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    PREFACE

    Almost twenty years ago, I happened upon a footnote written at the bottom of page 774 of Jennings Cropper Wise’s The Long Arm of Lee. It read, “Col. Chew now resides in Charles Town, West Virginia. He tells the writer that he is engaged in writing the history of the Horse Artillery. May God spare him until he has completed the priceless record he alone is now capable of preparing, and for many years to come.”

    The “Col. Chew” whom Wise referred to was none other than Lt. Col. Roger Preston Chew, the last commander of the Stuart Horse Artillery Battalion. My attention was piqued immediately. More than anything, I wanted to read Chew’s book. This was long before my research led me into countless libraries and book repositories, and I naively began a search for a volume that I soon discovered did not exist. Obviously Chew had died before finishing the task he had set for himself. There the matter rested for a number of years. Then, while researching the staff officers of Maj. Gen. J. E. B. Stuart, of which Chew as commander of the horse artillery was one, my curiosity was stimulated once more concerning the unwritten history of the battalion. I decided to add to my already busy research schedule and take time to pursue both Chew the staff officer and Chew the would-be chronicler of the battalion’s history. A letter to the Jefferson County Museum in Charles Town in April 1986 brought a response from then curator John Ingalls. The many pages that follow are a result of John’s return letter, which opened the Chew Papers to a novice researcher-writer with the dream of writing the history Chew never finished.

    The papers revealed that Chew had begun to gather a considerable amount of material on the various batteries of the battalion. Rosters, lists of engagements, biographical material, articles, testimonials, and reminiscences abounded, but there was no evidence that he had begun to write. References to other “histories” at first raised my hopes that unpublished manuscripts by other battalion members existed. Again I was disappointed to discover that most of these were lost or beyond my ability to uncover them. Still, I believed that a history of the men who fought under Pelham, Beckham, and Chew was needed, so I expanded my search. In the end, material was uncovered in large repositories and small, in private collections, and in the hands of descendants of the men who fought the guns. Virtually all of it has found its way, in one form or another, into this work.

    Among my first realizations when I began the task of writing was that this would not be a small tale shortly told. Almost four years of writing have confirmed that perception. The story of the battalion is vast and encompasses almost every campaign of the Army of Northern Virginia and a few others besides. From skirmishes in which a couple of rounds were fired to full-scale battles in which the guns went through hundreds of rounds, the horse artillery was engaged from the outskirts of Harrisburg, Pennsylvania, to the battle at Bentonville, North Carolina. But the history of the battalion was more than just the battles it fought. The men had their own stories to tell.

    The letters, diaries, and reminiscences left behind by the soldiers of the battalion proved to be priceless. The war was of major concern to most, but family and home proved to be subjects always in the forefront of the minds of many. The decision to include in the text entire letters, in most instances, rather than excerpts came directly from the fact that the men told their story better than anyone else could have. The whole man is revealed, not just the soldier. To capture a true view of the battalion, one must gain as complete an understanding of its men as is possible with the limited amount of material available. To them, having their long underwear as the weather turned cold was just as important as, and in some cases more than, whipping the Yanks in a fight.

    The contributions of the Stuart Horse Artillery Battalion during the four years of the war should not be underestimated or ignored—as, for the most part, they have been—by historians. Had Chew completed his work, the battalion’s story would have been available to the last generation of readers and writers during a time of rising interest in this dramatic period of our nation’s history. Now that “Chew’s” history of the battalion is finished, it is hoped that the next generation of historians will come to recognize what the battalion accomplished as it fought under Pelham, Beckham, and Chew and include its deeds in their writings for the next generation of readers.


    Robert J. Trout

    Myerstown, PA

  


  
    

    [image: ]

    

    


    THE PELHAM ERA

    [image: ]

  


  
    

    [image: ]

    CHAPTER 1

    Of Horses and Thunderbolts

    “The ever-glorious and gallant Stuart Horse Artillery”

    
      Down the crowded highway galloped a battery, withdrawn from some other position to save ours. The field fence is scattered while you could count thirty, and the guns rush for the hills behind us, six horses to a piece, three riders to each gun, over dry ditches where a farmer would not drive a wagon, through clumps of bushes, over logs a foot thick, every horse on the gallop, every rider lashing his team and yelling. The sight behind us makes us forget the foe in front. The guns jump two feet high as the heavy wheels strike rock or log, but not a horse slackens his pace, the cannoneer leaning forward in his saddle. Six guns, six caissons, six horses each, eighty men race for the brow of the hill, as if he who reached it first was to be knighted. A moment ago the battery was a confused mob; we look again, and the six guns are in position, the detached horses hurrying away, the ammunition chest open, and along our lines the command, “Give them one more volley and fall back and support the guns.”

      We have scarcely obeyed when “Boom, boom!” opens the battery, and jets of fire jump down to scorch the green trees under which we fought and despaired. What grim, cool fellows those cannoneers are! Every man is a perfect machine. Bullets splash dust in their faces, but they do not wince; bullets sing over and around them, but they do not dodge. There goes one to the earth, shot through the head as he sponged the gun. The machinery loses just one beat, misses just one cog in the wheel, and then works away again as before. Every gun is using short-fuse shells. The ground shakes and trembles.1

    

    Pvt. David Cardwell’s description of a horse artillery battery in action may seem melodramatic, but in reality, much of what he wrote was close to the truth. Serving with Capt. William M. McGregor’s Battery of the Stuart Horse Artillery Battalion gave Cardwell ample opportunity to witness such events as a participant. Once seen, the charge of a horse artillery battery was not something the viewer forgot. How much more thrilling and heart-stopping to be a part of it!

    For Cardwell and over 2,200 officers and men who were part of the Stuart Horse Artillery Battalion during the four years that the Civil War raged, such moments became embedded in their consciousness for the remainder of their lives. Years after the war, the old veterans were still reminiscing about Chew’s charge at Middletown, Pelham’s defiant Napoleon at Fredericksburg, Breathed’s daring escape at Spotsylvania, and Graham’s mad dash through Petersburg. Chests swelled with pride; tears flowed for parted comrades; voices cracked with emotion. But there was fire in the eyes and the souls. Gray-bearded Gunner George M. Neese volunteered to accompany his old captain, Chew, if he went to fight the Spanish in 1898.2 In the end, Neese did not go, but it should never be doubted that he would have. Being a part of the horse artillery was something that set a man apart, something special. The old cannoneers were proud to have served under the likes of Pelham, Beckham, and Chew.

    Lt. Theodore S. Garnett, aide-de-camp to Maj. Gen. J. E. B. Stuart, once stated, “The honor of firing the first gun at Fort Sumter is no longer in doubt. The proud distinction of firing the last gun at Appomattox is claimed by many, but the command that fired the most shot and shell, first, last, and all the time, is perhaps, without doubt, the ever-glorious and gallant Stuart Horse Artillery.”3 Even if this were not true—and there is a distinct possibility that it was true, as subsequent chapters will reveal—the record of Stuart Horse Artillery Battalion can stand with any artillery organization in any army, Northern or Southern. This is not to say that the batteries of the battalion were never driven from the field, never lost guns to the enemy, or never failed to silence an opposing battery, but it does say that they carved for themselves a reputation other batteries or artillery battalions would have been proud to claim as their own.

    The heritage left behind by the officers and men of the Stuart Horse Artillery Battalion began to take shape in late 1861. However, the roots of the battalion went much deeper into the past. The guns the men fought could be traced back to 1624, when Gustavus Adolphus had the first practical field pieces cast. These iron four-pounders weighed in at only 400 pounds, which gave them the mobility other cannons of the time lacked. From this humble beginning came the twelve-pound Napoleons, three-inch ordnance rifles, and twelve-pound Blakelys used by Pelham, Chew, Breathed, and others during the battalion’s four-year history.

    Gustavus’s light pieces were pulled by men using ropes or one or two horses, but the cannoneers walked into battle beside their guns. Not until Frederick the Great did horse artillery make its first appearance on the field of battle.4 Later, in the American colonies’ struggle for independence, the artillery arm of the fledging country’s armies made some significant contributions to the war effort, especially at Yorktown. Once the new country was founded, it set about creating a permanent army, albeit a small one. The Act of March 3, 1799, created the “Corps of Artillerists and Engineers” as part of the army. From this organization grew the artillery arm of the U.S. Army and eventually the horse artillery. But what exactly is horse artillery, and how does it compare with light artillery, field artillery, heavy artillery, foot artillery, flying artillery, and mounted artillery? During the Civil War, these terms were flung about like cannonballs on a battlefield and as a result require some explanation.

    Civil War artillery was divided into two kinds. The first of these was foot artillery, or heavy artillery, as it was sometimes called. This type of artillery was used in a siege, in coastal batteries, and garrison batteries. It also included mountain artillery and rocket batteries. The second kind was light artillery, or field artillery, which maneuvered with the troops in the field. This included two types: the mounted artillery and the horse artillery. The mounted artillery fought with the infantry. The cannoneers walked beside the pieces but when necessary “mounted” the ammunition chests and rode from one position to another. Horse artillery, on the other hand, was attached to the cavalry, though it could and did fight with the infantry when needed. Because it was designed to accompany the cavalry, it had to be even more maneuverable than a mounted battery. In order to achieve this, all the cannoneers who did not ride the limbers, caissons, or the horses pulling them rode their own mounts. In other words, no one in the horse artillery walked when the guns were in motion. As a result, it had significantly more mobility than other artillery of its time and was able to fulfill the demanding role of maneuvering and fighting with the cavalry.5 The term “flying artillery” was used to describe the practice of keeping the guns moving from position to position to confuse the enemy. No Union or Confederate section or battery of artillery was ever listed officially as a “flying battery,” though a number of batteries adopted the name informally.

    By 1860, the role of artillery was well defined. That year’s edition of The Artillerist’s Manual, by 1st Lt. John Gibbon of the 4th U.S. Artillery, who later rose to the rank of major general in the Union army, defined it quite succinctly:


    
      The principal objective of artillery is, to sustain the troops in attack and defense; to facilitate their movements and oppose the enemy’s; to destroy his forces as well as the obstacles which protect them; and to keep up the combat until an opportunity is offered for a decisive blow. Our mounted batteries have been so much perfected and increased in mobility, that they can move almost with as much celerity as horse artillery; and the latter has been practically abandoned in the United States. The men should be mounted on the boxes only when it is absolutely necessary, to avoid breaking down the horses. This rapid gait cannot, however, be kept up any length of time, as it can in horse artillery.6

    

    Gibbon’s conclusion that the mounted artillery was equal to the horse artillery in mobility over reasonably short distances had merit. His qualifier concerning the length of time a mounted battery could sustain such movement was a critical observation, especially where cavalry was concerned. Fortunately, Gibbon did not dismiss the horse artillery with the above curt statement but expanded on its use and capabilities:


    
      Horse artillery is, in France, considered indispensably necessary for service with cavalry, which having but little or no fire of its own, and acting simply by the shock of its charge, requires that the enemy should be kept at a distance, and first broken by the fire of artillery in order that the charges made may result in any practical good. Instances might be cited where the absence of its co-operation resulted in inflicting upon the enemy simply a few sabre cuts, when he ought to have been annihilated. This kind of artillery is, however, very costly, consuming a large number of horses, and should therefore be proportionally small in quantity. It should, however, be excellent in quality, bold, well maneuvered, ever venturesome, appearing at and disappearing from different points, and multiplying, as it were, its action, which should be short and decisive.7

    

    In summarizing what horse artillery could contribute to the cavalry, Gibbon could not have visualized what cavalry would become in the next five years. Much would change. But Gibbon did define accurately how horse artillery should be fought, and that didn’t change. “Bold” and “venturesome” would be some of the milder adjectives applied to what Pelham, Chew, Pennington, and others did with their guns.

    So how was Civil War horse artillery utilized? In battle, it provided the offensive punch, which more and more meant being in the thick of the fight, not just standing off and throwing shells, though it was called upon to fulfill this role on numerous occasions as well. It created a defensive strong point on which the cavalry could rally when repulsed. It supported pickets, often being placed just in the rear of the most advanced positions. Horse batteries were able to accompany the cavalry on raids or reconnaissances, but in this it failed more than it succeeded simply because of its inability to keep up. The batteries of the Stuart Horse Artillery Battalion had their greatest success in the Chambersburg Raid, but on other raids they were only partially successful. In the Chickahominy Raid, the artillery failed to contribute anything useful.

    How efficiently the horse artillery performed these various tasks depended on the officers and men in it and on horseflesh. Not all of the batteries in the Stuart Horse Artillery Battalion were of the same quality. Of the ten that eventually made up the battalion, the Ashby Battery (the Chew-Thomson-Carter Battery), the 1st Stuart Horse Artillery (the Pelham-Breathed-Johnston-Shanks Battery), the 2nd Stuart Horse Artillery (the Pelham-Henry-McGregor-Brown Battery), the Washington South Carolina Battery (the Hart-Halsey Battery), and the Lynchburg Battery (the Moorman-Shoemaker Battery) were the premier batteries, simply because they saw more hard service and performed at a more consistently high level as horse artillery than the other batteries. Ranking just behind them were the Petersburg Battery (Graham’s Battery), the 2nd Maryland Artillery or the Baltimore Light Artillery (Griffin’s Battery), and the Staunton Battery (McClanahan’s Battery). The remaining two batteries, the Charlottesville Battery (Jackson’s Battery) and the Roanoke Battery (Lurty’s Battery), performed well on a number of occasions but were often hampered by inferior guns and, in the case of the latter, a shortage of men.

    Regardless of their status or reputation, the performance of any of these batteries could be severely curtailed by inferior or exhausted horses. While the fighting prowess of the battery depended on its human element, its mobility was directly linked to the quality and quantity of its horseflesh. Selection of the proper horses was an art in itself. The characteristics that made a good saddle horse were not the same as those required for a good draft horse. Pelham quickly found out on the Chambersburg Raid that all draft horses were not created equal, either. The huge plow horses used by the Pennsylvania Dutch farmers had the strength to pull the guns but wore out rapidly and had little “get up and go.” They were handed over to the Transport Department of the army soon after the raid.

    Even though securing the right animals was vitally important, as the war continued the batteries had to take what they could get. It became apparent early in the war that the Quartermaster Department of the army would not be able to supply completely the needs of the batteries. Official efforts were made to alleviate the problem. One was to reduce the teams from six horses to four horses per gun, even though it was accepted that this would further hamper the batteries’ capabilities. Another was to limit the number of guns in a battery to no more than four. While these endeavors worked to some extent, the problem remained a serious one right to the war’s end. The captains of the batteries often took on the additional duty of seeking out sources of horses on their own to supplement what the Quartermaster Department could supply. They well knew that no matter how good their guns and crews were, if they could not reach the field, they were almost useless. The struggle to secure suitable horses and maintain those already in the batteries became, next to fighting, the main focus of the batteries’ commanders.

    The armament used by the Stuart Horse Artillery Battalion and the Federal horse artillery contradicted Gibbon’s conclusion that horse artillery should receive “the lightest guns.”8 Though this was true in part for some of the Confederate batteries early in the war, the trend soon changed. The light pieces were no match for the enemy’s Napoleons, three-inch ordnance rifles, and ten-pound Parrotts that the batteries faced on virtually every field. As quickly as these and other heavier guns could be obtained, many through capture, the inferior pieces were abandoned. Stuart made every effort to see that his horse batteries had the best guns available, to the point of ignoring orders to turn over all captured pieces to the army’s ordnance officers. The addition of these heavier cannons was a two-edged sword for the Confederates. While the heavier ordnance enabled the horse artillery to fight on more equal footing with their opponents, though they were still outranged and outgunned on many occasions, the added weight put a strain on the ever-dwindling horse pool. When the teams were cut from six to four horses, the batteries’ mobility was hampered to a greater degree than if lighter guns had still been in use. Federal horse artillery batteries contained six guns pulled by six horses throughout the war, allowing them both greater firepower and superior mobility. Still, the Confederates gave a good account of themselves right up until the last months of the war.

    Along with the problem of being unable to match the Federals in the quantity and quality of their guns, the Confederate horse artillery was plagued with inferior ammunition. Time and again, when any advantage was gained through position or number of guns, it frequently was negated by the poor quality of the Confederate-manufactured ammunition, which exploded too early, too late, or not at all. Captured ammunition helped overcome this to some extent but never enough to alter the situation significantly. Throughout the war, this lack of good ammunition proved to be just one more difficulty that Pelham, Beckham, Chew, and their faithful cannoneers had to face. Fortunately, except for ammunition that needed to be imported for exotic pieces like the Whitworth or Blakely guns, quantity was never really a serious problem. There was always a supply of something to throw at the enemy, even if it didn’t always explode on target.

    In the third component of the batteries, the men, the Confederates were able to match their adversaries and in some actions to surpass the Federals’ performance. Even with the inferior horses and armament, the cannoneers of the battalion could stand toe to toe with the best the enemy had to offer. Superior guns, better position, greater numbers might beat them, but not a lack of courage, steadfastness, or training. What enabled the batteries to contend with the Federals was the quality of their personnel.

    The men who served the guns came from all walks of life. Few were professional soldiers, even among the officers. Farmers, carpenters, students, doctors, teachers, stonemasons, and a myriad of other professions filled the ranks. For every Pelham and Beckham who thoroughly understood the function and use of artillery, there were a hundred officers and men who knew next to nothing and a good number who knew nothing. It was up to the Pelhams and Beck-hams to transform the raw recruits into the machines Cardwell described above. That this task, for the most part, was accomplished will be seen in the following chapters.

    In his book Mohun, John Esten Cooke, at one time ordnance officer of the cavalry on the staff of Maj. Gen. J. E. B. “Jeb” Stuart, wrote a passage about these men of the horse artillery. Though presented in a fictional setting, Cooke captured some of the essence of these men who were the heart and soul of the battalion.


    
      Around me, in light of the camp-fire, were grouped the tigers who had fought with Pelham, in the old battles of Stuart. Here were the heroes of a hundred combats; the men who had held their ground desperately in the most desperate encounters—the bulldogs who had showed their teeth and sprung to the death-grapple at Cold Harbor, Manassas, Sharpsburg, Fredericksburg, Chancellorsville, Fleetwood, Gettysburg, in the Wilderness, at Trevilian’s, at Sappony, in a thousand bitter conflicts with the cavalry. Scarred faces, limping bodies, the one-armed, the one-legged,—these I saw around me; the frames slashed and mutilated, but the eyes flashing and full of fight, as in the days when Pelham thundered, loosing his war-hounds on the enemy. I had seen brave commands, in these long years of combat—had touched the hands of heroic men, whose souls fear never entered—but I never saw braver fighters than the horse artillery—soldiers more reckless than Pelham’s bloodhounds. They went to battle laughing. There was something of the tiger in them.9

    

    The romanticism of Cooke’s words aside, the men he wrote of with such passion must have impressed him with their devotion to duty, their courage, and their tenacity in battle. Cooke certainly was in a position from which to gauge their performance. Under Stuart and then Wade Hampton, Cooke witnessed many engagements, large and small. His appraisal should not be dismissed as mere artistic musings.

    Yet, more importantly, it should be remembered that these men were simply human beings caught up in a titanic struggle, the scope of which few of them comprehended. Once drawn into the conflict, most of them endeavored to do what duty required and made every effort to stay alive while doing so. Hearth and home were never far from their thoughts, as their letters illustrated. To end the war and return to their loved ones was their ultimate goal. As to victory, most never doubted it until the last few terrible months of the war. But in the beginning, there was nothing but high hopes and an eagerness to meet the enemy and gain the victory.
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    CHAPTER 2

    The Beginning

    “Young men, now that you have your company,

    what are you going to do with it?”

    Few would dispute the statement that the graduates of the United States Military Academy and the Virginia Military Institute made up the heart and soul of the officer corps of the Army of Northern Virginia. Accepting this, it then should be no surprise that the story of the Stuart Horse Artillery begins at these two hallowed institutions with two of the men who would command the battalion: John Pelham and Roger Preston Chew.

    An Alabamian by birth, John Pelham, one day to be called “the Gallant Pelham,” entered West Point on July 1, 1856, at the age of seventeen years and nine months. History paints him as modest and easily embarrassed when the topic of conversation focused on his exploits. Those of his classmates who wrote of him after the war remembered that everyone liked him and he probably was the most popular cadet at the academy.1 Many of the cadets who walked, talked, and ate with Pelham would become officers on both sides of the coming struggle. With seeming ease, Pelham made friends of all he met. A few would be connected with him in his service in the horse artillery. His roommate was Thomas Lafayette Rosser, a future Confederate cavalry general under Jeb Stuart. Mathis Winston Henry, another classmate, would serve under him in the Stuart Horse Artillery and command the 2nd Stuart Horse Artillery Battery for a time. Two years ahead of Pelham was Robert Franklin Beckham, who would succeed Pelham in command of the Stuart Horse Artillery Battalion.

    During his final year, Pelham faced the rising tide of turmoil that was spreading across the nation. Inexorably, the country slipped toward a conflict that most of its people did not want yet could not seem to avoid. For some time, the cadets at the academy managed to remain above the divisive issues that were splitting their country into two sections. Then came the election of Abraham Lincoln and the secession of South Carolina, quickly followed out of the Union by six more states, including Alabama. The time had come. Pelham and his classmates had to choose. On February 27, 1861, Pelham sat down and wrote to Jefferson Davis, newly inaugurated president of the Confederate States of America. Recognizing that he could not offer his services to the new government since he was still a cadet, Pelham asked for the president’s advice as to whether he should resign or not. He assured Davis that soon as his ties to the academy were broken he was ready to report for duty, whatever it might be.2

    Afraid that if he sent the letter directly to the Confederate president, it might be intercepted and opened along the way, Pelham enclosed it with one to his father. The elder Pelham forwarded it to Montgomery, Alabama, then the Confederate capital. The letter brought a swift reaction. A commission as first lieutenant of artillery was issued in Pelham’s name.

