
[image: Cover: Lee’s Lieutenants, by Douglas Southall Freeman]




Thank you for downloading this Simon & Schuster ebook.

Get a FREE ebook when you join our mailing list. Plus, get updates on new releases, deals, recommended reads, and more from Simon & Schuster. Click below to sign up and see terms and conditions.




CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP




Already a subscriber? Provide your email again so we can register this ebook and send you more of what you like to read. You will continue to receive exclusive offers in your inbox.








[image: Lee’s Lieutenants by Douglas Southall Freeman, Touchstone]






To

JOHN STEWART BRYAN

who has kept the faith





Maps


	Strategic areas of northern Virginia

	Operations in western Virginia, July 1861

	First Battle of Manassas

	Williamsburg, May 4–5, 1862

	Seven Pines

	Stuart’s “Ride Around McClellan”

	The central Shenandoah Valley

	Front Royal, May 23, 1862

	Battle of Winchester, May 25, 1862

	The Massanuttons, Shenandoah Valley

	Battle of Port Republic, June 9, 1862

	Jackson’s advance to the Richmond front

	Jackson, Ewell, and Branch, June 26, 1862

	Gaines’ Mill battlefield

	Environs of Savage Station

	White Oak Swamp, June 29–30, 1862

	Malvern Hill, July 1, 1862

	Cedar Mountain, August 9, 1862

	Jackson’s march against Pope

	Confederate positions, Second Manassas

	Jackson’s march to Chantilly

	Operations in Maryland, September 1862

	South Mountain, September 14, 1862

	Battlefield of Sharpsburg

	Stuart’s “October Raid,” 1862

	Battlefield of Fredericksburg

	Stuart’s winter raids

	The Fredericksburg-Chancellorsville front

	Chancellorsville battleground

	Jackson’s flank attack, May 2, 1863

	Chancellorsville defenses, May 3, 1863

	Early’s deployment, Fredericksburg

	Salem Church, May 4, 1863

	Battlefield of Brandy Station

	Routes north into Pennsylvania

	Stuart’s raid, Salem to Gettysburg

	Rodes’s attack, Gettysburg, July 1, 1863

	Gettysburg and vicinity

	Attack of Confederate right, July 2, 1863

	Attack of Confederate left, July 2, 1863

	Pickett’s Charge, July 3, 1863

	Advance to Bristoe Station, October 1863

	The Wilderness and Spotsylvania

	The Bloody Angle, May 10–12, 1864

	Sheridan’s raid and Stuart’s pursuit

	Drewry’s Bluff and Petersburg, May 1864

	Trevilian Station, June 11, 1864

	The lower Shenandoah Valley

	Third Winchester, September 19, 1864

	Battle of Cedar Creek, October 19, 1864

	Five Forks battlefield, April 1, 1865

	The projected march to Danville

	Sayler’s Creek battlefield, April 6, 1865

	Appomattox Court House






Introduction

JAMES M. MCPHERSON

In his four-volume R. E. Lee (1934–35) and three-volume Lee’s Lieutenants (1942–44), Douglas Southall Freeman wrote two million words about the Army of Northern Virginia and its commanders. These volumes were bestsellers in their time and achieved enormous influence on the writing of Civil War military history. R. E. Lee won a Pulitzer Prize. Lee’s Lieutenant’s was required reading for many years in British as well as American military schools. In recognition of these achievements, Freeman received twenty-five honorary degrees—not only from Southern institutions but also from leading Northern universities including Princeton, Yale, and Harvard.

Not all the influence of these volumes was salutary. So great was Free-man’s impact on the field that many readers gained the impression that almost the whole Civil War was fought in the Eastern theater between the Army of Northern Virginia and the Army of the Potomac. Freeman’s masterful volumes strengthened the dominance of the “Virginia school” in Confederate historiography. They also set a standard for Civil War military history that focused on command and strategy rather than on the experience of men in the ranks.

Both the Virginia bias and top-down military history have undergone considerable revision in recent decades. The Western theaters of the Civil War have received their due, and most recent studies of Civil War campaigns and battles combine the view from headquarters with the view from the ranks. Nevertheless, Freeman’s studies of Lee and his lieutenants retain their extraordinary value. Nothing written since equals them for insights into the problems and techniques of Civil War command, strategy, and evaluation of intelligence. These volumes remain today the best top-down accounts of the Army of Northern Virginia and the best guide to primary sources for a student wishing to pursue further any of hundreds of subjects or individuals treated by Freeman.

Most readers of Civil War history, however, have neither time nor inclination to wade through a million words on Lee or another million on his subordinates. In 1961, therefore, Richard Harwell published a one-volume abridgment of R. E. Lee, in time to meet the increased demand for Civil War books during the centennial observations of the war. But until now Lee’s Lieutenants has remained a daunting prospect for many readers. Stephen W. Sears, one of the foremost military historians of the Civil War, has performed a service of inestimable value (not to mention skillful, painstaking labor) in producing this abridgment of a classic in Civil War literature. In compressing the material into one-third of its original length, Sears has sacrificed none of the crucial narrative and interpretation of events as they pertained to command decisions and execution, and little of importance pertaining to the personalities of Lee’s lieutenants. He has achieved this goal by eliminating Freeman’s numerous appendices and most of the footnotes and by paring away all but essential details and quotations. What is left is more than a skeleton; it is a lean, muscular narrative.

Freeman would surely have approved. He was lean and muscular in his youth, a star track athlete in high school and college. Born in 1886 at Lynchburg, Virginia, Douglas was the youngest of four sons of Walker Bur-ford Freeman, a veteran of four years’ Civil War service in the 4th Virginia Battery of field artillery. General Jubal A. Early lived just down the street from the Freemans in Lynchburg. Douglas’s older brothers amused themselves by telling the five-year-old Douglas that General Early ate little boys for breakfast. “Later in life,” wrote Douglas’s daughter wryly in 1985, “Father won medals in running because he had learned to sprint past the General’s house when he was still very small. Respect for a Confederate officer was one of his strong concepts.” Whatever the truth of this anecdote, Freeman did describe Early in Lee’s Lieutenants as “caustic… snarling and stooped, respected as a soldier but never widely popular as a man.”

It was not Early, however, but Freeman’s own father who first inspired his passion for Confederate history. Like most veterans who had served under Lee, Walker Freeman revered the memory of Marse Robert. He inculcated the same feelings in Douglas with countless old-soldier stories of his wartime experiences. The Freemans moved to Richmond in 1892, where the very atmosphere was filled with Confederate ghosts. Young Freeman attended a private school whose headmaster, also a Confederate veteran, gave the boys a weekly talk on moral conduct illustrated by anecdotes from the lives of Lee, Stonewall Jackson, and other Southern heroes. At the age of seventeen, Douglas attended with is father a reenactment by 2,500 Confederate veterans of the Battle of the Crater at Petersburg. Young Freeman there resolved, as he later recalled, “to preserve from immolating time some of the heroic figures of the Confederacy.… The memory of the tattered old ranks, the worn old heroes who charged up Crater Hill will ever be fresh in my memory.” Throughout his life (he died in 1955), Freeman never doubted that Confederate leaders and soldiers were “men of principles unimpeachable, of valour indescribable.”

After graduating from Richmond College (now Richmond University) in 1904, Freeman entered the graduate program at the Johns Hopkins University. He obtained his Ph.D. in 1908 at the age of twenty-two. Freeman wrote his doctoral dissertation on Virginia’s secession convention. We will never know how he interpreted this fateful moment in his beloved state’s history, for the sole copy of the dissertation burned in a fire that destroyed the downtown campus of Hopkins in 1908. But Freeman had already published his first book, A Calendar of Confederate Papers, a survey and classification of the resources of the Virginia State Library and the Confederate Museum for the study of Confederate history. Despite this accomplishment, Freeman did not pursue a traditional academic career. In 1909 he joined the staff of the Richmond Times-Dispatch; within six years he became editor at the age of twenty-nine of the afternoon Richmond News Leader, a position he held for the next thirty-four years.

In 1911, Freeman had one of those serendipitous experiences that most historians can only dream of. Out of the blue he received a telephone call from an acquaintance in Savannah, who invited Freeman to lunch. It proved to be a power lunch long before that term was invented. The acquaintance turned over to Freeman two leather-bound volumes containing Robert E. Lee’s confidential wartime messages to Jefferson Davis. Long thought to be lost, these dispatches filled a large gap in Confederate military history. Freeman edited and published them in 1915, accomplishing the task with such skill and writing such a brilliant introduction that he became overnight one of the most prominent historians of the Confederacy.

Lee’s Confidential Dispatches caught the eye of the chief editor at Charles Scribner’s Sons, who commissioned Freeman to write a 75,000-word biography of Lee. Freeman expected to complete the book in two years. Eight times two years went by, the editor died, and still no manuscript was forthcoming. The cause was not Freeman’s failure to work on the book. Quite the contrary; he worked too hard, digging into every available source, mining archives and libraries for sources no previous biographer had used, spending at least fourteen and sometimes as many as twenty-five hours a week on the project and accumulating thousands of color-coded note-cards, carefully organized notebooks, and detailed chapter outlines. Freeman did all this in addition to putting in at least a fifty-hour week at the newspaper where he set editorial policy, wrote editorials, edited copy, and prepared twice-daily (at 8:00 A.M. and 12 noon) radio broadcasts that he delivered from 1925 onward. Freeman awoke each day at 2:30 A.M., worked at the News Leader office until the paper went to press, then returned home or to a library to work on the Lee biography.

Freeman flourished on this schedule that would have burned out a lesser man, while maintaining an active social life, enjoying a happy marriage, and raising three children. He also served on several boards and delivered dozens of lectures every year. In the fall of 1934, volumes 1 and 2 of R. E. Lee were published, followed in the spring of 1935 by volumes 3 and 4. The biography won superlative reviews as well as the Pulitzer Prize. But Freeman did not rest on his laurels. He immediate began work on a biography of another Virginia general, George Washington.

