apply within the Union, and against the agent of the States. It is only to be justified when the agent has violated his constitutional obligation, and a State, assuming to judge for itself, denies the right of the agent thus to act, and appeals to the other States of the Union for a decision. But, when the States themselves, and when the people of the States, have so acted as to convince us that they will not regard our constitutional rights, then, and then for the first time, arises the doctrine of secession in its practical application.

Senators, we recur to the compact which binds us together. We recur to the principles upon that which our government was founded.  When you deny them, and when you refuse to us the right to withdraw from a government which thus perverted threatens to be destructive of our rights. We tread in the path of our fathers when we proclaim our independence, and take the hazard.

This is done not in hostility to others, not to injure any section of the country, not even for our own pecuniary benefit, but from the high and solemn motive of defending and protecting the rights we inherited and which it is our sacred duty to transmit unshorn to our children.

Gentlemen, I well remember an occasion when Massachusetts was arraigned before the bar of the Senate, and when the doctrine of coercion was widespread and to be applied against her because of the rescue of a fugitive slave in Boston. My opinion then was the same that it’s now. Not in a spirit of egotism, but to show I’m not influenced in my opinion because the case is my own, I refer to that time and that occasion as containing the view which I then entertained, and on which my present conduct is based. I then said, if Massachusetts, following her through a stated line of conduct, chooses to take the last step which separates her from the Union, it’s her right to go! I will neither vote one dollar or one man to coerce her back. I will say to her, God speed, in memory of the kind associations which once endured between her and the other States.”

Davis began to shuffle his papers where he had written his final speech for the Senate.  He busily searched for a page that was written to be inserted into his document at a later date and couldn’t find it. “One moment, gentlemen, let me find something I wanted to add to my words today.” He turned each page over one by one until he came to the page he was looking for. “Ah, here it is. Thank you all for your patience.”

“It has been a conviction of pressing necessity. It has been a firm understanding that we are to be deprived in the Union of the rights which our fathers bequeathed to us, which has brought Mississippi into her immediate decision. She has heard proclaimed the theory that all men are created free and equal, and this made the basis of an attack upon her social institutions. Our Declaration of Independence is to be construed by the circumstances and purposes for which it was made.

The communities were declaring their independence. The people of those communities were asserting that no man was born booted and spurred to ride over the rest of mankind. Men of the political community are created equal. There is no divine right to rule. No man inherited the right to govern. There are no classes by which power and place descend to families.  All stations are equally within the grasp of each member of the body politic.

These are the great principles they announced. These are the purposes for which they made their declaration. These gentlemen, are the ends to which their enunciation was directed. They have no reference to the slave; else, how happened it that among the items of arraignment made against George III was that he endeavored to do just what the North has been endeavoring of late to do... to stir up insurrection among our slaves? Had the Declaration of Independence announced that the Negroes were free and equal, how was the Prince to be arraigned for stirring up a revolt among them? And, how was this to be enumerated among the high crimes which caused the colonies to sever their connection with the mother country?

When our Constitution was formed, the same idea was rendered more palpable, for there we find a provision made for that very class of persons as property. They were not put upon the footing of equality with white men...not even upon that of paupers and convicts. But, so far as representation was concerned, were discriminated against as a lower caste, only to be represented in the numerical proportion of three fifths.

Thus, Senators, we recur to the compact which binds us together. We recur to the principles upon which our Government was founded.  When you deny them, and when you refuse to us the right to withdraw from a Government which thus perverted threatens to be destructive of our rights, we but tread in the path of our fathers when we proclaim our independence. This, my friends, is done not in hostility to others, not to injure any section of the country, not even for our own pecuniary benefit, but from the high and solemn motive of defending and protecting the rights we inherited, and which it is our sacred duty to transmit unshorn to our children.

I find in myself, perhaps, a type of general feeling of my constituents towards yours.  I’m sure I feel no hostility to you, senators from the North.  I’m sure there’s not one of you, whatever sharp discussion there may have been between us, to whom I cannot now say, in the presence of my God, I wish you well; and such, I’m sure, is the feeling of the people whom I represent towards those whom you represent.  I, therefore, feel I but express their desire when I say I hope, and they hope, for peaceful relations with you, though we must part.

They may be mutually beneficial to us in the future as they have been in the past if you so will it. The reverse may bring disaster on every portion of the country. And, if you’ll have it thus, we’ll invoke the God of our fathers, who delivered them from the power of the lion, to protect us from the ravages of the bear; and thus, putting our trust in God, and in our own firm hearts and strong arms, we’ll vindicate the right as best we may.”