    The future artillery officer now faced a difficult decision. He could resign and leave West Point or hold on until after graduation, which was what his father urged. The days passed slowly, expectantly. Other cadets were resigning and heading south, but obeying his father, Pelham waited and talked with his roommate Rosser about their situation. Patience ruled, and the two continued attending classes, though it is doubtful they absorbed much.
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    Roger Preston Chew entered the Virginia Military Institute on July 30, 1859, at age sixteen. He had hardly settled into the routine of classes and drills when, on October 16, 1859, the shocking news of John Brown’s raid on Harpers Ferry swept through Virginia and the South. The cadets of the academy, under one of their more enigmatic professors, Thomas J. Jackson, were called out in December to witness Brown’s execution at Charles Town. They were to assure that the prisoner would not be rescued by other abolitionists. At the grim scene, Chew stood with two of the artillery pieces that had been brought by Jackson from the institute. Jackson had drilled the crews in the streets of the town in preparation for what thankfully never came.3 After marching back to the institute, Chew resumed his studies. He had the honor (or misfortune, depending on one’s view) to recite for Jackson in class. All appeared normal again. All knew it was not.

    Like the cadets at West Point, the young men of the Virginia Military Institute would soon have decisions to make regarding their allegiance. Chew, a Virginian, harbored no doubt as to what he would do. Some, like William C. Cuyler of New York, faced the same problem as Pelham. As the new year dawned, choices were made; lines were drawn. Cuyler bade farewell to his best friend, Jimmy Thomson, another future horse artillery officer, and returned to New York. Others went on with their studies and waited.

    April 1861 arrived, but the joy that usually accompanied spring’s gentle rains was lost amid drumbeats and bugle calls that signaled war. On the twelfth, Fort Sumter was fired on, and on the seventeenth, Virginia left the Union. At both West Point and VMI, young men prepared as best they could for what was to come.
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    On April 22, Pelham learned that Virginia had seceded, and with Rosser and thirty-one others, he submitted his resignation. Their last ties to the academy severed, Pelham and Rosser walked away from the institution that had been their home for nearly five years and set out for Pelham’s home in Alabama. Artillery commissions awaited both of them. All they had to do was pass through a couple of Northern states and a good portion of the Confederacy to pick them up.
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    That same day, Thomas J. Jackson boarded a train in Staunton that would take him to Richmond. He had left VMI on the twenty-first, accompanied by a number of cadets from the institute, Chew among them. They crowded into stagecoaches for the trip to Staunton. Jackson also took with him the cadet battery. Milton Rouss, one of the cadets, recalled the journey in 1903:


    
      When we left Lexington for Richmond about the middle of April 1861 I was one of the color guard Chew being color-sergeant. E. M. McDonnell of Savannah, Georgia; C. C. Floweree of Vicksburg, Miss. & John K. Thompson of Charlestown, W.Va. [then still Virginia] were also of the color guard & in my class.4 Our ride to Staunton in one of the old fashioned stages was enjoyed to the full as we were going to war and saw only the glittering prospect of glory & fame with none of the terrible accompaniment of Civil strife in view. Stonewall Jackson was with us too & he had the old cadet Battery that was his special charge. There was only one man among the cadets who really seemed to appreciate the seriousness of the undertaking upon which we were venturing. Henry Burgwyn5 who went down with more than half of his immortal North Carolinians at Gettysburg—he commanded a regiment there—seemed grave and thoughtful as I noticed him on our march that day and I wondered at it for he was usually one of the happiest and cheeriest of his class.6

    

    Within a week, Jackson had been commissioned a colonel and sent to Harpers Ferry. The cadets became drill instructors at Camp Lee in Richmond, where they remained until orders sent a small group of them to join Jackson. Among the select few were Chew and Rouss, who were greatly pleased by the prospect as their new assignment took them very close to their homes. Visions of visits home and reunions with friend and relatives danced in their heads. “Old Jack” had other ideas.
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    Meanwhile, Pelham and Rosser had made their way slowly through Yankee territory and finally arrived in Jacksonville, Alabama, on May 1. The trip had its adventurous moments. The train on which they were riding from New York to Philadelphia was searched twice. Questioned, Pelham responded with a bit of subterfuge, claiming that he and Rosser were on their way to Washington to report for duty. Afterward, the two decided that a more circuitous route might be safer, and they headed west before turning south through Kentucky. The Jacksonville Republican did not allow them to proceed on their way without first claiming and getting an interview, which appeared in the May 2 edition.


    
      Lieutenants Pelham of this county and Rosser of Texas, arrived here last night, on their way from West Point to Montgomery. They have both received appointments in the Confederate Army, and are hastening on to Montgomery for orders, and a “place in the picture.”

      We had the pleasure of a long interview with them. They were compelled to come all the way round by Harrisburg, Pennsylvania, to avoid being arrested and detained by the abolitionists.

      They report that the populace all through Pennsylvania are worked up to the last degree of frenzy and madness by their abolition leaders. They talk of nothing but shooting, and gibbeting the “traitors of the South.” At one place they saw a number of ropes hung up in regular hangman style, with a placard “for Southern Traitors.” They were, themselves, narrowly watched, & scrutinized, and questioned as to their destination, but managed by a little finesse to pass unmolested.

      All Southern officers who offer to resign now are being arrested before they can get out of the country, if possible.

      Lieuts. Pelham and Rosser are a couple of handsome, well educated and promising young officers; and will be quite an acquisition to our army at this time. We predict for them a brilliant future.7

    

    The rush to Montgomery was interrupted by a week in Alexandria, Pelham’s home. The time was well spent in enjoying the hospitality of the people, who were thrilled to have not one, but two West Point cadets among them. Hunting, attending parties, and drilling the local militia, which was more for the military pomp and circumstance for the locals than for instruction from the two cadets, made the week slip by quickly. On May 10, Pelham and Rosser headed for Montgomery. On the fifteenth, Pelham accepted his commission and left immediately for his assignment—ordnance officer at Lynchburg, Virginia, an unglamorous but important post. Rosser, too, was commissioned and was ordered to North Carolina for coast duty. It was just a short stop on his journey to First Manassas. Pelham would not be far behind.
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    When Chew and Rouss arrived at Harpers Ferry, one of the first things they did was to apply for a furlough to visit their homes. Undoubtedly, they counted on the close proximity of their families and their acquaintance with the commanding officer to land them a pass. Jackson thought otherwise, as Rouss recounted:


    
      We were reckoning without our host for when on a Saturday evening we applied for permission to spend Sunday at home we were told by Major [John T. L.] Preston8 that Col. Jackson declined to allow us to leave camp as he wanted us to set an example for the raw recruits and stay at our posts. This did not at all chime in with our ideas of the proper thing and so we went home any how and upon our return on Monday morning were met by our messmates who sorrowfully told us that old Jack was mad and had ordered us back to V.M.I. We knew there was no appeal from this decision and sadly enough went back with Col. John Ross9 in charge and that beautiful May day I remember as one of the very saddest of all my life.10
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    John Pelham was equally displeased with his posting at Lynchburg. He would do his duty, but he didn’t have to like it. Fortunately, the winds of change were blowing through Harpers Ferry, and those same winds would soon sweep through Lynchburg and carry away the young lieutenant to duties more to his taste.

    On May 24, Brig. Gen. Joseph E. Johnston arrived at Harpers Ferry and took command of the troops there from Jackson. One thing became clear to Johnston immediately. Though Jackson had done his best to organize and discipline the regiments, under his command the condition of the “army” was deplorable. Try as he might, Jackson had been unable to overcome the lack of proper instructors for the raw recruits, who were officered by individuals more concerned with appearance than with military discipline or duties.

    The problem existed because the Virginia militia forces had yet to be incorporated into the army of the Confederacy. When that finally occurred about two weeks later, Johnston acted swiftly. Orders were issued to bring in responsible officers to train and discipline the men. Among the orders was one to a certain lieutenant of artillery stationed at Lynchburg. Pelham wasted little time answering the summons. He arrived at Harpers Ferry on June 15 and was immediately assigned as drillmaster to the Henry A. Wise Battery. What followed was an intense period of training and drill that put Pelham’s mark on the battery. He worked his charges long and hard for over a month, until he was satisfied that they would perform up to his satisfaction—and then he worked them some more. Only one thing was lacking: the test of battle.
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    Pelham had not been the only one suffering from exile to a rear echelon assignment. Chew and Rouss, who had been on the front lines of the war at Harpers Ferry, albeit briefly, languished at VMI for several weeks. Then, unable to stand the boredom any longer, they set out for Richmond to secure a position with the army. Much to their frustration, no one in the capital would sign them up. Determined to get into the war before it ended, the two cadets marched off to join Robert S. Garnett’s army in western Virginia. They got as far as Monterey in Highland County, where they encountered the remnants of Garnett’s forces straggling in from their defeat at Rich Mountain on July 11. Garnett was dead, having been killed at Corrick’s Ford on the Cheat River during the retreat, and his command was a shambles. At first it did not appear that Chew and Rouss could be of much use, but with the discovery that the Lee Battery, from Lynchburg, was minus its officers, an order was issued. Chew and Rouss were placed in charge of the men.11 It wasn’t until early September that they were again out of a job.
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    Things had been going poorly for the Confederates in the East ever since Johnston abandoned Harpers Ferry on June 16. Since that time, the constant maneuvering between Johnston’s forces and those of Federal general Robert Patterson had resulted in little fighting. Now, in mid-July, came word of Rich Mountain and Corrick’s Ford. With Union morale soaring, Lincoln’s government pushed its “On to Richmond” campaign on Brig. Gen. Irvin McDowell, who commanded the Federal army around Washington. McDowell felt his men were ill prepared for offensive operations. Nevertheless, he formed a plan and marched toward the Confederate army under Brig. Gen. Pierre G. T. Beauregard in the vicinity of Manassas. While McDowell was dealing with Beauregard, Patterson was to strike at Johnston. If all went well, the Federals would be in Richmond before the Rebels knew what hit them.

    Neither Johnston nor Beauregard, however, was inclined to sit around and wait for the Federals to carry out their plans. Since the army at Manassas had to hold its position athwart the road to the Confederate capital, Johnston would have to do the maneuvering. His infantry started out for Manassas on July 18, leaving Stuart’s cavalry to cover the withdrawal and keep Patterson guessing. The artillery, including Pelham and the Alburtis Wise Battery, was to follow with the cavalry after it had fulfilled its role.

    The march began late in the afternoon of July 18 and continued through the night and the next morning. Bad roads, darkness, and exhausted men and horses conspired to delay the column, but it pressed on. Around 2:00 on the afternoon of the twentieth, Pelham arrived at Manassas. By the next morning, the Alburtis Battery had taken up a position in rear of Brig. Gen. Milledge L. Bonham’s left flank, guarding the area between Mitchell’s and McLean’s Fords on the Confederate right. There it remained until Beauregard, realizing that the main Federal thrust was against his left flank, issued orders bringing most of his troops and guns on the right into the battle to save his left.

    Pelham finally had his baptism of fire as he brought his guns into position on Henry House Hill. In a letter to his father dated July 23, 1861, he recounted some of his actions, feelings, and observations:


    
      I just write to let you know that we have had one of the most desperate battles ever fought on American soil. It was the most desperate—the enemy fought long and well, but victory is ours; it was a splendid victory too. Jeff Davis made his appearance on the field, just as the last of the Yankees were in full retreat. I was under a heavy fire of musketry and cannon for about seven hours, how I escaped or why I was spared a just God only knows. Rifle balls fell like hail around me. Shells bursted and scattered their fragments through my Battery—my horse was shot under me, but did not give out till the fight was almost over. I was compelled to take one of my Sergeant’s horses and ride through. At one time I dismounted and directed the guns—one of the gunners asked me to dismount and shoot the Federals’ flag down. I did so—you ought to have heard the cheers they gave me. I directed all my guns three or four times apiece. My men were cool and brave and made terrible havoc on the enemy. They fought better than I expected they would. The highest praise is due them. We shot down three U.S. flags and dislodged the enemy from several positions. I was complimented several times on the field of battle by general officers and a great many times after the battle was over by other officers.

      You may want to know my feelings—I felt cool and deliberate under the shower of lead and iron as if I had been at home by our fireside—I did not feel fear at any moment; I can’t see how I escaped—a merciful Providence must have been watching over us and our cause. We slept on our arms last night but were not disturbed. The battle began about 8 o’clock but did not become general until 10 o’clock. We fought desperately about 9½ hours, but I was under fire only about 7½ hours; the enemy attacked our left flank and then tried to turn it. We had to change our line of battle and fight them on their own ground.

      We whipped old [Winfield] Scott on Sunday—his great fighting fortunate day, on ground of their own choosing in open field. They poured down overwhelming numbers on us. I firmly believe they had three to our one—but I don’t know positively how many they had—certainly between 50,000 and 100,000 men. A great many prisoners told us, they expected confidently to whip us here and then go to Richmond. We have got about 1000 prisoners and the cavalry are bringing them in continually. We took the celebrated Rhode Island battery of rifled cannon, also Sherman’s12 great battery of the same kind of guns—also the West Point battery that I have drilled with so often.

      They say we have taken 90 pieces of Artillery13—I have not seen all of them, but I have seen a great many. They had the best Artillery trains and equipage I ever beheld, but We have them now: I have no idea how many small arms we took, a great many. The victory was splendid and complete. Col. [John H.] Forney’s Reg’t14 was not engaged—but the 4th Ala. Reg’t was cut to pieces. They fought desperately. The Col., the Lieut. Col. and Major were all shot down but neither of them are mortally wounded.15 I don’t know what the intention of our General is but I hope I will be able to write to you from Washington City before many weeks. Johnston’s forces were encamped at Winchester, but we all moved down here on getting a dispatch from Beauregard. We got here the evening before the fight—Beauregard repulsed them with considerable loss a few days ago.

      I have seen what Romancers call glorious war. I have seen it in all its phases. I have heard the booming of cannon, and the more deadly rattle of musketry at a distance—I have it all nearby and have been under its destructive showers; I have seen men and horses fall thick and fast around me. I have seen our own men bloody and frightened flying before the enemy—I have seen them bravely charge the enemy’s lines and heard the shout of triumph as they carried the position. I have heard the agonizing shrieks of the wounded and dying—I have passed over the battle field and seen the mangled forms of men and horses in frightful abundance—men without heads, without arms, and others without legs. All this I have witnessed and more, till my heart sickens; and war is not glorious as novelists would have us believe. It is only when we are in the heat and flush of battle that it is fascinating and interesting. It is only then that we enjoy it. When we forget ourselves and revel in the destruction we are dealing around us. I am now ashamed of the feelings I had in those hours of danger. The whistling of bullets and shells was music to me, I gloried in it—it delighted and fascinated me—I feared not death in any form; but when the battle was won and I visited the field a change came over me, I see the horrors of war, but it is necessary: We are battling for our rights and our homes. Ours is a just war, a holy cause. The invader must meet the fate he deserves and we must meet him as becomes us, as becomes men.16

    

    In the aftermath of the battle, when reports were submitted, Pelham’s name was mentioned in only one, but it was an important one. Brig. Gen. Thomas J. Jackson, newly christened “Stonewall,” wrote in his account of the fighting on Henry House Hill:


    
      I also ordered forward the other two pieces of Captain [Robert C.] Stanard’s and all of Colonel [William N.] Pendleton’s battery. They, as well as the battery under Lieutenant Pelham, came into action on the same line as the others; and nobly did the artillery maintain its position for hours against the enemy’s advancing thousands. Great praise is due to Colonel Pendleton and the other officers and men.17

    

    Jackson would come to know and appreciate Pelham’s unique gifts much more in the coming months.

    With the big battle that all had expected finally fought, the victorious Confederates spent the next several months watching the Federals from the hills overlooking the fortifications of Alexandria and Washington City. There were reconnaissances and counterreconnaissances, skirmishes, the debacle at Ball’s Bluff, the clash at Dranesville, and the usual picket firing between the lines that involved various units. But the majority of the Confederates who had fought at Bull Run remained in their camps, occupied with drilling and becoming better soldiers. Pelham and the men of the Alburtis Battery were among the latter. The lessons of Bull Run had fallen on fertile ground in John Pelham. When called forth again, he wanted his command ready.
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    Farther west, all was quiet after Chew and Rouss assumed command of the remnants of the Lee Battery. The campaign had ended before they arrived, and nothing had transpired since. Their duties centered around maintaining order and discipline among the men and perhaps a little drilling. As the days passed, their thoughts turned to what their next move should be, since both realized that their present positions were temporary. Plans were made, but necessity prompted an intermediate step.


    
      “Camp Baslow” Aug. 28

      Mr Polk

      Dear Sir

      Having concluded to remain in the service until the 1st of Oct. next, when we will return to the Institute, and being very much in need of clothing, we would be very much obliged to you, if you would get Mr. Vanderslice to make us a pair of pants each, and also two sack coats, like your own. We would prefer these of blue cloth if possible, but if not of Cadet cloth.

      We would like these articles sent by “Express” to Staunton by the 7th of Sept., as we expect to be there at that time on our way to Manassas. You will please send the bill for the coats, and we will remit the amount from that place. By accommodating us you will very much oblige.

      Your friends

      M. Rouss & R. P. Chew

      N.B.

      Please request Mr. V. to make pants a little larger and longer than the last measure.

      R. P. Chew18

    

    Whether Mr. Polk had the uniforms ready and waiting in Staunton is unknown. What is known is that on September 5, as they had predicted, Chew and Rouss took their leave of the Lee Battery. The unit’s officers having returned, there was no further need for the cadets, and so they set out for the Valley once more. The two cadets had conceived a plan to form a battery of artillery and hoped to lay it before Lt. Col. Turner Ashby, who was commanding cavalry in the lower Valley. First, however, came the matter of payment for services rendered.

    Passing through Staunton, Chew and Rouss arrived at Richmond and made application for pay as acting lieutenants of artillery. Told there were no such officers on the payroll, they took their case before Secretary of War Leroy

    P. Walker, who ordered them paid. Turning around, they headed back to their homes in the Valley. Rouss told of the next steps the pair took:


    
      On our arrival at home Ashby was very much in favor of our scheme of raising a battery to serve with him and we found that we would have to get the men from the militia which necessitated a trip to Manassas where Gen. Joseph E. Johnston was in command. . . . I saw Gen. Johnston who declined to act in regard to our battery saying that Gen. Jackson “Stonewall” would soon be placed in command of the Valley and we would have to apply to him which made us feel a little dubious after what had happened.19

    

    Johnston was right. Jackson was assigned to the Valley and arrived at Winchester on November 5, 1861, to take command. Chew and Rouss applied to Stonewall concerning their battery and received his approval. The battery was granted permission to form on November 11 and was formally organized on the thirteenth at Flowing Spring, Jefferson County, Virginia, as a horse battery, the first in the Confederacy. A total of thirty-three enlisted men and four officers—Roger Preston Chew, captain; Milton Rouss, first lieutenant; and James William McCarty and James Walton Thomson, second lieutenants—made up the roster. The battery’s initial armament was a Blakely and a three-inch iron rifle.20 Chew and Rouss reported their successful organization to Jackson. Chew recalled the incident:


    
      After we raised the company, Rouss and I called on General Jackson, and told him we had organized a battery. His face wore a quizzical expression, as he said: “Young men, now that you have your company, what are you going to do with it?” There was no reply to make to this as the question was more of a puzzle to Rouss and myself than to him.21

    

    Jackson gave Chew little time to ponder an answer to his question. Not even a month passed before the battery was called from its camp at Martins-burg with orders to march north to Dam No. 5 on the upper Potomac at Hollywood Mills. Jackson wanted the dam destroyed in order to cut off the water supply to the Chesapeake and Ohio Canal. On the evening of December 8 and the following day, the Confederate force, with the two guns from Chew’s Battery, made an abortive attempt to break up the dam. Failing to accomplish their objective, the Confederates returned to their camps around Martinsburg.22 On the fourteenth, Quartermaster Sgt. James H. Williams wrote to his future wife, Cora Pritchartt, from Martinsburg about his duties with the battery and the brief engagement at Dam No. 5:


    
      I am now regularly in camp & am for the present the Quartermaster Sergeant. The Co. [Company], The Ashby Artillery, Capt. Chew, the Lieut’s are all young men & I mess with the officers. My position exempts me from drill & service at the guns. I will drill for my own amusement & improvement & will take part with the men in any fight we may have. I mean for your sake to be prudent, & not needlessly expose myself, but prudence with me can not mean cowardice.

      You have heard of the fight at Dam No. 5 on the Canal last Saturday night & Sunday. We had 3 men wounded. One was shot in the forehead, the ball passing out at the jaw. Strange to say he lives & may recover. One man in our Co. [Pvt. George W. Hooffmaster] was wounded, leg badly broken. The expedition was designed to destroy the Dam. The Yanks let the water out & shot so well with their long range small arms at 800 yds [yards] that the artillerists were obliged to leave. We had two guns in the fight & the Rockbridge Co. 4. They left one of their guns on the field & got it at night. The fire was hot.

      We will in all probability renew the attack on Monday [the fifteenth]. I will have an opportunity to take part, which I will gladly do.23

    

    Williams was right about another attempt on the dam, but wrong about when it would take place. Jackson wasn’t ready on the fifteenth. There were a few more pieces he needed to place on the board before he made his next move.

    In the meantime, Chew’s Battery drilled and recruited in the Martinsburg area. Williams not only performed the duties of quartermaster sergeant, but also doubled as recruiting officer. One man he persuaded to join the battery was George M. Neese, who signed up on the eleventh. In his diary, he recorded that Chew was ill, though the captain did offer a few words of greeting. Neese had barely settled into camp when, on the seventeenth, the battery once again limbered and marched in the direction of Dam No. 5.