But Freeman’s wife detected a certain restlessness, even depression in his manner. He could not let his preoccupation with the Army of Northern Virginia go. He had gathered much more material on Lee’s principal subordinate than he had been able to put into the biography. In 1936, Freeman set aside the Washington project (he would eventually complete a seven-volume biography, which won a second Pulitzer Prize) and turned to Lee’s Lieutenants. During the next six years Freeman, now in his fifties, cheerfully maintained the same punishing schedule as formerly. In 1937, for example, in addition to the newspaper, his radio broadcast, and fifteen or twenty hours of work each week on Lee’s Lieutenants, he gave eighty-three public speeches and delivered ninety lectures as a visiting professor of journalism at Columbia University. He held this professorship for seven years, commuting twice a week between Richmond and New York.

When Lee’s Lieutenants appeared one volume at a time during another war from 1942 to 1944, they won an even wider readership than R. E. Lee. Freeman was also prouder of these volumes than of his other books because, as he explains in the Foreword, the problem of writing multiple military mini-biographies while keeping the narrative driving forward presented a difficult challenge, which he solved by bringing his actors into and out of the story where relevant without interrupting the flow of events. The result is a tour de force akin to a juggler keeping a half dozen balls in the air without missing a beat of the tune to which he is dancing. By the end of the story, at Appomattox, the reader has learned much about the personalities and qualifications for command, the strengths and weaknesses, successes and failures of the 47 men who served under Lee with the rank of lieutenant general or major general and the 146 who served as brigadier general.

Freeman pulls few punches in his evaluations of these men. Just as Lee himself did not hesitate to get rid of subordinates (usually by exiling them to a Western command) who did not measure up to the stern demands of his offensive-defensive strategy and tactics, so Freeman does not hesitate to detail the weaknesses and mistakes of many of these 193 generals. At the same time, however, Freeman remained true to his vow nearly four decades earlier to preserve the memory of “the heroic figures of the Confederacy… men of principles unimpeachable, of valour indescribable.”

The subordinate who most closely fit this description was Stonewall Jackson. This doughty warrior dominates volumes 1 and 2, which end with Jackson’s death and the resultant reorganization of the army’s command structure after Chancellorsville. James Longstreet dominates volume 3 until, in an ironic parallel with Jackson’s fate, Longstreet is mistakenly shot by his own men a year and four days later and four miles distant from where the same tragedy had befallen Jackson. Longstreet survived, but was out of the war for five months while he recuperated. In R. E. Lee, Freeman had been sharply critical of Longstreet for sluggishness and occasional mulish insubordination, especially at Gettysburg. Freeman revised some of these negative judgments of Longstreet in Lee’s Lieutenants, though echoes of them remain.

The tone of volume 3 (and of the last one-third of this abridgment) changes from the tone of volumes 1 and 2. There the mood is one of optimism and anticipation of final victory as Lee’s predecessors win the first Battle of Manassas and Lee himself leads the army to one triumph after another from the day he takes command on June 1, 1862, through the incredible victory at Chancellorsville. These two years are covered in the first two volumes; Lee’s first year of command alone takes up half of the whole three volumes, leaving only one volume for the final two years of the war. The abridgment faithfully preserves these proportions as well as the poignant tone of decline toward defeat that began with the retreat from Gettysburg.

In Lee’s Lieutenants, Freeman employed the fog-of-war technique that he had perfected in R. E. Lee. He reveals to the reader only such information, often uncertain or ambiguous, as was available through the fog of war to Lee and/or his subordinate at the times they needed to make decisions or take actions. This technique has both disadvantages and advantages in comparison with the usual “omniscient author” approach. For the reader who is a beginner in military history, a clear description of the whole picture would make a campaign or battle easier to understand. Yet the fog-of-war technique is truer to the confusing reality of military operations and enables the reader to appreciate the commander’s problems as he picks his way through contradictory or inadequate information—or misinformation.

As the astute literary critic Allen Tate also noted in his review of Lee’s Lieutenants, Freeman’s method focuses only on Lee and his army, with scant attention to the enemy or to the society for which the Army of Northern Virginia was fighting: “If Lee and his subordinates are not fighting anybody, they are equally not fighting for anybody.” But Freeman did not conceive his task to be the study of the Union army or of the Civil War as a whole. Other historians took up that duty. Freeman was writing about Lee and his lieutenants, and nobody has done it better. In this one-volume abridgment, the defects (if that is what they are) of the fog-of-war technique are less salient than in the original, for the paring away of many quotations and details of lesser importance causes the narrative to move at a brisker pace, action to follow thought more quickly, and the fog to dissolve as events and results follow hard upon information and decision. This one-volume distillation of the essence of Lee’s Lieutenants is the best place to start for anyone who wants to understand the story of the Army of Northern Virginia.






Foreword

DOUGLAS SOUTHALL FREEMAN

After completing in 1934 a life of General R. E. Lee, the writer found that mentally it was not easy to leave the struggle about which one had been writing for twenty years and more. A question plagued and pursued: In holding the light exclusively on Lee, had one put in undeserved shadow the many excellent officers of his army? It did not seem permissible to pass on until that company of gallant gentlemen had been placed in proper relationship to their chief.

It was assumed that this work could begin with a brief review of the status and personnel of the Confederate command on June 1, 1862, the date when General Lee opened the headquarters of the Army of Northern Virginia. It soon became apparent that many of Lee’s problems of personnel were set for him in advance. His hopes and plans were circumscribed by appointments and by organization, good and bad, that went back to the spring of 1861. Command was not created but was inherited by Lee. Most of his assigned lieutenants had been Johnston’s. The failures of the Seven Days could be explained in no other way than by tracing the men through whom Lee undertook his first major offensive.

The officers Lee used in his first campaign in eastern Virginia had acquired their combat experience in one or more of Johnston’s three engagements or in Jackson’s Valley campaign. To understand why some men were entrusted confidently with field command in June 1862, while others were regarded as excitable or timid, it became necessary to make a detailed study of the battles of First Manassas, Williamsburg, and Seven Pines. Equally imperative was an examination of the operations from Kernstown to Port Republic.

The choice of a method of presenting these sketches of individuals was a continuing puzzle. It sometimes would be necessary to write of as many as a dozen soldiers who had a conspicuous part in the same battle. If in separate studies of these men a reader was confronted with essentially the same details of, say, Sharpsburg, he would damn the battle, the soldiers, the method, and the writer. What alternative was there to this traditional method of treatment? That question prompted another: What had these Confederates in common; what bound together their lives in all the similarities and contrasts? Obviously the nexus was their service in the same army and, for three years of the war, under the same commander. It was in this connection that a letter of General Lee’s came to mind. The men of his army, Lee wrote in 1863, “will go anywhere and do anything if properly led. But there is the difficulty—proper commanders—where can they be obtained?” It was clear that Lee constantly was seeking “proper commanders.” Was not that a possible basis for a study of Lee’s lieutenants? Might not the work be a review of the command of the Army of Northern Virginia, rather than a history of the army itself?

As this approach was examined, it was apparent that the high command of the Army of Northern Virginia was subject to a constant and heavy attrition—by death, by disabling wounds, by intemperance, by incompetence. The army always was being built up and torn down. Aside from manpower, no aspect of the whole tragedy meant more than “proper commanders—where can they be obtained?” The connecting thread of this work well might be that of the effort to create and maintain competent senior officers. As they emerged in battle or in administration of the army, the various leaders could be introduced. If they rose, the scene of their new successes would be the proper setting for their reappearance. In the event they fell, they could be appraised and committed to posterity. All the while, the army would be marching and fighting under such leaders as it had at a given moment. In describing battles, the viewpoint would not be that of Lee but that of the men executing his orders or making decisions for themselves.

In sketching persons in this manner, they will appear and disappear, speak or hold their peace, according to their share in particular scenes. The case of Dorsey Pender is typical. He appears first, casually, in a Richmond hotel lobby, where he asks a question of Johnston. He is seen again in the Seven Days and at Second Manassas, but it is not until Chancellorsville that he becomes a major character in the drama. On the road to Gettysburg, for the final scene in Pender’s life, the reader spends a night or two in the camp of the North Carolinian and, over his shoulder, reads some of the last letters written to the young wife at Salem.

Equal to the challenge of finding a suitable method of presentation has been a second, that of making a few score of men stand out as distinguishable individuals where hundreds of actors, literally, crowd the stage. Animation and reality inhere in Stonewall Jackson and Dick Ewell, because of their eccentricities, though there is always danger of historical distortion in overstressing peculiarities. Some more than others have personalities that can be caught, as it were, and held. The frequent eulogies in the Richmond Examiner and the details of the quarrel with Jackson may fix, in some measure, the elusive personality of A. P. Hill. One may not say even that much of that modest gentleman, the easy-going, generous Dick Anderson. Certain of Lee’s lieutenants were unsensational in behavior or had emotional control so complete that they seemed colorless or even stolid. For the painting of other portraits, the pigments were scanty and dim. Nothing remains but the monochrome of formal, impersonal reports with which to paint a personality. To help visualize all these men, there follows a Dramatis Personæ. It may be consulted if, from the mise-en-scène, some man of remembered name but forgotten qualities steps out.

In order to adhere to the realities of a war in which old idols fell fast and new demigods rose overnight, few have been characterized upon their first appearance. Such a man as Beauregard showed his essential ego at a glance. Nothing ever was disclosed that was not plain after one day’s association with him, except such a peculiarity as his mastery of his tongue and his utter lack of control over his pen. Jackson, on the other hand, had a nature not shown in all its contrasting lights until one had been with him for months. Presentation of Jackson must be by a process of color printing, where each impression brings out something different. Longstreet presents the same problem. His was not a nature to flash or flame. He talked little, but his silence should not be assumed to cover some deep mystery. A day would come when the flash of the guns in the Peach Orchard made every line of his face stand out. Consequently, the actors in the drama are not presented as definite personalities until they attract some attention by their performance. Jeb Stuart, for example, is treated as one of many promising but not pre-eminent officers of the army until, in June 1862, he made his “ride around McClellan.”

After method had been determined and a gradual introduction of the actors arranged, the third question was: Who of Lee’s many companions in arms should be presented? No arbitrary standard has been applied. It was apparent that some of the chiefs of division in 1862 were not historically important, and that some who never attained to the coveted rank of major general, or even to that of brigadier general, had a place in the history of the army command or of the army morale. Joseph E. Johnston and P. G. T. Beauregard stood in another category. Was it proper to list them among Lee’s lieutenants when he had no command over Beauregard until June 1864, and none over Johnston until January 1865, when Lee became general in chief? On the other hand, both Beauregard and Johnston bulked large—perhaps out of proportion to their true military stature—in the history of the army command in Virginia. General Johnston, in particular, did much to shape the military outlook and esprit de corps of many of the higher officers who served under Lee. Were Johnston and Beauregard omitted, molding influences would be disregarded. In the main, it may be said that each man treated here won his own place, as it were, and determined by his deeds the extent of the treatment he received.