Jeff Davis paused and began to gaze about the room making contact with many of the other senators and friends who started standing about the chambers. After taking a drink of water, he continued with his final farewells.

“In the course of my service, associated at different times with a great variety of senators, I see now around me some with whom I’ve served with a long time. There have been points of collision, but whatever of offense there has been to me, I leave here. I carry with me no hostile remembrance.  Whatever offense I’ve given which has not been redressed, or for which satisfaction has not been demanded, I have, senators, in this hour of our parting, to offer you my apology for any pain which, in the heat of the discussion, I’ve inflicted.  I go hence unencumbered of the remembrance of any injury received, and having discharged the duty of making the only reparation in my power for any injury offered.”

Stopping for a moment, he took the back of his hand and wiped the tears away from his glassy eyes. “Mister President, and senators having made the announcement which the occasion seems to me to require, it only remains for me to offer you a final adieu.”

Jeff Davis gathered his papers and journals, turned facing the back of the chambers and began to walk out of the Senate chambers. As he was doing this, President James Buchanan walked in the side door and up to the Speaker’s podium. He had been standing out of sight of the members of the Senate until Jefferson Davis, and others have resigned their position with the Union.

After the numerous sidebars throughout the chambers, a hush crossed the room as the President raised his hand. “Fellow Senators and friends... a sad day indeed.” Jeff Davis stopped at the exit, turned around and leaned against the back wall. 

The President didn’t need any notes or handwritten speeches. He stood silent for a moment. After looking at each of the Senators in the eye, he began his rebuttal to the high number of states seceding from the Union. “One of my predecessors in this office, James Madison, is often referred to as the Father of the Constitution, strongly opposed the argument that secession was permitted by the Constitution. I remember reading a letter he sent to Daniel Webster congratulating him on a speech he made in these Senate chambers.”

President Buchanan reached inside his coat pocket and pulled out two handwritten pieces of paper. “Let me read you the letter that President Madison sent to Daniel Webster.” He stopped for a moment to find the place in the handwritten notes. 

“I return my thanks for the copy of your late compelling Speech in the Senate of the United States. It crushes ‘nullification’ and must hasten the abandonment of ‘Secession.’ But, this dodges the blow by confounding the claim to secede at will, with the right of seceding from intolerable oppression. The former answers itself, being a violation, without cause, of a faith solemnly pledged. The latter is another name only for revolution, about which there is no theoretic controversy.”

“Madison in his writing of this letter affirms an extra constitutional right to revolt against conditions of unbearable oppression, but if the case cannot be made that such circumstances exist, and then he rejects secession as a violation of the Constitution.”
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CHAPTER ONE

RUMORS OF REBEL PLOTS 
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It was almost springtime. The weather didn’t know it, the temperature hovered in the low forties with a dreary overcast sky.  Already wild flowers were rising from the earth, looking to the casual eye as weeds until they were in full bloom. 

It was March fourth, 1861, Inauguration Day. The day dawned inauspiciously with leaden skies and tornadoes of dust, followed by falling of rain. The air was thick with rumors of rebel plots to assassinate Abraham Lincoln. Other reports surfaced about rebels wanting to capture him and carry him off before he could grab the reins of the government.

The morning wore on, the skies began to brighten, and the wind became a light breeze from the south. The crowd, gathering in the city, was larger by half than on any previous occasion of the sort. It was safe to say at least two-thirds were men from the west.

Mid-day approached, the streets in the neighborhood of Willard’s Hotel ​[1]were crowded by a large and excited throng, all waiting to get a glance at the President-elect. The President’s Mounted Guard and the Georgetown Mounted Guard were stationed on Fourteenth Street to keep back the free and independent who came to the City to watch and were not to be foiled.

Horace Greely​[2], a journalist with the New York Tribune, stood a hundred feet away from the carriage which would soon carry the President and President-elect to the Capitol. He walked over to a soldier sitting tall on his horse, his legs straight in the stirrups. “General, what can you tell us of how you feel regarding guarding the life of Abraham Lincoln sir?”

Lieutenant General Winfield Scott gazes down at the celebrated journalist. He knew him from previous encounters with his pushiness in acquiring the news for the Tribune. “Horace, this is the most critical and hazardous event with which I ever associated myself.”

“Have you received any threats on your life General?”

Scott failed to answer any additional questions. Numerous people were standing around, waiting on the soon-to-be President to come out of the hotel and ride in the waiting carriage to the inauguration.

Not only was Lincoln’s life in danger from Southern secessionists, but the General realized his life was in danger if he dared to protect the ceremony by military force. He rode his horse to several places rounding up as many soldiers as possible from the scant troops available.  When Lincoln walked out and climbed in his carriage, all sides were surrounded by marshals and cavalry, almost hiding the President-elect from view.