    The battery camped in the woods about a half mile from the dam. Neese reported some skirmisher fire taking place that night, but Chew was not engaged until the eighteenth. Brig. Gen. James H. Carson, commanding a brigade of Virginia militia, rode into Chew’s camp and requested support for his pickets at Falling Waters some five miles distant. Federal artillery was threatening them, and Carson wanted the enemy driven away. On approaching the position, the men sighted the Federal piece. Chew unlimbered one gun and fired six rounds, which were sufficient to chase off the opposing piece. General Carson thanked Chew, and the battery returned to Dam No. 5 that evening.
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    While Chew had been scattering Federals at Falling Waters, Jackson, with the able assistance of Capt. Raleigh T. Colston of the 2nd Virginia Infantry, had begun destroying Dam No. 5. Colston, well acquainted with the area and the structure of the dam, had volunteered to take charge of the work party assigned to accomplish the task. On the morning of the nineteenth, the Confederate effort began in earnest. Chew’s Battery moved into a large field a short distance below the dam. The enemy artillery had begun firing before Chew was in position, but their shells arched over the battery and landed among the 2nd Virginia Infantry’s camp. After remaining in the field for an hour without returning fire, Chew limbered up and returned to camp.

    The dam was still standing on the twentieth, and once again Jackson set Colston and his men to work. Chew unlimbered near his previous day’s location and had a duel with an opposing battery. One man, Pvt. John H. Lewis, was slightly wounded before the firing broke off. Jackson called off the attack and in his report stated that “a breach, supposed to be sufficiently large for the object in view, was effected.”24 In actuality, the expedition failed to accomplish its goal of disrupting the canal traffic. A telegram dated the twenty-second from Col. Samuel H. Leonard to Maj. Gen. Nathaniel P. Banks stated, “Canal-boats were running today both ways.”25 Chew’s Battery marched back to Martinsburg and went into winter quarters. The respite was only momentary. Jackson had another little excursion in mind.
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    In early September, when Chew and Rouss were proposing their plans for a horse artillery battery to Turner Ashby, another officer also was contemplating how he might have a horse battery for his command. Col. J. E. B. Stuart had recognized the value of such a battery to his cavalry and had begun a campaign to secure one. On September 18, he wrote to Virginia governor John Letcher, asking for two pieces of artillery in order to form a horse battery.26

    On the twenty-fifth, Stuart was promoted to brigadier general and put in command of a brigade of cavalry, but no guns were forthcoming for his horse artillery. However, a series of events were already in motion that would in time bring the guns, Stuart, and a young Alabamian together.

    The months from September through December 1861 brought many changes for John Pelham. Col. William N. Pendleton, Gen. Joseph E. Johnston’s chief of artillery, took Pelham away from the Alburtis Battery and assigned him to Capt. George A. Groves’s Culpeper Battery. The young Alabamian replaced Lt. Robert F. Beckham, who was transferred to the staff of Maj. Gen. Gustavus W. Smith. Pelham reported in early September, and Beck-ham left on October 1.

    What Pelham saw when he arrived can only be surmised, but the condition of the battery could not have been very good. Whether this was Beckham’s fault or Groves’s is uncertain. Nevertheless, Pelham’s first return, dated October 31, showed only twenty-four officers and men present for duty, sixteen others marked as having deserted, and six on sick leave. Pelham had resurrected one battery, and it appeared he was going to have to do it again. The records for the next several weeks are hazy, but one document to survive indicates that Pelham had some knowledge of his future assignment.27 On November 26, 1861, he signed a receipt for ordnance stores as the commander of the Stuart Horse Artillery.28 Despite this, Pelham was not officially attached to Stuart and the cavalry until November 29, 1861, when he received an order from Gen. Joe Johnston to report to Stuart.29

    At one time, Stuart had put forth James Breathed, a young doctor from Maryland, as his choice to command the battery. He had met Breathed on a train ride east after Stuart had resigned from the U.S. Army. The two sat and talked. Stuart liked what he saw and heard. He also had considered John Esten Cooke, his wife’s cousin, and had written the adjutant general concerning Cooke’s appointment as captain.30 Although Pendleton gave Pelham a captain’s rank in the order, the young Alabamian would have to wait for some time before he wore the three horizontal bars denoting that rank.

    But Johnston’s order superseded Stuart’s personal wishes, and Breathed joined the battery as a lieutenant while Cooke later ended up on Stuart’s staff as ordnance officer. There was no opposition from Stuart, who had known of Pelham’s interest in securing the appointment.31 Pelham was welcomed and set to work. In the way of guns, the battery had the 6-pounders Beckham had fought with at Bull Run and the 6-pound field gun and two 12-pound mountain howitzers Pelham had requisitioned in late November. They would have to do for the present, but Stuart, looking to upgrade as soon as possible, sent out some feelers among his friends and acquaintances. He had some influence and made use of it for the battery’s sake.

    This maneuvering behind the scenes was matched by maneuvering in the field. Though the vast majority of the troops were settled in for the winter, small contingents of cavalry and infantry made forays into no man’s land to slash at picket posts, attempt to capture prisoners, or secure information. One such thrust occurred on December 17, when Stuart sent out a party to attack Annandale. With it went Capt. John Pelham and one of his guns.32 The success or failure of the expedition went unrecorded, but for the first time, the newly christened Stuart Horse Artillery had been part of a movement against the enemy. Although he must have been proud to participate, Pelham knew that much remained to be done if his battery was to become an integral part of the cavalry. He was well aware that moving one gun did not make his battery “horse artillery.”

    If Pelham was to have a true “horse artillery” battery, he needed horses not just to haul his guns, but to carry his gunners as well. Pelham made strenuous efforts to acquire the number of horses he needed to outfit his battery. As men and guns were added, he would require more. On December 21, he drew corn for ninety-four horses.33 He was off to a good start.

    But Pelham’s main concern was men. Guns were certainly important if one was to have a battery. However, without the men to serve them, the guns became just so much ornamentation around cavalry headquarters. Among the first contingents was a company of men originally known as the Beauregard Rifles, which had been attached to the 1st Virginia Infantry. The company was subsequently relieved from duty and mustered as Company C of the 1st Regiment of Virginia Artillery. On November 13, it was mustered out.34 At this time, the men of the company heard that Pelham was organizing a battery of horse artillery, and a large number requested that they be allowed to join it.35

    A few recruits also came from the cavalry. One was a most colorful fellow named Thomas Kinloch Fauntleroy, from Clarke County, Virginia. Freckle-faced, red-haired, and cross-eyed, Fauntleroy had an irrepressible personality and an abundance of self-assurance despite his appearance, which must have been striking. He became a lieutenant and the ordnance officer of the battery.36

    Others came from around Pelham’s home in Alabama. William M. McGregor, who became a lieutenant and eventually captain of the battery, and his younger brother, Jesse, were two who found their way to the battery. Pelham journeyed home to recruit sometime in late December 1861 or early January 1862. Before this visit, the advertisement below appeared in the Jacksonville Republican.


    
      Mounted Flying Artillery

      CAPT. JOHN PELHAM, of Calhoun county, who is now in the Confederate army at Manassas, temporarily in command of the Jeff Davis Artillery, is authorized to raise two hundred volunteers for mounted Artillerists, to serve during the war. The Confederate States will furnish 240 horses, and eight splendid brass cannon, wagons, caissons and equipments complete for men and horses.

      This flying artillery, when raised and organized, is to have one Captain, 3 first and a second Lieutenants, and non-commissioned officers in proportion, and will be attached to General J. E. B. Stewart’s [sic] Cavalry.

      The artillery of 8 splendid brass guns—200 men rank and file, and 250 horses, has the novelty of being the only one in our service—in fact the only one in America. All the men or cannoneers are mounted on horses furnished by the government.

      This doubtless will be the most desirable, pleasant, and efficient service in our entire Army. The service will be active and energetic; the men will never be detailed to guard forts, fortifications, baggage or prisoners; neither will they be quartered in one place long at a time. The career of this company is destined to be a brilliant one; and whenever or where ever there is likely to be a fight, they are bound to be in the front—sustained by the gallant General Stewart who commanded the Virginia “Black Horse Cavalry” which struck such terror to the Yankee army, on the plains of Manassas on the 21st of July last.

      If there be any young men who desire to enlist for the defense of their native sunny South—who desire eminent distinction, glory or renown, here is no doubt the finest opening that has yet been offered.

      It may be asked, who is John Pelham. It is with pride and pleasure we say he is the son of Dr. A. [Atkinson] Pelham, and was raised in this county, near Alexandria. He was educated at the military school at West Point—was five years there—has been in the military service ever since—was in the battle of Manassas on the 21st July, had command of a battery that day and did gallant service, having his horse shot under him in the midst of the fierce conflict: He is a young man of fine attainments—high military culture—has been tried on the field of battle, and found equal to the emergency. If he has the honor to command this splendid company, we are satisfied that his men, his native State, and his Country will have cause to be proud of him.

      We are informed by private letters, that Capt. Pelham could not be spared at present, to come home to aid in raising this company: he has sent out in his place, Lieut. [James F.] Brown, who comes among us highly recommended.37 He is a native of Maryland, and is one of the gallant and patriotic young men, who at the commencement of hostilities, nobly left his native land, and joined General Stewart “Black Horse Cavalry”—as it was called by the terror stricken “Bull-runners.”

      Lieut. Brown was in the battle of Manassas, and distinguished himself on that day. He will make his headquarters at Dr. Pelham’s in Alexandria, and at Jacksonville, where he may be consulted in reference to this important service.

      We will close this article with an extract from a private letter from Capt. Pelham to a friend:

      “Now is the time to serve your country—enlist the interest of the Ladies—tell them I want to do something to render myself worthy of them, and they must aid me in furnishing men. I have got the finest equipment and the finest guns in the service, and I want good men to man them.”38

    

    As with much of the recruiting literature of the period (or any period, for that matter) the advertisement embellished some facts, invented others, and failed to mention some at all. One has to wonder if the portion of the “letter” that was included even was written by Pelham, since at the time he had anything but the “finest equipment and the finest guns in the service.” In any event, the appeal worked, and men were added to the roll. Pelham’s name appears as the enrolling officer on recruiting papers from January 7 to March 1, 1862. After having spent much of the blustery winter in the sunny warmth of his home state, Pelham was back in Virginia by March 10, recruiting men in Culpeper and drilling those he had already enrolled.39 There was still much to be done before his battery could take the field.
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    Chew and his men were not so fortunate as to have had the opportunity to spend some time in a warmer clime. Upon their return to Martinsburg following the fruitless attack on Dam No. 5, the men sought their winter quarters to settle in for the cold months ahead. At least one member of the battery was pleased with his accommodations. George Neese found himself a “good house in the southeastern suburbs of town, and near a good spring.”40 On December 30, he was called from his comfortable surroundings and ordered to go to Winchester to pick up a new gun, a twelve-pound howitzer, which brought the battery’s armament up to three guns.41

    On New Year’s Day 1862, the battery was again ordered to take up a position near Dam No. 5. Sergeant Williams arrived with the battery’s new gun at nightfall and spent the night sleeping on the porch of Capt. Raleigh Colston’s home.42 The second passed peacefully enough, although Williams was sent back to Martinsburg to draw provisions and pack baggage.43 On the third, Chew set out to join Jackson, whose Romney expedition had begun on the first. Traveling through North Mountain Depot and Hedgesville, the men spent a cold, snowy night in a pine thicket at Johnson’s Crossroads in Morgan County. The battery moved out at noon on the fourth and marched to Bath, where they encountered the enemy and sent them scurrying toward Hancock.

    January 5 and 6 saw some sanguinary skirmishing in and about the town, which gave no advantage to either side. A snowfall of five or six inches covered the sleeping men.44 Chew’s Battery fired not a round and began its march back to Bath on the seventh. The conditions of the roads were such that the horses fell every few yards.45 The men continued their march the following day, camping along Sleepy Creek for the night. From the afternoon of the ninth to the morning of the thirteenth, Chew’s men were encamped near Unger’s Store. One of the battery’s guns had been sent back to Martinsburg on the eleventh. Sergeant Williams wrote to his beloved Cora from that town:

    
      Martinsburg Jany 11/62

      My Dear Cora,

      I have come through mud, snow & rain 22 miles today, my official business is to see after some men, horses & gun. Some one else could have come as well, but I thought I would be paid & more for the fatigue & exposure by a letter from you, but I have been disappointed. It is now three weeks since I have heard from you, owing to peculiar circumstances, I suppose. I return to my company tomorrow, which is on the Romney Road 22 miles from here & Winchester where Genl Jackson’s entire army is. I have seen all kinds of hardships, laid out in the snow, rain, cold, mud, etc. For the last two nights we have had our tents. I have stood the expedition pretty well, have been suffering since night before last with rheumatism in my left shoulder & arm, but will go with company.

      We drove the Yanks across the River at Hancock, captured some stores, 15 prisoners, killed a few & lost some 15 or 20 men. They ambushed our men & then ran. I made some narrow escapes.

      This is all the paper I have & am too tired to write even to you . . .

      I hope to see you soon.

      Mispah

      James46

    

    Back at Unger’s Store, Chew received orders to proceed to Romney. After they went about five miles, the orders were countermanded, and the battery headed back toward Martinsburg. Williams had left Martinsburg on the twelfth and rejoined the battery on the Romney Road just in time to be ordered back to Martinsburg. He spent his last night of the campaign trying to sleep on a hillside but found it impossible as he constantly rolled out of his bed.47 With horses and men cold and exhausted, and caissons still full, the battery arrived in Martinsburg on the afternoon of the fifteenth.48 Everyone gratefully went back into winter quarters.49

    Turner Ashby established his picket line along the Potomac River and from time to time conducted little forays to gather information and harass the enemy’s pickets. Between January 26 and 29, Ashby made a scout to Harpers Ferry. Chew’s Battery accompanied him and on the twenty-eighth fired five rounds into a camp of Federals on the Maryland side before limbering and retreating.50 This brief exercise was followed by an extended and welcomed rest in winter quarters. Chew took advantage of the respite to attempt to secure something very important to him.

    
      Martinsburg

      Jan 29th –62

      Col. F. H. Smith51

      Dear Sir

      Having concluded to make application for an office in the regular army I write to you to request a recommendation and certificate of graduation as I understand my class has been graduated. I have but little hope of success but with the recommendations of Genls Johnston, Jackson and Col. Ashby I may succeed.

      I am now connected with Ashby’s Regt as Capt. of Artillery which position I expect to hold during the war. I would prefer recommendation for this branch of the service.

      Yours Respectfully

      R. P. Chew52

    

    With recommendations from Johnston, Jackson, and Ashby, Chew’s success was almost guaranteed, if he performed up to their expectations of him. He received his graduation certificate and did nothing in his long career to disappoint those who stood behind him at its inception.

    In the early months of the new year, the battery lost two of its officers to the cavalry. On February 1, Chew said good-bye to the man who had helped him create the Ashby Battery. Together they had formed the plan, placed it before Ashby, and confronted Jackson. Milton Rouss had been offered a lieutenancy in the 12th Virginia Cavalry, which was then in the process of organizing. He decided to take it, and the battery lost an excellent officer. Around the same time, Lt. James W. McCarty also left to join the 7th Virginia Cavalry, becoming its adjutant in April. With his resignation, only two officers remained, Chew and Thomson. Chew took steps to correct the situation and on the fifteenth offered a lieutenancy to James H. Williams, who was soon acting as orderly and recruiting officer.53

    On February 22, Chew had to summon his men from their peaceful repose to go marching up and down the roads of the lower Valley, but not until the second week of March did they wheel their guns into firing position. Sergeant Williams wrote his Cora about some of the fighting that week and described the tactics the battery would employ when the Yanks advanced again:


    
      Woodstock March 10th ’62

      Dear Cora,

      . . . Let me tell you of our army movements first leaving the more important matters for the latter pages. All seemed moving on quietly up to Friday night [March 7], when the enemy’s cavalry in considerable force charged several companions of our reg’t [Ashby’s Cavalry] about six miles below Winchester. They were driven back some three miles upon their infantry some 5,000 strong, who tried their favorite movement, the flank movement. Immediately the news spread from camp to camp and our entire force was seen pouring forth eager for the conflict, all cheerful and resolute. The line of battle was formed some two miles below town. All the baggage was started for Strasburg. I never saw such commotion. But no enemy came. We about nightfall returned to our encampments. Since that time all has been quiet. I don’t think it is expected that we will hold Winchester, but we will retire only after a bloody fight. Our battery is in advance, some four miles from Winchester. We open the ball, falling slowly back, contesting every inch. . . . In the fight of Friday we had one man badly wounded by pistol shot. We killed a Lt. Col. and wounded eight. The enemy never allowed us to get in saber reach. Our company [Chew’s Battery] were near Winchester and got out too late to participate in the skirmish. We have some 90 men for the new company and my place I regard as certain. I have told all, except that before the week shall have ended we may be retreating up the Valley. I, as you may know, am losing confidence in our authorities, but will try to do my duty as a soldier, meeting my fate as becomes a man.54

    

    Williams was right about the Yankees trying for Winchester. On the eleventh, the Federals were encountered two miles north of Winchester on the Martinsburg Pike. Maj. Gen. Nathaniel P. Banks had crossed the Potomac back on February 26 with the intention of pushing Jackson out of the Valley. Now he was closing in on Winchester. Up until this time, Chew’s Battery had caught only a glimpse of “the elephant.” Over the next several months, they were to see the rogue in all his majesty and fury. The real war was about to begin in earnest.
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    By early March, Pelham’s Battery had begun to fill out. Added firepower in the form of two 12-pound howitzers arrived, and by the middle of the month enough men had been added to the roster to officially organize the battery and hold elections. The voting was almost a formality. Pelham was elected captain; Jim Breathed, first lieutenant; William M. McGregor, second lieutenant; William C. Elston, another Alabamian, third lieutenant; James S. T. Shepherd, from Charles Town, Virginia, fourth lieutenant; and Charles E. Ford, from Fairfax, Virginia, sergeant. With the election over, attention focused on drilling and filling out the battery’s quota of men. On the fifteenth, Pelham drew $600 from Lt. Col. Larkin Smith, assistant quartermaster general of the army, to pay bounties to new recruits.55

    By the beginning of April, rumors blew through the camps like spring breezes. The army pulled up stakes and marched south to Richmond, Pelham’s Battery with it. Its baptism of fire lay a month away.
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    CHAPTER 3

    Forging a Weapon

    “We have taken down all the batteries and won

    more reputation than any.”

    Stonewall Jackson was not the type of commander who willingly retreated from an enemy, even one superior in numbers and equipment. The Federal army’s push across the Potomac had not ebbed as an ocean tide, like some earlier maneuvers. Instead, it was a rising flood that threatened to engulf both Winchester and Jackson’s smaller force. Though Banks was slow and methodical in his approach, he drew ever closer, and Jackson, much to his frustration, could only slow, not stop, the oncoming blue wave. Grudgingly, he was forced to abandon the city.

    Among the troops that sought to delay Banks’s capture of the city was Chew’s Battery, which found itself, along with other elements of Ashby’s cavalry, slowly withdrawing before the advancing Union host. By the evening of March 11, 1862, having had the opportunity to fire but two rounds from the battery’s howitzer, Chew retreated to the fairgrounds just north of the city. The entire battery remained in position there until after dark, when it limbered and marched dejectedly through the quiet streets, stopping first at Milltown Mills, then passing through Kernstown, and finally encamping for the night at Bartonsville, six miles from Winchester.1

    On the twelfth, the retreat continued up the Valley. After a brief march of about two miles, Chew drew rein on a hill half a mile south of Newtown and went into camp. Picket duty, two miles north of Newtown, occupied the next few days. The Federal pursuit was plodding and subject to intimidation, which Ashby gladly provided. However, the morning of the fifteenth saw blue cavalry and artillery challenge the “Knight of the Valley,” forcing him back to Chew’s camp south of Newtown. Chew fired eight to ten rounds, limbered, and retreated to the Cedar Creek bridge two miles south of Middletown. The following day, the battery crossed the creek and marched two miles up the Valley before going into camp.2

    In a letter to his girl back home, Sgt. James H. Williams described the fighting the battery had passed through:


    
      Camp at Cedar Creek Bridge

      Saturday March 15, 1862

      Miss Cora,

      We are as you will see from the caption at Cedar Creek about three miles from Strasburg. Genl Jackson has fallen back beyond Strasburg. Where we are going to, I don’t know. The best opinion seems to be that we will meet reinforcements as we retire up the Valley. I reached Winchester the day after I wrote you (last Tuesday) just in time to get my dinner and start for Mrs. Carter’s three miles below town and take part in the skirmish. I found my gun in position. The enemy came in force and although we offered them battle as we fell back inch by inch, they would not fight, but threw out their flanking columns which made it necessary for us to retreat. We left Winchester at nightfall and came just this side of Newtown, where we remained until this morning. We had skirmishes with them every day and although out numbered we drove them back. This morning they came out in force, with several pieces of artillery and infantry in force. We gave them a brisk cannonade, & then fell back to Mrs.———[name not given] place. They then fell some distance below town. Our battery fared splendidly. The enemy were very cautious. We could only fire at their artillery. They killed some of the cavalry horses 92 I believe. We killed some 3 or 4 of their men. The shells flew fast and some came pretty near us. I have thus passed unhurt through several skirmishes for which I ought to be grateful.3

    

    The Federals’ next target was Strasburg, and Banks pushed his columns toward that goal on the eighteenth. At Cedar Creek, he ran into Jackson’s ever-ready rear guard. Chew’s Battery, still encamped two miles south of the creek, received orders to move to the front as rapidly as possible. The men of the battery, having become accustomed to the fine art of limbering and unlimbering their guns, more through practice brought on by service in the field than by formal drilling, were soon galloping along the Valley Turnpike, urging their horses to the top of their speed.