When the relevant facts, somber and sunny, concerning Lee’s principal lieutenants had been examined, four surprises were encountered. First among them was the disregard in the Confederacy of officers’ training. Prior to secession, much reliance was placed on the leadership of those Southerners who had or previously had held commissions in the United States army. Former officers of volunteers in the Mexican War and the graduates of Southern military schools were expected to supplement the regulars. Virginia listed more men in each of these categories than any other Confederate state, but the total was low—at the most, trained officers for the equivalent of fourteen regiments only. Small as was this number, virtually nothing was done in any organized way to train the required hundreds of new officers. These had to acquire the elements of tactics on the drill ground, with troops, and in the tent at night with copies of Hardee’s Tactics. Reports of early battles contain grim admission that some officers had to direct troops in action before they themselves knew even the simple evolutions of the line.

The rapid improvement of the troops in drill and discipline would be inexplicable were two facts overlooked. One was the immense service rendered by graduates of the Virginia Military Institute and the South Carolina Military Academy as drillmasters and then as company and regimental officers. Second was the success of the few professional soldiers of the Confederacy in having their government accept and support the standards of discipline and of military usage that had prevailed in the “old army.” They administered the army as if there always had been and always would be a Confederacy. One never gets the impression, after the first few months of war, that one is reading of a revolutionary, haphazard organization.

The second surprise in studying the command of the Army of Northern Virginia was the unhappy sharpness of the contrasts of character in the portrayals following the war. If any veteran went over to the Republican party or consorted with Negroes, that never was forgiven him. It canceled his military record, no matter how fine that had been. Apart from such distinctions, there was democracy in defeat. A certain sacredness that attached early to the name of General Lee came in time to embrace the high command generally. Bickering and rivalries were forgotten. Criticism was disloyalty. To mock was to betray.

On cold reappraisal, after the passage of decades, some generals have diminished in stature. The failure of two or three of them is found to have been due to definite and discoverable peculiarities of mind. There is, for example, no mystery about the unwillingness of President Davis to give Beauregard or D. H. Hill a post commensurate with their rank. Beauregard never could be rid of his Napoleonic complex or be induced to shape his strategical plans in terms of available force and practical logistics. Hill, a fine combat officer, would not accept the responsibilities of departmental command. Other men, in unpleasant number, were boastful and willing to warp the historical verities in order to glorify themselves or to extenuate error. Some of Lee’s lieutenants were jealous and some were stupid; some were self-seeking and many were vaingloriously ambitious. In two or three cases, the evidence is all too explicit that men of honored name were physical cowards. Several military blunders and no little of chronic inefficiency had their source in the bottle.

In contrast with this dissipation, this smallness, this indiscipline, and this selfishness stand gloriously the character and the fortitude of Lee and of other morally unshakable leaders. In case after case, Lee patiently assuaged the victims of hurt pride, stimulated the discouraged, appealed to the better nature of wavering men, and by force of his own righteousness more than by the exercise of his authority, reconciled bitter differences or induced personal enemies to work together. The seeming absence from the Army of Northern Virginia of such rivalries and animosities as hampered nearly all the other large forces, Confederate and Union, was not in reality absence but control. In the hearts of Lee’s subordinates were all the explosive qualities that existed elsewhere, but Lee himself possessed the combination of tact, understanding, prestige, firmness, and personal character necessary to prevent the explosion.

It may be remarked, also, that details of Jackson’s ceaseless controversies with his subordinates, and review of his failure to maintain efficient divisional and brigade leadership, are an all-sufficient answer to the question whether Jackson, separated from Lee, would have been a great army commander. Strategically he would have been; administratively, he could not have been. Longstreet’s case is similar. His corps was conspicuously free of disputes when he was with Lee. No sooner was Longstreet in semi-independent command in Tennessee than trouble began. As an army commander, Longstreet scarcely would have been able to make his proud, ambitious subordinates pull together as a team.

The next surprise was the discovery that skill in the administration of a command had an even closer relationship to morale than had been supposed. Army morale does not depend exclusively, or even primarily, on the commander-in-chief. He can do little more than give the dynamic of his personality, the stamp of his character, to that which his subordinates have achieved. Insofar as it reflects the command, morale is the mirror of the faith, the administrative skill, and the leadership in training and in combat displayed by the average officer. What is shown in battle is created in camp.

The final surprise came in the study of the third major reorganization of the Army of Northern Virginia. Those successive periods of large-scale promotion form an essential part of the history of the command. When the army was organized in 1861, few responsible leaders foresaw difficulty in procuring qualified commanders. The South was thought to be opulent in leadership. Arms were as readily the avocation of the gentleman as the profession of the soldier. In terms of confident ambitions, the material for a corps of officers seemed abundant. Joseph E. Johnston felt, in the winter of 1861–62, that he had numerous officers qualified for brigade command at the least. By the summer of 1862, General Lee, who was more cautious in his judgment of leadership, was not so sure that colonels in large number could be promoted to the grade of general officer. He was hampered then and increasingly thereafter by the necessity of maintaining a rough balance of commissions among the generals from the different states. Still more was he hindered in the upbuilding of command by the rules of seniority, which, at least in theory, prescribed that the senior colonel or, in any event, a colonel within a given brigade, should be elevated to its command if the general were slain.

Despite these rules, which are among the inherited abominations of military service, little difficulty was experienced in maintaining at a promising level the quality of general officers in the first major reorganization, which followed the campaign of the Seven Days, and in the second, which was necessitated by the losses at Cedar Mountain, at Second Manassas, and in the Maryland expedition. In the study of the third reorganization, that of May 1863, undertaken after the death of Stonewall Jackson, the evidence quickly proved that the Army of Northern Virginia did not then have a sufficient number of qualified colonels of the line to fill vacancies. The school of combat did not graduate men enough to make good the casualties of instruction. Stated explicitly, after the second year of hostilities, in an army of 9 infantry divisions, roughly 150 regiments, two officers only, John B. Gordon and William Mahone, added materially to the vigor of the high command. A few others suggest the possibility of development; at least three who might have become noteworthy commanders—Dorsey Pender, Dodson Ramseur, and Robert Rodes—were killed in action. The remaining new general officers scarcely attained to the standard of performance established prior to Gettysburg.

This raises a question of continuing importance. The necessary qualities of high military command manifestly are administrative skill and diligence, strategical and logistical sense, military imagination, initiative, resourcefulness, boldness coupled with a grasp of practicality, ability to elicit the best of men, and the more personal qualities of character, endurance, courage, and nervous control. Are these essential qualities possessed, or may they be developed, by more than a minute fraction of those who can perform well the lesser military duties? Ere the Army of Northern Virginia passed the high noon of Chancellorsville, it was plain that a good general had been a good officer from the time of his first commission. No less was it plain that a man would not of necessity be a good general because he had been an excellent captain or had a creditable record as a colonel.

On the basis of that established truth of command in one great American army, it perhaps is a mistake to assume that when a small nation wages a long war it trains in the exacting but instructive school of battle an inexhaustible supply of competent general officers. Instead, where capable officers rise fast, their deaths or invalidism may mean that less competent men will succeed them. Whether the necessary standard of command can be sustained, in the face of heavy casualties in the corps of officers, may depend less on training and combat experience than on the size of the population. A martial tradition, public respect for the profession of arms, and the long-continued service of a well-trained general staff may be ponderable factors, but unless there is vast manpower from which to sift and develop good soldiers, mere experience may not be enough to assure continuing good field command above the grade of colonel.

A writer of biography can ask for nothing more interesting than to begin with a score of names in printed military dispatches and then to work over historical materials of many sorts until names become personalities, characteristics emerge, and reports take on the sound of a voice. At first, one had the feeling that these Confederates had ridden so far toward oblivion that one could not discern the figures or hope to overtake them before they had passed over the horizon of time. In the end, there was the sensation of reaching their camp, of watching the firelight on their faces, of hearing their brave and genial conversation.

The product of selection, training, combat, and survival was not a composite or a “typical” officer. Lee’s lieutenants named in these pages interest by reason of their differences, not of their similarities. When one is able, at last, to forget the poignancy of the ninth of April and to look back over the four years, the throng and the clash of personality, in an age of individualism, puts talk of “type” out of place.

Were ever men more consistently themselves? Beauregard, with a Napoleonic complex and a reputation to maintain; Joe Johnston, who had a grievance, a scorn of detail, and an amazing ability to make men believe in him; Magruder, the ever-galloping giant; Gustavus Smith, possessed of a sensitive pomposity that offset his administrative ability and colored curiously his unwillingness to assume responsibility; Harvey Hill, whom combat stimulated and routine paralyzed; the political generals, similar only in their self-confidence and in their flow of fiery eloquence; Powell Hill, who was full of contradictions, able and negligent, cooperative with his subordinates and both punctilious and contentious in his dealings with his corps chief; Old Pete Longstreet, brusque but self-contained, always at his best in battle, a reliable lieutenant but beyond his depth in autonomous command; Jeb Stuart, a praise-loving exhibitionist, as colorful as his uniform, a superb intelligence officer, and an instructor who always trained a sufficient number of capable men to make good his losses; Dick Anderson, too much of a gentleman to assert himself; Wade Hampton, the grand seigneur and huntsman who developed with each new responsibility but never, like Stuart, looked on war as a sport; the ramrod John B. Gordon, whose attack was sharp though his sentences might be florid; diminutive Billy Mahone, growing up as soon as he got a division; John B. Hood, with capacities as a combat officer that were matched by the valor of his troops; William N. Pendleton, able as an organizer and always explaining something at great length and in labyrinthine sentences; Fitz Lee, the laughing cavalier, and Tom Rosser, the daring Lochinvar; Pelham and Pegram, seldom together but always in spirit the Castor and Pollox of the guns; Heth the ill-fortuned and Wilcox the observant; Pender the diligent and Ramseur the hard-hitting; the caustic Early and the Nordic Rodes—the list lengthens but all stand out as individuals. Devotion and that same quality of individualism are all they have in common. Beside this score, a hundred in memory ride past, to be recognized, greeted, and perhaps forgotten again. When the rear file passes, one is regretful that more of them could not be sketched, but one is grateful for the privilege of hearing so many of them talk and of watching them fight.





