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  INTRODUCTION

  The eruption of war in September 1863 between the British Empire and the United States struggling in its own Civil War should have spelled the collapse of that Union. With ten times the industrial capacity of the Northern states, a larger population, and a world-dominating fleet, a British victory should have been inevitable. If that were not enough, Louis Napoleon brought France immediately into the war against the Union. At the same time British and French logistics and financial support of the Confederacy revitalized its armed forces, doubling their combat potential. The Union’s cup of misery ran over when a major revolt in the Midwest by antiwar Democrats, the Copperheads, broke out in deadly earnest as British troops burnt the Hudson Valley and threatened New York City.

  Victory should have been inevitable—famous last words. The Union found itself in the condition described by Samuel Johnson, in which the prospect of being hanged concentrates the mind wonderfully. That concentration and a lot of hard fighting gaffed off disaster in the opening months of the war as told in the first two volumes of this trilogy, Britannia’s Fist and A Rainbow of Blood. It was the considered opinion of the neutral great powers that the weight of British, French, and Confederate power would undoubtedly shift the balance in the next year and grind the Union down.

  This final volume relates the history of the continuation of that struggle to its end. The Americans were able to bring four combat multipliers to their aid that gave them a fighting chance against the weight of their enemies’ power. The first was the establishment at Lincoln’s direction of a national intelligence organization, the Central Information Bureau (CIB), to bring under one hand all the localized and uncoordinated efforts that had arisen. This was the creation of Maj. Gen. George H. Sharpe, who had created from a standing start the first all-source intelligence organization in history upon his appointment by Maj. Gen. Joseph Hooker in February 1863 as the Army of the Potomac’s chief of the new Bureau of Military Information (BMI). Sharpe’s efforts were decisive in the Union victory at Gettysburg and came to the attention of President Lincoln, who had become intensely dissatisfied with the haphazard and unproductive use of military intelligence. It became quickly known that Sharpe had the full backing of the President as well as a secret and bottomless purse.

  Sharpe quickly built an effective national organization and replicated the BMI for every field army. Information flowed in all directions so that no command lacked for current intelligence. The motto of the CBI was “Share Information,” with all commands of the Army and Navy and with any of the civilian agencies that had a need for such information, such as the State Department and Treasury.

  Sharpe also, at Lincoln’s direction, resurrected the Army Balloon Corps, which had been allowed to fall into disuse, and incorporated it into the CBI, giving it an aerial reconnaissance capability. Companies of the Balloon Corps were assigned to the BMI of every field army. The use of telegraphers in the balloons gave commanders real time intelligence.

  The core of the CBI was its analysis department headed by the talented young officer, Lt. Col. Michael D. Wilmoth, who repeatedly demonstrated that the organized collection and evaluation of information, much of it from open sources, would precisely inform the sword where to strike and the shield where to block. Additionally, Sharpe created a cipher and telegraph department. Cipher clerks from the CBI accompanied every commander of a field army. Another department controlled agent networks not only in the Confederacy but in Canada and Europe as well. Still another capability was special operations, largely the realm of the 3rd Indiana Cavalry Regiment that had been assigned to the BMI. These operations were run by the Army of the Potomac’s former chief of scouts, the redoubtable red-haired Maj. Milton Cline.

  The totality of the CBI’s efforts was a great combat multiplier for the Union, allowing its government and armed forces to focus its resources and efforts where they would do the most good. Sharpe excelled in this role. He was one of the best-educated men in the country, had served overseas as U.S. counsul in Vienna and Rome, spoke fluent French, and had a very cosmopolitan outlook. His training as a lawyer organized his mind and gave him the skills of a master interrogator who never had to employ harsh methods, proving in that business that honey does catch more flies than vinegar. Lincoln came to rely on Sharpe more and more, not just for advice on intelligence matters, but on larger issues of policy as well. They hit it off personally as well. Sharpe was almost as good a storyteller as Lincoln.

  The second combat multiplier for the Union was the array of new weapons and ordnance technologies that had emerged in the war but had been poorly exploited if not outright sabotaged up to time of war with Britain. For the Army these included repeating small arms and the first of what would later be called machine guns. Lincoln had been a great friend of technology and personally ordered the creation of the Army Balloon Corps and on his own authority had bought the first machine guns, which he christened the coffee mill gun, for its ammunition hopper that so resembled a coffee mill. About sixty such guns were eventually bought. The even more effective gun created by Richard Gatling had been twice tested by army boards, which enthusiastically called for their purchase, but the arch-conservative chief of the army’s Ordnance Bureau, Brig. Gen. James Ripley (called Ripley van Winkle by his staff) was so opposed to what he called “newfangled gimcracks” that he did everything in his power to ensure that such weapons were not acquired. This included repeating small arms of which a number of excellent models, such as the Sharps, had been developed by Americans and were available. Ripley was not replaced until shortly before the outbreak of the war with Britain.

  The removal of Ripley and the crisis of the war now allowed if not demanded the full rationalization of the production and employment of such weapons. Ripley had argued that the ammunition expenditure of such weapons was not sustainable, failing to comprehend that the seven-to-one firepower advantage of repeating small arms would be crushing on the battlefield. You would not have to fight many battles with that sort of advantage. The decision was made to standardize the small arms of the army with the new Spencer rifle, considered the best, as well as the Sharps, which was already in production and was an excellent weapon. The Colt Small Arms Company subcontracted to produce the Spencer in its huge factory. The coffee mill gun and the Gatlings were also ordered in large numbers and organized into batteries for the field armies. Interestingly, none of these types of weapons were being produced or even developed in Great Britain at the outbreak of the war. At that time the British were contracting with an American inventor to use his copyrighted conversion kit to turn their Enfield rifle into a single-shot breechloader.

  The Navy had been more technology friendly as befitted the nature of its service. Rear Admiral John Dahlgren in his long service with naval ordnance had developed the most effective muzzle-loading smooth bore gun in the world at that time. The Dahlgren gun, the first to be developed on scientific principles, threw a 440-pound shot or 400-pound shell, the largest projectiles in the world. No Dahlgren gun ever burst, and their striking power was such that the Royal Navy had attempted to buy them before war. The contest then between the U.S. and Royal Navies would consistently find the Americans with the heavier, more destructive guns. The Royal Navy, on the other hand, had a huge advantage in number of ships and with the seizure of Martha’s Vineyard off Massachusetts was able to support a major blockade of the Northern coast, though not without great difficulty, and cut the United States off from world trade as well as hunt American shipping from the high seas.

  The Navy’s advantage in new technology lay in the development and production of the new monitor-type ironclads. The Passaic-class monitors followed the victory of the USS Monitor over the CSS Virginia broadside ironclads at the battle of Hampton Roads in 1862. It was these monitors that were decisive in defeating the Royal Navy’s attempt to break the Union blockade of Charleston. A follow-on class, however, ran into crippling production problems that made the vast expense in financial and industrial resources a complete failure. A good part of that failure was the cutthroat competition among producers for scarce resources and skilled labor as well as insufficient government funding. The federal government at the outbreak of the Civil War was a very small organization whose peacetime responsibilities had been small; it simply had not been organized for world war and its economic demands.

  The third combat multiplier addressed just this problem. The industrial base of the United States was essentially self-sufficient, but the production of the means of war was not a coordinated effort, resulting in great waste and lost opportunities. The President appointed the young Andrew Carnegie to head the new War Production Board (WPB) to bring order to this chaos. Carnegie’s great talent was in seeing emerging technologies and ideas and propelling them forward by hiring the best people and giving them great initiative. He was responsible for persuading Colt to produce the Spencer rifle. Spencer had the superior weapon, and Colt had the factory to produce it. His genius was to put the two together in a happy marriage. Under his leadership the WPB coordinated the allocation of war materials, labor, and funds to ensure the efficient and maximum production of the nation’s needs for war.

  The fourth combat multiplier was the alliance with Russia. Nothing filled the British elite with more apprehension than Russian ambitions in the Balkans and Middle East which would take them over the corpse of the Ottoman Empire to Egypt itself. That would allow them to put a boot on British communications with India, the richest source of Imperial wealth. The British prime minister, Benjamin Disraeli, was particularly sensitive of this threat.

  He should have been. Russia wanted revenge. The British and French had humiliated Russia in the Crimean War, and the Russians believed the greatest threat they faced in the future was British world hegemony. They also saw the growing power of the United States as the only possible counterweight and so did everything they could with diplomatic advice and support to help the Union survive, especially against British and French efforts to force a mediation that would surely have resulted in Southern independence. A British attack on the United States while it was locked in its Civil War was sufficient cause for the Russians to form an alliance. They would never have a better chance to clip Britain’s wings. That opportunity also fed their national ambition to champion the Orthodox Christian populations of the Balkans and the Middle East under the Turkish yoke and especially to plant the cross once again on the dome of the Orthodox Cathedral of the Hagia Sophia (Holy Wisdom) in Constantinople after its four-hundred-year profanation as a mosque.

  Against these desperate American efforts to even the score, the British Empire had immense resources to draw upon. Great Britain’s industrial base was ten times that of the Northern states and produced four times as much iron. The British merchant fleet dominated the seas until just before the war when the American merchant marine narrowly edged it out in the carrying trade of the world. Whereas the American government lived hand-to-mouth financially, the British economy was the major source of capital in the world. Additionally, the Empire itself generated immense wealth. Truly, the British had the three most important things necessary to make war: money, money, and more money.

  All that money paid for the Royal Navy with its unbroken traditions of victory and its unparalleled professionalism and skill, as well as new ironclads being built in every shipyard. It also paid for an army whose infantry battalions, the thin red line, were world famous for their adamantine stubbornness and ferocity in battle. Great commanders such as Lt. Gen. James Hope Grant, the best of Victoria’s generals had been sent to command the British forces in North America and within a day of his landing had crushed the American VI Corps at the battle of Kennebunk. The rising star of the British Army, Brevet Brig. Gen. Garnet Wolseley, had saved the British army defeated at Clavarack that same month and organized an intelligence operation that dueled with Sharpe’s along the American-Canadian border. That first clash of Empire and Republic welded the peoples of the Canadian provinces into a nation more than a hundred years of peaceful development would have done; their militia battalions fought alongside the British Imperial battalions with great resolve and courage.