    Arriving within a half mile of the creek, Chew wheeled his guns onto a small hill to the west of the road, where he could command the bridge. Before long he opened fire with his rifled pieces on the blue columns about a mile distant. Answering echoes were soon heard from a Federal four-gun battery that had taken position on the face of a hill on the other side of the creek opposite Chew. The duel lasted twenty-five minutes, until the Federal officer concluded that his exposed position was untenable and limbered his guns to seek a more favorable location. With night approaching, Chew chose not to renew the contest. He fell back toward Strasburg four miles in his rear.4

    In the early hours of the nineteenth, Chew’s Battery left camp and marched two miles south to Fisher’s Hill, where, with Ashby’s cavalry, they awaited the pursuing Federals. From their vantage point, the men of Ashby and Chew saw Strasburg fall to the enemy without a shot being fired in its defense. Once in the town, the Yanks split into two columns and continued their advance up the Valley Pike and along the line of the Manassas Gap Railroad. As soon as the column on the pike came within range, Chew opened with all his guns. His fire turned the advance into a retreat, but only momentarily. The second Federal column had brought with it eight rifled pieces, which were brought into position about a mile northwest of Chew on a hill owned by a Mrs. Kendrick.5 The fire of these guns soon gave the young captain cause to worry, as flying metal vied with air for space above his guns. Unable to reply effectively, he was forced to abandon the hill and fall back about a mile before again going into battery.

    There the previous scenario was played out again with the same result. For six miles, the retreat continued in like fashion. Chew and his men stopped to fire from every hilltop, but the Federals kept coming on. Finally, with night falling, the weary cannoneers went into camp three miles south of Woodstock. Their persistent adversaries withdrew to the comforting surroundings of Strasburg. Miraculously, there had been no casualties.6

    The twentieth opened with Chew’s tired but now seasoned battery doing picket duty just north of Woodstock. They looked in vain for the return of long, blue columns. The Federal offensive had lost its impetus, and Banks was falling back to Winchester. On the twenty-first, the ever-alert Ashby notified Jackson of the Union force’s change of direction. The following day, the Confederate infantry was again on the move, this time down the Valley. Chew’s Battery abruptly reversed its roll from rear guard to advance guard and pursued the retreating Federals. By afternoon, Winchester came into view.

    Ashby pushed his horse artillery to within a mile of Winchester, where it took up position and shelled the few visible Yanks in the fields south of the town. One of the rounds wounded Brig. Gen. James Shields, removing him from command of his 11,000-man division.7 Chew’s next target was some infantry on the edge of town. He continued to harass them until an eight-gun Federal battery took a commanding position on a hill west of town. Its fire proved to be accurate and forced Ashby to pull his cavalry and Chew back. As the sun set, the Confederates fell back to Newtown and camped for the night.8

    Under the cloak of darkness, Ashby’s scouts entered the city, took in the sights, and returned with information that Banks would be withdrawing his rear guard the next day.9 Ashby believed that Winchester could be taken with a small force and sent word to Jackson, who forwarded four companies from the 2nd Virginia Infantry of the Stonewall Brigade, under Capt. John Q. A. Nadenbousch, to assist the cavalry. For once Ashby was mistaken. There were many more Federal troops within striking distance of Winchester than he supposed, and the Union high command had no intention of giving up the city without a fight.10

    On the morning of March 23, Chew’s Battery enjoyed a 4:00 breakfast before moving down the pike toward Kernstown. After a two-hour rest in Bartonsville, the battery proceeded to within a half mile of Kernstown and halted. A single gun was sent forward a short distance but still south of town. Taking position in front of a brick house owned by the Mahaney family on the west side of the road, the lone gun opened fire. The artillery’s job was to support Ashby’s men as they engaged the Federal skirmishers beyond Kernstown.11

    As the battle escalated, the Confederates encountered increasing resistance. Chew’s single gun became the target for the Federal artillery stationed on Pritchard’s Hill about a half mile northwest of Kernstown. The enemy’s sharpshooters and skirmishers began to pay their compliments to the gun crew as well. Ashby held on for two hours, but with the pressure mounting, he was forced to pull back. Chew retreated about a half mile, joined the rest of his battery, and unlimbered, this time east of the pike. Two guns were located just off the pike, and the third about 200 yards farther to the right.12 Here Chew stayed, supporting Ashby’s threat to the Federal front and left as Jackson had ordered. The Yanks had other ideas. They were not about to allow Chew to get off that easily. Federal artillery thundered up the pike and wheeled into position almost at the spot that Chew had just abandoned.13 Shells were soon screaming over the heads of the Confederate gunners. A few exploded directly above them, but fortunately not a man was wounded. Chew responded in kind and saw one of his twelve-pound howitzer shells explode amidst the Federal battery, which decided it had had enough and withdrew.14

    Shortly after the enemy battery retreated, Jackson’s infantry began to arrive and file off the pike to the west. Union regiments also could be seen maneuvering in the distance. Ashby rode up to Chew and directed him to fire on one of the blue columns. The battery continued its fire until the Federals disappeared behind a ridge. With the infantry battle now taking center stage, Chew’s gunners slackened their fire, though they maintained their support of the cavalry east of the pike. As the battle drew to a close, Ashby and Chew covered the infantry’s retreat. His day’s work done, Chew limbered to the rear, encamping on the first hill south of Newtown. He had not lost a man or gun, but the army had been beaten. Chew did not need a crystal ball to tell him what the next day would bring.

    The sun had barely risen above the horizon when the echoes of artillery fire reverberated through Chew’s camp. At 9:00, Chew sighted the enemy from his position about a mile south of Newtown. When they came within range, he opened fire. The same pattern of combat that had occurred during the Confederates’ first retreat from Winchester was again played out along the pike. From every hill, Chew fired, then limbered, galloped up the pike to the next hill, unlimbered, and fired again, repeating the process until the old position at Cedar Creek was reached. On one occasion, his guns were charged, but a combination of the battery’s fire and a well-timed cavalry charge led by the ever-present Ashby proved too much for the Federals to stand. They pulled back without the prize they sought.15

    At Cedar Creek, the Yanks put a battery in the same location as they had on the eighteenth, and the artillery duel commenced. Shot and shell kicked up clods of earth all around Chew’s guns. Many overshot their target and landed in the midst of Jackson’s retreating wagon train and infantry rear guard, causing some casualties. Still Chew tenaciously held on, reinforced by two guns from the Rockbridge Artillery, until Stonewall was satisfied that the Yanks would be left nothing useful. After Ashby destroyed the bridge, Chew limbered to the rear. The column did not stop until it reached Woodstock. On the twenty-fifth, Chew continued on to Taylorsville, four miles south of Woodstock.16

    Sergeant Williams took time while the battery was in Woodstock to write to his Cora and tell her of the exciting events at Kernstown and after.


    
      Woodstock March 25th 1862

      My Dear Cora,

      Feeling that I have something to write about in which I have no doubt you feel an interest I will dispatch this although my letters multiply with fearful rapidity. Sunday was a day of carnage and a day of disaster to our arms. Jackson’s command marched for Winchester on Saturday. Everybody thought the enemy had left the place. Our Regiment in advance, we ran a piece almost into Winchester and after firing for about an hour fell back, the enemy bringing out four pieces. In the firing we broke Genl Shields’ arm. On Sunday morning early we opened on the enemy about four miles from Winchester on the Turnpike. Jackson came up about noon with perhaps 2,500 men, and attacked the enemy on the left. The impression was that the enemy were in small force. It turned out that they had some 12 or 15,000 men. Our Regiment held the right all day.

      The fight on the left was warm. About nightfall our forces fell slowly back to Newtown, the infantry having exhausted their ammunition. The enemy had the advantage of position. The cannonading was awful, and the men fought within seventy yards of each other at times. We lost two pieces of artillery & 3 caissons, one in the Rock-bridge, the other in the West Augusta Battery. The horses were shot and the guns had to be left.17

      Our company has not had a single man or horse hurt, although under fire for almost two weeks. We have taken down all the batteries and won more reputation than any.

      Not dreaming of any fight I went to New Market recruiting on Saturday and thus missed the fight. I have exhausted my stock of regrets, have been angry with myself, but I was not to blame. I got to Cedar Creek just in time to see the hottest firing yet had. The enemy pressed us hard and came near capturing our train. We covered the retreat until we had shot all our ammunition away. The little English piece [the Blakely], I have a name for it, played sad havoc with the enemy, but was brought off the field.

      The army is encamped near here and all is quiet. The cavalry [is] on Fisher’s Hill. You will hear many rumors, but I have given you the gist of the matter.18

    

    The quiet described by Williams came from a lack of a Federal pursuit, and its absence brought the Confederate retreat to a halt. Jackson had ordered his army to Mount Jackson, but on the twenty-sixth, Chew’s Battery turned around and reoccupied Woodstock, where the men were quartered in the courthouse. The next day, Chew picketed the pike a few miles north of Woodstock near Maurertown, where a few shots were fired.19 That evening, he retraced his hoofprints through Woodstock and established his camp in a woods about two miles south of that place. He remained there throughout the twenty-ninth. Each day, however, he reestablished his picket post two miles north of Woodstock. Only the minor skirmish on the twenty-seventh had interrupted the tranquillity of the countryside. The thirtieth brought an advance of the picket to Maurertown, three and a half miles north of Woodstock, though the battery returned to its old camp that night.20

    Stonewall was preparing to take up the initiative that Banks, in spite of his victory, seemed to be willing to relinquish. Though Jackson could not risk another battle, he wanted to let Banks know that the Valley Army still had some sting left in it. But the Federal general wasn’t quite ready to go over to the defensive and allow Jackson the freedom to do as he wished. His lack of pursuit had been just a pause while he regrouped his forces for another thrust at the Confederates. On April 1, the Yanks again pushed south along the Valley Pike.

    A few hours after sunrise, word of the renewed Federal offensive reached Chew’s Battery in its camp two miles south of Woodstock. Ashby hoped to delay the capture of the town, but by the time Chew and his guns arrived, the Yanks were almost in possession of the place. A lone gun of the Rockbridge Artillery and some of Ashby’s cavalry offered resistance. The fire from two sections of Battery M, 1st New York Artillery, and five companies of the 2nd Massachusetts Infantry, deployed as skirmishers, quickly persuaded the Rebels to abandon their position. Ashby withdrew up the pike to Narrow Passage, three miles above Woodstock, where he made a stand.21

    As Neese remembered the brief skirmish, Chew put two of his guns into position and engaged four of the enemy. As Col. George H. Gordon of the 2nd Massachusetts Infantry recalled it, he was opposed by “three 10-pounder and one 24-pounder rifled guns.”22 While the artillery duel continued, Ashby tried to burn the bridge over the creek. The Yanks came on in earnest and drove the Confederates off, saving the structure.23 Chew limbered to the rear, falling back to a small rise south of Edenburg that lay on the north side of Stony Creek. Here Jackson reinforced Ashby with a brigade of infantry and told him to hold. Chew fought the New York Battery for a half hour until his inferior position caused him to fall back and go into camp at Red Banks on the north fork of the Shenandoah River. The two bridges over Stony Creek were burned, and the Federals were brought to a halt. They established their line north of the creek.24

    Chew and his battery returned to the ever-popular picket duty. From April 2 to 17, the Confederates had the opportunity to rest and regroup. Ashby kept the Yankees busy as from time to time he had Chew fire a few rounds across Stony Creek into their camps or among their pickets, just “to apprise them of the fact that there is life in the old land yet,” as Neese put it.25 Every three days, two Parrott guns from the Rockbridge Artillery relieved Chew’s Battery while it replenished its ammunition.26

    On the fifth, the battery moved its camp to Mount Jackson. There, on the morning of the seventeenth, the men were roused and ordered to stand to their guns. The Yanks were again on the march. Taking position on the pike, Chew and his cannoneers waited. In the pale light of the approaching dawn, the Federal skirmish line could be distinguished slowly advancing through the fields on both sides of the road. Cavalry, in column on the pike, provided support. It also provided a prime target for Chew’s guns. As the blue troopers rode through Hawkinstown, the young captain opened fire with his howitzer. The Union skirmishers to the right of the pike were brought to a halt, but those on the left continued to advance while the cavalry sought shelter in a ravine. Federal artillery soon careened into view, and with its appearance, Chew recognized the earnestness of the enemy’s intentions and limbered his guns to the rear.27

    Ashby ordered the battery to fall back to Rude’s Hill, two miles south of Mount Jackson.28 During the retreat, Gunner Neese had the opportunity to watch Ashby burn the bridge over Mill Creek south of Mount Jackson. The “Knight of the Valley” additionally had intended to burn the bridge over the north fork of the Shenandoah River, which lay just south of Mill Creek. The bridge was actually aflame, but the Yankee cavalry charged and captured the bridge after a brief but deadly melee. Ashby, on his famous white horse, was in the midst of the fight and was saved only by the devotion of his men, who charged to his rescue.29 He managed to escape, and though his horse was mortally wounded, it had the strength to gallop past Chew’s guns while its rider shouted, “Good-by, boys; they will get you this time.”30 They didn’t, but it was a tight race.

    After finally reaching Rude’s Hill, Chew put his guns into battery under the fire of Federal artillery, which had not been slow to follow in the wake of the successful charge of their cavalry. Chew returned fire but soon gave up, as the enemy’s guns were beyond the range of his pieces. Nevertheless, the battery stayed in position, the gun crews watching their Union counterparts go through the motions of serving their guns and firing. In the afternoon, the Federals added a battery of Parrott guns to those already shelling Chew, who fired a few rounds in a return salute before limbering and retreating through New Market to Sparta, eleven miles farther up the Valley.31

    On the eighteenth, Chew moved his battery a little south of Sparta, where he placed his guns and awaited the enemy. The Federals appeared and put a battery into action too far away for Chew to effectively respond. Being continually outgunned did not alter Ashby’s mode of retreat, which was to offer opposition at every practical location along the line of withdrawal. This time, however, the Yanks moved so leisurely that Chew and the cavalry marched at a comfortable rate and did not pause to offer any resistance. By nightfall, Chew’s men were encamped five miles east of Harrisonburg on the road to Swift Run Gap.32 It had been a long two days.

    April 19 brought another day of marching but no fighting. Chew’s Battery did not leave its camp until 10:00 in the morning, and then proceeded to Conrad’s Store and camped. Banks’s army ground to a halt. The Federal commander gave a lack of supplies as the reason for calling off the pursuit.33 Whatever the cause, Jackson welcomed and put to good use the days of rest that followed. By the twenty-second, Stonewall’s retreat had convinced Banks that the Confederates were giving up the Valley and heading for Gordonsville.34 On the thirtieth, Banks reported that the Valley Army’s commander was marching toward Richmond.35 Contrary to what Banks believed, Jackson was very much close at hand and about to take back the Valley in spectacular fashion.

    The short lull in operations gave Chew’s Battery the opportunity to hold an election of officers. The battery had been functioning without a full complement of officers since the transfers of Rouss and McCarty. Now James H. Williams, to whom Chew earlier had offered a lieutenancy, was elected to fill one of the vacant posts. Williams briefly noted in his diary that he spent 25 cents for braiding for his jacket.36

    During this same period, Jackson, being somewhat dissatisfied with what he perceived as a lack of discipline in his mounted arm, made an attempt to reorganize his cavalry. He divided the companies and assigned half of them to Brig. Gen. William B. Taliaferro’s division and the remainder to Brig. Gen. Charles S. Winder’s division. Ashby would command the advance or the rear of the army as needed but would have to apply to these officers for the necessary troops. In effect, Jackson’s order left Ashby a commander without a command. In a letter written on April 24 and 25, newly elected Lt. James H. Williams expressed his discontent and recorded the actions taken by the officers in the cavalry and the battery in opposition to Jackson’s order:


    
      The work of demoralization goes bravely on. An order was issued this evening dividing one Reg’t, putting our battery and the new companies of cavalry in Taliaferro’s Brigade under Major Funsten & Col. Ashby with others in Garnett’s [Winder’s]. Ashby, Funsten, Chew & almost all the officers have resigned. Never saw such discontent. Resignations not accepted. Order countermanded & matters little more quiet this morning.

      Note Friday Morning 25 Apr 62

      Matters are not settled. Ashby insists on resigning. Oh for a tongue that was free to speak, or a pen to write. You may expect the worst of news from this quarter, and now that we are put into a brigade you will never hear of us again—I forgot my manhood for the present, must [be] brave. My very soul seems burning up, but there is no redress.37

    

    Jackson could not afford to lose Ashby and so many other officers at this crucial time. Accustomed to victory, he recognized defeat when he saw it. A long talk with Ashby and a revoking of the order prevented what might have been a disaster. The war was about to heat up again, and Stonewall needed every man.

    There had been intermittent sparring between the Federal cavalry and Ashby’s troopers from the nineteenth to the end of the month. A sharp skirmish in the vicinity of McGaheysville occurred on the twenty-seventh, but Chew’s guns were not involved. On the twenty-eighth, the battery moved toward McGaheysville. No Federals were encountered. Again on the thirtieth, Chew’s men left their camp to go on picket duty. After riding within ten miles of Harrisonburg without meeting a single bluecoat, the battery returned at noon. In the afternoon, it marched two miles up river and encamped for the night.38

    As April gave way to May, a heavy downpour soaked the roads and filled the streams. At dawn on May 1, Chew’s men rolled out of their wet blankets and set off through the mud toward Port Republic, which they reached on the third. The march was difficult. The battery’s caissons and guns frequently became mired in muddy holes, requiring the men to pull, push, and pry them free. Horses sank to their shoulders in the sticky, gluelike mud. They, too, were saved, but the toll on both man and beast was telling.39 A rest was needed, and the battery remained camped a mile beyond Port Republic until the sixth. Several of the men from the battery took the opportunity to visit Weyer’s Cave, a nearby cavern, and enjoy nature’s geologic wonders.

    Chew’s Battery had not suffered from the Virginia mud alone. Jackson’s infantry had left its camps the morning of April 30 and set out for a destination known only to its close-lipped chief. When, on May 3, the footsore troops found themselves leaving the Valley via Brown’s Gap, there was murmuring throughout the ranks. Stonewall’s popularity plummeted.40 When the weary column reached Mecham River Station at the eastern base of the Blue Ridge, the infantry boarded a ramshackle collection of trains, which pulled out of the station not eastward but westward. The question of Jackson’s popularity now took a backseat to the question of his sanity. But at least the men were riding, not marching, and some gave their commander points for that. Not all, however. The Rockbridge Artillery was not directed onto railroad cars at the station. Instead, it had to return to the Valley in the same manner it had left it—on foot, this time through Rockfish Gap.41 For the artillery, the excursion through the mud and over the mountains, twice, had been exhausting.

    Upon reaching Staunton, the Valley Army rendezvoused with Maj. Gen. Edward Johnson’s command, which had fallen back from West Virginia through Buffalo Gap. Jackson’s plan was to return through the gap and strike at the Federals under Brig. Gen. Robert H. Milroy at McDowell, which lay just on the other side of the Shenandoah Mountains. Meanwhile, Maj. Gen. Richard S. Ewell’s division, with the help of Ashby and Chew’s Battery, would keep Banks occupied. The horse artillery left its camp near Port Republic and resumed its march eastward on the sixth. Striking the Valley Turnpike at Mount Sidney, Chew turned north and camped a half mile south of Mount Crawford.42

    From the eighth through the fourteenth, Chew was twice called to picket a hill southeast of the North River that overlooked a ford in the river. Otherwise, the men of the battery lay about camp enjoying the beauty of the Valley in springtime. On the fifteenth, they marched eighteen miles down the Valley through Harrisonburg and camped at Lacey Spring. The Confederate advance came as a result of Shield’s 11,000 troops leaving the Valley. With only 8,000 men, Banks fell back through New Market to Strasburg.

    Still anchored near Swift Run Gap, Ewell chaffed at being unable to strike a blow at either Shields or Banks. He was receiving suggestions and orders from Robert E. Lee, Joe Johnston, and Jackson as to what he should do if the Federals left the Valley. Conflicting information also plagued him. The seventeenth brought him a report from Ashby, which stated that neither Shields nor Banks had left the Valley, while one from Col. Thomas T. Munford of the 2nd Virginia Cavalry reported that Shields had crossed the Blue Ridge, marching east.43 Ewell had had enough and determined to seek out Jackson and settle what he should do. It was to be a long night ride, with the fate of the Valley and Richmond possibly hanging in the balance.

    Meanwhile, Ashby with Chew’s Battery set out the same day and marched to New Market, where the battery turned east on the Luray Pike. Two miles from the town, Chew halted the men, and the battery went into camp along Smith’s Creek. There it stayed as Jackson and Ewell plotted their strategy. At this time, on May 19, the battery held an election of officers and appointment of noncommissioned officers. This was in accordance with the reorganization of all the Confederate forces that was then taking place. Chew was reelected captain. Neese had this to say about his commander:

    
      We might search over the whole State, and it is very doubtful whether we could find his equal in every respect as a commander of artillery. For competency and skill in handling a battery on the field his equals, according to my judgement, formed by observation, are few and difficult to find. He is gallant and brave, a strict disciplinarian without the least sign or flavor of arrogance or overbearing haughtiness, as calm and cool on the battle-field as on dress parade, and generous and impartial to his men, always manifesting a care for their welfare on the battle-field as well as in the camp and bivouac. All these characteristics are of much importance to men on the field and in camp, and hardly ever found in one bunch, consequently he has now the esteem and utter confidence of every man in the battery.44

    

    Young Jim Thomson was elected first lieutenant. James H. Williams and John W. Carter became the second lieutenants.45 Neese was appointed corporal and first gunner, a position he did not covet and, in fact, felt inadequate to fill. Time would prove him wrong. With these changes, the battery faced the coming campaign.