Editorial Note

STEPHEN W. SEARS

I have long regarded Lee’s Lieutenants as the most important single work of Confederate historiography ever published. Exceedingly close association with Douglas Southall Freeman’s masterwork, in the fashioning of this abridgment, has served only to confirm that opinion. The encomium “most important” can of course be applied just as well to Freeman’s R.E. Lee. Yet before the four-volume Lee was published, in 1934–35, General Lee was hardly unknown to students of the Civil War. By contrast, before Lee’s Lieutenants was published, in 1942–44, almost all the Confederate officers depicted in these pages were virtual strangers. Adequate biographies had been published of only two of them, Jackson and Jeb Stuart. In his Foreword, Freeman recalls that when he began his work he was concerned that these lieutenants of Lee’s might have “ridden so far toward oblivion that one could not discern the figures or hope to overtake them before they had passed over the horizon of time.” It was a labor of six years, but Freeman captured them all, for all time.

In abridging the original three volumes of Lee’s Lieutenants into one volume, the focus has been steadfast on the subtitle of the work—“A Study in Command.” The watchword here is command. Of necessity much has been pared from the original work, but everything of substance—every-thing—relevant to the command structure of the Army of Northern Virginia and how it operated has been retained. This made up the unique quality of Lee’s Lieutenants, and that uniqueness is the same whether it is between two covers or between six.

Freeman’s concern for what he called “the hurried reader” led him to put peripheral material into fourteen appendices. These have been deleted from this abridgment. The other large saving has been found in the detail of the battle accounts; that, after all, comprises the one thing collectively that can be found elsewhere. What cannot be found elsewhere, what cannot be duplicated, is Douglas Southall Freeman’s interpretations of the officers who made up the high command of the Army of Northern Virginia through four years of war. Those interpretations remain, intact and unchanged and as valid now as they were more than a half century ago.

While the pace of the narrative here inevitably is faster, the voice is still Freeman’s. Wherever bridging and paraphrases are required, they are constructed from Freeman’s words and phrases. Documents in many cases are extracted or summarized. The footnotes of course required recasting. They serve now simply as source notes and are found in the back of the book. Anything in the footnotes essential to the narrative has been worked into the text.

In the Notes and the Bibliography, certain manuscripts put into print since Lee’s Lieutenants was published are cited in their printed form. Two examples are the journal of Jedediah Hotchkiss and the letters of Dorsey Pender. The narrative has been corrected to reflect C. Van Woodward’s definitive edition of Mary Chesnut’s diary. Where practicable, the present ownership and location of cited manuscripts is indicated. It is hoped these alterations will make the work and its sources more accessible to students of the war and of the Confederacy.



Dramatis Personæ

Listed in substantially the order of their appearance in the narrative. Ages are those of the birthday nearest the outbreak of hostilities, April 1861.

PIERRE GUSTAVE TOUTANT BEAUREGARD


Professional soldier, “Hero of Sumter,” he comes to Virginia with high reputation easily won during the initial hostilities at Charleston. He is forty-three, an admirable actor in a martial role, and he displays great self-confidence on the basis of limited experience with troops. From the outset he shows a lack of the sense of logistics and grossly overestimates the strategical combinations possible with green troops and inexperienced staff, but he has the good fortune to rout the enemy at Manassas, July 21, 1861. The aftermath of this victory brings to light some curious mental qualities and a singular infelicity in writing. All these combine to get him into trouble with the President and the War Department. Latin in look, he is of medium height and middle weight. His soldiers call him “Old Bory” and say he has the eye of a bloodhound. Lettered admirers insist he might have been the reincarnation of one of Napoleon’s marshals.

JOHN BANKHEAD MAGRUDER


“Prince John” he is to all his acquaintances, fifty-one, a professional soldier with some antebellum experience as an artillerist. He is handsome, perfectly uniformed, insistent, impatient, and theatrical, and he always appears at a gallop. Despite a slight lisp, he loves to talk and he writes ceaselessly to his superiors. A certain aptitude for independent command he possesses, and with it ability to bluff an adversary. After winning much applause for the first Confederate victory in Virginia, he gradually becomes entangled in a large military organization, which irks him unreasonably. In the end, when his great opportunity comes in the defense of Richmond, he shows a weakness not uncommon in war—an excited, overzealous desire to do all his work in person.

DANIEL HARVEY HILL


Former professional soldier, educator, textbook author, and distinguished Presbyterian layman, age forty, Hill has an accidental spine injury and an exceedingly sharp tongue. In looks he is cadaverous and has haunting eyes. He is in combat as capable as in camp he is critical. Off duty he is unpretending. His judgment of men always runs to an extreme. In the days after Malvern Hill there are indications that he lacks some quality of leadership. It is not so much a lack of control of his critical and sometimes gloomy temperament as it is a disgust for routine administrative duty and a singular unwillingness to make important decisions off the field. He increases his reputation as a combat officer but barely escapes disaster at South Mountain in Maryland, where the full responsibility rests on him. It is his fate—not unusual in war—to be denied the service he magnificently performed and to be assigned unwelcome duty for which he has no aptitude. He leaves the scene of his Virginia successes and returns once and briefly in 1864.

ROBERT SELDEN GARNETT


A solitary, professional soldier, age forty-one, of intellectual stock, wholly devoted to his profession, frozen by grief to seeming austerity, but regarded as a leader of great capacity and high promise, he passes from the stage early in the first act of this tragedy.

JOSEPH EGGLESTON JOHNSTON


He considers himself the ranking officer of the United States army who joins the Confederacy and he resolves that he shall be so accepted. About him, at fifty-four years of age, are some magnetic and winning qualities which make his friends and most of his subordinates devoted to him. He has, also, unmistakable strategical sense, though doubts concerning his administrative capacity and his attention to detail gradually accumulate. Early he acquires a grievance which embitters all his dealings with the administration. Johnston is alarmed, also, to discover how readily secrets of military importance leak out, and probably for this reason he is excessively reserved in dealing with the President and the War Department. His peculiarities clash with those of the commander-in-chief until his acts are hampered and his response to orders or to suggestions is unpredictable. A difficult and touchy subordinate he is, though a generous and kindly superior—in sum, a military contradiction and a temperamental enigma. In appearance he is small, soldierly, and graying, with a certain gamecock jauntiness.

NATHAN GEORGE EVANS


Of the devil-may-care type of soldier, he is age thirty-seven, bold, reckless, schooled in Indian fighting. Savage in appearance until he smiles, he has one fine scene and then leaves the stage, to return for a time in the late summer of 1862. His nickname is “Shanks.”

GUSTAVUS WOODSON SMITH


Street commissioner of New York City, former army engineer and private engineering contractor, age thirty-nine, Smith was a somewhat late arrival on the battlefield. Bulky, occasionally frowning, and always determined to impress, he is an assured administrator who maintains suavely pleasant relations with his superiors and subordinates and enjoys high rank and reputation though he is little experienced with troops. To his intimates he is “G.W.” There is a suggestion of politics in his eminence. Somewhat pompously he proceeds to his first great hour of responsibility, at Seven Pines, and then collapses mysteriously. Upon his recovery it is soon apparent that the administration has lost faith in his abilities and intends to assign him to quiet sectors. He resents this. Although he does not meet the requirements of even a minor mission in North Carolina, he raises a storm because he is not made a lieutenant general. When he is put off with assuaging words, he is provoked to tender his resignation, which President Davis gratefully and caustically accepts. Smith is seen no more in the Army of Northern Virginia.

THOMAS JONATHAN JACKSON


A mediocre teacher at the Virginia Military Institute and a former professional soldier, age thirty-seven, profoundly and, some say, fanatically religious, Jackson had a precise regard for discipline and army regulations. A man of contrasts so complete, he appears one day a Presbyterian deacon who delights in theological discussion and, the next, a reincarnated Joshua. He lives by the New Testament and fights by the Old. Almost six feet in height and weighing about 175 pounds, he has blue eyes, a brown beard, and a commonplace, somewhat rusty appearance. His students called him “Tom Fool Jackson.” To his soldiers he is “Stonewall” or “Old Blue Light” and then “Old Jack.” From the first scene he grows in importance until he becomes the hero of the drama, and then, abruptly, he fails in a climactic hour and raises a question as to whether he can work in harness. After moving against Pope in semi-independent command, Lee joins him and he develops incredibly and gives by his brilliant obedience to orders the unqualified answer to the ugly questions asked after the Seven Days. His are the most shining of the army’s achievements during the period of its greatest prowess. He wins first place professionally among Lee’s lieutenants and in popular reputation exceeds his chief; but in army administration he is not uniformly successful. Perhaps because of his stern conceptions of duty, he is exacting of his subordinates. The result is a continuing bitter quarrel with A. P. Hill and inability to find men who fulfill his standards of command. Although he always is marching or winning a battle or preparing for another, he cannot forget the home he has not visited in two years or the baby he has never seen. In the spring of 1863 he does not attempt to conceal his satisfaction at having his family visit him. After that comes what the Greeks would have termed apotheosis.

JAMES LONGSTREET


He first seeks staff appointment as paymaster, the position he had held in the United States army, though he is a graduate of West Point. He receives line commission and soon displays administrative capacity, power to win the respect of his subordinates, and a calm imperturbability in battle. Until an epidemic kills three of his children, he is a somewhat gay comrade; thereafter he is absorbed in his duty. Blunt and roughly bantering, he is not ill-natured. In height he is about 5 feet 101⁄2 inches, age forty. He is slightly deaf, but a dignified, impressive man, known to his soldiers as “Old Pete.” If he is not brilliant in strategy or in conversation, he is solid and systematic. Ambitious he is, also, but not disposed to pick quarrels. The secret of his power is his incredible nervous control. He never gets tired. As the senior lieutenant general and commander of the First Corps, his opportunities are not so numerous nor so dazzling as Jackson’s. During a period of ten months, except for one afternoon near Manassas, he does not have to fight an offensive battle. This experience may have spoiled him, may have led him to think that if he chooses a good position and remains there, an impatient enemy will attack and give him all the advantage of the defensive. Nobody seems aware of this at the time. In Lee’s eyes, Longstreet remains what he called his stout lieutenant after Sharpsburg—my “war horse.” Longstreet is dependable, solid, an excellent tactician. Stonewall Jackson’s death then leaves him first in reputation among Lee’s lieutenants. He is beguiled by circumstances into thinking himself a strategist as well as an executive officer. His failure at Gettysburg is one result of his mistake concerning his aptitudes. Sent to the Army of Tennessee, he is disillusioned and embittered. Slowly he loses faith in victory, but he unflinchingly returns to his corps after a wound received in his great hour. At the end he stands by his chief and says, “General, unless he offers us honorable terms, come back and let us fight it out!”