  The French Empire also had immense financial and military resources to throw into the scales. In itself it would have been a major threat to the United States. Louis Napoleon had promptly signed an alliance with the Confederacy, which the British had been more hesitant to do because of the intense domestic antipathy to slavery, preferring the status of co-belligerent rather than formal ally, to the intense bitterness of Jefferson Davis. Whatever the diplomatic nicety described the relationship between Britain and France and the Confederacy, their loans filled the Confederate treasury and their war material flooded into Southern ports.

  The first phase of the war had ended in a state of tense expectation. The Union had survived, barely survived, the first onslaught of the might of Britain and France in league with the Confederacy. The British had overrun Maine and besieged the vital port of Portland, the terminus of the Grand Trunk Railway that ran through upper New England to Quebec and the rest of Canada. It was the lifeline of British North America, and the British would hold Maine and the railway at all costs. A coup de main against Portland, a vital link in that railway, nearly succeeded and turned into a hard siege. The British defeated the relief of Portland in the battle of Kennebunk.

  The British also had struck down from Montreal to seize Albany and terrorize the Hudson Valley, hoping to paralyze the most important industrial state of the North. Almost simultaneously with their defeat at Kennebunk the Americans defeated the British army in New York at the battle of Claverack and drove it back into Canada. The battle had turned on not just hard fighting and leadership but on the coffee mill gun.

  The Royal Navy’s attempt to break the blockade at Charleston resulted in the first fleet engagement in which ironclads were the chief combatants. In that battle, the American monitors proved superior to the British broadside ironclads, and the Royal Navy suffered its most catastrophic defeat at sea in three hundred years.

  A French fleet destroyed the U.S. Navy’s two light Gulf blockading squadrons. Out of occupied Mexico marched a reinforced veteran army commanded by the able Maj. Gen. Achille Bazaine, who promptly defeated the American army under Maj. Gen. Nathaniel Banks at the battle of Vermillionville in western Louisiana in conjunction with Confederate forces. New Orleans fell to the new allies as their combined armies marched up the Mississippi to besiege Port Hudson. The fall of New Orleans once again severed the Mississippi’s outlet to the sea for the Union.

  On the same day as Clavarack the Army of Robert E. Lee attacked Washington in conjunction with the Royal Navy’s attack up the Potomac. The attack was defeated only by the narrowest of margins, and those were due to the employment of the Balloon Corps and the coffee mill gun. Nevertheless, the attack left Alexandria and much of Washington in ruins, including the Washington Arsenal and the Washington Navy Yard, the largest of either kind in the country. It was a severe blow to the country’s war effort. Yet all through the winter, the factories, mills, and shipyards of the North worked through the day and night producing the new means of war. Women flooded into the workforce to replace the men who had volunteered for the Army and Navy. Across the Atlantic, the factories, mills, and shipyard of Great Britain also worked unceasingly. Britons too felt the power of patriotism, and their army and navy did not want for volunteers either as the country’s new reserve forces, the Rifle Volunteer Corps (RVC), also swelled in number and drilled with a new sense of purpose.

  The early severe winter in North America mercifully shut a snowy curtain down on the fighting. Thus the situation stood as the winter waned in early 1864 to let men once again spill their blood on land and sea and in the air.

  POINT OF DEPARTURE

  I have made every effort to portray weapons as they actually functioned. For example, the U.S. Navy’s Dahlgren smoothbore guns were more powerful and reliable than any contemporary gun in the Royal Navy. Technological innovations were all within the capabilities of the period. Their hurried development can be attributed to the motivation found in Samuel Johnson’s comment.

  Throughout this trilogy, I have attempted to illustrate the growing power of technology and especially what could have been achieved had that technology been more rationally exploited instead of being suppressed, bungled, or even sabotaged, as in the case of repeating weapons such as the Spencer rifle, the coffee mill and Gatling guns, balloons, and submersibles. The development of a national intelligence organization also would have been a logical extension of an already existing and successful organization, the Army of the Potomac’s BMI.

  As it was, in reality the Union prevailed without these advantages but only barely. Union morale was nearly exhausted by the election of 1864, so much so that Lincoln fully expected to be defeated. Only the fall of Atlanta to Sherman and Mobile to Farragut revived that morale, albeit temporarily. The Copperhead conspiracy to sabotage the war had widespread support and had a draining effect on the war effort by undermining morale both in the camp and at home. Even as late as early 1865, Grant and his staff were anxious to end the war because of waning support. Major General Sharpe was paying intense interest in the Confederate attempt to arm slaves to fight for the Confederacy in the last months of the war just because of its potential to prolong the conflict beyond the patience of the North. The quality of replacements had also fallen dangerously. The yeoman American was no longer volunteering. Instead, replacements were now bounty men, drafted men, and immigrants right off the boat. Of the latter, only the Irish showed any fight.

  It has been said that the North fought the Civil War with one arm tied behind its back. At no time did the North mobilize for total war, as understood in the twentieth century, and fully exploit its industrial and manpower potential. War with Great Britain and France then would be the trigger in this trilogy for total war mobilization. It was only under these conditions and the constraints under which both the British and French had to operate that the United States had any hope of surviving, much less being victorious. Thus this trilogy’s grand point of departure is the collision that provokes total war and changes the paradigm under which these societies made war.

  Almost all the figures in this story are historical, acting according to character and past performance. A few fictitious characters have been added to further the plot, such as Lt. Col. Michael Wilmoth, whom I modeled on a superb young intelligence analyst with whom I have worked. Such fictitious characters have been noted with an asterisk in the Dramatis Personae section.

  As always my deepest appreciation goes to my wife, Patty, for her unwavering an cheerful support of my pursuit of Clio. I want to thank special friends who patiently and most intelligently acted as sounding boards in the creation of this trilogy, particularly William (Bill) F. Johnson, Dr. Steven Badsey, and Thomas Bilbao. A thousand thanks for your criticism, advice, and good judgment. My mapmaker, Jay Karamales (Olorin Press), has again done a splendid job to match his work in the first two volumes of this trilogy. My heartfelt thanks goes also to my agent, Fritz Heinzen, whose knowledge of the publishing world continues to astound and inform me, and to the good people at Skyhorse Publications, especially its editorial director, Jay Cassell, and Jon Arlan, who work so hard to turn my poor manuscript into that wonder of wonders—a book.

  Peter G. Tsouras

  Lt. Col., USAR (ret.)

  Alexandria, Virginia
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  DRAMATIS PERSONAE

  Abel, Frederick. Chief chemist of the Chemical Establishment of the Royal Arsenal at Woolwich.

  Adams, Charles Francis. Former U.S. Ambassador to the Court of St. James, son of President John Quincy Adams, and grandson of President John Adams.

  Adams, Charles Francis, Jr. Lt. Col., 1st Massachusetts Cavalry, and son of Ambassador Charles Francis Adams.

  Adams, Henry. Son of Charles Francis Adams and first ambassador to the Republic of Ireland.

  Babcock, John C. Civilian order-of-battle analyst and Director, Bureau of Information (BMI), Headquarters, Army of the Potomac.

  Baker, Lafayette. Director of the Secret Service of the War Department.

  Barton, Clara. Volunteer nurse with the Union Army in the defenses of Washington.

  Bazaine, François Achille. Marshal of France, French Imperial Army Commander, French Forces in North America, and the Armée de la Louisiane in support of the Confederacy.

  Bazalgette, George, VC. Lieutenant Colonel, Royal Marines and commander of daring special operations for the British Fleet in American waters.

  Beauregard, Pierre Gustave Toutant de. General, CS Army, commander of the coastal defenses of South Carolina and Georgia.

  Booth, Edwin. Greatest tragic actor of the American stage of the nineteenth century and loyal to the Union.

  Booth, John Wilkes. Fiery dramatic actor, brother of the more famous tragedian, Edwin Booth, and a rabid Southern sympathizer.

  Bright, John. Radical member of Parliament, one of the great reformers of the age, and advocate of the cause of the Union, derisively referred to as the “Member for America.”

  Brunnow, Baron Phillip de. Imperial Russian ambassador to the Court of St. James.

  Butler, Benjamin Franklin. Major General, U.S. Volunteers; Commander, Army of the James.

  Candy, Charles. Brigadier General, U.S. Volunteers, commander, First Brigade, Second Division, XII Corps, Army of the Hudson.

  Carnegie, Andrew. Railroad executive, entrepreneur, chosen by Lincoln to rationalize American war industry as chairman of the War Production Board (WPB).

  Carney, Anson. Scout, Bureau of Military Information (BMI), Army of the Potomac.

  Chamberlain, Joshua Lawrence. Major General, U.S. Volunteers; commander of Fortress Portland.

  Chebyshev, Piotr Afansievich. Captain, HIMS Bogatyr, of the Russian Pacific Squadron.

  Clemmons, Samuel. American writer and comedian known by his pen name of Mark Twain.

  Cline, Milton. Major, 3rd Indiana Cavalry, and senior reconnaissance and special operations officer of the U.S. Central Information Bureau (CIB).

  Cobham, George A. Jr. Brigadier General, U.S. Volunteers; commander, Second Brigade, First Division, XII Corps, Army of the Hudson.

  Coles, Cowper Phipps. Captain, RN, innovator and inventor of an armored turret, and commander of the HMS Prince Albert.

  Cullen, Paul. Roman Catholic Archbishop of Dublin and head of the church in Ireland.

  Cushing, William “Will” Alonzo. Captain, U.S. Navy, noted for his daring special operations, and first commander of the Naval Aeronautic Service (NAS).

  Custer, George Armstrong. Brigadier General, U.S. Volunteers; commander, Cavalry Division, Army of the Hudson.