    Ewell and Jackson’s conference of the night of May 18–19 resulted in immediate action. The following day, the Confederates began their movement to strike Banks before Shields could be summoned to return and reinforce him. Chew’s Battery still lay in its camp two miles east of New Market, on the road to Luray, when on the twenty-first Jackson’s grizzled veterans tramped by. The battery hadn’t seen Old Stonewall or his boys since April 30, and Neese speculated that Jackson was “going down the Luray Valley to give General Banks, who is at Strasburg, his first object lesson in flanking.”46

    It had been a long time since Ashby’s artillery had been in the rear of Jackson’s advancing army. Chew did not move out until the twenty-second and camped at Luray that evening. The next day, the battery continued its march down the Luray Valley, passing some of Jackson’s infantry and camping eight miles from Front Royal. At 3:00 A.M. on the twenty-fourth, Chew had his men up and in the saddle. Ashby’s cavalry had encountered the Federals on the twenty-third, and Chew was needed. After crossing the Shenandoah River and marching along the Winchester Pike for about six miles, Chew was recalled to the river and ordered north to Middletown on the Valley Pike. Accompanying him were two guns from the Rockbridge Artillery and at least one company of Louisiana Tigers.47

    By the time Chew caught up with Ashby, he was pushing rapidly toward the Valley Pike intent on cutting off the enemy’s retreat and damaging or capturing as much men and materiel as he could. The gray cavalry advanced against heavy enemy fire but slowly managed to push the Federal line back toward the road. Ashby now determined to strike hard and break through. He told Chew to ride with the cavalry and charge the enemy line that had withdrawn into an open field near Middletown. Chew obeyed and soon his guns were tearing across the field. Within about 100 yards of the Federal line the cannoneers reined in their horses, unlimbered their guns, and opened fire. The bluecoats scattered, completely surprised by the audacious move. As the enemy fled up the pike Ashby’s troopers and Chew’s guns pursued. At Crisman’s Ashby and Chew repeated the maneuver with the same results. It was a glorious moment for Chew and his gunners. Intentionally or unintentionally a new style of fighting horse artillery had been born.48

    This was the first instance of artillery charging in the midst of cavalry during the war. Although some horse artillery units in Europe had practiced such a maneuver, it was used to silence enemy artillery before a charge or to shield friendly units during a withdrawal and not, as in this instance, as an offensive tactic against enemy troops. What had been done was something new—shock tactics using artillery with cavalry. Chew admitted that the whole incident happened so fast that he had no time to consider what Ashby had ordered him to do.49 Doubt exists as to whether Ashby had given the matter much thought when he rode up to Chew and gave him the command. Most likely it was a natural outgrowth of Ashby’s aggressive nature and not a preconceived, calculated maneuver. However it occurred, the results could not be denied.

    Wagons, ambulances, artillery, cavalry, and infantry moved through a dust storm that rose from beneath hundreds of wheels, hooves, and feet. A torrent of men and equipment poured north toward Winchester and safety. Chew’s shells tore gaps in the snakelike column, which increased its speed in the hope of getting out of range. At Newtown, the Federals rallied and turned on their tormentors. Chew’s men were feeding their horses in the town when the Federals sent a line of sharpshooters toward them. At first the artillerymen tried to hold their position by firing one of their guns from the middle of the town, but a lack of infantry or cavalry support forced them to limber up and make a hasty exit. Gunner Neese found himself in a most uncomfortable location. Turning toward the enemy, “I saw a sharpshooter in the middle of the street drop on one knee and shoot at us at a distance of nearly half a mile. When he fired I heard the bullet whiz close by my head. It struck the lead driver to my team and went clear through him, from back to breast, but it did not kill him.”50 The driver, George McWilliams, was carried to a nearby farmhouse. He survived his wound and returned to the battery.

    As Chew was withdrawing, Jackson’s infantry came up and pushed back the Federals. The fighting ended as night engulfed the two armies. Several of Chew’s men, Neese included, received permission to go foraging among the numerous abandoned wagons and piles of debris that lay all along the pike. Lieutenant Williams managed to find two pistols. He had captured a horse earlier and was most pleased with his new acquisitions.51 When the men returned, they found that camp had been established at Newtown.

    On the morning of May 25, Chew’s Battery was on the road to Winchester. Though they had gotten an early start, the men heard cannonading from the north, which told them that others had been up earlier and had opened the battle. So quickly did the soldiers of Jackson and Ewell decide the issue that Chew did not have the opportunity to fire a shot. The Federals failed to hold on long enough to destroy many of their supplies, which fell into the hands of the Confederates. The horse artillery followed in the wake of Banks’s army and camped for the night at Darkesville about nine miles from Winchester. The men reached Martinsburg the next day, but Yankees were long gone. Chew directed his command back to Winchester on the twenty-seventh.52

    The next day, the battery marched back to Martinsburg and camped north of the town. A day of rest was enjoyed by all. Chew apparently was not with the battery at this time. He may have been visiting friends or attempting to reach his home in Charles Town. In any event, he ended up volunteering to do a little scouting for Brig. Gen. Charles Winder. The general had been ordered to march from his camp about four and a half miles outside of Winchester to Charles Town via Summit Point. All went well until he was within five miles of Charles Town, when he learned that the Federals were in possession of the place. Although Winder had four infantry regiments and two batteries of artillery, he had no cavalry. His report described Chew’s involvement in the expedition:


    
      Being without cavalry, I pressed into service all stragglers of that arm I met on the road, some 15 in number, which the gallant Capt. R. P. Chew, whom I met, volunteered to command and advise me of the enemy’s movements in front.

      I moved forward cautiously. Captain Chew soon informed me he had met the enemy’s pickets (cavalry) and charged them, and they had taken cover in a woods. I ordered two companies of the Fifth Regiment, Lieutenant-Colonel [John H. S.] Funk commanding, to be thrown forward, which was rapidly done, under Captain [Thomas J.] Burke. The enemy’s pickets retired after a few shots.53

    

    Winder went on to rout the 1,500-man Federal force at Charles Town and was most grateful to Chew, stating at the end of his report, “My thanks are eminently due, and the same are hereby tendered, to Captain Chew for his able assistance and to the great amount of information given me as to the country, thus enabling me to press forward rapidly when totally ignorant of the country myself.”54 The two men would meet each other again on the field of Port Republic.

    Orders were received on the thirtieth that sent Chew’s Battery back to Winchester and into camp at the point where the Front Royal Road entered the town. Jackson had been apprised that Shields’s division was marching back to the Valley with the object of cutting the Confederate line of retreat up the Valley Pike. On the thirty-first, Chew’s Battery was sent out on the Front Royal Road to delay the approaching Federals. When within only a few miles of Front Royal, Chew put his guns into battery and opened on the enemy with his two rifled pieces. It was but a brief show of force to bluff the Federals and gain time. Once the bluecoats disappeared into a nearby ravine, Chew limbered his guns and set out across county for the Valley Pike. The race was on.55

    The Federal pincers that were to cut off Jackson’s escape route drew closer to each other as the weary column of Confederates trudged south on the Valley Pike. When Chew’s Battery finally intersected the pike, the horse artillerymen caught sight of Jackson’s wagon train. Merging with it, they retreated to within a mile of Cedar Creek and established camp.

    The first of June saw a resumption of the march. Near Strasburg, Chew entered a fort on a hill northwest of the town and unlimbered. Banks had constructed the fort several weeks earlier. Scarcely had the guns been rolled into position when artillery fire was heard to the northwest. Fremont, the western jaw of the Union trap, was closing in on Strasburg. Chew was moved to Fisher’s Hill, and as the setting sun cast long shadows across the Valley, skirmishers from Shields’s Division could be seen toward the east, while those of Fremont were visible to the west. The race had been close, but as Chew trotted away from Fisher’s Hill at dusk, he knew that Jackson had won.56

    The battery went into camp four miles above Strasburg but received orders after dark to proceed to Tom’s Brook, another two miles up the Valley Pike. As the tired artillerymen finally settled down for the night, it began to rain. Without tents, they made themselves as comfortable as possible and went to sleep. June 2 brought a continuation of the retreat. During the march, the battery overtook Jackson’s wagon train, which crawled along at a slow pace. Neese believed that “a shell or two in the right place would increase the speed of his trains, which would be highly beneficial just now to all concerned, as the Yanks are pressing our rear and itching for a fight.”57 Just south of Edenburg, Chew turned from the column and unlimbered on Rude’s Hill.58 The Federals were indeed “pressing the rear” of the Confederates, and cannon fire could be heard to the north.

    On the third, the battery marched to Hawkinstown. Sighting the enemy, Chew unlimbered. After a half hour, he fell back about a half mile and again went into battery, holding this position until Jackson had safely crossed the north fork of the Shenandoah River. Chew followed and set fire to the bridge. On the south side of the river, he unlimbered to guard the bridge until it collapsed.59

    Hot on the heels of the retreating Rebels, the 1st Pennsylvania Cavalry rode up on the bluff overlooking the river. As soon as they appeared, Chew opened fire with his howitzer. The blue cavalry scattered, but not before Neese managed to lob a shell into the head of the column. The smoke cleared to reveal a riderless horse galloping away.60 The Pennsylvanians called off the pursuit. Unlike the fight at Newtown, Neese had the better of this one. When the burned-out bridge tumbled into the water, Chew limbered, withdrew to New Market, and camped for the night.61

    The rain came again on that night and lasted through the fourth. In the late afternoon, a report that the Yankees were advancing sent Chew’s Battery into position a half mile below New Market. Nothing developed, and near dark, the guns were withdrawn and pulled back to a mile south of town. The bluecoats had crossed the river in boats near the location of the burnt bridge but had not pushed on to make contact with the Rebels. The next day, Chew fell back to Harrisonburg and camped a half mile below the town.62

    Jackson had almost escaped the trap but was still not quite out of harm’s way. June 6 saw the Federals take Harrisonburg while Stonewall’s army struggled through the mud toward Port Republic. Chew’s Battery had broken camp, ridden through Harrisonburg, and turned off the pike onto the road to Port Republic.63 A mile outside of Harrisonburg, the company halted and put its guns into position on a hill with other batteries to support the 58th Virginia Infantry, commanded by Col. Samuel H. Letcher, and the 1st Maryland Infantry, under Col. Bradley T. Johnson. Their opponents were 104 men of the 13th Pennsylvania Reserves, also known as the Kane Rifle Battalion. The swatches of deer hide or deer tail they wore on their caps earned them the name “Bucktails.”64

    The infantry fight had been preceded by a clash between Ashby’s cavalry and the 1st New Jersey Cavalry under Col. Sir Percy Wyndham, which had resulted in Wyndham’s capture. With the repulse of the Federal cavalry, Ashby had called for infantry, as had Brig. Gen. George D. Bayard commanding the Union advance force. Chew and the rest of the artillerymen on the hill watched the smoke from the battle rise through the trees. They could do little else. The Bucktails gave a good account of themselves, although they were heavily outnumbered. The 58th Virginia was hard-pressed to budge the Pennsylvanians and was thrown back. Ashby rode into the midst of the retreating regiment to rally the men, only to have his horse shot from under him. He stepped from the fallen animal and, waving his sword above his head, took a few steps toward the enemy. At that moment, he was struck in the body and killed instantly. Shortly after Ashby fell, the 1st Maryland attacked. Colonel Johnson’s horse fell with three wounds, and two of the regiment’s color bearers were struck down. The last man to grab the standard and carry it forward was Color Corp. Daniel Shanks, a future captain in the 1st Stuart Horse Artillery.65

    Chew’s Battery did not sit completely idle while the infantry tore at each other. Some Federal cavalrymen made the mistake of riding out from the protection of the woods and were quickly sent scurrying back under cover with a shower of shells. When the infantry lines broke apart, the artillery shelled the Federals until dark, when all became quiet. Chew’s gunners stood by their pieces, tensed, listening for any movement from the enemy’s lines. The silence was broken by the cracking of rifle shots and the whizzing of bullets “clipping through the rye like frightened grasshoppers.”66 Yankee sharpshooters had been listening as well and had evidently heard or thought they heard something. The battery limbered to the rear and followed the rest of Jackson’s retreating army.

    Ashby’s death had a profound effect on Jackson’s whole command. The men of the cavalry and Chew’s Battery were among those who felt the loss more deeply than the rest of the army. Lieutenant Williams recounted how the battery first learned of Ashby’s death and his own feelings in a letter he wrote on June 21, 1862:


    
      During that fatal engagement no order came to us. Never had he in a fight been absent so long. His place where we were firing was near us. I could but wonder at this. As we were leaving the field, I rode ahead to pick the road. A number of horsemen passed me. I reproved them for leaving us to bring up the rear and told them to fall in behind the Battery. Someone spoke saying we are sent forward with Gen. Ashby’s body. This was the first we knew of his death. I could not realize it. I saw his body pass, rolled in his blanket. This was the last I saw of our beloved Leader. I have his picture taken after death. He seems not to be dead but sleepeth, but alas each day brings new evidence that we have no Ashby now. I almost thought he could not be killed. I was in charge of the Battery as he left Harrisonburg and remember well his last order, and the last words he spoke in my hearing as he passed along his brigade.67

    

    Lt. James W. Thomson, Chew’s second in command, expressed his grief in a letter he wrote in July 1862 to Daniel M. Lee,68 a fellow cadet and friend at VMI:


    
      I have been through some mighty tight places since I saw you. I wish so much that you were with me, for I get so lonesome now since we lost our general. When he was living there was always something to keep a man’s mind employed. Oh, Dan! You have no idea what a loss he was to us. It has cast a gloom over our whole command.69

    

    The gloom would take time to dissipate, and the Yankees would see to it that Thomson’s and the rest of the Confederates’ minds were employed to their fullest. The war continued.

    On the seventh, the battery moved three miles on the road to Port Republic. It remained in marching order for the rest of the day but was not called forward. The next day, Chew led his guns toward the sound of battle. He placed them with the Rockbridge Artillery and Carpenter’s Battery on a hill overlooking the North Fork of the Shenandoah River.70 Later Chew was ordered two miles upriver to guard a ford. After a couple hours, he was directed to take his battery farther upriver and guard another ford. All day the men heard the rumbling of cannons coming from the battle at Cross Keys, but they had no way of knowing its outcome. Darkness already had fallen when Chew left his position and marched to Middle River to camp for the night.71

    Early on the morning of the ninth, the battery received 150 rounds of ammunition. It was an omen. After filling their ammunition chests, the men mounted and trotted downriver to Port Republic. An aide of Jackson’s met Chew on the road and told him to hurry forward. Without hesitating, the battery galloped into the battle. Chew reported to Brig. Gen. Charles S. Winder, who immediately ordered him to place his guns into battery. The target was a Yankee battery that occupied an excellent position on a coaling, from which it was raking the Confederates. For the next half hour, though Chew’s gunners traded shot for shot with the Union guns, they could not silence them or even diminish their fire. Not until the Louisiana infantry stormed the guns did they cease their devastating fire. The battle then turned in favor of the Confederates.

    Once the guns on the coaling were taken, the Federals began to fall back, and the pursuit was on. After four miles, Jackson ordered Winder to halt all the artillery except for two of Chew’s guns, which continued to chase the enemy for another five miles before returning to Port Republic.72 At ten o’clock that night, Chew pitched his camp halfway up the Blue Ridge on the road to Brown’s Gap. Remarkably, the battery had not suffered a single casualty. The men and their commander had much to be thankful for. Lieutenant Williams slept in the rain that night on blankets he had picked up while chasing the Yankees over the mountain.73

    Marching, not fighting, occupied the next several days. Chew’s Battery rode to Albemarle County on the tenth, marched to and camped near Weyer’s Cave on the eleventh, and moved only a short distance to Vernon Forge on the twelfth. It was within five miles of Harrisonburg by the thirteenth and ended up within a half mile of the town on the fourteenth. After five days of continuous movement, the men were allowed to stay in camp and rest until the twentieth, when camp was moved. This second interlude lasted until the twenty-eighth, when the company moved just a half mile before again pitching its tents.

    Not all members of the battery were allowed to recuperate from the rigorous campaign. There were always individuals required to see after the business of keeping the battery running efficiently. In a letter to Cora, Lieutenant Williams recorded his activities, his dismay over the results of another election, and his fear of what had happened to the Valley under the Federals:


    
      Greenwood June 17th 1862

      My Dear Miss Cora,

      I came here last on Company business from Harrisonburg, will return today. Reinforcements are rapidly pouring in and a forward movement will be made today or tomorrow. The enemy are in force at Mt. Jackson. We will be in the advance and I must be with the command. Capt. Chew was yesterday elected Lt. Col. of one of the Cav. Reg’ts. Thomson will be Capt. of the battery I suppose. The Company will not be so efficient again. I think of resigning. I am almost afraid to go down the Valley. Wherever that Dutch Army have been there is wide spread desolation, houses sacked, furniture, farming utensils, clothing of every description, stock, etc. destroyed. The destruction of property has been wanton in the extreme. Have heard nothing from the Valley below Mt. Jackson.74

    

    Chew’s election to the lieutenant colonelcy of the 7th Virginia Cavalry clearly demonstrated the regiment’s high regard for the young horse artillery commander. But Williams need not to have worried. Jackson and the War Department in Richmond did not agree with the selections made by the regiment. Chew’s commission was never forthcoming, and he remained with the battery. Undoubtedly his age, and not his record, had something to do with his not receiving the appointment.75

    As June changed to July, Chew and his men enjoyed the beauty and peace of the Valley. The campaign had been a long and arduous one. There had been losses, that of Ashby the heaviest to bear. The men and horses renewed their strength. They did not accompany Jackson and his army east toward Richmond. Stonewall left his celebrated battery of horse artillery to protect what had been won. It would not have the opportunity to test itself against the Army of the Potomac and its commander Maj. Gen. George B. McClellan. That honor would fall to another battery of horse artillery and another young artillery officer named Pelham.
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    CHAPTER 4

    Pelham’s Battery on the Peninsula

    “We seem to dare the nation.”

    On Monday, March 17, 1862, the first of the Federal army’s divisions embarked for Fort Monroe at the tip of the James River Peninsula. The campaign to follow, which would come to be called the Peninsula campaign, was the brainchild of Maj. Gen. George B. McClellan, commander of the Army of the Potomac. After landing his army, his plan was to march up the Peninsula, seize Richmond, the capital of the Confederacy, and end the war in one bold stroke. The Rebels were not about to be so obliging as to allow him to do so unmolested. On March 27, Gen. Joseph E. Johnston, who commanded the Confederate army opposing Union forces in Northern Virginia, received orders to reinforce the small Confederate army on the Peninsula. He left behind Stuart and most of the cavalry at Culpeper Court House to screen his movement. Stuart did not leave to rejoin the army at Yorktown until April 8.

    By the evening of the twelfth, Stuart and his cavalry were camped seven miles from Richmond on their way to Yorktown. For Capt. John Pelham, time was running out. He would soon be expected to put his battery into the field, and to compound his problems, he had just been assigned a contingent of men from Floyd County. Sending these raw, untrained men into battle was not something Pelham wanted to do, so their rapid training was paramount. Pvt. William A. Simpson, one of Pelham’s Floyd County recruits, wrote to his father about his assignment to the “flying artillery” and his new captain:1

    
      York Co. Va April the 22 1862

      Dear Father & Mother & Sisters one and all

      It is with great pleasure that I seat myself this morning to inform you that I am well and hoping when these few lines come to hand they may find you enjoying the same blessing. I reckon you have been informed that we were mustered in the Service of the Confederate States & put in a flying artillery company under Capt. Pelham. He has 8 guns. It takes six horses and 3 drivers to one gun & 8 men to load them. They have to be on horseback. The captain hasn’t got horses enough for all the men yet. He put us just where he pleased. He put me & Josh Poff & Isaac Poff to drive one gun or one on the 3 near horses & so on all the rest. He put Will [William P. Walters] to [word illegible] the [word illegible]. I should like for him to drive with me, but he won’t drive. All the difference there is I have to tend to two horses & he don’t tend to but one. We don’t get to mess together. They won’t let the cannoneers & the drivers mess together. They say they want every man to his post. I like mine pretty well. I have nothing to do in action but hold my horses. The others dismount, give their horses to the horse holder, & go to work. One hands the cartridge. One holds his thumb on the touch hole. One sticks them. One rams them down. One sights. The other fires & [word illegible] they go.

      Our big bugs is in the same fix the rest of us is. We all laugh to see Colonel Williams learning to ram the cannon ball. S. R. Aldridge [Staunton R. Alderidge] [is] in the same fix. We are all in our good spirits as you ever seen men, although in 5 miles of Yorktown where there are 150 thousand Yankees. We can hear the cannon constantly. I have heard several since I have been writing. H. [Henry] L. Vest went down to Yorktown yesterday. He said he could see the Yankee ships. We will have to go there as soon as we can get drilled if not before. It is expected to be one of the hardest fights that ever was fought in the United States, But they may not attack us at all. But if they do somebody is going to get hurt. The pickets are killing one another constantly. We won’t have to stand guard more than mind our own battery. That’s one fine thing.

      I want you all to do as you think best with every thing, for I have lost all hopes of coming home till the war ends. If kind Providence permits me to return then I will be thankful though I can’t say that I am afraid to risk my life to the chance of lots, not knowing who will have to fall. The strong arm of the God of battles is as able to keep us safe here as he is in our bed chambers.

      We have been exposed to hard rains for the 2 or 3 days without the benefit of a tent more than pine brush & not very plentiful of provision while we were marching, but we got enough now except horse feed.

      We left uncle Hi [Hiram Walters] at Camp Winder. He had the sore throat with 7 or 8 more who had measles. I don’t know as I have any more news of importance to write or [if] Will want to write if he can get the chance from drill, so I will bring my letter to a close by requesting you to write to me soon & direct your letter to me at Williamsburg in care of Capt. Pelham, Stuart’s Horse Artillery, York Co., Va., & it will be fetched to our camp. So no more at present but remain your affectionate son until death

      Wm A. Simpson to James Simpson2

    

    That Pelham commanded the battery down to the assignment of the men to the various positions is evident from Simpson’s letter. He was thorough and not an officer to permit another to perform such vital tasks. What is also obvious is that if the situation demanded, Simpson and the new men of the battery expected to be put into battle with or without an appropriate amount of drill to learn their new trade, and that battle was fast approaching.