RICHARD STODDERT EWELL


From graduation at the Military Academy a trooper, and for most of his career as a soldier, an Indian fighter, at forty-four years old he is, at his quarters, an unsoldierly person, bald, pop-eyed, and long-beaked, with a piping voice that seems to fit his appearance as a strange, unlovely bird; he probably has stomach ulcers and chronically complains of headaches, sleepless nights, and indigestion; but he quickly shows that he has a chivalrous, fighting spirit along with a sharp tongue and an odd sense of humor. He acquires friends unnumbered. They are not quite so irreverent as the soldiers who style him “Old Bald Head.” For three weeks of brilliant performance he is the character sui generis of Lee’s army. Then he loses a leg. For months he is an impatient invalid. His career has a curious sequence— wound, promotion, marriage. When he, as notorious a bachelor as Jubal Early, returns to the army with a wife, he is cheered and she is welcomed. Soon there is a suspicion that he is changed and not altogether for the better. It may be difficult for even a lieutenant general to have two commanders. He dazzles and then dismays the army during the advance into Pennsylvania. After exploits that would have added to the fame of Stonewall himself, he loses the power of decision. He cannot exercise the discretion allotted him, though he often has displayed sound judgment when operating alone or under Old Jack, who always said, “Do this.” Dick Ewell’s decline is of the body and of the intellect. His spirit is as firm as ever.


TURNER ASHBY


Farmer, noted horseman, age thirty, with little formal education, though born of good stock, he shows himself so bold and resourceful a leader, so flawlessly courageous in the presence of the enemy, that he attracts to him every boy in the Shenandoah Valley who loves horses and craves adventure. Soon Ashby gets more soldiers than he can direct well, but he performs some amazing feats before a certain day in June 1862. In appearance he is strange, almost mysterious—of the darkest olive complexion, “an Arab type” some insist, small but agile and of great strength. About him, while he is still living, myths gather.

RICHARD TAYLOR


Son of a President of the United States, he is a wealthy sugar-plantation owner, sometime student at Edinburgh and Harvard and graduate of Yale. At thirty-five he accepts election as colonel of a Louisiana regiment and comes to Virginia, where he has little fighting to do until he gets a brigade under Ewell and marches to join Stonewall Jackson in the Shenandoah. There a multitude of adventures befall him. Observant, he has a fine sense of the dramatic. He is absolutely self-reliant and indisposed to accept any judgment as sound merely because it is authoritative. This does not cost him either his admiration or affection for other men, nor, before he leaves the army for the western theater, does it deny him their friendship.

WILLIAM HENRY CHASE WHITING


Son of a lieutenant colonel in the United States army, he had a higher rating at West Point than any cadet ever had won prior to his time. Thereafter, until 1861, he had been a conspicuous younger officer in the Corps of Engineers. He is forty-seven, thoroughly conscious of his position, and somewhat disposed, perhaps, to lord it over men like Jackson, who had no distinction among his contemporaries at the Military Academy. Quite soon Whiting clashes with the President, on whose black books his name is entered. Somehow—none knows exactly how—he does not quite fulfill expectations. He is below middle height but handsome, martial, and aristocratic in appearance. His troops call him “Little Billy.”


ROBERDEAU CHATHAM WHEAT


Clergyman’s son, thirty-five, lawyer, soldier of fortune in Mexico and in Italy under Garibaldi, he has the dubious distinction of commanding the toughest battalion in the army and, ere his end, he shares in three of the most dramatic scenes in the drama.

JUBAL ANDERSON EARLY


Lawyer, prosecuting attorney of Franklin County, Virginia, West Point graduate, at age forty-four Early was notoriously a bachelor and at heart a lonely man. He comes from an unrenowned region, has no powerful family connections, and by a somewhat bitter tongue and rasping wit has isolated himself. He is about six feet in height, thin and stooped by arthritis. His eyes, his hair and beard are black. Amused by his odd name, soldiers call him “Old Jube,” or “Old Jubilee.” In the opening of the Confederate drama he has two scenes only. In one he distinguishes himself; in the other he raises a question of impetuosity: Is he too reckless to be entrusted with command he otherwise is qualified to discharge? Soon, however, he shows rapid development as a soldier. Stubbornness in combat takes the place of impetuosity. If he knew or cared a little more about the art of ingratiation, he would be something of a hero. Certainly, as an executive officer, his fighting record from Cedar Mountain to Salem Church is second only to that of Jackson himself. Fires of ambition burn behind those black eyes. He finds it easy to impress on generous Dick Ewell the views he never even thought of suggesting to the austere Stonewall. Perhaps, as he observes how Ewell is failing, he dreams of a corps command of his own. The next summer he receives the Second Corps and leads it in the very country where Jackson fought in ’62. Much that is bold and soldierly is credited to Old Jube, but he has a prejudice against the cavalry, whom he does not understand, and in a campaign against a Union cavalryman who has overwhelming superiority of force, he suffers defeat worse than his worst enemies could have wished for him. His sharp tongue is so critical of others that men refuse to see his excellences as a soldier.

JAMES EWELL BROWN STUART


By training and by preference a cavalryman, though not without an affection for artillery, Stuart at twenty-eight years of age, with an excellent army record, is still a good deal of a boy, with a loud, exhibitionist manner, a fondness for spectacular uniforms and theatrical appearance, and a vast love of praise. Soon he shows, also, that he is disposed to somewhat reckless adventure, but he has remarkable powers of observation, great physical strength, and immense endurance. He is about five feet nine inches, massive and nearly square. His troopers call him “Jeb.” As chief of cavalry he has only one large opportunity between Malvern Hill and the end of April 1863. He makes the most of that in a fast, horse-killing raid. Spectacular raids, in fact, are becoming his specialty, but he continues to learn the arts of reconnaissance, observation, and military intelligence. Unexpectedly, at midnight, he is called to the largest command he ever has exercised, and over infantry, not cavalry. While he fulfills the expectations of his friends, somehow he does not get quite the measure of praise he seems to have expected. That remains one of his peculiarities—that love of praise, and it does not diminish as his solid fame increases. At heart, this noisy, ostentatious young man fears God and loves country. He may be a courtier; his most depreciative critic never denies he is a fighter. He also develops a new distinction— he becomes a remarkable instructor of cavalrymen. In the cavalry there are always more men capable of leading brigades than there are brigades to lead. It is fortunately so, because Jeb’s days of shining success are over. The blue cavalry knows how to fight now. It counts too many sabers. One humiliation leads Stuart to a reckless adventure in Pennsylvania and then to a long verbal defense. He is absent on the day of all days when he could reconnoiter the Federal position. He continues to be an unexcelled reconnaissance officer with a vast aptitude for analyzing intelligence reports. His end is hard, though it is curiously like that of his friend Jackson.

AMBROSE POWELL HILL


Almost five years of Powell Hill’s career as a professional soldier have been spent in the office of the United States Coastal Survey. That has given him a certain knowledge of the inner workings of the machinery of government but it has not improved his temper. At thirty-five years of age, and a Confederate colonel of the line, he trains what proves to be an excellent regiment and in his first battle he shows good brigade leading. He then wins promotion to the grade of major general and almost immediately shows certain explosive qualities. In person he is thin, of average height and frail health, with heavy beard and hair of an auburn brown. He dresses picturesquely but not so conspicuously as Jeb Stuart. Proud and sensitive, he displeases Jackson and until the end is at odds with his chief. He harbors his feeling of injustice but is as quick to demand fair play for his subordinates as for himself; perhaps there is something of the army politician in him. None of this affects Hill’s division, which under his intelligent administration probably is the best in the army. At Second Manassas, Sharpsburg, and Chancellorsville he has three great days. At the close of the third of them, a trivial injury cheats him of his rightful part in the glory of the army’s high noon. As commander of the new Third Corps he holds the affection of his staff and the admiration of his men. After Jackson’s death, Hill engages in no more controversies, but he is not the same man who impetuously led the fighting Light Division. He does not fail beyond excuse or explanation; he does not succeed. Although few say it in plain words, he is not fulfilling the hopes of the army. It may be because of ill health or a sense of larger, overburdening responsibility.

WILLIAM NELSON PENDLETON


A clergyman of the Protestant Episcopal Church, he is fifty-two years of age and is on friendly footing with the President and with Generals Lee and Johnston because he was at West Point with them. Circumstance and a certain aptitude for organization give him advancement to the post of chief of artillery, but he does not appear prominently until the last scene on the Peninsula. Then he makes the younger men of the artillery wonder if he has the basic qualities of command. Pendleton looks and dresses like the commanding general, for whom he is sometimes mistaken. He suffers from a curious form of that unhappy disease cacoëthes scribendi, which produces some remarkable distortions. After Sharpsburg, some ridicule and contempt are visited on him for mishandling an operation that might have had disastrous consequences. Then he earns solid credit for sound reasoning, hard work, and the tactful adjustment of posts and personalities in an admirable reorganization of the artillery. Before he can expand in the satisfaction he deserves, doubtful disposition of his guns on a difficult day at Chancellorsville brings new humiliation. His is a curious fate: While young professional artillerists and infantrymen laugh at him, most of them have high admiration and proudly admitted affection for his son, Sandie Pendleton.

CHARLES S. WINDER


Somewhat belatedly, this Marylander and professional soldier, age thirty-three, is beginning, by August 1862, to be credited with the abilities he had demonstrated in the Valley campaign the previous spring; but Fate outruns Fame. At Cedar Mountain, before he wins formal command of Jackson’s old division, he fights his last battle. Like Robert Garnett, he seemed to have the mold and the hallmark of the true soldier.