Scott got off his horse and gathered a dozen sharpshooters. “Men, take your carbines and go to the hardware store on the way to the Capitol up ahead. If you see anyone who is crowding quickly towards the President and showing any indication of trying to kill Mister Lincoln, your orders are to shoot.” He glanced at each of the young men giving orders to kill someone if they get close. What if they were only a spectator, wanting to get a closer view of the President? What difficult orders, but the men head away in haste and entered the hardware store and climbed to the top of the roof.

A few minutes past twelve o’clock noon, the word passed along the line of the infantry along Pennsylvania Avenue and the cavalry on Fourteenth Street, to present arms. It was a sight to behold to see such a number of military present arms in unison and stand at attention. It was handsomely done, to say the least.

Well established customs were in place for the inauguration. President Buchanan and Abraham Lincoln emerged from the lower door of the hotel on Fourteenth Street. They were warmly applauded. Not one single remark offensive to either the outgoing or incoming President was within range of anyone hearing. President Buchanan appeared, as usual, dignified and at his ease. Mister Lincoln seemed to bear his honors meekly. He was not at all excited by the surging and swaying crowd growing around him.

President Buchanan’s carriage pulled up to the front gate. “After you, Uncle Abe.”

“You too, Mister President. Everyone is calling me, Uncle Abe.”

“You just as well get used to it, Abe. Citizens possess a way of branding you with their own name. Heck, I kinda like it... Uncle Abe.” Buchanan eased the tenseness of being swarmed by so many by laughing. 

“Mister President, I don’t aim to offend you, but may I ask we not take your carriage. I prefer to be in an open carriage if it’s okay with you.”

“Didn’t they tell you of all the rumors floating around? There’s someone out there who would love to knock off the new President?”

“Yes, more than once.” There was a small trace of laughter in his voice.

“And you still want to ride in an open carriage?”

“Yes, Mister President.”

“Abe, I’m not sure I can find -.” He stopped in the middle of his sentence.  A new open carriage pulled up to the gate. There was plenty of room for at least six people. It was given to Abe as a gift from some friends in New York. “I was about to say where are we going to get an open carriage this late in the procession. You surprise me again, Mister Lincoln.”

Lincoln paused a moment and lifted his top hat and acknowledged the crowd cheering. He can’t help but make a note of a magnificent parade float positioned behind his carriage. “Mister President, what a wonderful float.” There were several young girls in various seating positions on the float.

One of the senators sitting in Lincoln’s carriage shouted. “Mister Lincoln sir, that is the Republican Association’s float. It was built over the top of one of Vanderwerken’s large omnibuses​[3].”

Lincoln stands admiring the design spotted with beautiful roses. “It is magnificent.”

Lincoln admires how stunning the design of the float is. Pyramidal seats are culminating in the center with a long staff surmounted by a large golden eagle. From the eagle hangs a canopy covering the top of the car. The sides are draped with red, white, and blue. On each side in large letters is the word ‘Constitution.’ From the rear of the car is a long staff holding the United States flag floating with its stars and stripes.

Lincoln stopped and seemed to be lost in his thoughts. He walked back to the rear of the carriage and got a better view of the float. In front of the driver’s seat was the coat of arms of the United States.

The President-elect slowly ambled over and up to one of the six white horses and patted the neck of one of the lead steeds. Lincoln held a fondness and love of horses since he was a little boy. 

In the car were many young girls, all dressed in white with laurel wreaths. Two of the girls represent the Goddess of Liberty and the others each bore the coat of arms of a State or Territory.

“Abe... Abe gotta go.” His eyes filled with his own memories of his inauguration day four years earlier.

“Coming, Mister President... coming.”

The men took their seats in the carriage, the military at a ‘present arms’ and the band on the left of the street playing ‘Hail to the Chief.’ Senators Pearce and Baker, in charge of the arrangements for the day, were already seated in Lincoln’s open carriage.

The wheels of the carriage began turning. Never in the history of Washington City was so immense a crowd of spectators seen on Pennsylvania Avenue. From the Treasury Building to the Capitol, on both sides of the Avenue, from the building lines to the curb-stone, myriads were packed in a solid mass. The numbers were incalculable. Every available window, balcony, and house-top near the street was full of human forms and faces. There was no room to stand or sit.

Julia Taft and her mother stood inside the door of the hardware store. Several soldiers passed by and went to the top of the roof. “Mamma, Mamma, there’s President Buchanan. He’s such a nice man. Why can’t he stay the President?”