  Dahlgren, Ulric. Colonel, U.S. Volunteers, hero of Gettysburg, son of Adm. John Dahlgren, and leader of the “Dahlgren Raid” on England.

  Dana, Charles. U.S. Assistant Secretary of War and former editor, New York Tribune.

  Davis, Jefferson. President, Confederate States of America.

  Denison, George. Colonel, Canadian Militia; commander of the Royal Guides.

  Disraeli, Benjamin. Prime Minister and leader of the Tory or Conservative Party in Great Britain.

  Dixon, Manly. Colonel, Royal Engineers, and superintendent of the Royal Small Arms Factory Enfield (RSAF).

  Douay, Félix Charles. Major General, French Imperial Army; second in command, Armée de Louisiane.

  Douglass, Frederick. Leading African American abolitionist and supporter of Lincoln in the war for the Union.

  Doyle, Sir Hastings. Major General, British Army; commander, Portland Field Force.

  Dulaine, Clio. New Orleans libre, mistress of Marshal Bazaine, and agent of the U.S. Central Information Bureau (CIB).

  Dunn, Robert. Lieutenant Colonel, British Army, Acting Commander, 11th Hussars.

  Ford, John T. Owner of Ford’s Theater in Washington and a friend of Edwin Booth.

  Fox, Augustus “Gus.” U.S. Assistant Secretary of the Navy, essentially in modern terms, Chief of Naval Operations.

  Franklin, William B. Major General, U.S. Volunteers; commander, XIX Corps, Army of the Gulf.

  Geary, John W. Major General, U.S. Volunteers; commander, 2nd Division, XII Corps, Army of the Hudson.

  George William Frederick Charles, Prince and 2nd Duke of Cambridge. Cousin of Queen Victoria and Commander-in-Chief of the British Army.

  Gorchakov, Aleksandr Mikhalovich. Prince and Russian Foreign Minister.

  Grant, James Hope. Lieutenant General, British Army; considered the best general in the Empire, commander of Her Majesty’s military forces in British North America.

  Grant, Ulysses S. Lieutenant General, U.S. Army; general-in-chief of the Armies of the United States.

  Gregg, David M. Brigadier General, U.S. Volunteers; commander, 2nd Cavalry Division, Cavalry Corps, Army of the Potomac.

  Grierson, Benjamin. Major General, U.S. Volunteers, commander of the cavalry division of the Army of the Mississippi.

  Hamilton, James, 1st Duke of Abercorn. Lord Lieutenant of Ireland.

  Hampton, Wade. Major General, C.S. Army; commander of Wade Hampton’s Division, Cavalry of the Army of Northern Virginia.

  Hancock, Winfield Scott. Major General, U.S. Volunteers; commander, Army of the Rappahannock.

  Hogan, Martin. Private, U.S. Volunteers; young Irish immigrant and scout for the Bureau of Information (BMI), Army of the Hudson.

  Hooker, Joseph. Major General, U.S. Army; commander, Army of the Hudson.

  Hope, Sir James. Admiral, Royal Navy; commander of the Iron Fleet.

  Ireland, David. Colonel, U.S. Volunteers; commander, Third Brigade, Second Division, XII Corps, Army of the Hudson.

  Kelly, Patrick. Brigadier General, U.S. Volunteers; commander of the Irish Brigade in the expedition to liberate Ireland.

  Knight, Judson. Sergeant, Union Army; Chief of Scouts, Army of the Hudson.

  Lamson, Roswell Hawk. Captain, U.S. Navy; captain of the USS Kearsarge.

  Layard, Austin David. Member of Parliament, Undersecretary to Lord Russell at the Foreign Office, and envoy to Jefferson Davis.

  Lee, Fitzhugh. Major General, C.S. Army; commander of Fitzhugh Lee’s Cavalry Division, Cavalry of the Army of Northern Virginia.

  Lee, Robert E. General, C.S. Army; commander, Army of Northern Virginia.

  Lew, Elizabeth Van. Ardent Unionist, agent of the U.S. Central Information Bureau (CIB), and head of the its Richmond spy network.

  Lewis, Pryce. British expatriate and agent of the U.S. Central Information Bureau (CIB).

  Lincoln, Abraham. 16th President of the United States and Commander-in-Chief, in the epic struggle for the survival of the Union.

  Lisovsky, Stefan S. Rear Admiral, Russian Imperial Navy; commander of the Baltic Squadron. supporting the Union.

  Long, E.T., Sir. Rear Admiral, Royal Navy; commander of the Australian Squadron.

  Longstreet, James. Lieutenant General, C.S. Army; commander, First Corps, Army of Northern Virginia.

  Lowe, Thaddeus. Scientist, Colonel, U.S. Volunteers; founder and commander, U.S. Army Balloon Corps.

  Lynn, John. Stationmaster of Gorham, New Hampshire, and leader of the Coos County militia.

  Lyons, Lord. Former British ambassador to the United States before the declaration of war.

  McBean, William. Colonel, British Army; commander of the 78th (Highland) Foot at the battle of Chazy, and commander, 12th Brigade at the battle of Saco.

  McCarter, Michael William. Former sergeant of the Irish Brigade discharged for wounds after Chancellorsville and recalled by Hooker.

  McCullough, Richard G. Agent of the Confederate State Department Secret Service.

  McEntee, John. Captain, U.S. Volunteers; Chief, Bureau of Military Information (BMI), Army of the Hudson.

  McPhail, James L. Deputy Chief, U.S. Central Information Bureau (CIB).

  Meade, George Gordon. Major General, U.S. Volunteers; commander, Army of the Potomac.

  Meagher, Thomas Francis. Major General, U.S. Volunteers; commander of the expedition to liberate Ireland.

  Merritt, Wesley. Brigadier General, U.S. Volunteers; commander, Reserve Brigade, Cavalry Corps, Army of the Potomac.

  Milne, Sir Alexander. Vice Admiral, Royal Navy; commander of the North American and West Indies Station.

  Montgomery, James. Colonel, U.S. Volunteers, commanding a brigade of colored troops transferred to XVIII Corps.

  Muravyov-Karsky, Nikolay Nikolayevich. General, Russian Imperial Army; military governor of the Caucasus.

  Napier, Sir Robert. Major General, Indian Army; commander of the Dublin Field Force.

  Nickolay, John. One of President Lincoln’s two private secretaries.

  Norie, Henry Hay. Captain, commander, 9th Company, Ayrshire Rifle Volunteer Corps.

  Palmer, George. Lieutenant Colonel; commander, West Essex Yeomanry.

  Popov, Andrei Alexandrovich. Rear Admiral, Russian Imperial Navy; commander of the Russian Pacific Squadron.

  Porter, David Dixon. Rear Admiral, U.S. Navy; commander of the Mississippi Squadron.

  Rimsky-Korsakov, Nikolai. Lieutenant, Imperial Russian Navy; Russian representative on the Dahlgren Raid.

  Rowan, Stephen Clegg. Captain, U.S. Navy; commander, USS Ironsides, and acting commander, South Atlantic Blockading Squadron.

  Ruger, Thomas H. Brigadier General, U.S. Volunteers; acting commander, First Division, XII Corps, Army of the Hudson.

  Sanders, George Nicholas. Kentucky planter and agent of the Confederate State Department Secret Service.

  Scarlet, Sir James Yorke. Lieutenant General, British Army; Adjutant to the Forces, and commander at the battle of Tallaght.

  Schurz, Carl. Major General, U.S. Volunteers; commander, Third Division, XI Corps, Army of the Hudson.

  Seward, William H. U.S. Secretary of State and close friend of President Lincoln.

  Sharpe, George H. Major General, U.S. Volunteers; Director of the Central Information Bureau, and commander of the 120th Regiment, NY Volunteers.

  Sheridan, Phillip H. Major General, U.S. Volunteers; commander, Cavalry Corps of the Army of the Potomac.

  Sherman, William Tecumseh. Major General, U.S. Volunteers; commander, Army of the Hudson.

  Smith, William Farrar “Baldy.” Major General, U.S. Volunteers; commander, Army of the James.

  Spencer, Christopher. Mechanical genius and inventor of the Spencer repeating rifle.

  Stanton, Edwin M. Implacable, able, and vengeful U.S. Secretary of War.

  Steinwehr, Adolph von. Brigadier General, U.S. Volunteers; commander, Second Division, XI Corps, Army of the Hudson.

  Stevenson, Thomas G. Colonel, U.S. Volunteers; commander of a brigade transferred to XVIII Corps.

  Stimers, Albert Crocker. General Inspector of Ironclads, U.S. Navy.

  Stoekel, Baron Eduourd de. Russian ambassador to the United States.

  Stuart, James E. B. (JEB). Major General, C.S. Army; commander, Cavalry, Army of Northern Virginia.

  Taylor, Richard. Lieutenant General, C.S. Army; son of President Zachary Taylor, and commander, Western Louisiana District.

  Thomas, George. Major General, U.S. Volunteers, “the Rock of Chickamauga,” who succeeded Rosecrans as Commander, Army of the Cumberland.

  Turnour, E.W. Captain HMS Charybdis; commander of the Royal Navy squadron at Victoria Island, British Columbia.

  Victoria. Alexandrina Victoria, Queen of the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland, ascended her throne on 20 June 1837.

  *Vivian, Paul H. Colonel, U.S. Volunteers; commander, Third Brigade (succeeding Col. David Ireland), Second Division, XII Corps, Army of the Hudson.

  Weitzel, Godfrey. Maj. Gen., U.S. Volunteers; commander, XVIII Corps, Army of the James.

  Welles, Gideon. War Democrat and flinty U.S. Secretary of the Navy.

  Wells, William. Colonel, U.S. Volunteers; commander, 1st Vermont Cavalry, 3rd Brigade, Cavalry Division, Army of the Hudson.

  Wetherall, E.R. Colonel, British Army, and commander, Guards Brigade, British Imperial forces in British North America.

  Whitman, Walt. Nurse to wounded Union soldiers, poet, and sometime clerk for the United States Government in Washington, D.C.

