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  Prologue




  This book almost didn’t happen. Compelled by news reports of insufficient care of Gulf War wounded being treated at Walter Reed Army Medical Center earlier in this new century and the ongoing debate over illegal immigration, I felt that Home Of The Brave could provide an interesting angle on our government’s treatment of veterans, immigration and the Medal of Honor itself. My first intention was to write a story of immigrant soldiers who performed great deeds of courage during the American Civil War. These brief moments in their young lives would result in them receiving the newly created Congressional Medal of Honor. I had hoped to tell a story instead of a rehashed history of these often unliked and unwelcomed people seeking a new life in a new country. I wanted to assemble a contiguous and chronological narrative of the war; told by immigrant Medal of Honor recipients—the war through these heroes’ eyes! At least that was the concept. My primary sources would be the military, pension and Medal of Honor files kept on each of these men within the National Archives in Washington. These files often contain letters, newspaper clippings, medical records and legal documents. It was important that I tell the story of what happened to these men after the war.




  I soon found out it wouldn’t be that simple. Hundreds of immigrant soldiers received the award. In order to tell the story as I had envisioned it, recipients from 1861 through 1865 had to be selected. Also, national origin had to be represented in a balanced manner. For example twelve Irish Medal of Honor recipients from the Battle of Gettysburg, although worthy, would dominate the book. Chronology posed the same challenge. Finally, 50 or more soldiers filled both of the requirements to tell the story as I had originally envisioned it. A good friend and outstanding researcher, William C. Floyd, helped me immensely—scouring the National Archives for the records of these men. After garnering twenty or so files, each complete with military, pension and Medal of Honor records, trouble arose. Looking back it was quite sad.




   




  Many files were missing— having been lost, misfiled or stolen. I soon realized that the idea of diverse national origin spread over a four year timeline wasn’t going to work. Five men in particular said it was so. John Ortega was born in Spain in 1840. He enlisted in the Union Navy in his adopted home state of Pennsylvania. He was assigned to the U.S.S Saratoga, the third ship of the United States Navy baptized with that name.
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  USS Saratoga (1842)




  In January of 1864, the Saratoga was ordered to proceed to Charleston, South Carolina, for duty in the South Atlantic Blockading Squadron as part of the Union blockade. Seaman Ortega was a member of the landing parties which made daring raids in August and September. These raids resulted in the capture of prisoners, and the destruction of large quantities of ammunition, supplies, buildings, bridges, and salt works.




  John Ortega was awarded the Congressional Medal of Honor on December 31, 1864. His citation reads: “Served as seaman on board the U.S.S. Saratoga during actions of that vessel on 2 occasions. Carrying out his duties courageously during these actions, Ortega conducted himself gallantly through both periods. Promoted to acting master’s mate.” He was the first Hispanic sailor to receive the award. John Ortega filed his Declaration of Intent to become a United States citizen with the Pennsylvania Supreme Court on October 2, 1863. No record of his life after the war, whether through census or searches at the libraries, civil war roundtables, historical societies and the places where he had lived, ever surfaced. There is no known record of his burial and he has no file at the National Archives.




  Another void in the original book was the missing pension file of a Medal of Honor recipient in the 11th New Jersey Infantry. The regiment left Trenton, New Jersey, for Washington on August 25, 1862, and arrived at the capital about noon the following day. The 11th did not participate in the fighting of Second Manassas but remained in Washington until November 16, 1862, when it was moved to Falmouth, Virginia.




  The 11th New Jersey got its baptism by fire at Fredericksburg in December. On the morning of the 12th the regiment made a circuitous march to where it guarded the pontoon bridge at Franklin’s Crossing. On the morning of the 14th, the men were ordered across the river and took position in the second line of battle. The 11th was soon sent forward to the front line to relieve a Pennsylvania regiment. In this engagement the 11th New Jersey sustained a loss of 2 men killed, 4 wounded and 6 missing.