    Near the end of the month, Pelham could count 141 men in his battery.3 This was sufficient to service his eight guns—two six-pound howitzers, four twelve-pound howitzers, one Napoleon, and one Blakely. What he needed was enough horses to mount the men and pull the guns. Like Chew, Pelham was already experiencing the lack of good horseflesh. On April 16, he had received 50 horses from the Quartermaster Department in Richmond, and by the twenty-second, he was drawing rations of corn for 131 animals, including a small number of mules.4 He would need more.

    Through the rest of April, the battery lay in camp near Yorktown at Dam No. 2. Many of the men were ill from drinking bad water. Nevertheless, drill was the order of the day, every day. Pvt. William P. Walters wrote about his experiences and those of some of the other Floyd men:


    
      York County, Va. April the 30th 1862

      Dear Wife,

      It is with great pleasure that I seat myself this evening to let you know that I am well [and] hoping these few lines may find you and the children enjoying the same blessing. I would like to hear from you all again. I was looking for a letter from you when we left Camp Winder, but I don’t expect to get them. I have sent two letters since I left Richmond and will keep on sending whether I get answers or not.

      We have come back 3 miles since before, but we are yet in hearing of Yorktown. They have been throwing bombshells at one another for about a month. We can hear them plain from here. They have been shooting all day today. Some of them almost shake the ground. We can also hear the muskets of the pickets roaring for 20 minutes & some times longer, but they have not done much damage yet on our side but killed 7 hundred Yankees one night. There will be big fighting down here yet if they don’t quit their fussing.

      As for our part we seem to dare the nation with our 6 pound gun and 4 12 pound guns, 1 rifle cannon, [and] 2 little mountain howitzers which we was attached to. They have set Colonel Williams and all the rest of the officers down in ranks with the rest of us. They are trying to learn them how to use the sponge staff and ram cartridges.

      We have a beautiful camp ground here on the bank of the James River where it is about 9 miles wide. We can see boats and ships more than I want to look at. I have seen as much of this low country as I want to see. The land is level and sandy here. Water is tolerable good, but not like Floyd water. We don’t get our coffee and sugar. We had to eat parched corn and beef with out salt for 3 days, but we have provisions now. There are several of us Floyd boys with the measles and gone to the hospital. [Name illegible] stayed at Richmond sick with several more, but thanks be to kind Providence I have had my health so far.

      They all say I am getting fat. I have not got no more news to write worth your attention. We will have to stay with this artillery for a while until it is filled up with volunteers, and then we will [be] sent somewhere else. They want us to volunteer in the company, but I won’t do it.5 You must do the best you can. Save what you got, for I don’t expect to get home in time to make a crop this year. Write as soon as you can [and] direct your letter to Williamsburg, York County, Va. in care of Captain Pelham, Stuart’s Horse Artillery. So no more at present but remain your affectionate husband till death

      Wm P. Walters to Matilda E. Walters and friends

      May the 1st 1862

      We are both [Walters and William A. Simpson] well this morning, good by.6

    

    While Walters enjoyed watching his former militia officers perform the same drill as the rest of the men, he also felt a growing sense of pride that the constant drilling fostered as the men began to see themselves becoming one unit. His comment that “we seem to dare the nation” shows that Pelham and his junior officers were beginning to instill the esprit de corps so important to a body of fighting men. The testing of that spirit was at hand.

    On May 2, Pelham broke camp and, with six guns, rode to Bigler’s Wharf on the York River northeast of Williamsburg, where he joined Col. Fitzhugh Lee of the 1st Virginia Cavalry. Meanwhile, Lt. James S. T. Shepherd reported to Stuart’s headquarters with the two twelve-pound mountain howitzers. He was destined to fire the first shots for the battery in combat. His report recorded the event.

    
      Near New Kent Court-House, Va.,

      May 8, 1862.

      Captain: May 2 I reported, with the two mountain howitzers, to General J. E. B. Stuart. At 4 p.m. on the following day I took position on a small stream which empties near Grove Landing, where I remained until 1 p.m. of the fourth, when I was moved under General Stuart’s direction, on the main road toward Williamsburg. Here a skirmish took place. I fired three rounds spherical case, and then retired, following the cavalry by Grove’s Landing, then up the Beach road to Williamsburg.

      One of my men (Private James W. Smith), having taken sick, was sent to the rear, and was probably taken prisoner by the enemy.

      Respectfully, your obedient servant,

      Jas. T. Shepherd

      Second Lieutenant, Stuart Horse Artillery

      Capt. John Pelham

      Commanding Stuart Horse Artillery7

    

    Stuart was pleased with the horse artillery’s brief engagement, stating that “the mountain howitzers performed well, but the effect upon the enemy concealed in the woods could not be seen.”8 Shepherd and his section were reunited with the rest of the battery later that day.

    Between 10:00 and 11:00 A.M. on the fifth, Pelham received orders directing him to proceed immediately to Williamsburg. Leaving five of his guns in the town, he continued out to the field of battle with the two mountain howitzers and the Blakely. He arrived at 2:00 P.M. and reported to Stuart. Pelham modestly recounted his participation in the battle that followed:


    
      I took position to the right and front of Fort Magruder, and opened fire on the enemy, who occupied the woods on the road to Lebanon Church. Here I detached Lieutenant [William C.] Elston, with two men, to bring off some captured artillery. In a few minutes they returned on foot, their horses having been shot down as soon as they made their appearance at the guns. I held this position under heavy fire until General Hill’s brigade moved up and deployed in front of my battery, when I moved to the left and took position on the Yorktown road, to enfilade the enemy’s lines. Here the metal bed of the elevating screw of my Blakely gun gave way; but it was retained on the field and did good service. I remained in this position until 5 p.m., when I withdrew for want of ammunition.

      I fired 286 rounds of spherical case and 4 of canister from the 12 pounder howitzers and 40 percussion shell and 30 solid shot from the Blakely gun. Total of 360.

      During the entire engagement both officers and men acted with commendable calmness and courage. The example of cool, conspicuous bravery set by Lieutenants Breathed, McGregor, and Elston was emulated by my non-commissioned officers and men.

      Casualties as follows: 2 men wounded, Summers [T. Sumner] and Gibson;9 4 horses killed, 3 wounded, and 13 escaped from horse-holders, all of which have since been found except two.10

    

    [image: ]

    Pelham clinically reported his battery’s role in the battle of Williamsburg but greatly understated his own involvement. This was the result of the young Alabamian’s inherent shyness and humility. On the field, he could not help calling attention to himself by the manner in which he fought his guns, but these in a sense were unguarded moments when his natural abilities shone forth. Off the field, he wished to remain in the background, not in the limelight. Such was his talent, however, that the deeds he performed brought him the glory and fame he did not seek openly. Others saw, marveled, and recorded what Pelham failed to include in his reports.

    According to Brig. Gen. J. E. B. Stuart’s account of the battle, Pelham’s Battery arrived on the field shortly after Capt. William D. Farley, one of Stuart’s aides, had reported the capture of an enemy battery11 by the 19th Mississippi and the 9th Alabama Infantry Regiments. Stuart ordered Pelham forward to help with the pursuit but stopped the guns near a wood to allow the cavalry to pass first. At that moment, the Federals opened a brisk fire to cover their withdrawal, forcing the cavalry to fall back. To counteract the enemy fire, Stuart turned to order Pelham to open with his guns.


    
      Before the order could be given Pelham’s Battery was speaking to the enemy in thunder tones of defiance, its maiden effort on the field, thus filling its function of unexpected arrival with instantaneous execution and sustaining in gallant style the fortunes of the day, keeping up a destructive fire upon the enemy until our infantry, having reformed, rushed forward, masking the pieces.12

    

    Stuart was estatic about the battery’s performance. In a letter to his wife, Flora, on May 9, he praised the battery for its charge into the fight and its steadiness while under fire from the enemy infantry only 200 yards away. He also gave credit to the Floyd County militia, whose performance created a surprise because it had been so recently incorporated into the battery.13

    The Floyd County militia had indeed stood the test. Stuart and others he knew may have been astounded by their performance. But Pelham? Pelham, who had assigned each man to a position himself? Pelham, who had drilled them? Pelham, who had bent to the task of personally demonstrating the drill of loading and firing the guns? Pelham, who had raised their morale to the point where their little battery dared a nation? No, Pelham was not surprised by what his men had accomplished. They had not failed him, because he had molded them with his own hands. They had fought as Pelham had expected them to fight.

    On May 6, Johnston’s army disengaged at Williamsburg and drew back toward Richmond. Stuart and the cavalry brought up the rear. The horse artillery found the trek rough going. The roads were muddy and littered with fence rails that had been used to extricate wagons from the mire.14 Pelham and his battery went into camp at a brick schoolhouse about a half mile from Burnt Ordinary. At 10:00 on the morning of the seventh, he received orders from Stuart to return to the rear of the army with one rifled gun and one howitzer. The small column proceeded about a mile and a half beyond Burnt Ordinary to the Methodist Chapel near Slater’s Store, where Pelham detached Breathed with the howitzer. Pelham continued on with the rifled gun for another mile before going into position.

    The Federal cavalry made its appearance. Elements of the 3rd Pennsylvania and the 8th Illinois, under the command of Col. William W. Averell, were on a scout to pick up information, prisoners, and whatever booty made itself available. Pelham fired five shots that, according to his report, scattered the enemy. He then limbered and followed the rear of the army in its retreat.15

    Though there are no reports of the Stuart Horse Artillery’s activities over the next few days, as the army pulled back to New Kent Court House, evidence from several sources indicates that along with the cavalry, it was engaged in several rear-guard skirmishes. In his report of May 12, Maj. Gen. Gustavus W. Smith stated, “The comfort and quiet with which the march of the troops has been conducted on this line is largely due to the admirable disposition and watchfulness of the cavalry rear guard, first under Col. Fitz. Lee and more recently under Brig. Gen. J. E. B. Stuart, supported from day to day by brigades detailed for this purpose.”16 Pelham was undoubtedly with Stuart at this time and contributed much to the success of his chief.

    As for the men from Floyd County, they were now veterans. A letter from Walters to his wife confirms both the battery’s activity and the veteran status of the men:


    
      I would like to come home and see how a table and a bed looks, but I can sleep sound on the ground in the open air. I laid down the other day under my gun when we was in line of battle and went to sleep, but when they said the Yankees was coming I jumped up and rammed down the load, and they fired it off and that was the last of it and the Yankees for they turned back, and we came on about 1 mile, and we are staying here yet. People said the Floyd boys would run when we first come down here, but they have found out better, but some of the volunteers did run down at Williamsburg.17
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    The Federal army was not the only enemy the Floyd boys and the battery faced that spring. Measles felled a number of men. At least two from Floyd County died: William Stump and Jacob Zowder.18 Pvt. George W. Shreve also contracted the disease and missed the entire campaign while recovering.19

    On May 14, Pelham’s Battery left New Kent Court House and marched to Bottom’s Bridge on the Chickahominy River. Pelham gave orders that the bridge be burned, but the recent rains made the timbers too wet to catch fire. Instead, the battery spent several days throwing up earthworks strengthened by railroad ties taken from the Richmond and York River Railroad.20 During this time, Private Walters sent a letter to his wife.21

    
      I seat my self this morning [May 20] to let you no that me and Bill [William A. Simpson] are well and at Chickahominy Creek yet, hoping these few lines may find you all enjoying good health. I haven’t got much news to write now for we have been laying here ever since I wrote before. We have not had any chance to fire on the Yankees for 2 days except some pickets which caught one Yankee this morning poking about the creek trying to see how we was fixed. He was sent to Richmond to look there where he could see something.

      Our forces have all been drawn to Richmond except a few. Our little battery seems to keep McClellan’s whole army at bay. If they only knew that we was here with as little force as we have got they would be on us like a duck on a June bug. But if they make an attack on us we will show how it is for we are well fixed for them for we have all got horses that can run or will fall back to the main army. They fear Stuart’s battery. They say they don’t like to be fired on by cannons from every old field they [word illegible] in. The Yankees say that they want to get Richmond and our long shooter, but they make slow speed, but it looks like they are sure.

      May 22

      I had to stop writing yesterday to go to harder work. I wrote yesterday how we would do if the Yankees would come, but now I can tell you how we done. They come over on the other side of the creek, and we commenced firing on them with the 6 pound gun that I am working with. We fired it 8 times at them before they fired a shot or shot at us, but Oh! gracious you ought to have seen us jump about and fall down when the Yankees begun to fire their balls and shells at us. They threw some right close, but we would fall down and let them go over us. So we soon got tired of such fun and mounted our horses and run off from that field but stopped out in the woods and stayed there till they got tired of shooting at us, and then we run our six pounder up to the edge of the field and fired 6 balls at them and then run back. We had just got out of the way when they begun shelling us again, but we were not there. We run up and fired on them 3 times through the evening. They returned our fire every time till the last one they seemed to be still. So we went back about a mile and camped and we are here yet. We started back to take a stand on the road just now but we had not stayed on the road long before a long ranged rifled gun of another battery came and took the place of our 6 pounder, and we were sent back to the balance of our battery, and I won’t write no more now.22

    

    The action Walters described took place in the vicinity of Bottom’s Bridge. Elements of Brig. Gen. Erasmus D. Keyes fourth Corps were ordered to scout along the Chickahominy. Keyes reported, “The enemy threw five or six shells before any of our artillery replied at all.” Pelham’s changing position led Keyes to believe that he had “at least one battery” opposing him.23

    On the twenty-third, orders arrived that sent the battery to a point northwest of Richmond, where camp was established.24 The next day, Pelham took his battery to Mechanicsville, but they arrived too late to participate in the skirmish. His West Point roommate, Rosser, now captain of the Washington Artillery, did manage to get one of his rifled guns into the fight, however, and was wounded during the action.25 Returning to camp, the company spent the next week drilling under Pelham’s watchful eye and recruiting its strength for the contest all knew lay ahead.

    Not until the thirty-first was Pelham’s Battery again ordered out to face the enemy. The battle of Fair Oaks, or Seven Pines, proved to be a disheartening affair for the Confederates. Pelham spent almost the entire day trying to reach the field and never fired a shot. His disappointment was echoed by the army, which had expected great things from Joe Johnston’s plan. Instead, the bungling efforts of the division commanders to bring their men to grips with the Federals resulted in chaos. Johnston fell with a wound that incapacitated him for months. His successor was Robert E. Lee, and everyone from the generals down to the lowly privates wondered what the change in command would bring. Lee wasted little time showing them.

    Maj. Gen. George B. McClellan failed to seize the moment fate had presented him. Johnston wounded, the Confederate army’s attempt to halt the Union juggernaut frustrated, Lee’s capacity to command doubted by many in the army, and Rebel morale plunging as the Federals drew within sight of Richmond created an opportunity for final victory, which Lincoln and all the North longed for. But McClellan sat on the doorstep of the capital as if awaiting an invitation to enter. Lee was not about to open the door and, in fact, took the time McClellan was obliging enough to grant him to strengthen the city’s defenses and prepared to kick its unwelcome visitor off the porch.

    The “King of Spades,” as his men who had been put to work digging fortifications instead of fighting dubbed Lee, ordered Stuart to report to his headquarters. He had a little mission to discuss with his cavalry chieftain. Lee wanted Stuart to conduct a reconnaissance of McClellan’s right flank north of the Chickahominy River. The Federal commander was extending a part of his army toward Fredericksburg to link up with reinforcements he was expecting to march south from there. The united armies would then make the final drive on Richmond. Lee desired to know if this extension would be vulnerable to an attack. Stuart left army headquarters and set to work organizing his force—a force that included two guns of the Stuart Horse Artillery but not its commander.

    Just exactly what happened to John Pelham at this time is a mystery. There are three possibilities: He may have been on furlough, recruiting, or ill. Considering the first of these, it is difficult to believe that Pelham would ask for, let alone be granted, a furlough at this crucial time when the fate of the country hung on what would transpire over the next few days or weeks. His chosen profession was that of a soldier. He was well aware of what the army faced, and it can scarcely be imagined that he would want to be absent when it came to grips with its foe in what could be the final contest of the war. Furthermore, all able-bodied men were needed at their posts, and Pelham was especially needed to command a battery that had seen its first action only a little over a month before.

    If Pelham had been recruiting, the records of the battery should support this. They do not. According to battery records, a total of sixteen men were added to the rolls between June 1 and June 30, but none during the dates of the raid. The recruiting officer in fifteen of the cases was Lt. James S. T. Shepherd. Pelham was the recruiting officer for one man during the month, but only the month and year are given. All the men enlisted in Richmond. There is no evidence that Pelham was away from Richmond recruiting, as these men are the only ones who joined the battery during the month.26

    It would appear that Pelham was the victim of some illness during the period of the raid. Measles had already ravaged the battery, and other diseases were rampaging through the army as well. Several men had become ill with fever, and others had what one private called the “yellow ganders.”27 Taking this into consideration, along with the above facts, it would seem most likely that Pelham was suffering physically from some illness to the extent that he was unable to command the guns on the expedition.

    Lt. James Breathed took Pelham’s place and was ably seconded by Lt. William M. McGregor. During the reconnaissance, Breathed took charge of a twelve-pound howitzer, while McGregor commanded a rifled gun.28 The column set out on June 12. The speed with which the expedition was conducted put a great strain on the artillery horses almost from the beginning. Lt. Col. William T. Martin of the Jeff Davis Legion reported that McGregor could not bring his gun forward in time to assist the cavalry in its attack at Tunstall’s Station. For the most part, Breathed remained with the rear guard. Martin’s report stated, “I would take occasion to mention the energy displayed by Lieutenant Breathed in overcoming the difficulties encountered in moving his piece of artillery, and the promptness shown in preparing for action on several occasions when there was reason to believe that the enemy were about to attack.”29 Stuart and his daring riders returned to Confederate lines on the fifteenth.

    Although Pelham’s trustworthy lieutenants had accomplished a significant feat and had brought their guns safely home, they could not have been completely satisfied. They had not had the opportunity to fire a single shot and had abandoned a limber when its pole broke on the south side of the Chickahominy River. However, the experience gained on this raid would stand them in good stead on similar expeditions in the future.

    Stuart’s foray provided Lee with the necessary information around which to plan his campaign to save Richmond. For several days following the raid, the horse artillery held to its camp northwest of the capital. There were new horses to train, and the men continued to drill incessantly. On the twenty-fifth, Pelham drew forage for 180 horses.30 That same day, Stuart moved out to rendezvous with Jackson, who was coming from the Valley. The Stuart Horse Artillery and its intrepid leader were ready.

    Stuart and Jackson united their commands on the twenty-fifth and bivouacked near Ashland for the night. Pelham’s Battery was not needed until the twenty-seventh, when Stuart detached Lt. Col. William T. Martin with the Jeff Davis Legion and fourth Virginia Cavalry to scout in the vicinity of Old Church. Pelham and the Blakely accompanied him and assisted in determining the presence of the enemy by firing toward the church. Some cavalry was flushed but withdrew without contesting the ground. Meanwhile, Stuart pushed on past Beulah Church to Old Cold Harbor. Here at about 6:00 P.M., enemy artillery was seen moving on the road from Grapevine Bridge. The only artillery available to counter the Federal batteries was the horse artillery. Pelham was ordered forward with the Blakely and the Napoleon.31

    Stuart’s report described the fight that followed:


    
      The Blakely was disabled at the first fire, the enemy opening simultaneously eight pieces, proving afterward to be [Capt. Stephen H.] Weed’s and [Capt. John C.] Tidball’s batteries. Then ensued one of the most gallant and heroic feats of the war. The Napoleon gun, solitary and alone, received the fire of those batteries, concealed in the pines on a ridge commanding its ground, yet not a man quailed, and the noble captain directing the fire himself with a coolness and intrepidity only equaled by his previous brilliant career. The enemy’s fire sensibly slackened under the determined fire of this Napoleon, which clung to its ground with unflinching tenacity. I had the opportunity of calling General Jackson’s attention to the heroic conduct of the officers and men of this piece, and later he, by his personal efforts, re-enforced it with several batteries of rifled pieces, which, firing, advanced en échelon about dark and drove the enemy from his last foothold on the right.32

    

    Jackson also praised Pelham in his report, stating that the young horse artillery commander had “bravely dashed forward and opened on the Federal batteries posted on the left of our infantry.”33 Pelham had again made his mark.

    On July 5, Pvt. William P. Walters, who was in Richmond with the disabled Blakely, wrote to his beloved wife of his experiences during the fighting on the twenty-seventh:


    
      Dear wife and children and friends,

      I seat myself this evening to write you a few lines [to] let you know that I am tolerable well at this time, hoping these few lines may find you all well. I wrote a few days ago but will write again. I have not heard from you since Mister Hall came down here. I don’t doubt but you have written, but we have been scattered so I have not got them. I have not seen Bill [Pvt. William A. Simpson] since the 26 of last month. We got with him and the rest of the boys that was gone when David Hall was here that evening and stayed with them that night and next morning [June 27] me and some of the boys started for the battle field and left him behind with some of the guns that didn’t go in. George Brown was wounded and died that night. None of the rest of us got hurt as it happened, but it’s only Providence that saved us for we went on the left of General Jackson’s army and commenced [firing] on the Yankees with our rifle gun and Napoleon gun but our two guns was a poor show against 8 or 9 Yankee cannon [Capt. Stephen H. Weed’s and Capt. John C. Tidball’s batteries] which were throwing balls and shells at us fast enough but worse than all our rifle piece [the Blakely] broke its elevating screw and left us there with one gun. I rammed the balls down as fast as I could. We all worked hard. Captain Pelham helped us himself and General Stuart hollered, “Give it to them boys! You soon will have help!” And it came in good time, for we were nearly broke down when 6 guns fell in on our right and 4 guns on our left. They were fresh batteries and commenced a quick fire on the Yankees which did them as much harm as it did me good. The captain told us to quit firing and rest. Rest does good even when it is taken under a shower of ball, for we soon commenced again like a fresh set of boys and soon heard the last boom of our enemy groaning through the air but thank God its groaning and flying was like most of the rest of them. It only told us it was coming and the closer it come the louder it hollered. [Word illegible] I cannot describe the noise they make, but we all have it. They say taker, take. It was getting dark then, and after pursuing them 1 mile we went back to an old field and camped for the night. The boys that was not in till the battle was over was glad to see us come out safe.