“Oh, dear, it is a long story, I will explain later. Look, hun, there’s the new President, Abraham Lincoln.”

Julia was excited, clapping her hands. Lincoln and Buchannan continued to ride by, hard to discern due to so many soldiers riding close together around the carriage. The young girl never attended an inauguration before and stood there, bumped by so many people around her. Many of the spectators standing near little Julia continued with their hostile remarks towards the newly elected President.

“Mamma, listen to those people talk. They don’t like our new President.”

“Don’t listen to them, dear. Here, stay close to me.”

No sooner did she pull Julia closer to her, a woman standing next to them shouted. “There goes that Illinois ape! The cursed Abolitionist. He will never come back alive.” Anger lit up her eyes.  She turned and stared right at Julia.

President Buchanan and President-elect Abraham Lincoln continued until they reached the Capitol. “Well, what do you think?” They both, still sitting in the carriage, stared up at the magnificent Capitol building with pulleys and cranes and preparations ongoing to finish the dome on top by the inauguration. More workers should have been assigned to complete the dome, but another two to three months would still be necessary.

They left the carriage and went to the Senate Chamber where the outgoing vice president, John Cabell Breckinridge, spoke briefly. 

Following the election a few months earlier, Breckenridge returned to Washington City to preside over the Senate, hoping to persuade southerners to abandon secession. But, in December, South Carolina, Alabama, Mississippi and Florida left the Union. Only six weeks earlier, Mississippi Senator Jefferson Davis and other Southerners bid their farewell to the Senate.

Now, today, only a month after counting the electoral votes and announcing the election won by Abraham Lincoln, he stood at the podium in the Senate Chambers. He administered the oath of office to his successor, Hannibal Hamlin, who in turn swears him into the Senate.

Mary Lincoln occupied the diplomatic gallery, standing in the room with her children and gazed around at the many judges in silk gowns, Senators, Members of the House, and the members of the diplomatic corps, in their brilliant uniforms. 

The audience of the Senate Chamber followed Abraham Lincoln and his family to the Capitol east front. When reaching the location for the inauguration, Senator Edward Baker​[4], a longtime friend of the Lincolns, introduced Abe to a crowd of about twenty-five thousand people.

Standing near the Lincolns, another longtime friend of the family, Carl Schurz, stands ready and anxious for the proceedings to get underway.  On a desk by the door as you enter the room is a Bible. Nearby is the President-elect Abraham Lincoln, standing taller than most anyone around him. He possesses an air of authority and the appearance of one who demands instant obedience.

Carl glances around the immediate area and scrutinizes three other dignitaries on the platform. The first is Senator Stephen Douglas, Abe’s defeated antagonist, the ‘little giant’ of the past period, who, only two years before, haughtily treated Lincoln like a tall dwarf.

Lincoln pulled out his reading glasses.  He secured his manuscript while holding a gold-headed cane and turn back and forth, looking for someplace to lay his new silk hat, one void of any blemish on the material. The President-elect continued looking and appeared to be losing his patience in trying to find a place to sit his hat.

Senator Stephen Douglas stepped up to Lincoln. “Mister President, I will gladly hold your hat for you while you speak to the Nation.” He eased into a gentle smile.

Abe’s smile widened in approval and gladly handed his hat to Douglas. He held the hat like that of an attendant, while Lincoln walked up to the podium to present his inaugural address.

Outgoing President James Buchanan, the man who did more than any other to demoralize the National Government and to encourage the rebellion, was ready to retire. “Ladies and Gentlemen, may I present to you Roger Taney​[5], Chief Justice, to administer the oath of office to Abraham Lincoln.”

Carl Schurz, standing next to the former President, anxiously awaited the slow-moving eighty-three-year-old Roger Taney as he prepared to swear in the sixteenth President of the United States. The withered and elderly Taney, the author of the famous Dred Scott Decision​[6], the judicial commend of the doctrine of slavery, administered the oath of office to the first President elected on a distinct anti-slavery platform.

After the oath, President Lincoln turned to the large number of people in attendance to present his speech.

He gazed over the crowd. Holding on high at the top of a nearby ladder was George Stacy, an enterprising photographer from the New York Times taking photos. Lincoln was informed earlier of his position in the crowd and not to be alarmed. His immense photographic lens can capture great close-ups and during the ceremony will be busy engaging in taking impressions of the crowd, near and far.

Five minutes after one o’clock in the afternoon, Mister Lincoln commenced delivering his Inaugural Address in a clear voice, reading from his printed copy, interspersed with numerous manuscript interlineations.