  Among the men getting their first taste of this American war was a Belgian national, 44 year-old Private Albert Oss. Albert had enlisted on July 16, 1862, at Newark and was assigned to Company B. After the debacles of Fredericksburg and the Mud March, Private Oss and the 11th New Jersey returned to their camp at Falmouth. Their participation in Burnside’s Mud March in January only added to an already miserable existence at Falmouth, which was being dubbed the Union’s “Valley Forge.” On April 27 the 11th New Jersey received marching orders and at 6 PM the next afternoon the regiment moved with the rest of its brigade toward the river below Fredericksburg. At 10 PM the march was halted and Private Oss and the men spent the night in a ravine near the river.




  At dawn of the 29th, the regiment received orders to be ready to move and at 7 AM Private Oss and the other New Jersey men moved closer to the river and halted. The 11th remained in this position until 1:30 PM the next day “When we moved up the river. Had a long and hard march; very trying on the men.” Oss’s 45 year-old legs were given a rest at midnight. But new orders came in—be ready to move at 6 o’clock the next morning. The Battle of Chancellorsville was at hand.




  General Joe Hooker’s plan was for the 3rd Corps to join the Army of the Potomac near Chancellorsville via United States Ford while Sedgwick’s 6th Corps and Gibbon’s Division demonstrated against the Confederates at Fredericksburg. Alerted to Hooker’s movements, Lee marched his own army to confront the threat at Chancellorsville while leaving a defensive force in Fredericksburg under General Jubal Early. Hooker blundered immediately. Marching toward Fredericksburg along the Orange Turnpike his men encountered stiff Confederate resistance. When reports reached Hooker of an overwhelming enemy presence he suspended the advance and decided to reform his army at Chancellorsville, adopting a strategy of defense.




  Private Oss crossed the river about half past noon and rested with his regiment on a hill. After resuming their march for another mile the 11th New Jersey was assigned as a picket reserve. About 4 PM things heated up quickly when firing was heard on their left. The 11th’s colonel, Robert McAllister, reported, “Our brigade ordered in that direction; moved rapidly; halted in the woods on the Chancellor farm, near Gen. Hooker’s headquarters. We remained all night, the brigade closed in mass, the firing having ceased.”




  On the morning of May 2, General “Stonewall” Jackson took his corps on a daring march against Hooker’s left flank. Throughout the day fighting broke out all along the lines of the two armies while Jackson’s men quietly pushed on for their point of attack. At 5:20 PM, it came. Jackson’s line surged forward and its speed and sheer power overwhelmed and crushed the Union 11th Corps.




  Late in the afternoon, Private Oss and the 11th New Jersey received orders to move forward and up the Plank Road. With division commander General Hiram Berry and Brigadier General Joseph Carr at the head of their column, the New Jersey men met “the retreating, scattered, and confused forces of the Eleventh Corps.” The men were moved up in double-quick time a short distance and ordered to the right into the woods. Forming a line of battle Oss and the other men quickly learned that there was a Union line in advance of them. They remained in this position a short time until being ordered to move to the rear and right, where they remained throughout the night. Hooker’s army rallied and counterattacked before the disorganization of both armies and darkness ended the fighting. Stonewall Jackson was mortally wounded.




  The next day, May 3, Lee renewed his attack with both wings of his army. Confederate artillery massed at Hazel Grove finally broke the Federal line at Chancellorsville forcing Hooker to withdraw about one mile and entrench in a defensive half-moon shaped line with his back to the river. Private Albert Oss and the other men of the 11th New Jersey were roused from what little sleep they could find before dawn that morning.




  Colonel Robert McAllister was ordered to move his 11th New Jersey toward the road, with its left resting on the road at right angle. The 11th Massachusetts formed on their right, on the same line of battle, creating one line in front and one in rear. At 4.30 AM the enemy attacked the front line in heavy force, and the fighting quickly grew furious. “For some time the front lines stood firm, when the left wing of the 1st Massachusetts gave way. [Its colonel] came to the rear. I asked him what was the matter. He replied that his left had given way, but that his right was still firm, and that he was going back to rally the left.”




  McAllister faced a tactical dilemma as the right wing of the 1st Massachusetts remained between part of his regiment and the enemy. General Carr ordered McAllister to throw the right of his left wing forward. After doing so he ordered his men to open fire. “The battle raged with force. Shortly afterward I discovered that the enemy was flanking my right. I then ordered a right half-wheel of my regiment, when the fire was returned briskly, and the enemy fell back,” remembered McAllister.