  *Wilkes, Ashely. Major, C.S. Army, Cobb’s Legion (9th Georgia Cavalry Regiment), Wade Hampton’s Cavalry Division, Cavalry of the Army of Northern Virginia.

  *Wilmoth, Michael D. Lieutenant Colonel, U.S. Volunteers; Director of Analysis (DA), Central Information Bureau (CIB), and protégé of George H. Sharpe.

  Wilson, James H. Brigadier General, U.S. Volunteers; and commander, 3rd Cavalry Division, Cavalry Corps, Army of the Potomac.

  Wilson, Sir Robert, VC. Retired captain of the 9th Lancers living in Waltham Abby.

  Wolseley, Garnet J. Brigadier General, British Army, Imperial forces in British North America.

  Wright, Horatio G. Major General, U.S. Volunteers; commander, VI Corps, Army of the Rappahannock.

  Wright, Michael. Sergeant Major and aide to Maj. Gen. Thomas Francis Meagher.

  Zeppelin, Count Ferdinand von. Captain, Prussian Army, official observer of the American Civil War.

  Zipperer, Christian Edward 2nd Lieutenant, 7th Georgia Cavalry Regiment, Cavalry Corps, Army of Northern Virginia.
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  “I’ve Been Turned into a Complete American Now”

  HAMPTON ROADS, 11:23 A.M., MONDAY, MARCH 14, 1864

  The Captain of USS Catskill1 in his little armored pilot house atop the ship’s great turret screamed through the speaking tube, “Hard to larboard, hard to larboard!” He could not take his eyes off the British ship steaming straight for him amidships. It had come out of the smoke, its engines straining to churn its paddlewheels at maximum speed of twelve knots. The monitor could manage at most six knots, but it could barely begin to move by the time HMS Buzzard2 smashed into it. The British sloop screamed as its copper bottom rode up over the Catskill’s low freeboard deck forward of the turret. The monitor’s bow dipped below water as the weight of the sloop pulled the ironclad down by its starboard side. Inside men were thrown against machinery or bulkheads. The turret spun uncontrollably down to starboard on its great spindle.

  Maj. George Bazalgette, VC, Royal Marines Light Infantry (RMLI), was the first to leap over the Buzzard‘s rail and onto the deck of the monitor now three inches underwater. Twenty Royal Marines and a dozen armed tars followed. One team ran to the turret. They would have thrown grenades through the gun apertures, but they were pointing directly down toward the water. Another group found a deck hatch that led to the interior of the ship. They were about to blow it with a special explosive charge, but it flew open of its own as a man threw himself up the ladder. He was pulled out by the first Marine, as were three more who tried to escape the same way. Then the Marines plunged down the ladder and into the bowels of the ship.

  Bazalgette climbed a metal ladder to the top of the turret. The hatch to the armored pilot house clanged open, and an American naval officer stumbled out and right up against Bazalgette’s sword. “Strike, damn you, strike!” The captain looked to the bow. His eyes widened at the sight of Buzzard‘s bow pointing into the air as it rested on his deck and his crew climbing out of the hatch their hands in the air. He glanced to the stern to see a British sailor haul down the Stars and Stripes. He pulled himself together. “It seems, sir, my ship is already yours.”

  HAMPTON ROADS, 10:20 A.M., MONDAY, MARCH 14, 1864

  An hour before Bazalgette leapt over the side, the admiral commanding the British flotilla in Hampton Roads murmured quietly to himself, “Yes.” It was not an emphatic, triumphant yes, for that level of emotion simply wouldn’t do. It was just a calm statement of fact. The American ironclads were steaming out of Norfolk Navy Yard.3 They had taken the bait. And it was very attractive bait. More than forty Royal Navy vessels were crowding Hampton Roads to attack Fortress Monroe, the key to the entire Chesapeake.

  The Chesapeake was the largest estuary in the United States, surrounded by Maryland and Virginia and constituted the drainage of the District of Columbia and six states from more than 150 rivers and streams. It ran two hundred miles from the Susquehanna River in the north to the Atlantic Ocean in the south.4 Just south of the Potomac it reached its widest point at thirty miles. Its average depth was forty-six feet and deepest at 208 feet, though sandbars and shallows made for narrow channels. Directly west of its entrance to the Atlantic was the James Peninsula through which Maj. Gen. George McClellan had two years ago attempted to steal a march on Richmond. The peninsula was bound on the north by the York River and the south by the James, which led to Richmond. The entrance to the James was the wide stretch of water known as Hampton Roads, and across this body was the Norfolk Navy Yard to which the North and South Atlantic Blockading Squadrons had withdrawn after the Third Battle of Charleston.5 At the head of the Peninsula was Fortress Monroe. That fortification and the U.S. Navy forces at Norfolk effectively closed Richmond itself from communication by sea and made it difficult for ships to proceed up the Potomac and further up the bay to Baltimore. It was the key to the Chesapeake.

  The British warships were wreathed in smoke as they pounded away at the fort, but the greatest firepower came from the ships and craft of “The Great Armament,” a collection of cast-iron armored floating batteries that had been built in the Crimean War specifically to smash the defenses of Russia’s capital of St. Petersburg, the great Russian naval base at Kronstadt. The Great Armament was paraded for the Queen after that war ended in a dramatic exercise at Spithead, an obvious warning not only to St. Petersburg but to Paris and Washington too. Supporting the batteries of the Great Armament were almost thirty gunboats, small ships armed with one to six guns and designed to attack coastal targets and operate in shallow and confining estuaries.6

  [image: image]

  Absent from the operations in the bay were British ships-of-the-line, the battleships of yore. Their easy destruction at Charleston with such terrible loss of life had caused the British to keep them out of possible engagements with monitors. Their armament largely of old 68-pounder guns had proven utterly inadequate. A few were used in the blockade. Instead, a strong force of frigates and corvettes armed with more powerful 8- and 10-inch guns were assembled as the backbone of the British presence in the bay.

  After the Royal Navy’s humiliating defeat the previous November at Charleston, it had concentrated its efforts to make sure the Americans would be eternally sorry for ever having started this war.7 Nothing sparked the adamantine resolve of the island race than a sound defeat. But the Royal Navy was presented with an immense strategic problem, the prospect of having to blockade the wild Atlantic coast of the Northern states. The blockade of France in her earlier wars was child’s play compared to this. Then the Royal Navy had its own bases, right across the Channel. In this war, its only bases were Halifax and Bermuda, far too distant to support the distant blockade. Of course, Confederate ports were useful but only to a small degree. The U.S. Navy when it was blockading the Confederacy’s southern Atlantic Ports needed forward operating bases on that coast itself. To whittle the problem down, Milne seized Martha’s Vineyard in late November. Just off the coast of Massachusetts, it would serve to support the ships stopping up Boston and the other major New England ports.

  The Royal Navy was supporting its operations in the Chesapeake from its forward operating base at Wilmington, North Carolina, eagerly provided by the Confederates who were desperate to earn an open alliance with the British. The blockade of such a long coast put a premium on the use of the smaller sloops and the gunboats that could dart in and attack American coastal targets. Unfortunately, the British had transferred most of these gunboats and many of the sloops from West Africa where they had been used to suppress the slave trade. Their absence led to a spike in the slaving for the Brazilian and Confederate markets, the latter having been restarted since the 1808 abolition on the importation of slaves in the Constitution was now a dead letter.8 For a nation that so detested slavery, Britain blithely had stripped its naval forces from suppressing the slave trade to fighting as an ally of a slave state. The irony was not lost on the growing opposition to the war led by John Bright in the House of Commons.9

  With the fall of Fortress Monroe and the Norfolk Navy Yard, the Royal Navy would have a perfect forwarding operating bases from which to cover the Middle Atlantic States. The Royal Navy’s analysis for the British 1861 war plan against the United States concluded that most of the major American ports such as Baltimore, Philadelphia, and New York were not vulnerable to an attack by sea because they were located up great fort-guarded rivers rather than being coastal cities. Milne’s near success when a flotilla of his smaller ships had slipped up the Potomac to come within an eyelash of taking Washington in conjunction with an attack by Lee’s army last November raised doubt in that conclusion. That near success, however, had only been possible because of the cooperation of the Robert E. Lee’s Army of Northern Virginia. The Royal Navy would not have such assistance in attacks against those major northern cities so that was option was never seriously considered.

  BAY OF BENGAL, 9:12 A.M., MONDAY, MARCH 14, 1864

  She was a fat merchantman thirty-six hours out of Calcutta, heavy with a load of cotton for England’s hungry mills. Her lookout spotted a plume of smoke over the horizon, and then another. In another four hours a sleek screw ship bore down on them from the direction of the smoke. She flew the Royal Navy ensign, her guns were run out, and she signaled for the merchantman to stop and prepare for inspection.

  Her captain ordered immediate compliance, and as soon as her engines came to full stop, the Royal Navy ensign came fluttering and the Stars and Stripes flew up in its place. It was a stunned captain who watched as American Marines boarded his ship followed by a naval officer.

  The captain’s presence returned in a rush. “What is this outrage, sir? You have no right to board this ship under such threat.”

  A bemused smile crossed the American’s face. “I am Lieutenant Wilson of the USS Wyoming, sir. I presume you are the ship’s master? If so, you will provide me with your papers and cargo manifest—immediately.”10

  The captain continued to bluster and complain all the way to his cabin. Finally, the American had had enough. “Are you unaware, Captain, that our two countries are at war? And, therefore, your ship is a lawful prize of war? Now be so good as to provide those documents.”

  The American took a few minutes to review them. “It is your misfortune, Captain, to master a British ship carrying a cargo consigned to British merchants. If your cargo had been the property of a neutral, it might have saved your ship. Gather your personal belongings and order your crew to do the same.”

  Now aboard the Wyoming, the British captain cried out in grief and rage as the fires began to lick up the rigging of his ship and then gushed out of the holds. The cotton would make a bonfire visible for miles before she went under.