“Fellow Citizens of the United States:

In compliance with a custom as old as the Government itself, I appear before you to address you briefly. I am here to take in your presence the oath prescribed by the Constitution of the United States to be taken by the President before he enters on the execution of this office.”

Horace Greely, writing madly in his journal for the New York Tribune, finished his first sentence in his article.

‘I sit here now, behind the towering Abraham Lincoln, expecting to witness his delivery to over twenty-five thousand people be arrested by the crack of a rifle shot aimed at his heart. So far, it appears to be pleasing God to postpone the deed. But time will tell.’

Abe Lincoln turned the page in his speech. “I don’t consider it necessary at present for me to discuss those matters of administration about which there is no particular anxiety or excitement.

Apprehension seems to exist among the people of the Southern States that by the accession of a Republican Administration, their property and their peace and personal security are to be endangered. There has never been any reasonable cause for such apprehension. Indeed,” Lincoln paused and smiled at Mary Lincoln standing by his side, “the amplest evidence to the contrary has all the time existed and been open to their inspection. It is found in nearly all the published speeches of him who now addresses you. I do but quote from one of those discourses when I declare I’ve no purpose, directly or indirectly, to interfere with the institution of slavery in the States where it exists. I believe I have no lawful right to do so. I possess no inclination to do so.

Those who nominated and elected me did so with full knowledge I had made this and many similar declarations and had never recanted them. More than this, they placed in the platform for my acceptance, and as a law to themselves and to me, the clear and emphatic resolution which I now read.”

Lincoln turned the page to his next paragraph. 

“Resolved, the maintenance inviolate of the rights of the States, and especially the right of each State to order and control its own domestic institutions according to its own judgment exclusively, is essential to the balance of power on which the perfection and endurance of our political fabric depend. We denounce the lawless invasion by armed forces of the soil of any State or Territory, no matter what pretext, as among the gravest of crimes.”

Greely continued to finalize his news article and wrote, 

‘No shots were fired during a remarkable oration. I continue to stand consumed by every word the new Commander-in-Chief speaks. The ceremony is almost over. Then, Chief Justice Taney rises and walks up to Lincoln. Including everyone within a few feet, the Chief Justice stood like a towering spruce, almost as tall as Abraham Lincoln. He continued and administered the oath, Lincoln repeated it. As the words ‘preserve, protect, and defend the Constitution’ came ringing out, Abe leaned over and kissed the Bible. 

I for one breathed freer and gladder for months.  Our new leader of this Nation looks like a man, and acts like a man and a President!’

Charles Francis Adams left the inauguration and thought to himself, I don’t believe the entire day passed, and our newly elected Republican President was safely inaugurated. During his brief walk home, he passed a colleague and good friend, Charles Sumner. “Charlie, what do you think of Lincoln’s speech?”

“I guess the best way to describe it is it appeared to be by Napoleon’s figure of speech of ‘a hand of iron and a velvet glove.’”

Adams bid him farewell and continued to his home. He walked in the door and found his father in high glee over the inauguration. Everyone on this exciting day was in high happiness over the new President’s speech as Secretary of State Seward predicted the day, ‘satisfied.’

The crowd began to dissipate. Horace Greely was able to get an interview with the former President. “President Buchanan, what is your take on Lincoln’s speech today?” He was sure of himself and his rightful place as a newspaper reporter.

“Well, Horace, I can’t say what he means until I get a copy of his address and reread it. I don’t understand the secret meaning of the document, which has been simply read in my hearing. How much I actually picked up on is conjecture.”  President Buchanan appeared sleepy, his eyes half shut as he, for most of the speech, looked straight down as he could at the toe of his right boot.

Greely continued his interviews and walked over to Senator Stephen Douglas who is returning President Lincoln’s hat. “Mister Douglas sir, what do you think the President was trying to convey to the Nation?”

“I don’t believe Lincoln means coercion.  He did not say much about the retaking of forts, or Federal property... he’s all right.” Greely continued to prod the Senator for more answers and Douglas hedges. “Well, I hardly know what he means. Every point he brought up is susceptible of double construction, but I still do not think he means coercion.”

Greely dropped off his article to the Tribune. The next day, the editor of the paper wrote for the front page.

In this city, there’re no two opinions relative to the ability of President Lincoln’s inaugural. All regard it as being a State paper of great force of reasoning. While all friends of the Union of all parties assent to most of its conclusions. The few disunionists left among us today... of course, fail to see propriety in its exposition of the President’s obligation to perform the laws of the land as far as he maintains the power to do so.