      Next morning [June 28] I slept till sunup when the captain and lieutenant came and told me you ought to be up to receive the honor and praise I had won the day before. I told them rest did me more good than praise. They said while the rest was falling down dozing and moving about I stood at my post like nothing was the matter. That was all true but I stood straight on the ground, for I can dodge a ball that is passing better standing, for I can tell where it is going and when it is bouncing on the ground you have a heap better chance. But it is dangerous any way.34

    

    Walter’s account adds one important point even Stuart failed to note. Pelham was down with his men, helping to serve the gun like a private. Obviously, Pelham’s actions impressed the rank and file as much as they did the high command.

    On the Federal side, Weed and Tidball told a slightly different story of the artillery duel. Their concern was not for the artillery fire they were receiving alone. The Confederate infantry was also threatening to flank them and was firing on them at the same time as Pelham and the other batteries. Weed stated:


    
      Between 5 and 6 o’clock a line of infantry was seen crossing the road at double-quick to gain the wood on their right. At about the same time their artillery opened fire to divert our attention from them. The artillery fire was, however, entirely disregarded. . . . About 6:30 P.M. they [the Confederate infantry] gained the open ground in their front of the wood, and opened a fire of musketry at close range upon the battery. No order had been given to retire, but it soon became very evident that the position was no longer tenable.35

    

    He does not credit the fire of the Confederate artillery as being a contributing factor to his withdrawal.

    Tidball, on the other hand, did give some credit to the Rebel artillery. He reported, “The ammunition of my limbers, with the exception of a few rounds which I wished to retain for an emergency, was exhausted, and being now exposed to a sharp fire of musketry as well as of artillery I thought it prudent to withdraw and seek a position where my few remaining rounds might be effective.”36 Obviously, for both officers it was the advance of the Confederate infantry that caused them to leave the field and not the “en échelon” advance of the Confederate artillery. Weed recorded that his battery fired 1,000 rounds and Tidball’s another 600. That they were running short of ammunition should not be surprising.

    Col. Stapleton Crutchfield, Jackson’s artillery chief, stated in his report:


    
      About 5 p.m., or perhaps a little later, the batteries of Captains [John B.] Brockenbrough, [James McD.] Carrington, and [Alfred R.] Courtney were ordered in near the left to engage the enemy’s guns, then firing heavily on our infantry. They went up in good style and under a hot fire; but so soon as they engaged the batteries of the enemy the fire of the latter grew wild and did very little damage.37

    

    These comments indicate that Crutchfield did not believe that his artillery was the target of the Federals’ guns. Interestingly, Crutchfield made no reference to Pelham’s participation in the action, even though Jackson did.

    None of this detracts from Pelham’s performance. The Union artillery fire that fell around Pelham’s, Brockenbrough’s, Carrington’s, and Courtney’s Batteries was no less deadly if the Federals were overshooting the infantry than if they were targeting the Confederate artillery. Stuart was obviously proud of his chief of artillery. His account of Pelham’s role in the battle may be criticized as being a bit overblown and romanticized, but it is understandable, considering his goal of trying to gain recognition and a promotion for Pelham.38

    On June 28, Stuart pushed on toward White House Landing, which had been McClellan’s base. The White House plantation had been the home of Martha Custis when she married George Washington. It now belonged to Col. William H. F. “Rooney” Lee of the 9th Virginia Cavalry. Stuart encountered token resistance until just past Tunstall’s Station on the banks of Black Creek. Here, with the bridge destroyed, Stuart faced Federal cavalry and what appeared to be artillery. Pelham was ordered to the front, came up rapidly, unlimbered, and opened fire. The blue cavalry scattered, and the supposed guns failed to return Pelham’s salute. Stuart’s engineer officer, Capt. William W. Blackford, was set to repairing the bridge, but night fell before the work was completed. Everyone slept on his arms till morning, when the column moved on to the White House.

    During the day, smoke had been seen rising from the direction of the landing, and at night, the sky was aglow from the flames of McClellan’s burning supplies. He would leave as little to the Rebels as possible. With the morning, Stuart rode on to what was left of McClellan’s base of operations. Much was desolation, including Lee’s home. A gunboat was seen on the river, and Stuart ordered some sharpshooters and Pelham’s howitzer forward to chase it off.39 As the boat made its way downstream, the howitzer was sent at a gallop after it to hasten its departure.

    Stuart dispatched Col. Fitz Lee’s 1st Virginia Cavalry and the Napoleon gun of the horse artillery under Breathed to observe the enemy between Bottom’s Bridge and Forge [Jones’s] Bridge. The rest of the command drew rations and helped themselves to what was salvageable from the ruin. Fearing that the Federals might return to cart off what had not been destroyed, Stuart burned what he could not carry with him. A note from Lee had arrived that morning cautioning Stuart to be watchful of any Union move in his direction. He replied that McClellan’s army was retreating not to White House Landing, but to the James River. Lee had already received information to this effect. Stuart’s note confirmed it. The Confederate commander’s subsequent movements culminated in the battles of White Oak Swamp and Malvern Hill, as McClellan tried to maneuver toward his new base at Harrison’s Landing on the James.

    As the thirtieth dawned, Stuart led the cavalry—minus the Cobb Legion, which remained at the White House—in the direction taken by the 1st Virginia the day before. Fitz Lee was at Long Bridge, so Stuart took up a position near Forge Bridge. Lee reported that enemy pickets and two pieces of artillery were visible. He opened fire with the Napoleon, but the gun’s trail broke with the first shot. With both the Blakely and the Napoleon disabled and the other guns detached, Stuart had only one section of twelve-pound howitzers with him.

    While the 1st Virginia grappled with the Federals without the Napoleon, Stuart engaged 200 Federal infantry, Capt. J. C. White’s squadron of the 3rd Pennsylvania Cavalry, and a section of Battery M, fifth U.S. Artillery, under Lt. Valentine H. Stone at Forge Bridge. Pelham wheeled the howitzers into position and began shelling the enemy. Stone’s two guns answered him. At this point, the reports of the contending sides diverge. Stone, who was conducting his first independent command with both new men and horses, thought that he was confronted by eight cannons and admitted to being under fire from 1:00 to 6:00 P.M. He stated that he completely silenced the Confederate guns for two hours, but that the enemy succeeded in crossing the river and pushing him back two miles. The lieutenant reported his horse and one cavalryman killed during the action.40 White’s superior, Col. William W. Averell, recorded that his cavalry held the bridge until night, and that White’s horse was killed. He made no reference to any casualties among the men.41

    On the Confederate side, Stuart’s report is rather lacking in detail. He admitted to a spirited duel between the artillery, which resulted in a Federal withdrawal so rapid that the infantry abandoned its knapsacks. A scouting party was pushed beyond the bridge to ascertain the enemy’s position, but the increasing darkness finally led Stuart to order the command to bivouac for the night. He noted that the enemy lost two men and two horses killed, while he suffered no casualties.42

    Lt. Col. William T. Martin’s Jeff Davis Legion was the vanguard of Stuart’s force that day. His report stated:


    
      Monday, June 30, my command, with Pelham’s artillery, now moved toward the Forge Bridge, encountering a few of the enemy’s skirmishers. It was discovered, as the bridge was approached, that the enemy already held the position with infantry, cavalry, and artillery. Captain Pelham was advanced with two of his pieces to a point within 400 yards of the bridge, and opened with his pieces (howitzers). He was replied to by two rifled pieces, but soon silenced them, and they withdrew to the hills beyond the river.

      A reconnoitering force was crossed over the river to examine the position assumed by the enemy, and was charged upon by cavalry in the afternoon. In order to clear the road of this cavalry Captain Pelham was ordered with two twelve-pounder howitzers to take position on the bridge and shell the road. Just as he unlimbered the enemy opened upon him with two rifled pieces, one at only 400 yards’ distance. As this gun had been trained upon the road occupied by the pieces of Captain Pelham its fire was very accurate and rapid, yet in fifteen minutes the enemy was driven away with a loss of 2 men and 2 horses killed and several wounded. This force of the enemy had been sent to repair the bridge, and had begun work when we attacked them. As far as could be ascertained the enemy had one regiment of infantry, a squadron of cavalry, and two pieces of artillery in the forenoon, and this force was increased toward afternoon.43

    

    From all these reports, it would appear that the Federals did succeed in holding up Stuart at the bridge or its vicinity until dark, as Averell attested. However, Stone’s silencing of Pelham’s guns could only have come at the time Pelham was limbering forward to the bridge, a period of time somewhat less than two hours.44 Depending on the length of time it took for Stuart to decide to push across the bridge and to organize a force for doing so, the interval may have been extended. Stone’s inexperience may have lengthened the time in his mind to two hours.

    As for Pelham driving off Stone on the two occasions reported, the evidence would seem to indicate that the young Union artillery officer was over-matched. He did withdraw from his first position and from his second near the end of the day. He was probably under the fire of Pelham’s howitzers both times. The time factor of five hours over which the contest was fought shows that Stuart was being cautious. Not knowing the size of the force to his front, he proceeded carefully. In the end, both sides got what they wanted—the Confederates the bridge and the Federals the delay of the enemy. Pelham had proven his value to Stuart once again.

    While Stuart followed up the taking of Forge Bridge on July 1, Lee and McClellan fought the battle of Malvern Hill. On the second, Lt. J. Emmett Shaw, with a twelve-pound howitzer, reported to Lt. Col. William T. Martin, commanding the Boykin Rangers, the Jeff Davis Legion, and Company H of the 4th Virginia. Martin had been ordered to picket the River Road and to advance along the road leading to Haxall’s Landing. As he approached Haxall’s, Martin divided his force into two sections, sending the smaller to Hax-all’s and proceeding with the larger and Shaw’s gun to Shirley Plantation below Haxall’s. As the column approached Shirley, the enemy’s pickets fired on it. In pushing farther on, Martin encountered increasing sharpshooter fire and began to suspect an ambush. He called for the howitzer, which Shaw brought up in fine style. As the gun was coming forward, scouts reported a Federal infantry regiment lying behind a line of bushes on elevated ground to the right of the road. Shaw was cautioned as to the location of the enemy and effectively masked his gun. His opening shot threw the Union line into confusion and caused them to retreat rapidly toward Berkeley. Martin pursued until he came up against a brigade of infantry stretched across the road. Having only 300 men and but six rounds left for the howitzer, Martin called a halt and fell back to Haxall’s. Shaw’s performance in independent command reflected well on Pelham’s training regimen. Both the officers and men of the battery were growing in experience and spirit.

    While Martin prodded the Yanks around Haxall’s Landing and Shirley Plantation, Stuart mounted a reconnaissance to Charles City Court House in the hope that he could fall on the flank of McClellan’s columns if they were still in motion. The Rebel cavalry quickly discovered that the Federal commander had not ventured that far. Stuart needed more information and that night dispatched Pelham with the other howitzer and a squadron of the 1st Virginia Cavalry under Capt. Charles R. Irving on a scout toward Westover Plantation. Pelham completed his mission and sent a message to Stuart:


    
      July 2nd 1862

      Genl.

      Our pickets are now below Mr. Allen Bradley’s farm—I fired on the enemy’s pickets and drove them in. Capt. Irving sent a scouting party out. They report the coast in front of us clear. I questioned Mr. Bradley about the position of the enemy—[sketch of Evelynton Heights appears here]. He says in Westover and Berkeley they have all their wagons and cattle. It is a beautiful plain commanded by Eventon Hills [Evelynton Heights]—one mile & 36 yards—he says that guns placed on the hill commands every thing as far as the river—the hill is two miles from our present position. He reports the road leading to this Depot blocked up with wagons & stragglers. He also says they have a considerable force there—all they have.

      Mr. Turner knows this Bradley and says he is a reliable man.

      
        
          	
          	Very Respt’y
        

        
          	Brig Genl JEB Stuart
          	Jno. Pelham
        

        
          	Comdg Cavy.
          	
Capt. S.H.A.45

        

      

    

    Pelham’s report spurred Stuart to action. After forwarding it to Gen. R. E. Lee, Stuart took his command, except for the 9th Virginia Cavalry, which was stationed on his left to watch Forge Bridge, and occupied the heights, chasing off a squadron of Federal cavalry. It was 9:00 in the morning.

    Stuart’s next action has been controversial. Although his driving off the pickets should have served as a warning to the Federals that the Confederates now occupied the heights, they did not immediately dispute its possession. Stuart believed that Lee was in the process of sending troops to reinforce him and, in his usual aggressive style, ordered Pelham to open fire. Positioned on the River Road, the lone howitzer commenced dropping shells among the enemy camped below. Momentary panic resulted. The Federals reacted by sending infantry and artillery against Stuart’s small force. By 2:00 in the afternoon, the cavalry skirmishers were down to a few rounds per man, and Pelham had but two rounds left for the howitzer. No Confederate infantry was in sight, Longstreet having become lost on the way, so Stuart pulled back off the hill.

    There were those in the Confederate army who condemned Stuart’s offensive posture as hasty. Many felt that he should have remained quiet and waited for the infantry to arrive. There may be some merit in this view, though mostly through hindsight. Stuart’s performance throughout the campaign had been one of individual initiative and aggressiveness. The idea of taking the war to the enemy conformed to Stuart’s modus operandi since the war’s beginning. Stuart was unable to divine what lay in the future and therefore could not see Longstreet’s delay in reaching him. All he knew was that his past experiences of aggressive action had been successful many more times than the passivity he observed on the part of the Federal high command.46

    Pelham’s role in the entire affair evidenced Stuart’s growing confidence in him. The youthful artillery commander, with but one gun and a handful of men to serve it, was placed in charge of the reconnaissance over a captain leading a squadron. Pelham’s note to Stuart summarized the situation and recommended the appropriate action. His questioning of a local citizen and his confirming of that citizen’s reliability demonstrated his overall astuteness and affirmed Stuart’s decision to give him command.

    The fourth and fifth passed relatively quietly as Stuart and the cavalry engaged in scouting and watching the river. The horse artillery had been used extensively, and everyone was in need of a rest. The Blakely had returned by the afternoon of the fifth, just in time for Stuart to send it to Wilcox’s Landing, about four miles below McClellan’s army at Harrison’s Landing. Col. Stephen

    D. Lee reported to Stuart with a battery of rifled cannons, Capt. Charles W. Squires’s Washington Artillery. Stuart sent the Blakely along with Lee, who was under orders to attack Federal transports on the James River. Pelham did not accompany the Blakely. Instead, his fellow Alabamian Lt. William M. McGregor commanded the gun.

    Colonel Lee reached Wilcox’s Landing about 8:00 on the night of the fifth. Squires’s Battery was placed in position, opened fire at 2:00 A.M. on the sixth, and maintained a steady cannonade until dawn. The battery was then withdrawn to the Waddell farm, where the men and horses were allowed to rest. Up to this time, the Washington Artillery had born the brunt of the fighting. According to Squires’s report, McGregor had not yet been engaged.47 Around 6:00 P.M., a section of Capt. Arthur L. Rogers’s Loudoun Artillery arrived and reported to Lee, bringing the number of guns to seven. Near 8:00 P.M., accompanied by Col. Thomas L. Rosser’s 5th Virginia Cavalry, the artillery left Waddell’s farm and marched nine miles to Wyanoke Neck, where the guns were placed near the river on the farm of Thomas Wilcox.

    At sunrise on the seventh, the combined battery opened fire on a grounded transport, the Juniata, which suffered some loss. The transports came under fire throughout the day. One vessel was sunk. Another was abandoned on the south shore of the river, and several were damaged. Union gunboats, which came to the aid of the transports, returned fire, which had no effect, but they were not fired upon. The transports were the sole targets of the Confederate artillery. That evening, Lee pulled the guns back to Charles City Court House, where the crews camped for the night. In all, the artillery fired 172 rounds. McGregor, who was not utilized to any great extent, expended twenty.48

    The action against the Federal transports was the last for Pelham’s Battery on the Peninsula. Along with the majority of the cavalry, it was withdrawn on July 10 and went into camp, at first near Richmond and later near Hanover Court House. The campaign had been exhausting, debilitating the men physically, mentally, and emotionally. A great many men of the battery who had been virtually raw recruits when the fighting began were now veterans. Losses in the battery had been light—one dead, three wounded, and one captured.49 The battery had proven its value to Pelham, Stuart, Jackson, and others, and if its commander had anything to say, it would continue to do so. It wasn’t long before the men were back drilling.
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    CHAPTER 5

    From the Peninsula

    to the Potomac

    “They are whipped this time, but I don’t know whether

    they will stay whipped or not.”

    The restful days spent in the camps around Hanover Court House during the latter part of July and the early days of August 1862 would be remembered by the men of the cavalry and the horse artillery for as long as they lived. There began the process of rejuvenation of body, mind, and spirit after the grueling campaign against McClellan. The respite from the war extended over four weeks, with only an occasional brief interruption. Though the Army of the Potomac lay only a day’s march away, there was none of the concern and fear that had gripped Richmond just a few weeks earlier. Instead, jubilation for the victory won by Lee and the army was felt by all, though it was tempered by the knowledge of what that victory had cost. The dead numbered in the thousands, and thousands more wounded filled the hospitals in Richmond. Many who had survived the campaign mourned for their dead comrades. More longed for an end to the war. This turmoil of emotion swirled throughout the camps of the Army of Northern Virginia. The men of the Stuart Horse Artillery were not immune to it.


    
      Richmond VA July the 12th 1862

      Dear Wife,

      I seat myself this evening to inform you that I [am in] tolerably good health except the rheumatism [that] is pestering me some, hoping these few lines may find you all well. We expect to leave here this evening or in the morning, but I don’t know where we are going, but I expect we will go up the Valley. Our army has all fallen back to Richmond again where they were when the fight commenced, but I don’t know where the Yankees are. Some say they are going down the river and some say they are following us up. The papers say old Abe is calling for 100 thousand more men and if that is the case men are plenty in the North.

      The soldiers are getting tired of the fuss down here as ever a dog was of hot mush. The Yankee prisoners say they are tired too, but they are forced to fight or starve, and we will soon be forced to fight and starve both. We have gone 21 days on a six days’ rations and fought and skirmished pretty nigh all the time, but we got some Yankee victuals on our way. I have got some sugar and coffee yet that I got out of a camp. I don’t think there will ever be another battle as this for [both] sides have lost so many men that I think they will fight it out now like men, not take a dog fight again.

      I have read histories of wars but never read of such a time as I have seen down here. One day’s fight was bad enough, but when it comes to fighting a week or two I get tired of it. I never was so tired of anything in my life as I am of this foolish fuss now. When I first got down here I would sit and listen for an hour or two at a band of music, but now it makes [me] sick almost to hear them. But worse than that is the roar of the guns. Some people say after they have been in one fight they never mind it, but it isn’t the case with me, for the more I fight the worse I hate it. The worst I ever dread a battle is when I am going in the field. After I get in and fire a few shots I don’t mind it so bad, but the next time it is just as bad as at the first.

      If I thought this war would last 3 months longer I would give 500 dollars for a substitute. I could get one any day at Richmond. A man told me so today, but I have not got the money, and I have heard that those that hired them would have to go again, but I don’t reckon it is so. I will find out how things are working and if I find out they are going to fight always I will try and get the money and hire one in my place. I think I have done fighting enough for my share of the Confederacy, but I will have to wait till I can get the money. I think I can borrow it from the rest of the boys [word illegible] we draw [pay] again.

      You wrote you all would hire me and Bill [Pvt. William A. Simpson] a substitute if [it] took everything you had. If we had the money here we could get one and have something left to start on maybe, but it will take me a long time to make 6 hundred dollars besides losing my summers work. But if I can get out of this war honorably with the clothes on my back I will be glad, and [if] I don’t get home in time to seed this Fall you will be in a worse [word missing] than I will, for they are bound to feed me a little but nobody is bound to support you but myself and my wages is all the chance now, and if vegetables get as high there as they are here they won’t half support you. But if I was at home I could make something to eat. General [Brig. Gen. John H.] Winder says we can be transferred to [Col. Robert C.] Trigg’s regiment, but it is going to be hard work to get away from here.

      The New York papers acknowledge they are whipped this time, but I don’t know whether they will stay whipped or not. I must quit for this time by requesting you to give my best respects to all of my friends and remember me. Write often as you can direct your letters as before. Till I write again good-bye. Tell the children I hope I will soon come home to them.

      Wm. P. Walters to M. E. Walters and friends1

    

    Walters’s rheumatism and depression were not the only things bothering him that July. On the sixteenth, he wrote that he was suffering great pain in his ears as a result of the reports of the cannons when fired. He noted further that all through the battles on the Peninsula, the pain had plagued him, and it seemed to be worsening.2 In a letter written on the eighteenth, he elaborated on the activities in which he and the rest of the men of the battery were engaged.


    
      I have no news of importance to write at this time only [that] we have been resting for a while. We don’t have anything to do but feed and water our horses and catch ticks and lice and chiggers which leads us a hard life. Body lice are as plentiful as dirt. We get as full of them sometimes as a dog is of fleas, but they ain’t as bad as Yankees.3

    

    While it would appear that Walters only had to attend the horses and fight lice, others of the battery had drawn different work. The battery was the recipient of some of the spoils taken from McClellan’s army. Two Napoleons and a twelve-pound howitzer were added to the battery’s armament, along with some caissons and additional equipment.4 These pieces and the other guns and equipment of the battery needed repair and refurbishing. Even while wishing for peace, those assigned to the task of readying the guns worked with an energy fueled by pride in their unit’s accomplishments.