FITZHUGH LEE


This rollicking nephew of the commanding general is twenty-five and a West Pointer with some experience as a lieutenant in the United States cavalry. He begins his Confederate service as a captain and rises steadily until in July 1862 he wears the wreath and three stars of a brigadier general. Florid, after the manner of the Lees, he is strong and already too fat; but he is active, cheerful, and on terms of companionable intimacy with Stuart. Those in the army who do not enviously attribute to “family influences” his rapid rise say he is a typical cavalryman. He has some dazzling adventures, and in the serious business of covering the rear of a retreating army he wins many plaudits. If there were a Confederate Frans Hals, he would paint Fitz Lee, but would ask this laughing cavalier of the South to trim that patriarchal beard. Fitz would laugh more boisterously than ever, but would say, “No.” That beard conceals his youth. A man who is named a major general before he is twenty-eight needs to look old to be the companion of Jeb Stuart and the rival of Wade Hampton, the only two men who outrank him. Although arthritis hampers him, he fights hard and learns much of the art of command. Lack of mounts weakens the cavalry during the last winter of the war, but circumstance places him honorably at the head of the corps. From the final scene he rides off in the hope of fighting in North Carolina.

WADE HAMPTON


Probably the richest planter in the entire South, forty-two years of age, he has had no previous military education but possesses high intelligence, superb physique, and the training of a thorough sportsman. He is fighting from a sense of duty, not from love of combat, but by the time the smoke clears from Malvern Hill, he shows distinct promise as a cavalry commander. By standards of the youthful cavalry, the grand seigneur of South Carolina is mature, almost old. He shares in most of Stuart’s raids and proudly conducts two of his own without the help, thank you, of any of those Virginians who act as if they discovered horsemanship. He receives some ugly wounds at Gettysburg, where the rivalry between himself and Fitz Lee almost leads to an open quarrel. Hampton’s defiant physique and his unconquerable spirit bring him back to field duty with a major general’s commission and a new responsibility when his senior falls. There is hesitation at headquarters about assigning Hampton to command the cavalry corps, because he is not a professional soldier; but he directs victories so shining that the old troopers are proud to call him Jeb Stuart’s successor. His men say he is a “born soldier.” They do not know that he thinks more often of the fallen, one of his own sons among them, than of command and power and glory. This much his troopers realize—that he believes in superior force and that he does not ask the impossible of hungry men on feeble horses.

RICHARD HERON ANDERSON


Like Hampton, he is a South Carolinian of high station. Age forty and a West Pointer, he proves himself capable of handling troops in battle and of hitting hard; but he is of a kindly, generous, and easy-going nature and, though he receives promotion to the grade of major general after the Seven Days, he has no inclination to advertise or to advance himself. At Sharpsburg he receives a wound which is not altogether misfortune because it demonstrates how much of the efficiency of his division is due to his personal influence and leadership. He has no subsequent opportunity till Chancellorsville. Then he shows himself willing that Stuart shall have the glory and he the sense of duty done; but Lee has seen what happened and, in the list of those who may lead a corps if need be, the name of Anderson is entered. He does not thrive in the Third Corps to which he is assigned in the reorganization after Chancellorsville. Perhaps he misses the guiding hand of Longstreet. It may be that Powell Hill does not know how to deal with the South Carolinian at Gettysburg. Ten sterile months follow. Then, by a simple decision, promptly executed, Anderson thrills the army and probably saves it from a defeat at Spotsylvania. His reward is promotion and continuing command of the First Corps until the return of the wounded Longstreet in the autumn of 1864. Lee sees to it that he retains his temporary rank of lieutenant general, but the corps assigned him is little more than a division. Part of it loses heart. So does Anderson. Among the hills that run down to Sayler’s Creek most of his men are captured. That last scene would be blackest tragedy if the memory of Chancellorsville and Spotsylvania did not linger.


LAFAYETTE MCLAWS


Stout, short, and more intense than his round face would indicate, this Georgian, age forty, had a good record as an officer in the “old army” and he shows administrative capacity as a soldier of the Confederacy. By the summer of 1862 he is entrusted with divisional command, but is not yet appraised finally because his opportunities in combat are few. He encounters bad luck on Maryland Heights and drags slowly along on the road to Sharpsburg when he should be demanding the last energies of weary men. At Fredericksburg he easily holds a strong position with ample force, but in the spring, when he has a chance to deliver a hammerstroke at Chancellorsville, he hesitates. McLaws does not progress. He has no luster in the red glare of Gettysburg, though the fault is scarcely his. He goes with Longstreet to Tennessee and there, he avers, he comes under the wrath of his chief because he will not share in an attempt to oust Braxton Bragg. An unhappy story of bitterness and court-martial is shaped with difficulty to Longstreet’s purpose in this particular: McLaws never commands a First Corps division again.

JOHN BELL HOOD


By birth a Kentuckian and by choice a Texan, he appears as a somewhat ungainly lieutenant of cavalry, age thirty, but he develops amazingly as a commander and as an individual. There is reason to believe his magnificent personality, his blond, towering, blue-eyed, and handsome good looks, will advance him as surely as his fighting will. He is altogether promising as a combat officer; as an administrator and a strategist, he is inexperienced. In divisional command, his soldiers are, man for man, perhaps the best combat troops in the army, though in numbers they never approach and in fame do not equal, as yet, Powell Hill’s Light Division. Hood is conspicuous in the Seven Days, at Second Manassas, and at Sharpsburg. Later, on a quiet front, he has only one ambition: to get back to the fight. As the fighting quality of his troops is, in a measure, of his making, he appears to have a brilliant future. With a wound received in a great hour at Gettysburg he passes from the scene to return no more, but his old comrades in the Army of Northern Virginia read with pride of his feats at Chickamauga and of his appointment to command the Army of Tennessee. His new responsibility is beyond the resources of a crippled general. He has a winter of catastrophe. Perhaps he never should have been assigned an army. At heart he is an executive officer, not a strategist.


ROBERT EMMETT RODES


A graduate of the Virginia Military Institute, a teacher there, and a former civil engineer for an Alabama railroad, Rodes is thirty-two years old, more than six feet in height, blond, with a drooping sandy mustache and a fiery, imperious manner on the field of battle. As if he stepped from the pages of Beowulf, Rodes stalks through the camps and fights always as if his battle were to decide a great cause. He has alternating fortune, now good, now bad, in the Maryland expedition, but at Chancellorsville he wins in an afternoon fame that brings him the closest approach the army can offer to promotion for valor on the field. He is the personification of the new type of Confederate leader, but he does not retain as division commander the consistent distinction that had been his as a brigadier. Perhaps on July 1 at Gettysburg—the first day he ever had led his own division in battle—he tries too hard with feeble instruments. The next day he halts his advance before it attempts to scale Cemetery Hill. Doubtless he is right, but it is not like the Rodes of Chancellorsville. When he gets back to the Wilderness in 1864, he has the furious old-time dash, and at the Bloody Angle he rivals his comrades Gordon and Ramseur. With them, under Jube Early, he goes to the Shenandoah Valley, and there, at a moment when he did not know the battle was lost, he leaves unanswered the question whether he would have realized fully his promise as a soldier.

SAMUEL GARLAND


A lawyer of wide literary taste and cultural interests, a graduate of the Virginia Military Institute, and, at thirty, a man of recognized standing. With more of the look of a scholar than of a soldier, he does admirably in all the battles he shares and ahead of him appears to lie a career of great distinction. Perhaps he scarcely cares for fame, though he will do his full duty. He has lost both wife and child and finds himself the last of his line. He goes on a difficult mission down the ridge of South Mountain, where he lacks adequate support, and he does not come back.

ROBERT TOOMBS


This well-known Georgia politician, former United States senator, and first Confederate secretary of state, age fifty-one, is a furious, fascinating person who believes that the war will be brief but that participation in it will give him more prestige than can be had in civil life during the sectional quarrel. He is ambitious, insubordinate, and quarrelsome, the impersonation of the “political general.” A few of his friends hold loyally to him and share his belief that he is a great man. His hatred of President Davis develops apace. Toombs is no sooner out of a row with Harvey Hill than he is in another with Longstreet. Momentarily the thunderous Georgian is silenced, but soon, by an ironical twist, along the banks of the Antietam, he is presented with such an opportunity as he coveted. He does well enough but he somewhat overpraises himself. The promotion he feels he deserves but does not expect to get from Davis he fails to receive. He resigns with a roar and subsequently shouts in the shadows.

JOHN ROGERS COOKE


Army-born and Harvard-schooled, this twenty-nine-year-old son of General Philip St. George Cooke, U.S.A., is a brother-in-law of Jeb Stuart. When he resigned from the “old army” he was a first lieutenant. He becomes an excellent, careful colonel, and at Sharpsburg, almost before his panting men have caught their breath, he has the entire army talking of him. Promotion comes quickly and, after that, on Marye’s Heights, comes a ball that hits him in the forehead but, happily, does not kill him. The Wilderness brings him his fourth wound. Steadfast, he is still leading his North Carolina brigade on its last day.

MICAH JENKINS


After he was graduated from the South Carolina Military Academy, he was one of the organizers of the King’s Mountain Military School. As colonel he is bold and ambitious and, as the battles multiply starting with Seven Pines, he throws himself more furiously into them. He is full of promise—clear-eyed, with dark wavy hair and a firm, determined, but not unfriendly mouth. He becomes a brigadier before he is twenty-seven and is distinguished at Second Manassas, but he is wounded there and after his recovery he is on the unexciting line of the Blackwater. Longstreet appreciates him; fortune does not smile. Soon there arises a vindictive rivalry with Evander Law, another young South Carolinian. Jenkins’s return with Longstreet to battle ends in the Wilderness.