A copy of the New York Times was dropped off at the Kirkland Hotel. A journalist writes for the paper his feel for what the President tried to express. “The Inaugural Address is the subject of much-excited comment among Southern politicians here. The Honorable John Bell is said to pronounce it a declaration of war, and to declare he shall urge Tennessee to prepare for conflict, this is very doubtful. Some Southern men consider it an intimidating paper clothed in the most pacific and conciliatory language, or, in other words, it presents a basis for either war or peace.” 
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CHAPTER TWO

ARMS FOR THE SOUTH
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PRESIDENT LINCOLN, only two weeks into his first term, took his chair in the Cabinet Room, April tenth, 1861. “Good morning, gentlemen. I suppose we’re here to talk about what’s happening down at Fort Sumter... any word?”

Secretary Stanton was the first to reply to Lincoln’s request. “Mister President there are reports of immense activity prevailing at the private manufactories of arms in Hartford and other places in Connecticut.”

“All right, Edwin, be more specific, what sort of activity are we talking about?”

“Orders from the southern states are received daily and filled. At a single factory in Hartford, one hundred and fifty men are working every day and night, making patent rifles for the rebels of the Confederate States. Great numbers of the ordinary style of Sharpe’s rifles are also being manufactured in the same city.”

Gideon Welles, Secretary of the Navy, interjected. “Mister President, Secretary Stanton is correct. There are also accounts of orders from the Seceded States being of the heaviest kind. It’s no unusual circumstance to receive contracts for work for one hundred thousand dollars a day. These agreements, we are informed, are exclusively Southern, and we learn, moreover, they are invariably accepted and are now filling as fast as possible.”

“Gentlemen, we must continue to be proactive and not get caught with our pants down. The tension appears to be getting worse day by day, but no war has been declared. Any of the Union can carry on business the way they seem fit for their company. We cannot go running out to Connecticut and tell them who they can work for and who they can’t.”

“Yes, sir Mister President.”

“Secretary Welles, give us your report of our readiness from the Navy Yard.”

“The orders for the immediate fitting out of our ships, the Wabash, Perry, and Savannah have been received and are being complied over in the Brooklyn Navy Yard.

The housing of the Wabash ​[7]was removed yesterday, extra hands put to work on her, and preparations are being made to put coal on board. My last report two days ago indicates the machinery should now be finished and we have already applied steam to her. The rigging, carpenters’ and ordnance have hurriedly gotten ready. She is in excellent condition, rates forty guns, but does not carry more than twenty-five. She is 3,200 tons.”

“Gideon, what’s the ship made of?”

“Mister President, she was built six years ago from timber, fresh and green and sent down south to a warmer climate. She became unfit but is almost completely ocean-worthy now. She will be fit for a commission in three weeks.”

“Good, Mister Welles... and the Perry​[8]?”

“The brig is being rigged today, Mister President. We only need four or five more days to put her in duty trim. She is two hundred and eighty tons, carries six guns, and has been in service for almost twenty years. She cruised on almost every station and was last attached to the Paraguay Expedition. She will be completely ready for sea in less than three weeks.”

Montgomery Blair, Postmaster General, was always in disagreement with Stanton and Welles. It didn’t make any difference what the issue was, he always took the opposite side. “Mister President, we must come up with a plan and attack the southern states now. Enough talking! They are getting stronger by the day.”

Lincoln tired of Blair’s constant bickering and not getting along with any of the Cabinet members. “Mister Blair, may I remind you who the President is, sir? Your continued outbursts will not be tolerated. Now, Mister Welles, I believe you were about to give your report on the Savannah.”

Gideon gave a slight grin. He wanted to put Blair in his place for months, and glad the President put him where he belonged. “Yes, Mister President. The corvette Savannah is in dry dock, Commander. She can be put into commission in five weeks.”

“What do we need to do to hurry the preparations, Gideon?”

“More men, Mister President.”

“Very well. Mister Cameron, can you see Gideon gets more men assigned to Savannah’s make-ready?”

Simon Cameron, Secretary of War, enjoyed his role in this position, but now apparent vibrations of an upcoming war were on the horizon, he began to backpedal in his responsibilities. “Yes, Mister President.”

“Continue Gideon. Tell me about The Savannah.”

“The Savannah ​[9]is a sailing corvette, 1,726 tons and rated for twenty-four guns and three hundred men.”

“My goodness Commander, what a huge ship!”

“Yes, sir, she is. Her last duty performed was as the flagship of the Home Squadron, the Cumberland, now to be replaced by The Minnesota, soon to relieve her.”

“Thank you, Mister Welles, keep up the good work. Oh, get with Mister Cameron. If you need more men on the other vessels being made-ready, get more men. Let’s try to have all vessels seaworthy not later than three weeks from today.”