  The 11th stubbornly held this position, sometimes advancing and sometimes retreating slowly, holding the position in advance of its original line. Private Oss and the other men held off the enemy until a New Jersey brigade and a Union battery in the road fell back. Colonel McAllister reported, “We then retreated slowly, still keeping up a continual fire.” Hooker’s army was in danger of being routed and cool heads and stout hearts were in short supply. As the Union army melted around him, Private Albert Oss “remained in the rifle pits after the others had retreated, firing constantly, and contesting the ground step by step.” The stalwart soldier from Belgium saved the lives of many New Jersey men who were retreating to a nearby hill.




  The surviving men of the 11th New Jersey joined other troops and charged into the onrushing Confederates who had seized the Union works on the hill. Private Oss and the other Union men drove them out but could not hold. “We then retreated, with the rest of the troops, toward the headquarters house, on our rear, when we again formed in line of battle, losing several men,” McAllister said.




  The 11th New Jersey was then ordered by General Sickles to reform near the place it had occupied the night before. Later, Private Oss and his regiment fell back and rejoined Carr’s brigade and was put in support of a battery. At 11:30 AM he and the other men of his regiment reached the Union breastworks and fought no more that day. The regiment’s loss was 20 killed and 113 wounded. Two flagstaffs had been shattered by enemy fire.




  Unfortunately, with no pension file to be found, little else is known about Albert Oss the civilian. His military file reveals that he was severely wounded in the right knee on July 2, 1863, at Gettysburg. He was mustered out of the service on June 6, 1865, in Washington. Information received from New Jersey libraries indicate that Albert was a shoemaker after the war. He married a Belgian born woman named Annette, who he called Anna, and together they raised two children, Charles and Mary. He died on December 18, 1898, in Kearney, New Jersey, at an old soldiers’ home. He is buried in The Holy Sepulchre Cemetery, East Orange, New Jersey. Without a pension file it remains unknown to us what this Medal of Honor recipient experienced when the war ended.




  Mr. Oss received the Congressional Medal of Honor on May 6, 1892. His citation reads: “Remained in the rifle pits after the others had retreated, firing constantly, and contesting the ground step by step.”




  Chilean born Philip Bazaar enlisted into the United States Navy as an Ordinary Seaman in New Bedford, Massachusetts, on May 18, 1864.




  Seven months later he was on the U.S.S. Santiago De Cuba, a wooden brigantine-rigged side-wheeler off the coast ofNorth Carolina. The objective was a Confederate stronghold outside of Wilmington called Fort Fisher. During the assault on the fort, which was a combined army/navy effort, Philip volunteered, with five other men, to carry messages to the commanding officers on the shore. After a bloody three day fight the fort was taken by Union forces. “The world never saw such fighting as our soldiers did,” said Rear-Admiral David Porter. Bazaar bravely entered the fort in the assault and accompanied his party in carrying dispatches at the height of the battle.




  Captain Oliver Glisson, commanding the Santiago de Cuba, filed this report four days after the fight. “This steamer, with my division, reached their positions assigned them on the chart at 12:40 PM, when I opened fire on the batteries according to the chart of the plan of the battle, and as each vessel of this division took their positions they opened a furious fire on the batteries assigned to them; all ofwhich did their duty nobly. I was particularly struck with the beautiful firing of the Rhode Island and the Montgomery. I would particularly call your attention to Acting Master’s Mate Silas W. Kempton, who had charge of a boat’s crew detailed for General Terry. Their bravery was unsurpassed. They entered the fort with General Curtis in the assault and Mr. Kempton was sent out with dispatches to one of the generals. I most cheerfully recommend Mr. Kempton for promotion to the grade of acting ensign, and that each of the five men who accompanied him receive a medal, namely: John Griffiths, captain of forecastle; Edward Swatton, seaman; John Swanson, seaman; Phillip Bazaar, ordinary seaman; George Province, ordinary seaman. These were the only men who entered the fort in the assault from the fleet. The list of the killed and wounded I have sent to you previously.”