  SHIRAKAVAN, ARMENIA, 8:10 P.M., TUESDAY, MARCH 15, 1864

  General Nikolai Nikolayevich Muravyov-Karsky felt the cold in his bones as he sat on his horse on a small hill overlooking the Russian-Ottoman border. Below him the Cossack raiding party galloped into the night.

  Their objective was a nameless Armenian village in the Ottoman province of Kars a dozen versts from where Muravyov-Karsky waited. They found it asleep and shabby, and their stay did not improve it. The Armenians, as fellow Christians, they merely robbed, moderately. The Turks, they killed. All but one. He was thrown at the feet of the Cossack commander’s horse. Three men kicked him to his feet. Blood poured from his torn scalp down his long white robe. It was all he could do to keep his feet. The screams of his raped women penetrated even the fog of his pain. Hatred of the Turk burned deep in the Cossacks, the descendants of runaway serfs who had formed a warrior society to guard the Russian marches against the constant raids that fed Islam’s insatiable desire for slaves. Until the reign of Catherine the Great those raids had been so destructive as to negate the vigorous increase of the Russians. So many Russians had filled the rowing benches of the Sultan’s galleys, that the Turks had joked that there must be no men left in Russia. Now the whip was in the other hand.

  The Armenian interpreter puffed himself up as the Cossack commander gestured toward the Turk with his whip. He said, “Your Honor, this is the local Turkish landowner.”

  The Cossack looked down on him. Behind him the Turk’s house was beginning to burn, its light glinting off the silver accoutrement’s of the officer’s long coat. “Dog, we have spared you to carry a message to your masters. We know the way to Kars very well. Muravyov-Karsky commands again.”

  A few hours later the officer was reporting to Muravyov-Karsky, who nodded. The general was an old man at sixty-nine, full of battle honors and memories. He had seen war first against Napoleon, chased Polish rebels, and hammered the Turks again and again. For his last great feat the nation had acclaimed him “Karsky” for having taken the great Turkish fortress of Kars after an epic siege in 1855. His acclamation was more thunderous for it was Russia’s only victory in the Crimean War.

  Muravyov-Karsky had been asked by the tsar himself to go back to his old command in the Caucasus to ostentatiously give the Turks cause to fear again for their great fortress that secured Ottoman Armenia. The eyes of the Sublime Porte must be drawn to the east and fixed there. And what could do that better than the reputation of the man who had taken the fortress once before. That and Cossack frightfulness, but then it was in the language the Turks understood.

  As the old general guided his horse back to his headquarters and its warm bed, his thoughts went back to the siege. He had given the Turks the honors of war, for they had fought hard and valiantly even as they starved, but had it not been for the Englishman who commanded them, the gallant William Fenwick Williams, he would have made short work of them. Then again his opponent’s skill and valor had only added to his own glory when the fortress finally capitulated. He had also had the honor to escort the captured Englishman to St. Petersburg and personally present him to Tsar Alexander II.

  He had heard that Fenwick Williams had been made commander in British North America as a reward for his defense of Kars. Canada—an exotic place, he thought. He wondered how his old enemy was doing now that Canada was the cockpit of this new war between the British and the Americans.

  THE WHITE HOUSE, WASHINGTON, DC, 7:30 P.M., MONDAY, MARCH 14, 1864

  Pryce Lewis was nervous to meet the President. He was born a Welshman but called himself English, by which he meant a Briton. He was a spy. Not as one might think, a British spy. He had spent nineteenth months in the infamous Confederate prison, Castle Thunder, in Richmond for spying for the Union as one of Alan Pinkerton’s agents. He had seen a companion hanged, but only the hand of Providence had saved him from that same noose. He found himself recounting to Lincoln how he had been taken from his cell in early September of last year to the exchange boat on the James River.

  “There it was, hanging limply from the flag-of-truce boat, Mr. President. The American flag. I turned to my friend, Scully, and I said, ‘If before this I had any English feeling left, I’ve been turned into a complete American now.’”11 He looked up at Sharpe who had hired him for the CIB after his return to Washington.

  There were several million Britons living in the United States, mostly in the North, part of the great wave of immigration that had brought the Germans and Irish, as well as Scandinavians, Dutch, and French, to find a new life. But the ties of blood and affection were the most durable of all. Yet, they had come to make a new life, and most had found it, grew roots, and bore children in the new land. For many the war brought as indescribable a grief as Americans north and south had felt when the Republic sundered across the affections of countless families. For many, the choice was clear. They had come to America to escape a hopeless future that soured them on the land of their birth. Such was Andrew Carnegie, who despised the British class system, hierarchies of church and society, and above all, the Royals. Now his genius was multiplying the strength of American industry.

  Lewis recalled to Lincoln the story of another Briton, John Richardson, who had taken part in the Charge of the Light Brigade, where he had charged past the Russian guns and received two wounds from Cossack lances. Richardson had written, “I was in Hulme Barracks. I was absent for six days, and the adjutant (John Yates) called me a scamp when I returned. I replied, ‘I am not like you—a coward. I saw you run from a mounted Cossack; and further you never went down in the charge.’ After this I was up to my neck in trouble and eventually I was tried and got fifty lashes and ordered to be imprisoned. My bad back took ways and festered and I was in hospital for twenty-eight days. During that time a letter was sent out of the hospital to an editor, was published, describing how they flogged me in the riding school, like a dog. The Colonel employed lawyers and endeavored to get the writer’s name, but the editor would not give way. My father being an educated man, wrote to the Duke of Cambridge, and he ordered me to be liberated and discharged at once. I sailed for America and enlisted in the New Jersey Volunteers, and fought in the Battle of Pittsburg.”12 He had also said that the future for a worn-out soldier was only the workhouse. Here he had a future.

  There were many more native-born Britons in Union Blue, and many had fought at Portland, Kennebunk, and Clavarack. How it must have caught in their throats to see across the field the lines of red coats and above them Union flag of the United Kingdom, the superimposed flags of England and Scotland, the crosses of St. George and St. Andrew, and to hear the skirl of bagpipes. For most, in the end, it was the ties to the land of their children rather than that of their fathers that mattered. Still, for many the choice had been an agony.

  To a man and a woman they had detested slavery, and Britain’s unofficial alliance with the slave power had set aside any lingering loyalties. Sharpe underlined this by saying, “In fact, sir, Britons living in the South have been reliably Union men.” So it was the attachment to their new homes and abhorrence of slavery had steeled them to the choice.

  Lewis was clearly one for whom the conflict of divided loyalty had been a painful nettle to grasp. His new attachment to the American flag had been followed almost immediately by the war with Britain. He had candidly told Sharpe after he had returned to Washington, “I’ve served this government well and taken the Secret Service oath of loyalty over and over again. But when it comes to swearing that I’ll take arms against my own sovereign, I’ll seem them damned.”13 If ever there was a conflicted man it was Pryce. Yet it was human nature to hold conflicting beliefs, such as the theories of Darwin and of the Bible’s creation.

  The lawyer in Sharpe, not the litigator but the artful fashioner of solutions, saw an opportunity rather than a stone wall in Lewis’s outburst. “Lewis, my man, this is not an obstacle. This country owes you much for what you have done, risked, and endured for its sake.”

  Lewis looked puzzled, but Sharpe went on, “We still have need of good agents against the Rebellion. And the Rebellion has friends who do not speak English.” He leaned back in his chair and tapped the ash off his cigar. “You know how events have turned against us in Louisiana due to the French.” The words “the French” immediately stiffened Lewis’s back. Yes, an appeal to a Briton’s opinion of his traditional enemy was always sure to get a rise. “I could use a good man in Louisiana to help us against the Rebels and the French.”

  Lewis snatched at the offer.

  So it was that the meeting in the White House took place. Lewis had just returned from a few months in New Orleans. Sharpe thought his report important enough for Lincoln to hear it himself. “I passed myself off as a British cotton buyer, which earned me a lot of trouble with the French who are crawling all over the city. It is clear they consider New Orleans and Louisiana to belong to them already. More than one of them told me that. The changing of the French honor guard at the Cathedral of St. Louis is quite a spectacle that attracts a large crowd every day.”

  “What do the locals think, then?” Lincoln asked.

  “Well, sir, the whites of French or Spanish descent would look very favorably on a permanent French presence. Most of the English-speaking people are Rebels to the bone. Those who were Unionists were hunted down after the city fell.”

  “I want to know what happened to the freedmen,” Lincoln said.

  “Many fled. The rest were rounded up by the slave hunters and returned to their masters. But the free coloreds, the libres, as they’re called, were left alone. The city would come to a halt if they were oppressed.”

  Sharpe added, “This is the kernel of the issue.”

  Pryce-Lewis went on. “The French are spreading a lot of gold around New Orleans; it’s buying a lot of friends. And they are spreading it among the libres even more liberally. Bazaine’s mistress, Clio Dulaine, is a libre and my chief contact.”

  Lincoln looked thoughtful. “And the Rebels cannot be deaf, dumb, and blind to all this.”

  Sharpe said, “No, sir. But what can they do? My agents in Richmond tell me Jeff Davis is seething over this, but the Confederate Government has taken huge French loans. Unlike the British, the French have signed a formal treaty with Confederacy, and they owe the recapture of New Orleans to them. They had to acknowledge French hegemony over Mexico, a bitter pill for them. They were auditioning for that same role.”

  Lincoln seemed to enjoy his counterpart’s dilemma. “Yes, take money from someone, and you put yourself in an inferior position.”

  “Bazaine is clearly acting on orders.”

  “Yes, of course. It is bad enough that the French aid the Rebellion, but that they want to then claim Louisiana and Texas for the French Empire is a new level of perfidy.”

  “A national trait, I’m afraid, sir.” Sharpe had lived a year in Paris after law school perfecting his French.

  “And do they think that Davis will ultimately take that as a price for continued alliance?”

  “That would be naïve of the French to think so, and that is not a national trait. Our job then is to help the Rebels and the French along with the falling out that is sure to come. Where there is chaos, there is profit.”