JOHN BROWN GORDON


Mining promoter and lawyer, age twenty-nine, he has risen from captain to colonel and soon has opportunity of leading Rodes’s brigade. With a fine head and penetrating eyes, Gordon is so thin and so straight that he resembles a ramrod. Although he has had no military experience before the war, he quickly learns the art of procuring the full obedience of his men and possesses an oratorical power which inspires his troops to undertake anything. His men adore him, but they wish he would not loose his eloquence on them just before they go into a battle—he makes them feel as if they can charge hell itself! He accumulates a notable collection of wounds, and after a succession of legislative mishaps, receives his deserved commission as brigadier general at the beginning of May 1864. Before the month is out Gordon has a division. By the late winter he is commanding Early’s corps, and is next to Longstreet in confidential discussions with the commanding general. A certain freshness, a boldness, a freedom, an originality in sound military design are Gordon’s. Character makes chivalry an instinct with John Gordon. No wonder an admiring soldier says of him, “He’s most the prettiest thing you ever did see on a field of fight. It’ud put fight into a whipped chicken just to look at him!”

ISAAC RIDGEWAY TRIMBLE


Railroad executive, engineer, and old-time West Pointer, Trimble, at fifty-nine, leaves ease in Maryland to share the fortunes of the South. At first he shows awkwardness in handling troops but he learns fast. He is a dark, handsome man with a flaming eye and deep ambition—perhaps disposed to be contentious and certainly a dandy in dress, but of the most conspicuous courage and a furious, insatiable fighter. A bad leg wound at Second Manassas, erysipelas, and osteomyelitis in turn assail but cannot subdue him. He fulfills his ambition and heads for the enemy’s country, where he had built and operated railroads and had quarreled over them. His part in the drama ends in front of Cemetery Ridge, where he falls, wounded, into enemy hands.

MAXCY GREGG


A savant and lawyer is Gregg, a rich South Carolina bachelor of wide literary and scientific interests, who has counted politics among his avocations. He had a commission, though he saw no active service, in the Mexican War, and he appears first with the army as a colonel and then a brigadier. In station, in influence, in bearing, and in entourage he is a considerable person, whose ability to adapt himself to command is of some interest to his friends. He is dignified, unfailingly courteous, forty-seven years of age, and slightly deaf. He is allotted a glorious day on Groveton Heights, and then he has a narrow escape at Sharpsburg. After that, at Fredericksburg, there is a wound, an affecting interview with Stonewall Jackson, and the long, long silence. The command loses a certain measure of gentility when he dies.

THOMAS REED ROOTES COBB


A brigade is entrusted to this hard-working colonel of thirty-nine, who is a younger brother of Howell Cobb. By his management of his men, Tom Cobb soon restores the family prestige, which had been impaired by Howell Cobb’s mishandling of his troops at Crampton’s Gap. As fine a fortune in the field as at the bar seems to await Tom Cobb, but at Fredericksburg, in his first battle as a general officer, he is killed.

JOHN PELHAM


A West Pointer of the class of 1861, he resigned on the secession of Alabama and prior to his graduation. He is twenty and commands as captain the Stuart Horse Artillery, which he organized. Of all the young artillerists, none is braver, more promising, or physically more magnificent. He is a tall, clear blond, who blushes red when he is praised. In camp he is quiet, and is without a touch of exhibitionism —a glorious boy in the estimation of both sexes. He goes on from splendor to splendor, makes peculiarly his own the title “gallant,” and on a March day in ’63, shouting “Forward!” and smiling at troopers in a charge, he falls from his horse with a fatal wound. Three girls in nearby towns put on mourning for him.

WILLIAM JOHNSON PEGRAM


Until secession he was a student of the University of Virginia, and was regarded merely as an intelligent, retiring boy of high character. At twenty he appears in this drama as a tireless captain of artillery whose tactics seem to be summed up in three orders: get close to the enemy, stay there, fire fast and accurately. He is a small young man, so near-sighted that he always wears spectacles, but he is of the type that battle develops. In less than a year he is a major in command of an artillery battalion that is marked, by the fact of his leadership, for hard fighting and for fame. He finds his sport in battle, and it seems incredible, after all his exposure to action, that he is still alive. After Gettysburg, with the Third Corps seldom fighting, he is not conspicuous for ten months. Later, the stench and stagnation of the Petersburg trenches are repulsive to him. When the caissons begin to roll and the teams tug at the traces, he is himself again. There is talk of making him a brigadier general of infantry, but Lee is unwilling to have Pegram leave the artillery though he esteems him as among the best of his soldiers. Pegram would have preferred that his end should be similar to that of his brother John, in the roar of action; but, as it befell, he dies lingeringly a few days from the end, at twenty-three and still a colonel of artillery.

THOMAS LAFAYETTE ROSSER


Like John Pelham, he is a West Point cadet of the class of 1861 who resigns before he is graduated. He procures a commission as first lieutenant and, before the Seven Days, rises to be a colonel of cavalry. Not yet twenty-five, he is six feet two inches tall, powerful, brown-eyed, and handsome. He fights hard and rises fast, and at the time of Gettysburg he has the prospect of a general’s commission. It is given him in September 1863. After it come heartbreaks and hard battles. He almost loses the good opinion of Jube Early because he wants his young wife to be near the front. A valorous exploit at Moorefield restores him in his commander’s eyes, but, for the attainment of larger fame, it is getting late in the life of the Confederacy. Cedar Creek and Tom’s Brook cancel Trevilian. It is bitter; it is bewildering; it does not break his spirit. Nothing, apparently, could do that to Tom Rosser.

GEORGE EDWARD PICKETT


Slow recuperation from the wound received at Gaines’ Mill is the fate of Longstreet’s younger brother in spirit. Longstreet looks after his interests and sees that, when the major generals are named in the reorganization of the autumn of 1862, Pickett is one of them. The next spring, when Pickett goes to Southside Virginia, he is thirty-eight years old but has the good fortune of being near the home of a vivacious young girl, not half his age, who thinks him the greatest of cavaliers. She sees nothing but romance in those long ringlets of his that his brother officers consider odd. When Longstreet tells him that the Virginia division is to share in the final charge on the Union position at Gettysburg, Pickett looks and acts as if great military fortune has come to him. By midafternoon that third of July 1863, when the charge has been repulsed, George Pickett’s tale is told. Neither he nor his division ever is the same again. For more than a year and a half he is a garrison general. Under the strain of a sudden responsibility, his health fails him. At Five Forks, where the enemy rolls up his flank force, whispers spread that he is attending a shad bake when he should have been with his men. In the death-spasm of the army he is relieved of command, but he is with his troops to the last hour. Fortune does not mock him without honor. “As valiant as Pickett’s charge” has become a supreme martial metaphor.

EDWARD PORTER ALEXANDER


By the spring of 1863, Porter Alexander has a part of the recognition his consistent service since First Manassas has deserved. He is approaching twenty-eight, is erect and thin, and has more the look of the scholar than of the soldier. Those who know the artillery officers say this Georgian is among the most scientific and resourceful of them all. He is the sort of man on whom a busy commander safely may rely—and they do so notably at Chancellorsville and at Gettysburg. His reward is chief of artillery for Longstreet’s corps.

ROBERT FREDERICK HOKE


A dependable line officer since Bethel, Hoke is twenty-five when, at Fredericksburg, in the absence of Trimble, he leads an excellent brigade with so much fury that men who did not know him begin to ask, Who is Hoke? His father had been a North Carolina politician of station who died when the boy was seven. Robert Hoke had not attended West Point but had received some professional training at the Kentucky Military Institute. Manifestly he has the true-born soldier’s sense of combat. In appearance he is handsome, tall, strong, with a long face and deep-set eyes. A wound received at Salem Church keeps him from sharing the honors and the anguish of Gettysburg. His chance comes the next year in his native state and it brings him promotion and acclaim. The rest may have been circumstance; it may have been a desire to preserve his new reputation. It is unpleasant but it is the fact: Subsequent to that success at Plymouth, if he is fighting beside another division, there nearly always is a failure of cooperation. Neither his state nor his command loses faith in him.

WILLIAM DORSEY PENDER


Seasoned and much scarred is this hard-hitting, realistic North Carolinian who becomes twenty-nine in the winter of 1862–63. More than ever he hates a war that keeps him from his family, but if he must fight he wants to be at the front in rank and in service. He is distinctly the partisan of Powell Hill in the controversy with Jackson, and he has bitter thoughts for those who dispute the pre-eminence of the Light Division. He is efficient in campaign and is responsible for the good behavior of what he regards as the best brigade of the best division. In battle he forgets all else in persistent, flaming combat. He retains the habit of getting wounded in almost every fight. As the army enters Pennsylvania, this new major general tries to relieve the concern of his young wife that the Lord will not bless the Southern cause if the Confederacy does more than defend its own territory. He knows, as a trained soldier, that a whole-hearted offensive often is the most prudent defensive. The campaign must be fought. So run his letters. Then, abruptly, they stop. He fights successfully another battle with all his stubborn energy, and is awaiting action at Gettysburg when he is wounded once again. This time he cannot laugh it off. They miss him on the third of July when part of his division is deployed wrongly.

STEPHEN DODSON RAMSEUR


Always Dodson to his intimates, Ramseur was graduated at West Point in 1860 and, at twenty-five, becomes colonel of a fine North Carolina regiment. Seven months later he is a brigadier general. He does not behave as if he can get enough of fighting. Although he bristles with a brigand’s beard, he is small, slight of frame, alert. His speech is direct and brisk, his dark prominent eyes do not flicker. He has all the ambitions and all the sensitiveness of a boy, but he handles a brigade as easily as he would have drilled a squad. In a desperate hour at Spotsylvania, when the front is almost severed by a shrewd thrust, he counterattacks with wild daring. A division is his reward, a veteran division, the day after he is twenty-seven. With these troops he shares in a spectacular campaign in the Valley under Jube Early and wins new honors, though he suffers one reversal that almost breaks his heart. Ramseur has the promise of something dearer than military distinction. One day, when a battle is in prospect, he hears that the crisis is past and that the baby is born. More than that he never learns.

CADMUS MARCELLUS WILCOX


No happy career in the army is Wilcox’s from August 1862 to May 1863. In his thirty-ninth year, he is older than most of the other professional soldiers who command brigades. At West Point he was in the class with T. J. Jackson, with David Jones, with George Pickett. In the next class was Powell Hill. All these now outrank him. He is restless, sore, and disposed to go to another Confederate army where he will have a chance. Then, at an unwanted post, while a battle that will bring fame to others is raging a few miles away, his great hour comes. He meets it in a manner to make Salem Church a model of what an observant commander of a detached brigade sometimes can accomplish. Advancement and the leadership of a stalwart division bring no further praise. Again denied transfer to another front, he meets hard duty with courage, though never with inspiration. More than once his division loses heavily, but negligence never is linked with defeat. If he gains no new prestige, he forfeits no good opinion for character and steadiness. Through the last black winter of the war his men give an honorable account of themselves.