Gideon knew it would be impossible to make the Ocean Queen ready. There were too many repairs, but he didn’t say anything to the President about this. He acknowledged the President’s request with the nodding of his head.

“Now, Mister Seward, what do you have on your plate today?”

“I received a report Mister President there’s now no Union paper published in Richmond. None of the newspapers published sympathize directly or indirectly with the Union cause. The last editor, a Mister Ridgeway, was removed from his role and the paper may now publish to the best advantage for the disunion cause.”

“It’s alright, Mister Seward. We still have the New York Times, The Tribune, and Harper’s Weekly which are far stronger newspapers than any newspaper in Richmond.”

There was a short pause in the conversations as the staff secretary replenished each of the Cabinet members’ favorite beverages except any whiskey or brandy, of course.  Lincoln didn’t allow it in his Cabinet meetings.

The President glanced over at Attorney General Edward Bates. “Ed, give us a summary of your understanding of the State’s rights and what is happening with their efforts to negotiate their secession. Is what they want to do legal or not?”

“Mister President, the same three men, Forsyth, Crawford, and Roman, have been here in Washington City for some three weeks now. They are here in the capacity of commissioners or envoys extraordinary representing the seceded States.  Their ostensible object is to affect a treaty for a permanent division of those States from the Union, the recognition of their independence by the Federal government and an adjustment of the territorial estate and other matters connected with the national partnership.”

“Someone here must explain to me why this matter at Fort Sumter appears to be getting out of control. Mister Seward, please tell me what you think is the reason for our failing in negotiations. Doesn’t the South simply want to be left alone? I said when I took office, I want to avoid bloodshed. We just need to leave them the Hell alone.”

“Mister President, I informed their so-called commissioners our Constitution doesn’t recognize them in a diplomatic or official capacity.”

“Well tell me this, Mister Seward. There’s a telegram on my desk from Jefferson Davis accusing us of perfidy, charging if blood is to be shed, it will be because of our unreasonable and illegal demands. That, gentlemen, will rest on my head. They say your unwillingness to discuss terms and negotiate their separation is a firm conviction war is inevitable.”

“I realize what you’re saying, Mister President. From our discussions, they did not or could not have anticipated a successful termination of their mission. We are at a loss why they should be chagrined. Your administration, Mister President, is not to be disposed to be intensely frightened at any amount of threats consequent on any failure of their diplomacy.”

The room became quiet. Lincoln stood up and walked over to a nearby window in the room. He pushed the curtain to the side, gazed out the windowpane, and collected his thoughts. He turned around and spoke to all the Cabinet members. “To the responsibility for a civil war, should it lamentably result, all right-thinking people will ascribe it to those who precipitated revolution, set all laws at defiance, seized the public property and placed their military house in order, even before I was ever declared fully elected. This fighting condition is being initiated by the seceded States... on their head will be the responsibility.”

Lincoln returned to the window and while staring out over the rolling landscape below, said, “We must be careful gentlemen. The difference between a smart man and a wise man is a smart man knows what to say, I can understand that, but, a wise man knows whether or not to say it.” Lincoln returned to his chair and sat down.

“Back to you, Mister Cameron. What is our prospect for peace? Are we all fooling ourselves?”

“Mister President, my last report is that Jefferson Davis has saved the honor of the Oligarchy in the matter of food for Robert Anderson’s command at Fort Sumter, by directing the vessel bearing him supplies shall be allowed to perform her errand unmolested.  If this proves to be the case, our country will instantly breathe freely again.  All danger of speedy collision will vanish.”

On that statement, a telegram was received. The meeting was interrupted by the staff secretary. He walked over and whispered in the President’s ear and then handed him a telegram.

The President read the telegram to himself first. Then, he raised his head and stood at the table. “Gentlemen, contrary to our Secretary Cameron’s report, I’m in receipt of an ultimatum by the Southern states. Let me read it verbatim for you.

‘A formal demand has been made on Major Anderson in Fort Sumter to evacuate and promises no harm will come to him. The South reiterates, ‘we just want to be left alone.’ General Beauregard says if his orders to evacuate are not followed, he will attack Fort Sumter without awaiting the arrival of the provisions bearing vessel.’



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER THREE

THE CAPTURE OF FORT SUMTER

APRIL 12-14, 1861 
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General Beauregard sat at his command in the Charleston harbor at two o’clock on Thursday afternoon, April eleventh.  Captain James Lee is comfortable, relaxing in his tent, his feet propped up on a chair. “Captain, I am writing a final order for Major Anderson. If you will find Colonels Chestnut and Chisolm, I will finish my request and give you your orders.”