  JERSEY CITY, NEW JERSEY, 7:25 P.M., MONDAY, MARCH 14, 1864

  John T. Ford was delighted to share the train ride to Philadelphia with Edwin Booth. He was hoping to persuade the great tragedian to play Hamlet in Washington at his theater. It was cold on the platform, and he paused to pull up his coat collar when he saw a tall young man on the platform edge pushed by the shoving crowd against the car. The train began to move, and the young man lost his balance and began to slip down between the wheels of the train and the platform. The train whistle blew, signaling its departure. Ford looked on in horror at the young man’s inevitable death.

  Booth saw the same thing, dropped his valises, stuck his ticket in his teeth and pushed through the crowd. Before the young man slipped all the way down and under the wheels, a powerful hand reached down, grabbed his coat, and hauled him up. The young man instantly recognized Booth and blurted out, “That was a narrow escape, Mr. Booth! Thank you so much, sir. You saved my life.” He reached out to shake Booth’s hand and introduced himself. “Lincoln, Robert Lincoln.14

  Booth replied, “Anyone would have done the same.” It was time to board; they quickly shook hands and boarded separately. It had not occurred to Booth or Ford that the young man was the oldest son of Abraham Lincoln, who was traveling from Harvard to Washington to visit his parents. Young Lincoln had not wanted to call attention to his father’s position.

  OFFICE OF THE STATE DEPARTMENT SECRET SERVICE, RICHMOND, VIRGINIA, 7:30 P.M., MONDAY, MARCH 14, 1864

  Richard G. McCullough was in what some might call the poison and dagger service of the Confederacy. He had been summoned to a meeting at the State Department’s Secret Service office for his expertise in sabotage devices. There he met a few men he already knew, as well as a George Nicholas Sanders, a planter from Kentucky. Saunders would be in charge of a new operation, one that had the interest of the highest levels of the government.

  The fifty-two-year-old Saunders was an intense man with a passion for destroying tyrants, of whom in his mind Abraham Lincoln was chief. From an early age he had been intoxicated by revolution, and as U.S. counsul-designate in London in the early 1850s had ostentatiously hosted men like Lajos Kossuth of Hungary, Giuseppe Mazzini and Giuseppe Garibaldi of Italy, Alexandre Auguste Ledru-Rollin of France, and Alexander Herzen of Russia. So blatant had been his association with these famous revolutionaries that it caused the U.S. government considerable embarrassment as their seeming sponsor. He went so far as to write an open letter to the French people encouraging them to overthrow the Emperor Napoleon III, a gross breach of propriety by an official of a friendly government. His true intention was assassination, a political action from which he did not shrink. His actions led to the Senate’s refusal to confirm him.15

  Someone had suggested to him now that there was a young actor in Washington who would be quite useful for his new mission if handled properly. He had worked for the Confederacy before.
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  “I Can Hang You”

  PICKET LINE OF THE 29TH FOOT, WEST OF ST. BERNARD-DE-LACOLLE, PROVINCE OF QUEBEC, 1:01 P.M., TUESDAY, MARCH 15, 1864

  Muravyov-Karsky was behind in his news. Fenwick Williams had been replaced in October of the last year. Another commanded in British North America now, and there was not a Briton or Canadian in uniform who did not feel confident of the fact. Pvt. Timothy Dunn leaned his Enfield against a tree, pulled his greatcoat collar up, and stuck his hands in his pockets. It was cold in the shadows of the trees even in the early afternoon—cold and silent as only a windless winter day in a forest could be. His thoughts went back to the rough passage from Ireland late last year. The commanding general himself accompanied the 29th Foot on the voyage, had earned their respect by his interest in their care, and, wonder of wonders, serenaded the men as part of an officer string quartet. Dunn replayed in his mind the sweet, lilting hymn, “Abide With Me,” that officers had played, and it did not seem as cold.

  Lost in his thoughts, Dunn did not detect the two men slipping through the trees nearby heading south. His battalion’s picket line was too widely spread, and the two American scouts flitted like shadows among in the shade of the dark trees. Sgt. Judson Knight was a big man with the talent becoming invisible. Bold he was, like so many redheads, and by turns clever and cool, which may explain why he was Chief of Scouts, Army of the Hudson. With him was Cpl. Martin Hogan, not two years from the crossing from Ireland, lithe and quick, and like Knight, cable of the most shameless daring.

  On cat’s paws they moved, silent and seeking the shadows. They bore a precious gift for Hooker. Locked in their minds were the sight of endless columns of great-coated British troops and Canadian militia moving south, tramping along country roads half mud and half ice. Just as precious and even more dangerous was the folded note in cipher hidden in Knight’s left boot. It was the payoff to satchels of American gold spread carefully in Canada by agents of the American Central Information Bureau (CIB), Lincoln’s new national intelligence organization and its master, Brig. Gen. George H. Sharpe. Knight had no idea what the cipher contained; that wasn’t his business. His contact in St. John just south of Montreal had passed it to him and fled.

  After hours, it seemed, Knight and Hogan had passed the British picket line and could breathe a bit freer and move even faster. That was their mistake and bad luck too. Coming in the other direction was another group of men on the same mission. Three men of the Royal Guides, who had just slipped back across the Canadian border from a scouting mission of the American positions around Plattsburg. They had just mounted their waiting horses when Knight and Hogan walked into the same small clearing. Now Knight had a rule that to be a good scout, you should avoid a fight unless it was life or death. This was life and death. The Canadians had just looked up to see them. Knight drew his pistol and shot the first man and ran forward so fast that he pulled the shot man off his saddle and mounted it himself. The second Guide had reached for his carbine when Hogan shot him too. The third man was quicker and cooler. His shot dropped Hogan. Knight spurred his horse into the third man and rode him down. He pulled around and jumped to the ground to find Hogan holding his shoulder.

  His hands brought Hogan up to a sitting position as he looked him over. “Luck of the Irish, it’s through and through, my boy.” He grinned at the young man, who did not feel all that lucky. “Come on, let me help you up onto one Her Majesty’s fine mounts.” Shouts jerked their heads around. The picket guard was rushing forward to the sound of the gunfire. He helped Hogan to a horse to put one foot in the stirrup when the guard burst into the clearing. They stopped only long enough to fire. Hogan’s horse went down screaming, and Hogan fell with another wound. “Go!” he shouted. “Leave me!” It took only a split second for Knight to throw himself into another saddle and gallop away, his body bent over the side of the horse away from the enemy, an old Comanche trick the Army had learned painfully on the Plains and taught him by Maj. Gen. Phil Kearny, who had fallen at Second Bull Run.

  More shots sang past him as he disappeared weaving through the trees as fast as his horse dared to go.1

  HEADQUARTERS, THE ROYAL GUIDES, ST. BERNARD-DE-LACOLLE, 4:05 P.M., TUESDAY, MARCH 15, 1864

  Col. George Denison was not a happy man. The Royal Guides, as his militia cavalry troop had been called, was a family inheritance, raised by his grandfather and commanded as well by his father. Denison had trained them into superlative scouts, and their desperate charge at Claverack into an American cavalry division had won him imperishable glory. And captivity. It had not tempered his hatred of Americans. Upon his exchange in January he had rebuilt the Guides, and under the direction of his friend Wolseley had sent them across the border to fill their ears and eyes with the enemy’s activities.2

  Denison did not command from afar. He hovered over the border, keeping a close hand on his scouts. It gnawed at him that officers did not go on scouting missions, not a gentlemanly activity for either army. So he personally sent them off and welcomed them back to eagerly debrief them. Denison took any harm done to one of his lads as a personal injury. Now two of his boys were dead, one in hospital, and with only one prisoner to show for it.

  They had just brought the man from the surgeon’s patching to Denison’s forward headquarters nearby. If it had been up to Denison, he would have used medical care as a reward for a forthcoming man, but the new commanding officer’s orders had made it clear that the rules of civilized warfare would be strictly followed.

  “I can hang you for any number of reasons.”

  “Well, saar, it’s lucky I am to have a choice when most get none on how to die.”

  “I assure you they all end the same way, badly.”

  “Oh, saar, it’s ashamed you should be to so threaten an innocent man.”

  Denison’s fist made the table bounce. “Innocent man! The cheek! I know exactly who you are.” He went to the door and shouted out, “Sergeant Dumfries! You may fashion the noose now. And be quick about it.”

  He walked around behind his prisoner. “Hogan, is it?”

  “Yes, saar.”

  “Hogan, ever seen a man hanged?”

  “Yes, saar. Courtesy of Her Majesty’s government in Ireland. Some poor starving man was such a danger to the Crown that they hanged him good and proper for stealing a loaf during the Hunger. Yes, saar, I’ve seen a man hanged.”

  “So you admit to being a British subject.”

  “A misfortune of birth, saar.”

  Denison purred, “Ahhh.”

  “A misfortune I have corrected by becoming an American citizen as soon as I shook off the evil of the crossing.”

  “Alas, Hogan, you have no proof. I find you in arms against Her Majesty’s soldiers on the territory of Her Majesty, with the very brogue of your tongue proclaiming you a subject of the Crown. We hang traitors.”

  “Oh, saar, and it was George Washington himself who spoke with a British accent, no doubt, who ran your Tory grandfather out of the States and up here.”

  Denison reddened. No Anglo-Canadian liked to be reminded that most of them were descended from loyal Americans who could not abide the new Republic after the Revolution or were “encouraged” to leave. He tried something else, “Well, Hogan, you must be referring to my grandfather’s great good judgment. But we are wasting what little time you have left on this earth talking about MY grandfather.

  “Let’s just say I believe you are an American. Now I can hang you for being a spy. If I wasn’t in such a hurry to hang you, I could spend the day finding even more reasons.

  “Saar, it’s a soldier of the United States Volunteers I am, and I claim the protection of my uniform.”

  “Uniform, Hogan? I know that no matter what the Americans wear as a uniform, they will never look more than buffoons, but you are not wearing any uniform at all. Your rag-pickers clothes are most hangable.”