  Philip Bazaar was awarded the Congressional Medal of Honor on June 22, 1865. His citation reads: “On board the U.S.S. Santiago de Cuba during the assault on Fort Fisher on 15 January 1865. As one of a boat crew detailed to one of the generals on shore, O.S. Bazaar bravely entered the fort in the assault and accompanied his party in carrying dispatches at the height of the battle. He was one of six men who entered the fort in the assault from the fleet.” No files relating to Mr.




  Bazaar or his military service exist at the National Archives. Extensive searches at historical societies and libraries yielded no results. His place of burial is unknown. Perhaps he returned to Chile.




  Undoubtedly the saddest story of all was that of Irish born Richard Gasson. He was 19 years old when he enlisted as a private into Company K of the 47th New York Infantry on August 27, 1861, in New York City. The 47th was commonly called the Washington Grays. The regiment, nearly 700 strong, left New York on September 15 for Washington where it remained until late-October when it was ordered to Hilton Head, South Carolina.




  Richard Gasson and the 47th participated in the operations against Port Royal and in June of 1862 was engaged at Secessionville. The regiment was involved in the assault on Fort Wagner in July, 1863, and operated in that vicinity for the remainder of the year. In February of 1864, Gasson and the Washington Grays fought at Olustee, Florida, where they suffered the devastating loss of 313 killed, wounded and missing.




  In April the 47th was ordered to Virginia and skirmished repeatedly near Bermuda Hundred before being sent to Richmond. The New Yorkers fought at Cold Harbor and took part in the first assault on Petersburg and was there when the mine exploded. Gasson and the other men were now seasoned veterans and were seeing nearly constant fighting at Strawberry Plains, Fort Harrison and on the Darbytown Road.




  On September 29, 1864, the 47th New York became engaged in a minor skirmish along the River Road near Chapin’s Farm, Virginia, where the Confederates sought to delay the Union attack on Fort Gilmer. Gasson’s brigade was commanded by General Galusha Pennypacker. Pennypacker’s men were stopped in their tracks in the attack on Fort Gilmer and probably did not get anywhere near enough to plant a flag on its outer works. But Gasson, now a sergeant, led the way to the entrenchments in the earlier skirmish along the River Road and planted the flag of the 47th New York as he was shot dead. It appears that he was not just the only man in the 47th killed that day, he was the only man in the entire brigade killed. He does not fill a known grave, although it is reasonable to assume that he is among the unidentified dead at the Fort Harrison National Cemetery. If he fell near Fort Gilmer, the Confederates would have buried him. If he was killed in the earlier action, his friends likely did the job but probably did not mark him well enough that he could be identified by the reburial crews two years later.




  Richard Gasson was awarded the Congressional Medal of Honor on April 6, 1865. His citation reads, “Fell dead while planting the colors of his regiment on the enemy’s works.” I wonder whether his friends called him “Dick” or “Rick.” Maybe they called him Richard? We’ll never know. Details of the heroic deed in which he gave his life are undocumented as his Medal of Honor file is missing.




  In the case of Hungarian Leopold Karpeles, of the 57th Massachusetts Infantry, nothing exists in his National Archives file except a chapter from the 2003 book, Medal of Honor: Profiles of America’s Military Heroes from the Civil War to the Present by Allen Mikaelian and Mike Wallace. Fortunately, Karpeles military career and civilian life is well documented as he was an officer and a favorite of Lincoln’s. He distinguished himself during the fighting at the Wilderness on May 6, 1863. He was awarded the Congressional Medal of Honor on April 30, 1870. His Citation reads, “While color bearer. Rallied the retreating troops and induced them to check the enemy’s advance.”




  The New York draft riots of 1863 were driven to a great degree by the fears of immigrants who thought that by being conscripted into the army they would lose their dreams, which came in the way of jobs in this new world. The great fear was that these jobs would be filled by emancipated slaves, they themselves seeking a new country and a new life. Something altogether different happened.




  As historian Bruce Catton suggested, “So men of foreign birth were, in plain fact, second-class citizens... [wearing] the uniform of a country which did not like them. Hardly half a dozen years had passed since the Know-Nothings had been a powerful political party, and a country which hated foreigners almost as much as Negroes was now using the one to enforce freedom for the other and was suffering from emotional indigestion as a result. It might yet find that a fight to end slavery would also, in the end, be a fight to improve the lot of the immigrant, and that was something it had not counted on.” 1




  On a camping trip in 2009 I sat by the fire with a friend and mentioned how I was about to throw a manuscript away due to the missing files at the National Archives. He off-handedly said, “Why not do a collection of short stories?”