“Yes, sir General.” The Captain departed to find the two colonels and bring them back to the General’s tent. Not much time passed. All three men arrived and awaited their orders.

“Men, I received my orders from Richmond. President Davis is ordering us to do no further negotiation. I have a letter here.” The General stopped a moment and began to read the letter out loud. “Major Anderson. I have my orders, sir. All negotiations are now ceased. You are hereby notified to surrender Fort Sumter otherwise force will be implemented if you refuse.”

Colonel Chestnut questioned the general. “Sir, if we fire on Fort Sumter, are we not firing the first shot? Shouldn’t we wait and let them provoke us rather than we provoke them?”

“That Colonel is a political question. There are many variables at play here.  I find it much easier to do my job... just follow orders.”

“Good enough, General.” The men left the tent and went out to the Fort. 

They delivered the letter to the Major. He took the message while the three aids to General Beauregard stood waiting on his response. “Men, as much as any military man, I’m sure you will appreciate my response. Such a course of evacuating this fortress would be inconsistent with the duty I am required by my government to perform. Please inform General Beauregard I will be remaining here with my men awaiting our supply vessel from the North.”

The General’s aids returned to the shoreline and reported the response of Major Anderson’s answer to his ultimatum. A telegraph message was sent to President Davis in Richmond requesting his order to open fire on Fort Sumter. Instead, Davis sent his reply to General Beauregard arriving at nine o’clock in the evening.

‘General Beauregard. We must at all costs try and not fire the first shot over this small, inconsequential fortress in the Atlantic. History books must never write our itchy trigger finger and unwillingness to try and avoid shedding any bloodshed. Again, approach Major Anderson one more time. Inform him if he will evacuate the fort he holds when his present supply of provisions is exhausted, there will be no appeal to arms.’

Colonel Chestnut was finding it difficult to keep giving Major Anderson one chance after another. “General Beauregard, Anderson is beginning to laugh and assuming we will not fire upon him. Every time he says no, we come back with another negotiating threat. We need to follow up.”

“Patience Colonel, hear what the President finished up his telegram saying. 

‘General, should Major Anderson, after being borne this information, refuse to evacuate the Fortress, then we open our batteries at half-past four o’clock tomorrow morning.’

Since Major Anderson’s reply was decisive of this momentous question, General Beauregard determined to apply the last argument.

The General stood near one of the cannons at the battery. The humidity was high, and the sweat rolled down his forehead.  He realized when he gave the order in three minutes to fire, there would be no turning back. The North will not stand for this attack on Fortress Sumter. 

Click...click...click, 

His gold chained pocket watch pulled from his coat pocket laid in his open palm. 

Click...click, 

His same nervousness in his expressions shone on his Colonels Chisolm and Chestnut.  They also stood ready to execute his order. Then, 

Click! 

One minute left. Captain Lee ran up next to the General. 

“General, maybe one more try. Maybe we should let him get his provisions and see what they do! General Sir... General! We will be starting this civil war if we fire!”

The General thought long and hard about his orders to fire in less than a minute. He tuned out any comments Captain Lee offered. The second-hand hits four-thirty in the morning. “Captain Lee... now, give the signal!”

Lee, reluctant to give the order, raised his torch and began to move it back and forth at the battery. While waving the flaming staff, he shouted at Captain George James. “Light it up, George... fire the cannon!”  Captain James, who shadowed the riddled Palmetto banner on the bloody battlefields of Mexico, lit the fuse and the discharge of his howitzer battery on James’ Island began the battle.

The sending of this projectile into Fort Sumter and Major Anderson and his troops was followed by a deafening explosion caused by a building standing in front of the battery. The white smoke began to float away from Captain James’ cannon. Another loud blast and a rising puff of smoke billowed from the gun manned by Lieutenant W. H. Gibbes. 

The cannon’s lead ball pursued its noiseless way towards the hostile fortification. The missive arced its way through the balmy air and fell dead center of the hostile fortress, scattering its lead fragments in every direction.

Not far, Captain McCready’s battery executed its orders to fire its cannon fifteen minutes after the first battery fired by Captain James Lee at a quarter until five in the morning.  Fort Moultrie took up the tale of death, and in a moment the guns from the redoubtable gun batter on Cummings’ Point came alive. 

The cannons began bombarding Fort Sumter, following McCready’s execution of his orders by Captain Jas Hamilton’s floating battery, the Enfilade battery, and other fortifications. They spit forth their wrath at the grim fortress rising with no obedience out of the sea.
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