  “Well, saar, you accidentally got a mite of the truth in that sentence, all bent and inside out it was.”

  “I’m sure it’s enough to hang you, were it as small as the widow’s mite.”

  “I was wearing a Union cap when your men attacked us for no reason at all.” Under the laws of war, that was sufficient uniform to give him the protection of the laws of war among civilized nations.

  “Cap, I see no cap.”

  “Well, saar, it was lost in the scuffle as those blackguards of the 29th who beat me black and blue. And me just taking a walk through the woods for me health.”3

  ST. BERNARD-DE-LACOLLE, 5:22 P.M., TUESDAY, MARCH 15

  Lt. Gen. Sir James Hope Grant commanded Her Majesty’s forces in British America. He had swept in like a whirlwind to crush the American relief of Portland at the battle of Kennebunk, Maine, in October but was too late to avert the catastrophe that befell the main British army at Claverack in upstate New York. Widely acknowledged as the best of Victoria’s generals, it had not been his skill that had saved the Province of Quebec from Hooker’s invasion, but the white curtain of a sudden early winter.

  The snow was still on the ground when he began moving his Imperial (British) and Canadian battalions out of their winter quarters into field camps to the south of St. John, which the Quebecois insisted on calling Saint-Jean. He seldom saw his own headquarters as he moved from one camp to another down the still icy roads through the intermittent French farms and their enveloping forests of maple and oak, still black and leafless against the snow.

  He met Brig. Gen. Garnet Wolseley at a country inn at Lacolle within rifle shot of the New York border. The one-eyed hero of Claverack had rallied the survivors in a running fight with Hooker’s cavalry led by that wild yellow-haired brigadier. It was a brilliant retreat that already London was ranking with Sir John Moore’s escape after Corunna. Jumped from lieutenant colonel to brigadier, he had become Grant’s right-hand man.

  Before long they were joined by Denison, who briefed them immediately. “A damned Irishman. An American scout, of course. Trying to get back to his lines, it seems. There were two; they stumbled upon my Guides coming back from the American side. Vile coincidence. There was a shootout, and two of my men were killed. Both Americans would have got away, but the picket guard came up too fast.”

  Wolseley’s one eye focused. “God knows how long they had been behind our lines and what information they were bringing back. Did you get anything out of the Irishman?”

  “No, damn his eyes. A cool one and impertinent.” He recounted the interrogation, to his advantage, of course. His imitation of Hogan’s brogue was quite good. At that Grant and Wolseley burst out laughing. Wolseley had a great contempt for the Irish. He had been born in Ireland, but made it clear at every opportunity to state he was not Irish but Anglo-Irish, a world of difference. He would have been only too happy to hang Hogan, but his reason had a sure break on his prejudices. “Well, let him think on the hangman’s noose for a while, while we ‘look’ for this mysterious Union cap. It may curdle his Gaelic effrontery. Dead he’s just another Irishman who won’t be missed. Alive, he still may be of use to us.”

  He went on, “The lower class of Irishmen are the great danger. They have gone in such number to fill the ranks of the Northern Army, expressing the most decided hatred of the British government, forfeiting all allegiance to their mother country and vowing vengeance to all connected with it. The real born Americans might be treated as prisoners of war, as might the Germans and other foreigners, for thy owe our government no allegiance, whereas the Irish who may invade Canada are all traitors, having been born British subjects, they have no right to wage war against their real sovereign, and every Irishman found in Canada with arms in his hands ought to be strung up to the first tree they come to as traitors to their lawful king and country.

  “Besides these who may be taken in the ranks of the enemy are many of the same class who have gone to Canada and having the same feeling as the others will be more likely to assist than oppose their countrymen. These characters are to be found about all the towns in great numbers and will not be easy to deal with. They know the country and can point out the places most worthy of notice and eligible for plunder.”4

  Wolseley had warmed Denison to the subject of loyalty. “I can answer for Her Majesty’s Canadian subjects. The descendants of those who removed here from America are loyal to the core. They have been reinforced by generations of officers and soldiers who have settled here and were followed by immigrants of the better class from the old country. In all fairness there have been many Americans who have settled here, and their children are good and loyal subjects.”

  “But our French inhabitants are not of a very warlike habit, I must admit. If the Americans get across the border here, they will find themselves in French territory. At the same time they dislike the Yankees, and would not willingly submit to their rule. They are fonder of their own laws that they still possess and are more attached to them and their religion than they be to any rule Brother Jonathan might wish to introduce. They are quite under the control of their priests and will be guided by them. So it is not likely any Americans would be tolerated.” He grew thoughtful for a moment. “What they might be, were the Americans to win, is another consideration.”

  Grant had not said much. He was not a big talker, and what he did say was laconic to the point of obscurity. Whatever he said, though, was likely to be accompanied by a lot of praying. And now his mind was on the escaped scout. He had to assume the scout would report what he had surely seen. Grant struck his fist into the palm of his other had. He said, “We move now.”

  HEADQUARTERS, ARMY OF NORTHERN VIRGINIA, GORDONSVILLE, VIRGINIA, 1:25 P.M., THURSDAY, MARCH 17, 1864

  It was a worried Lt. Gen. James Longstreet who rode the last leg of his journey from Tennessee by train. His staff had never seen him so withdrawn and tactfully left him to his thoughts. He hardly noticed the fact that the train made the best time that line had seen since the war started was pulled by a new English engine of great power.

  His thoughts were with the two divisions of his once mighty First Corps of the Army of Northern Virginia that he had led to Tennessee just in time to cinch the great victory at Chickamauga. They were in the long line of trains that would be arriving over the next few days. Only half the men he had led West were still with the colors. The rest were dead, filling the hospitals of Atlanta, or prisoners of war.

  Failure like shrieking furies gave him no piece. He had replaced Lt. Gen. Braxton Bragg, who had let slip a complete victory at Chickamauga and bungled the siege of the Chattanooga where the rest of the Union Army of the Cumberland had fled. Then, folly upon folly, Bragg had tried to relieve his chief of cavalry, the terrifying Nathan Bedford Forrest. He especially terrified Bragg as much as he did the Yankees. He tried to take Forrest’s cavalry away from him with an order sent by messenger so he would be as far away as possible when the volcano flew. Distance did not allow Forrest to cool. He tracked Bragg down to the other end of the Confederate lines, called him out, and shot him in the foot. Had he thought Bragg was any sort of a man, he would have shot him dead. Both armies were intent on the upcoming court-martial of the famous Forrest.

  The command of the Army of Tennessee had fallen into Longstreet’s lap almost by acclamation of the army; President Davis’s orders were a simple ratification. Now in command, Longstreet acted with all the determination and daring of the man Lee called “My Old Warhorse.” He threw his First Corps at Brown’s Ferry, the open jugular of the trapped Army of the Cumberland in Chattanooga. The Ferry was hardly defended, and he approached in the cloak of dusk. They had charged into hell. It was Malvern Hill and Pickett’s Charge all over again.

  He could still hear the high-pitched whine of what he later learned were Mr. Gatling’s repeating guns. All he could see in the gloom was the muzzles sparking orange as they fired and fired with that devil’s own high-pitched whine. He saved what he could that night.

  By late November, Grant had maneuvered and fought him out of his stranglehold on Chattanooga. Then it was a fighting retreat back into Northern Georgia, relieved only by the brilliant defensive operations of Maj. Gen. Patrick Cleburne, whom Davis would call “The Stonewall of the West.” Lee insisted that Longstreet and his corps return to the Army of Northern Virginia. It was painful to turn over the army to another and more painful still to know that Davis had not appointed the man he had strongly recommended—Cleburne’s sin had been to write a manifesto in January recommending that freedom be offered to any slave (and his family) who was willing to fight for the Confederacy. He had concluded that even with the French and English as allies, the Southern manpower well had run dry and that slavery should be sacrificed for independence. Davis had been outraged and ordered the manifesto suppressed. He also blighted the advancement of the finest officer outside of Lee’s army.5 With his new allies, he believed victory was certain and required no concessions on the South’s peculiar institution.

  Lee and an honor guard were waiting for Longstreet at the Gordonville station. He quickly noticed that the guard and the band were in completely new gray regulation uniforms of good cut. Lee came forward as Longstreet dismounted the train and saluted his old commander. The furies seemed to recede out of respect for Lee. For a moment as he looked into Lee’s warm brown eyes, he felt like he was home again. Lee said simply, “Welcome back, General. The army is whole again with its First Corps come home. Let us ride to headquarters.”

  That ride was a revelation. Everything in the camp was new. There were acres of new white tents and row after row of fine new English artillery. As on the station, every man was in a new, well-cut regulation uniform, and the men no longer had that constantly hungry look. It was more than a shock; it did not look like the same army where there was no such thing as uniformity, a hungry army living from hand to mouth. There had been a certain virtue and fortitude in such storied want. This new plenty would take getting used to.

  There was more than that to widen his eyes. He saw dozens of men in British scarlet and French dark-blue tunics and red trousers, more of the latter, though. Lee could see his surprise and said, “Our liaisons, General. There must be several hundred with us, about two-thirds French, I would stay. President Davis is much put out that the English have not agreed to a formal alliance as have the French. The English say that a co-belligerence is sufficient to both our purposes.”

  Longstreet said, “We hardly saw a single Frog in Tennessee.”

  Lee went on. “More importantly, English and French weapons and supplies are coming in to our ports faster than we can unload them. Iron rails by the tens of thousands are allowing us to rebuild our railroad system. You know how often our subsistence hung by thread because the railroads were falling apart. There is no little satisfaction that these rails before England entered war were going to the North.”6

  Longstreet noticed that Lee was his old self again, not the man who had offered after Gettysburg to relinquish command the army that had become indelibly associated with the name Lee. Longstreet, though, rather than being reassured became suddenly apprehensive. He could hear the screeching of the furies and the high-pitch whine from hell.7

  HEADQUARTERS, FORTRESS PORTLAND, MAINE, 1:38 P.M., THURSDAY, MARCH 17, 1864

  “Balloons! Balloons!” Every head turned to the south where the soldier pointed. A few men scrambled to the top of the piles of snow-crusted broken brick and timber that had once been the stout homes and businesses of Portland.