  Here are the stories of amazing men like Peter McAdams, John Johnson and James Burbank.
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  Medal of Honor (1862-1912) Civil War Campaign Medal




  (Navy version) (Navy version)




  1. Catton, Bruce Glory Road p. 176




  
Michael Madden


  If I Had Left Him Lay, He Would Have Probably Bled

  To Death, Or Starved In Their Rebel Dungeons




  The three soldiers were scared. Their reconnaissance mission had gone terribly wrong and the trio faced inevitable capture or worse. Assigned to Company K of the 42nd New York Infantry, more commonly known as the Tammany Regiment, the men had been camped on a small island on the Potomac River and sent to the Virginia side of the water to observe enemy movements. But on this early September morning Private Barney McIntire, Corporal John Coffey and Private Mike Madden were instead the observed and found themselves running for their lives through a storm of Confederate minie balls.




  The 42nd had been recruited in New York City in the late spring of 1861 and was mustered into the service of the federal government at Great Neck, Long Island, during the first week of summer. A month later, on July 18, the regiment embarked for Washington to become part of General Charles Stone’s Brigade.




  Among these 1,020 men was twenty year-old Mike Madden of Limerick, Ireland, who had emigrated to America at the age of fourteen. With his blonde hair and hazel eyes, the fair skinned laborer hardly stood out among the hundreds of other Hibernians seeking a better life in the United States. At five foot six inches Mike staggered under the load of his heavy gear. One man in Lincoln’s new army said, “You load a man down with a sixty-pound knapsack, his gun and forty rounds of ammunition, a haversack full of hardtack and sow belly, and a three-pint canteen full of water, then start him along this narrow roadway with the mercury up to 100 and the dust so thick you could taste it, and you have done the next thing to killing this man outright.” 1




  The 42nd New York arrived at the seat of war soon after the Great Skedaddle of Bull Run—bad feelings filled the air. Colonel William D. Kennedy succumbed to illness and was succeeded by Lieutenant Colonel Milton Cogswell, a 36 year-old career army officer who had graduated from West Point in 1849. Cogswell’s men were sent to Poolesville, Maryland, on the Potomac directly across from Leesburg, Virginia. Private Mike Madden and the other men built a camp named for Union General Nathaniel Lyon who was killed three weeks earlier at the Battle of Wilson’s Creek.
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  Colonel Milton Cogswell




  As September dawned, events in the West heated up as control of the border states and their rivers drew national focus. But a bold strike by the Confederacy against Washington still weighed heavily on the minds of the Union hierarchy and soldiers on both sides of the Potomac eyed each other warily. The weather along the river was pleasant and for the moment, at least, all appeared quiet.




  On the last day of August a New Jersey regiment attacked a Confederate outpost on Munson’s Hill, less than 10 miles from Washington. This small fortification was more of an irritant than a threat—much of its menacing looking artillery was, in reality, mere painted logs affectionately known as Quaker guns. The skirmish ended with two New Jersey men lying dead and Munson’s Hill remaining in Confederate hands. Southern men gazed longingly at the unfinished dome of the Capitol in the distance.




  From Poolesville, Company K of the 42nd New York was ordered out to Mason’s Island on the Potomac. The island’s west side was less than 100 yards from the Virginia shore and scouting parties could be sent across the water. In the pre-dawn hours of September 3, 46 year-old Captain Michael Garretty asked for three volunteers to wade the shoulders-deep water onto the Virginia bank. An hour later, carrying their rifles and ammunition over their heads, Corporal Coffey and Privates McIntire and Madden struggled through the water until stepping on Virginia soil. Quickly, the three men disappeared into the dark brush lining the river.