    Lt. James S. T. Shepherd, who had spent much of the campaign on recruiting duty in Richmond, was still at his post and continued to send new men to the battery. From July 9 to August 18, twenty-nine men were added to the rolls. On July 19, Pelham signed a requisition order for cooking utensils for 150 men. The battery’s complement of men seemed to be growing. However, there were men whose discontentment with the war led them to hire substitutes of questionable worth, while others simply disappeared. Private Walters wrote to his wife on July 22, “Some of our boys have run off or went off, one or the other. 3 Altizers and 2 Nolleys5 are the last that left, and they are going to send Robert Lancaster and Wall6 after them, but I don’t believe they have gone home.”7 Walters and others wanted desperately to go home and help their families work their farms. In the end most stayed. Words like honor and duty still held great meaning for some.

    Stuart’s performance before and throughout the Peninsula campaign was rewarded when on July 25 he was commissioned a major general. Col. Fitzhugh Lee of the 1st Virginia was promoted to brigadier general and given a brigade composed of the 1st, 3rd, 4th, 5th, and 9th Virginia. Col. Wade Hampton, commanding the Hampton Legion, was also promoted to brigadier general and given a brigade consisting of the 10th Virginia, 1st North Carolina, 2nd South Carolina, Cobb (Georgia) Legion, and Jeff Davis Legion. Pelham’s Battery would have been the only horse artillery in the division, but Hampton petitioned Secretary of War George W. Randolph to be allowed to convert the Hampton Legion’s Washington Artillery, commanded by Capt. James F. Hart, to horse artillery. His request was granted, and the battery began the conversion process.

    None of the changes to the cavalry affected Pelham’s Battery except that until Hart was able to take the field, the Stuart Horse Artillery would have to serve both cavalry brigades. Through the end of July, the war seemed far away, as McClellan’s army remained relatively quiet in its camp at Harrison’s Landing. These were days of reviews, dances, and pleasant social calls on families in the vicinity of Pelham’s camp. Pelham made the rounds with Stuart and his staff, and if the young Alabamian was disappointed that he had not received a promotion when others of Stuart’s staff did, he gave no outward sign. Stuart had campaigned mightily for him, but in the end, Richmond would only grant so many commissions. Pelham would have to wait.

    While Stuart’s cavalry underwent its change from one to two brigades, the rest of Lee’s army was also experiencing a restructuring. The unwieldy divisional organization gave way to two wings commanded by Maj. Gen. James Longstreet and Maj. Gen. Thomas J. Jackson. Divisions and brigades were shuffled, and generals who had failed to come up to Lee’s expectations were transferred or resigned. Lee was preparing for the next campaign and did not want a repetition of the failures that had occurred on the Peninsula. In the midst of implementing his reorganization plans, he received disturbing news from Northern Virginia.

    Back on June 26, the Federal government had united its forces left in the Valley with those east of the mountains. The new army was christened the Army of Virginia and was placed under the command of Maj. Gen. John Pope, who had experienced some minor successes in the West. These troops, which were located in the vicinity of Fredericksburg, were charged with defending the approaches to Washington City. Pope quickly demonstrated he was not one to sit idly on the defensive. He advanced to the Rapidan River and began to threaten the Virginia Central Railroad. By July 13, Lee was concerned enough about Pope to send Jackson’s and Ewell’s divisions to Gordonsville. Jackson himself followed on the nineteenth and was joined by A. P. Hill’s division at the end of the month. The Federal commander probed out from Fredericksburg toward Gordonsville. Lee wanted information about what the enemy was up to around Fredericksburg. Stuart was to provide it.

    With Fitz Lee’s Brigade and the Stuart Horse Artillery, Stuart set out on August 4 toward Bowling Green and camped a few miles east of the town. The next day, he headed straight for Port Royal on the Rappahannock River. The column arrived around 11:00 A.M. A Federal cavalry squadron had just passed through Port Royal, and a quick pursuit netted about a dozen prisoners. Around 1:00 P.M., Stuart moved on. He camped near Grace (Round Oak) Church. Early on the morning of the sixth, Stuart pushed toward the Telegraph Road, intersecting it at Massaponax Church. The leading squadron under Capt. Peyton R. Berkeley of the 3rd Virginia turned north on the Telegraph Road, charged a Federal column, and captured several wagons and a number of prisoners. The second squadron, led by Lt. Col. John T. Thornton, also of the 3rd, headed south, capturing more wagons and prisoners, until encountering the enemy’s rear guard along the Po River.

    Stuart soon discovered that he had barely missed running into the infantry brigades of Brigadier Generals John P. Hatch and John Gibbon, who were marching south toward Hanover Court House. It was their column’s wagon train that Berkeley and Thornton had collided with. The 4th Virginia and a section of the horse artillery, including the Blakely gun, rushed to support Thornton.8 The Federal infantry began to deploy and offered stiffer resistance. The Blakely was unlimbered and had fired only a few rounds when its elevating screw broke, rendering the piece useless.9 At that point, Stuart determined that all had been gained that was worth gaining and began to fall back up the Telegraph Road. Pelham and the remaining gun leapfrogged from hill to hill, firing on the enemy to harass its advance. The cavalry turned off onto the Bowling Green Road about two miles south of Massaponax Church, and after a final salvo, Pelham followed. The Federals permitted Stuart to ride away, not that their infantry could effectively pursue the gray cavalry anyway, but the heat was staggering and all were content to allow the contest to end.

    Stuart was pleased with his eighty-five prisoners and the fact that he had interrupted another Federal raid. He praised several officers, including Berkeley and Thornton. Strangely, Pelham’s name is absent from Stuart’s entire report of the affair. The horse artillery is mentioned several times, but neither its gallant commander nor any of the other officers received mention. Stuart could not have been displeased with the horse artillery’s performance, except for the disabling of the Blakely, which was becoming something of a habit, so his reasons for failing to include Pelham remain a mystery.

    The cavalry and artillery returned to the friendly surroundings of the camps near Hanover Court House on August 7 and settled back into a more peaceful routine. Capt. J. Hardeman Stuart, the cavalry’s signal officer, put it in his diary that on the eighth, all he did was relax and sleep.10 Similar entries followed, but events elsewhere were conspiring to bring these golden days to an end. Stuart left on the ninth for an inspection tour of Brig. Gen. Beverly H. Robertson’s Brigade, which consisted of the 2nd, 6th, 7th, and 12th Virginia Cavalry, the 17th Virginia Cavalry Battalion, and Chew’s Battery. This brigade had been with Jackson. Though Stuart did not have actual authority over Robertson, he would soon receive it.

    Returning to Hanover Court House on the thirteenth, Stuart began preparations for the cavalry’s departure. Robert E. Lee left to join Jackson that same day and would soon bring Stuart north to face Pope’s cavalry. The coming campaign became the talk of the camps and the topic of letters home. On August 15, Private Walters wrote a letter to his wife recounting his service in Pelham’s Battery and what he longed for in the future:


    
      Dear Wife and Children,

      It is with great pleasure that I seat myself this morning to drop you a few more lines to let you know that I am in tolerable good health at this time, hoping these few lines will find you all well. I have no news of importance to write at this time only they are fixing for a battle in [the] Valley. 5 carloads of soldiers went up from Richmond yesterday. I have heard no straight news from the last fight up there only that Major [Henry] Lane was killed.11 I didn’t hear how the rest of his company came out. I expect we will move up that way in a few days, but it can’t be any worse place than I have seen, but I don’t expect we will have to go through as much danger as [word illegible] for I think they are getting tired of running us in every hole where they can hear the Yankees are. This last scout was a good one but they come so my being [word illegible] that I don’t think they will try another shortly.

      We have done our share since we have been in [the] service. If we are militia it is five months today since I left home, and we have been all over eastern Virginia and in 33 skirmishes and 2 regular fights while there are some volunteers that have been out 18 months that haven’t [been in] one yet. The time flies away fast. It looks like it was only last week that I left you and home but we are always going and in a fluster that time passes, and we don’t notice it. But I expect it is very different with you there at home by yourself. I wish I was there with you. Your company suits me better than the company I am in. Sometimes I think I would give every thing I am worth if I could get [to] see you and the children and stay with you the balance of my days in peace.

      So no more at present but remain your loving husband till death. Give my love and respects to all friends. I will send you 20 postage stamps in this letter. Tell Molly and sis I haven’t forgotten them yet.

      Wm P Walters / M E Walters12

    

    The next day, the cavalry and horse artillery saddled up and rode away from their camps, taking fond memories of the hospitality shown them by the families of Hanover County.

    As Pelham’s Battery made its way toward the Rapidan on the sixteenth, Chew’s Battery was already there and engaging the enemy. Chew had been left in the Valley when Jackson marched east to join Lee. From June 14 until July 22, the battery had remained in the vicinity of Harrisonburg doing little more than light picket duty. On the twenty-third, camp was broken up, and the battery accompanied Col. Asher W. Harman’s 12th Virginia Cavalry through New Market to the foot of the Massanutten, where everyone camped for the night.

    The following day, the battery moved in the direction of Luray but encountered Yankee pickets on the east bank of the South Fork of the Shenandoah. A twelve-pound shell scattered about a dozen Federals, who retreated toward Luray. Chew pulled back about half a mile to await developments. Before too long, a four-gun battery wheeled into position on a commanding hill and answered the Rebel challenge. The bombardment produced no casualties, though Colonel Harmon had one solid shot bounce right under his horse. Since neither side wished to cross the river to get at the other, the day ended quietly, with the Confederates falling back to their camp of the previous night.13

    Chew and his men rode back to Harrisonburg and settled down once again to picket duty until July 31, when they received orders to move east. The long march wound through Harrisonburg, Mount Crawford, Brown’s Gap, Ivy Depot, Charlottesville, Keswick Depot, Barboursville, and Somerset, until the men reached Orange Court House on August 8. Here the battery went into camp. The battle of Cedar Mountain was fought on the ninth, but Chew’s Battery was not engaged, though it was under fire for about twenty minutes. On the tenth, a brief scout east along the line of the Orange and Alexandria Railroad was made. A day of rest followed. On the twelfth, the battery moved about a quarter of a mile and joined Robertson’s Brigade. Some Federal infantry appeared and began to advance. Chew put one gun into battery to dissuade them. The Yankee threat proved hollow, and the battery limbered and marched to Orange Court House.14

    Picket duty first east then west of Orange Court House occupied the days between the thirteenth and fifteenth. On August 16, Chew went into battery on the south bank of the Rapidan to support the 6th Virginia Cavalry, which had crossed the river and had driven in the enemy’s cavalry pickets. Federal infantry in skirmish order emerged from the woods, hastening the 6th’s return. Chew opened fire with two rifled pieces, and the line of blue melted back into the trees. The battery limbered and rode back to its camp at Orange Court House. The town was abustle with troops.15

    The troops that were arriving by rail, horse, and foot were part of Robert E. Lee’s plans to trap Pope’s army between the Rapidan and Rappahannock Rivers and destroy him. Jeb Stuart’s role was to circle behind Pope and burn the railroad bridge near Rappahannock Station. The problem was that Stuart’s cavalry was scattered. Hampton’s Brigade was near Richmond, Fitz Lee’s was at Hanover Court House, and Robertson’s was at Orange Court House. To implement Lee’s plan, Stuart chose Fitz Lee’s Brigade and ordered Lee to move his brigade on the seventeenth to the vicinity of Raccoon Ford on the Rapidan, where Stuart planned to rendezvous with him. The plan went awry. Instead of marching straight for Raccoon Ford, Lee took a detour to Louisa Court House to provision his men. Meanwhile, Stuart proceeded to Verdiers-ville, where he expected to meet Lee. When Lee failed to materialize, Stuart dispatched his adjutant, Maj. Norman FitzHugh, to look for him. FitzHugh rode into a Federal cavalry patrol and was captured. Stuart almost suffered the same fate but managed to escape, though he lost his famed plumed hat and other articles of clothing. Worse, FitzHugh had on his person a copy of Robert E. Lee’s orders. With the knowledge these revealed about Lee’s plan to entrap him, Pope, who had already suspected something was up and had begun to withdraw his forces, fell back rapidly behind the Rappahannock. He was safe for the moment; Lee would have to start planning from scratch.

    Fitz Lee’s Brigade finally arrived on the eighteenth but was in no condition for a forced march. The following day was spent resting and preparing for action. On the twentieth, Lee’s and Robertson’s Brigades pushed over the Rapidan in pursuit of Pope’s retreating columns. Pelham’s Battery moved with Lee, though a number of men remained in camp in Orange County with the broken-down horses.16 Chew’s Battery and Col. Thomas T. Munford’s 2nd Virginia Cavalry, which was detached from Robertson’s Brigade, crossed the Rapidan at Mitchell’s Ford and marched on the left of Jackson’s advancing infantry.

    Moving in advance of Longstreet’s Corps, Fitz Lee collided with the Federals shortly after crossing the river. Pelham put all of his guns into action and threw two howitzers forward to press the enemy more closely. There was little resistance until near Kelly’s Ford, where the blue cavalry made a brief stand and then quickly withdrew over the Rappahannock. The presence on the north bank of heavy Federal artillery with infantry support ended all pursuit.17

    Stuart accompanied Robertson. They encountered Brig. Gen. George D. Bayard’s Federal cavalry brigade between Stevensburg and Brandy Station. Bayard, under orders not to bring on a general engagement, pulled back the 1st Maine and the 1st Rhode Island while holding Stuart and Robertson with the 2nd New York, the 1st New Jersey, and the 1st Pennsylvania. Col. William E. “Grumble” Jones’s 7th Virginia had some initial success, but a strong line of skirmishers thrown out by Bayard drove him back. The repulse was temporary, as Stuart hurled the remainder of Robertson’s Brigade at the 2nd New York. Caught in the middle of a maneuver, the New Yorkers broke. The 1st New Jersey followed suit except for a squadron that Bayard placed in a line of woods, where their carbine fire repulsed the Confederates.

    The time gained allowed Bayard to withdraw to the ford, where he was under the cover of two regiments of infantry from Brig. Gen. George L. Hart-suff’s Brigade. Capt. James Thompson’s 2nd Maryland Battery (Battery C, Pennsylvania Light Artillery) and Capt. Ezra W. Matthews’s Battery F, 1st Pennsylvania Artillery, supported the infantry from south of the river.18 Stuart bemoaned the fact that he had no artillery to challenge the enemy’s guns. All he could do was watch Bayard’s Brigade cross the river and escape. Just then, Pelham galloped up. Fitz Lee, who was at Kelly’s Ford, had been sent for when it appeared that the Federals might be brought to bay. Lee dispatched the 1st and 5th Virginia with Pelham to Stuart. But before the guns could be thrown into battery, Stuart realized the opportunity had passed. Chew was unavailable, being with Munford, and Pelham arrived minutes too late. Frustrated, Stuart called off the pursuit.

    On the twenty-first, the action moved to Beverly’s Ford, where Col. Thomas L. Rosser’s 5th Virginia pushed across the river as a prelude to the crossing of Jackson’s Corps. The horse artillery was nowhere in sight, and Jackson supplied a section of guns.19 Rosser held on until late in the afternoon, when it became apparent that Jackson wasn’t going to cross. Robertson had also crossed farther upriver at Freeman’s Ford but had run into a heavy force advancing to contest Rosser’s crossing. At the same time, Chew’s Battery had marched along the railroad south of Rosser’s position at Beverly’s Ford and had gone into battery in the vicinity of the railroad bridge. Shots were traded with an enemy battery for about forty minutes,20 before Chew limbered his guns and fell back. Pelham’s location during this day’s actions is unclear. Stuart eventually decided that nothing more could be gained by remaining in such exposed positions and ordered Rosser and Robertson to recross to the south bank.

    The scene shifted on the twenty-second to Freeman’s Ford, where Stuart confronted Brig. Gen. Robert H. Milroy’s Brigade and Capt. Aaron C. Johnson’s 12th Ohio Battery. This time, Stuart had four of Pelham’s guns with the Alabamian himself in command. Stuart decided to test Milroy and ordered Pelham to open fire. In minutes, the action escalated into a full-scale artillery duel, with the Confederates receiving more than they gave. In Stuart’s own words, “Pelham tried in vain to silence the enemy’s guns.”21 Even though he had a superior position, Pelham could not stop the shower of shells from Johnson’s Battery that burst around his guns. Milroy’s report stated:


    
      Too much praise cannot be awarded the captain [Johnson] for the promptness and skill exhibited in bringing his battery into position. In less than five minutes after receipt of the order he had his pieces in action amid a perfect shower of shot, shell, and canister from three of the rebel batteries, and in ten minutes after had silenced their heaviest battery. He continued engaging the enemy for about two hours, compelling them to constantly change the position of their guns.22

    

    Pelham obviously fought quite well himself to have convinced Milroy he had three batteries instead of just four guns. Nevertheless, Johnson had a good day against Stuart’s best. Pieces of one Federal shell felled Pvt. Edward McCaffrey with wounds in his chest and arm.23 Despite the Ohioans’ telling accuracy, Pelham and Stuart were not ready to throw in their cards. In fact, they were preparing to up the ante. Chew’s Battery galloped onto the scene.24

    After the previous day’s fight, Chew had marched his battery across the Hazel River at Welford’s Ford and had camped near the river. In the morning, the battery proceeded to the Rappahannock. Shortly after his arrival in the vicinity of the ford, Chew was met by an unknown mounted officer, who told him: “Put some of your guns in position here and fire a few shell into that piece of woods you see yonder on the other side of the river. I think perhaps there is something in there.”25 Chew complied by unlimbering a single gun and opening fire. The response was immediate. Six to eight Federal cannons answered Chew’s challenge, and the fight was on. Chew added two more rifled pieces, and for the next two hours, the cannoneers fired as fast as they could load the guns. Such strenuous effort had its effect, and the rate of fire slackened as the gray cannoneers began to tire. Fitz Lee and Pelham rode up to Chew’s guns to watch the fight from a different angle. Noticing the condition of the gunners, both officers dismounted and went to serving the guns with a speed and smoothness that brought smiles to the weary men they replaced.26 The battery’s shells continued to rain down on the enemy. The Yanks responded in kind, and though most of their shells either passed over the battery or failed to explode, some found their mark. Pvt. John Stewart was stuck and killed by a piece of shell, and two others were wounded.27 Two horses were also killed.

    While the artillery pounded each other, Jackson’s infantry passed behind Stuart and moved farther upstream. Early in the morning, Stuart had received a dispatch from Gen. Robert E. Lee that granted permission for the cavalry chieftain to execute his planned raid on Pope’s headquarters at Catlett’s Station. A section of Chew’s Battery was selected to accompany the cavalry and was pulled out of the fight. Guns from Jackson’s command, which continued the barrage, replaced it. Other pieces were brought forward to relieve Pelham’s guns, and by 12:00, the horse artillery’s role in the action was over.28

    The Federals were forced to bring up fresh batteries as well. When Johnson’s ammunition eventually became exhausted, he was replaced by Capt. William L. De Beck’s Battery K, 1st Ohio Light Artillery. Then Capt. Michael Wiedrich’s Battery I, 1st New York Light Artillery, and finally Capt. Frank Buell’s West Virginia Battery were called up by Maj. Gen. Franz Sigel and placed in support of De Beck. The bombardment continued into the afternoon. Not until 3:00 did the guns fall silent. Although Pelham’s and Chew’s Batteries had suffered from the accurate Yankee fire, they had inflicted damage too. Captain Buell was killed, and Wiedrich reported one killed and four wounded, along with two horses killed and ten others so badly injured that they had to be shot. In addition, one of the battery’s limbers caught fire and exploded. Wiedrich stated that his guns were in exposed positions, a circumstance that he inferred was not his fault but that of General Sigel.29 Neither Johnson nor De Beck, nor any officer from Buell’s Battery, filed a report, but it could be extrapolated that their losses were in relative proportion to Wiedrich’s. Milroy admitted to having two killed and thirteen wounded in his supporting infantry. Though Pelham and Chew were not involved in the entire action, they had helped turn the day around in the Confederate artillery’s favor. Stuart could be satisfied with their performance.

    The men of the horse artillery deserved a long rest, but not all of them were going to get one. By 10:00 A.M., Stuart set out with Robertson’s Brigade, except for Jones’s 7th Virginia; Fitz Lee’s Brigade, minus the 3rd Virginia; and a section of Chew’s Battery.30 The column crossed the Rappahannock at Waterloo Bridge and Hart’s Mill and marched toward Warrenton, which the men reached in the afternoon. Stuart called a halt to allow the column to close up. Leaving Warrenton, Stuart headed for Cedar Creek and the railroad bridge near Catlett’s Station. Shortly after the raiders left the town, a violent thunderstorm engulfed them. The men were drenched to the skin in minutes, and with the road rapidly turning into a morass, Chew’s guns began to fall behind. Stuart quickly decided that he had to push ahead and could not wait for the artillery. Assigning the 12th Virginia as a guard for the guns, Stuart led out the rest of his command. Night and the storm combined to create a darkness that was penetrated only by the random flashes of lightning. The artillery never made it to Catlett’s Station, stopping in the road about three miles away. Neese remembered:


    
      The cavalry were all ’way ahead of us. We did not see or hear a sign of them anywhere, consequently toward midnight we halted in the road where the water and mud was just half knee deep. I was wet all over, and through. Cold, chilly, hungry, and sleepy all at the same time, I put myself in as small a package as I could and sat on the limber chest for three long weary hours, with wakeful dreamy visions of a good, warm, dry bed chasing one another all over me.31
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