  “Hurrah!” rent the air as hats flew and men stomped the ground in glee. Maj. Gen. Joshua Lawrence Chamberlain choked back the overpowering urge to burst into tears of relief. His brother slapped him on the back, “Lawrence, Lawrence, we’re saved. Hallelujah! God be praised!” Other men were weeping as Chamberlain composed himself.

  “Tom, get a hold of yourself. Run to the square and see that the crews are ready to secure the ropes.” The younger man was off in a sprint. Chamberlain sat on a stump of a wall to think now that hope had come alive again. Sharpe had come through. In the six months of grim siege, Chamberlain had clung to the order from the President that Sharpe had slipped through the lines. “Hold on, Gallant Portland. Help is on the way.” With the messenger, one of the fabled scouts of George H. Sharpe, were a pair of the most beautiful major general’s shoulder straps he had ever seen. His defense of his state’s capital had jumped him from colonel to major general in one leap. He laughed to himself when he thought that it had been his opponent, Lt. Gen. Sir Hastings Doyle, who had chivalrously informed him of his promotion, so cut off had the garrison been in the early stage of the siege.

  More of Sharpe’s messengers had slipped through in the succeeding months to keep Chamberlain apprised of events in the country and the efforts being made to come to the relief of Portland. Chamberlain could hardly believe what the men related. A great fleet of balloons was building, bigger than anything dreamed of before, able to carry the ammunition that was running low. As a harbinger of that promise, every few weeks a balloon or two of the size Chamberlain had seen with the Army of the Potomac drifted across the sky to settle among the ruins to unload a few hundred pounds of medical supplies and valuable small weight supplies and carry off a half–dozen wounded and sick.

  Somehow the word had got out of the fleet of giant balloons that would be the salvation of Portland, and now the entire garrison had come alive cheering and waving flags as the squadron neared. The word had got out to the British as well. Their camp had also come alive but with planned purpose.

  From four thousand feet and a dozen miles away, Col. Thaddeus Lowe scanned with his long brass glass the siege-shattered city, the enemy lines, and the Royal Navy ships that stopped up Portland Harbor. This was his hour, Commander of the United States Balloon Corps. He had been recalled from failure by Sharpe, who rescued him from the Army’s mismanagement and placed him under his own Central Information Bureau (CIB), with a purse that had no bottom. Plans that had been only dreams in the minds of America’s foremost aeronaut suddenly had been turned into reality as the workshops, factories, and foundries of the Union had bent to the will of war. Sometime in the winter the name was changed from balloon to airship.

  Lowe rode his flagship, the airship George Washington, the first of its class of fifty of the U.S. Army’s great ships of the air, followed by the Nathaniel Greene, the second of the great airships. Lowe looked about him at the Leviathan of the Air, as he called it, at the huge cigar-shaped balloon encased in its frame of the thinnest lathe. The lift given by the great hydrogen balloon was immense by any standard, five full tons of cargo. But even more amazing was the freeing of the balloon from the whims of the air’s currents. In a special frame was a small steam engine, adapted from the Navy’s steam launch engine, that powered a propeller that gave the balloon thrust. It had been reengineered to half its size and its body comprised of the thinnest possible steel, instead of iron, and galvanized with tin or plated with copper to prevent any accidental ignition. The new War Industries Board (WIB), under the steady hand of that “Scotch devil,” Andrew Carnegie, had assigned this project the highest priority to bring together the best engineers, machine-shops, and materials. But ten men had died until the exhaust filters had been devised to capture the smallest spark from the long exhaust tube that trailed behind the balloon.

  The British had seen the air armada as well. Hastings Doyle rushed out of his tent at the alarm. An aide ran up and handed him his glass. “Wolseley’s intelligence was spot on,” he said to himself, lost in wonder at the approaching armada of the air. The camp was all action now as the entire besieging force put the “balloon” plan, as it was dubbed, into operation. That plan was the result of analysis by the Montreal Ring as the group of talented men Wolseley had gathered around him was called. They had culled every bit of information from the Royal Navy’s experience in the Battle of Washington and that of their Confederate allies.

  The British government had been loath to enter into a full alliance with the Confederacy. It was a diplomatic high-wire act of sorts. To most of the British public, the Confederacy represented slavery, a thoroughly odious practice the Empire had outlawed in 1833. You could not find a Briton to support it though you looked high and low. So the war had to be dressed up in patriotic ribbons as an outraged response to the unprovoked American destruction of a Royal Navy frigate in British waters. That the American warship had been hunting down a British-built Confederate commerce raider that British connivance had allowed to escape Liverpool harbor, was something that was known in too many quarters. So diplomatic distance had to be kept between Her Majesty’s government and Mr. Davis’s. It was easier said than done, as a forest of masts of British ships loaded with the materials of war crowded the major Southern harbors no longer shut by the Union blockade, as the hospitals of Charleston were still filled with wounded British sailors from the Third Battle of Charleston, as the Southern navy yards serviced the Royal Navy before their own ships, and as the flow of intelligence from the Confederacy on their common enemy flowed unstinted.

  And now the fruit of that relationship was about to be tested. Crews rushed to the new anti-balloon gun battery. These were Armstrong guns that had been remounted on the strangest contraptions, more like huge lazy susans that could easily pivot in any direction. The guns were fitted into elevated carriages mounted on rails that would absorb the recoil.

  The airships were heading for the center of Portland when the battery opened fire. One shot passed directly over Lowe’s head and between the struts that held the balloon to the basket. He scanned the enemy camp with his glass and found the strange battery. He said, “Helmsman, take us over that battery. Signal the Greene to follow us.”

  The closer they got to the battery, the more accurate the guns became, sending shot after shot through the balloon gasbags. Unfortunately, simply penetrating the gasbags did nothing more than let out hydrogen. There was no ignition of the escaping hydrogen, which, lighter than air, drifted upward and away from the engines. Lowe was about to compensate for the loss of lift by getting rid of some weight.

  When they were directly overhead, the bombs went over the side, specially redesigned 72-pound 9-inch shells. As they fell earthward, a British shell found the Greene‘s basket. It disintegrated in a shower of debris, its engine falling like a huge stone to crash and careen through a line of tents as a spark ignited the hydrogen-laced air in a thunderous pulse of blue-orange fire. The Washington‘s bombs laced across the battery as the Greene died in flames and floated earthward. They fell over the battery, smashing the gun carriages on their pivots and wiping out their crews.

  Lowe was not satisfied and pointed to the helmsman a position behind the British lines. “Take me there.” The airship sailed over the British camp, alive with running men, many of them firing upward. There below them appeared the British ammunition dump upon which Lowe dropped the last of his bombs. The force from the exploding dump physically pushed the airship away even as it was turning back to Portland.8

  A SPECIAL RAILROAD CAR TRAVELING NORTH BETWEEN ALBANY AND PLATTSBURG, NEW YORK, 10:00 A.M., FRIDAY, MARCH 18, 1864

  Ulysses S. Grant looked out at the endless dense forests broken only by the occasional small town as his special train chugged north from the ruins of Albany. The view enforced a concentration which was just what he needed. He was on his way to inspect the Army of the Hudson and interview its commander. The three stars of a lieutenant general glittered on his shoulder straps. It was a rank only once held before and that by George Washington and no one since. Until now.

  Grant was not immune to ambition, but he controlled it better than the man he was going to see. He let his deeds carry his ambition. He caused Lincoln few headaches and just got things done, to the enormous relief of the commander-in-chief. So when Lincoln came to make the choice for a single all-powerful general-in-chief, he found it easy. Grant had never boasted that the country needed a dictator, as had Hooker before Chancellorsville. Grant had never created cabal after cabal to undermine his predecessors as had Hooker. Grant had just laid victories before Lincoln and asked for little.

  Hooker’s ego had been riding as high as one of Lincoln’s balloons after saving New York at the battle of Claverack in New York, the same day of the Royal Navy-Confederate attack on Washington. He had become the darling of the press, which he took great efforts to seduce. Hooker’s supporters had pointed out that Hooker had laid the glorious laurels of Claverack at the nation’s feet. Yes, but Grant had given the country Forts Donelson and Henry, Shiloh, Vicksburg, and latest of all, Chattanooga. He had come to the rescue of the trapped and dying Army of the Cumberland, saved it, and defeated his old friend Longstreet.

  But it was Hooker who was much on Grant’s mind. He was not a subordinate man. Meade, on the other hand was exactly that. Grant had just come from his headquarters at the Army of the Potomac fully having intended to replace him with one of his own family of generals from the West. But Meade beat him to the point and graciously offered to step down so that Grant could have full confidence in the commander of the Army of the Potomac. Of course, Grant had declined to replace Meade after that act of selflessness.9

  It was vital that all his army commanders pull together as a team. He would trust Sherman with his life, Thomas was sound as a rock, and Meade was selfless and reliable. That left Hooker. He turned to Sharpe, the only other man to share his cabin. Lincoln trusted him implicitly and seemed to rely on him in countless ways. Only William Seward, the Secretary of State, shared such confidence. Grant was about to find what sort of man this nondescript man in his early thirties was: middle height, short dark hair on a round head, and drooping mustache. Not much to look at, but Grant, of all men, was not concerned about looks. What could the man do was the question he always asked. Grant had not batted an eye in dismissing old friends who were not up to the job. Weeks ago he had already answered his own question when Sharpe presented his first weekly intelligence summary to him in December after Chattanooga when Lincoln summoned him to Washington. Grant had never had such a comprehensive look at the enemy before. He had been happy in the past just to find the enemy and then hang on to the death. That had served as an army commander, but to lead a nation in war needed more, far more. And Sharpe spilled his treasures out every week for Grant.10
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