  Throughout the early morning hours Madden, Coffey and McIntire stepped lightly through the woods searching for the enemy. They continued on for about two miles. About 10:30 AM they hit the jackpot, finding a plantation house being used as Confederate headquarters—the epicenter of Confederate operations. Whether it was the snap of a twig or an overheard whisper is not known but something alerted the Confederate pickets. All hell was loosed on the three New Yorkers. The oldest of them, 26 year-old Corporal John Coffey, was struck immediately and couldn’t walk. The Confederates took up the chase. Barney McIntire, deciding it best to split up took flight deeper into the woods.




  Coffey couldn’t move despite Madden’s pleadings. The wounded man was growing weak from the loss of blood and Mike Madden faced a decision, “If I had left him lay, he would have probably bled to death, or starved in their Rebel dungeons.” Seeing enemy pickets heading in his direction he fought off a natural instinct to save himself. “If I had not waited to bring [Corporal Coffey with me], I could have escaped easier and gotten away from them.”




  With a rush of adrenaline Coffey pulled himself together and began hobbling away with Private Madden—in his Irish brogue he promised the corporal that they were going to make it. The forest was thick and Private McIntire’s escape divided the Confederates’ attention. On Mason’s Island Captain Garretty could hear the gunfire and knew it didn’t bode well for his scouting party. The captain, joined by Private John Fitzgerald, Sergeant John Sullivan and Corporal James Casey, huddled behind makeshift defenses on the edge of the island hoping for any sign of their men on the opposite bank. Nothing could have prepared these four men for what they were about to witness.




  The private from Limerick and his wounded friend plodded on. “We went up the lane in front of Mason’s Island, one-half a mile... they followed us through a cornfield, when Coffey was exhausted from the loss of blood, I put him on my back and brought him to the water’s edge. The captain (Garretty) in command of our company that was stationed there on Mason’s Island, called across the river to me and asked where was McIntire. I told him that he was taken prisoner and that the cornfield, in our rear, was full of Rebel soldiers, and that he should fire on them or else they would come down and kill us at the water’s edge. He ordered [the company] to fire over our heads into the cornfield.”




  Union artillerymen on the Maryland heights began hitting the Confederates in the cornfield with shells, taking the zeal out of their pursuit of the New Yorkers. Private Madden seized this window of opportunity, “Under the protection of that fire I took Coffey again on my back and swam the Potomac River to Mason’s Island.” Bullets buzzed and splashed all around the two men until Michael Madden finally found his footing on the island’s shelf. Captain Garretty and the other men rushed to greet them, pulling both men to safety.




  Private Michael Madden was wounded at the battle of Glendale on June 30, 1862, and again during the battle of Antietam. On July 13, 1864, his term of service expired and he was mustered out at New York City. He reenlisted, joining Company E of the 3rd United States Veteran Volunteers Infantry Regiment. He was discharged on March 15, 1865, at Springfield, Illinois. At the war’s end he took up residence at Harrisburg, Pennsylvania, and began a career as a railcar inspector and is credited with assisting in the invention of a car brake. Mike and his wife Annie raised seven children in Harrisburg. He died on August 7, 1920, at the age of 79 and is buried in Mount Calvary Cemetery of that city.




  For his actions on September 3, 1861, Irish immigrant Michael Madden was awarded the Congressional Medal of Honor. His citation reads: “Assisted a wounded comrade to the riverbank and, under heavy fire of the enemy, swam with him across a branch of the Potomac to the Union lines.” Mr. James Casey, Mr. John Fitzgerald and Mr. John Sullivan provided witness affidavits.




  Private Barney McIntire deserted from the Union Army one week after the incident at Mason’s Island. Corporal John Coffey was wounded again at the battle of Gettysburg on July 2, 1863. He was eventually promoted to 1st Lieutenant but was killed at Spotsylvania on May 12, 1864. Captain Michael Garretty was killed October 21, 1861, at Ball’s Bluff, Virginia.




  1(CATTON, This Hallowed Ground, p.126)
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Alexander “Elleck” McHale


  I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to shoot you




  Alexander “Elleck” McHale was born on March 16, 1837 or 1842, depending on which document you choose to believe. In 1846 he and his family emigrated to America where they took up residence in Dalton, Michigan. In 1860 young McHale found employment as a gang sawyer with the Ryerson Manufacturing Company in Muskegon. He stood 5 feet 8 1/2 inches tall with a dark complexion, black hair and dark eyes.
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