HENRY HETH


Of Virginia stock long distinguished in war and in fortune, he is thirty-seven, a West Pointer, and a former captain in the “old army.” He has a high reputation, personally and professionally, and he is as devoted a soldier as he is an attractive individual. In western Virginia his small command once was seized with panic through no dereliction on his part. Now that he is a brigadier in the Army of Northern Virginia, he is called within two months to lead a famous division on a field of victory at Chancellorsville, and soon after is promoted major general. This seems good fortune, but it is to prove a continuance of the ill fortune experienced in western Virginia. As yet, nobody realizes that Harry Heth, as he is called by his friends, is doomed to be one of those good soldiers, unhappily numerous in military history, who consistently have bad luck. For a time it seems as if he has canceled his ill fortune. At Gettysburg his direction of his troops is sound, and a few folds of paper inside his hat save him from a fatal wound. Two days later, though he is not in field command, he sees his weakened division wrecked. On the retreat he has to pay the price often exacted of the rear guard. Still again, that autumn, his troops are the victims of his corps commander’s impetuosity. Another time, in the Wilderness, when he wants to withdraw his men from an exposed position, Powell Hill says, “The men shall not be disturbed.” Rout follows. Heth’s seems to be the fate of living to exemplify the maxim that a soldier, to be good, must have good luck.

RALEIGH EDWARD COLSTON


An unusual, puzzling person is Raleigh Colston. He was born in France of wealthy Virginia parents long resident there, and in youth was sent to Lexington, Virginia, where he was entered and duly was graduated at the Virginia Military Institute. He remained there, became professor of French, and bore himself as became a faculty-colleague of T. J. Jackson and Robert Rodes. Because of Jackson’s high opinion of him, Colston is called to brigade command in the Second Corps at a time when attrition has worn the corps of officers. War is not kind to “Old Parlez,” as his former cadets nicknamed him, but precisely why and wherein he fails on his day of great opportunity at Chancellorsville is a mystery not easily resolved. Quiet exile from the Army of Northern Virginia follows.

EDWARD JOHNSON


By a wound received at McDowell, May 8, 1862, “Old Allegheny” was invalided for almost a year in Richmond. As he had means as well as station, he enjoyed the best company in the Confederate capital, though his proclivity of proclaiming love at the top of his voice caused young ladies to be a bit cautious in his presence. They may laugh at his social oddities and say that his head is in three tiers, like the papal tiara, but after he receives a division of the Second Corps and leads it in battle, no soldier ever laughs at Old Allegheny. He comes on with a roar and a limp which he eases with a long staff; wherefore the boys sometimes call him “Old Club.” He is a powerful, bulky man of forty-seven, a soundly schooled professional soldier. He does well in nearly all his fights, hits hard, and wins the confidence of his men. A great career might have been his if certain guns had not been withdrawn that rainy night in ’64 in the Bloody Angle. The result is honorable even if Johnson is captured along with most of his famous command.

WILLIAM MAHONE


“Billy” Mahone’s is as strange a rise to fame as the army witnesses in devastating 1864. After the war, when his ambitions soar, his henchmen will say he had been a great soldier from the start. The reports do not show it. As a brigadier he is not lacking in diligence but he is without special distinction. A dozen of his rank might be named before him. Promotion transforms him. Dispute and caution give place to fierce action. His men become the most renowned shock troops of the army. In the last phase of the war, when he boasts the age of thirty-eight, he is the most conspicuous division commander. Small and as lean as a starvation year, he lives in unconcealed comfort and does not hesitate to question even the commanding general. Men do not always like him or take him at his own estimate, but they have to admit that he knows how to fight.

WILLIAM HENRY FITZHUGH LEE


Sometimes the careless confuse Fitz Lee and his cousin of the longer, kindred name. On occasion, the unadvanced colonels and the stranded captains of cavalry ask how many more Lees must be promoted before other men have a chance. William Henry Fitzhugh, “Rooney” for short, is not of a nature to seek promotion because of his name. Nor is he so unmindful of his name and obligation as the commanding general’s son that he fails to earn promotion. He does not scintillate in conversation or in planning. At twenty-seven, when he becomes a major general, he is bulky and perhaps appears slow; but if he possessed what he wholly lacks, the stomach for self-advertisement, he could say in truth that he has distinguished himself in every battle he has fought. Perhaps his deepest, most secret pride is that he has not failed his father in any of a score of battles. “Marse Robert” is secretly proud, too, that he never calls in vain on his son.

CHARLES WILLIAM FIELD


Old Pete Longstreet does not relish the assignment of this convalescent officer to the command of Hood’s division, which the lieutenant general desired for Micah Jenkins. Consequently, Charles Field, thirty-six years of age, has no warmth of welcome when he reports to the First Corps. In his first battle after that, in the Wilderness, he does well, and by the time Longstreet recovers from a wound, Field is a fixture. He sometimes fails, but he possesses unmistakable, if indefinable, military sense. When the final muster roll is made, Field’s is the strongest, stoutest division of them all.

JOSEPH BREVARD KERSHAW


This South Carolina lawyer, forty-one in 1863, continues to display aptitude in command and, at a time when the First Corps is strife-riven, he keeps his poise and the good opinion of his comrades. The fatal spring of 1864, which finds him a major general, brings him many hours of high hazard. Kershaw passes through them all as if they were the unvexing incidents of a quiet life. Even toward the last, in the hour when his troops are surrounded, he loses none of his dignity. Behind that dignity is character, in the molding of which religion has first place.




CHAPTER 1 Opening Guns


1. “OLD BORY’S COME!”

He would go at once. The request from the President that he come to Richmond offered an opportunity as surely as it conveyed an order. Federal troops had crossed the Potomac. A battle that would assure the triumph of the new Confederacy would be fought ere long in Virginia. At the same time, departure from South Carolina would be regrettable. From the hour of his arrival there, March 6, 1861, the patriots of Charleston had welcomed him. After he forced the surrender of Fort Sumter on April 14, without the loss of a man, they had acclaimed and adopted him. Some of them seemed to find a certain Huguenot kinship in his name—Pierre Gustave Toutant Beauregard—and all of them united to do him honor.1

General and staff left on May 29 for Richmond, the newly selected capital of the Confederate States. Multitudes gathered at every station to have a look at the “Hero of Sumter.” The journey confirmed everything Beauregard had been told of the incredible popularity he had won by his success in Charleston Harbor. How quickly fame had come to him! When he had resigned from the United States army, February 20, 1861, he had been fifth-ranking captain in the Corps of Engineers and had a brevet as major for gallant conduct in the Mexican War.2 In his profession he was esteemed; outside of it he was little known till hostilities had been opened at Charleston. Now, seven weeks after the fall of Sumter, he had received the thanks of Congress and the laudation of the Southern press as one of the greatest soldiers in the world. Napoleonic myths had grown up about him. He was said to have warned President Lincoln to remove all noncombatants from Washington by a given date, as if he were determined forthwith to take the city.3 Not one doubt of his military genius was admitted.

On May 30, ere his train puffed importantly into the station, hundreds of townfolk had gathered there. A carriage and four were waiting to carry the general to the Spotswood Hotel, where a suite had been reserved for him. All the honors that had been paid President Davis upon arrival two days previously were to be repeated for General Beauregard. He was most grateful when he stepped from the car; but, if the committee would permit, he would take a simpler carriage and go quietly to the hotel. Quickly he was wheeled up the hill to the Spotswood. Music and cheers and appeals for a speech were in vain. His mission was war. He must waste no time in needless words.4

The next day he conferred with the President and with General R. E. Lee who, in an ill-defined manner, was responsible for military operations in Virginia. Old friends they were, old and admiring. Davis as United States secretary of war had known Beauregard well and, in March 1861, had commended the general to Governor Pickens of South Carolina as “full of talent and of much military experience.”5 In planning immediate steps to combat the fast-developing Federal threat against Virginia, Jefferson Davis felt that he could rely on Beauregard.

No less did the President have self-reliance. He had hurried to Richmond in answer to earnest representations that he and he only could direct aright the defense of the frontier. Montgomery newspapers had reported that Mr. Davis was having his old Mexican War sword sharpened at a gunsmith’s in Market Street. A man having his blade made ready of course intended using it. Little doubt was expressed that the President would take the field in person. With others the soldiers would fight and perhaps would win, said the Richmond Examiner, but “with him, the victory would be certain, and chance would become certainty.”6

The new President felt, as he sat down with Beauregard and Lee, that he had been trained as a soldier and as a commander he had been tried. To his four years of administrative experience as secretary of war he had added that of chairman of the Military Committee of the Senate. Who had so diversified an equipment, who a better reason for self-reliance? He was confident he could discharge in more than a perfunctory sense his prerogative as commander-in-chief of the military forces of the Confederacy.

The third man at the council of May 31 was in public estimation the least distinguished of the three. Robert Lee was the son of a renowned Revolutionary soldier and had enjoyed the high admiration of Winfield Scott. In the Mexican War, Lee’s work as an engineer had been brilliant, and when he resigned from the old army he had reached the rank of colonel of cavalry; but he had no such reputation as Beauregard had won at Sumter and no prestige, other than social, that compared with that of Davis.

Inasmuch as Lee had just returned from Manassas, he was asked by the President to explain what had been done to prepare that important railroad junction against the Federals, who, on the night of May 23–24, had crossed the Potomac and seized Alexandria. When Lee explained the situation in northern Virginia, Davis decided that Beauregard should have the post of instant danger, that of the Alexandria line.7 Beauregard exhibited neither concern nor satisfaction. If that was the post the President wished him to have, he would proceed immediately to Manassas. By way of Hanover Junction, Gordonsville, Orange, and Rappahannock Station, names destined to be written red, he traveled on June 1 to Manassas and assumed command. “Old Bory’s Come!” cried the South Carolina troops who had served under him at Charleston. The Virginia recruits, hearing the cheers, sought this first opportunity of observing him.8

If they expected a theatrical personality, they were disappointed. What they saw was a small man, forty-three years of age and five feet seven inches in height. He weighed about 150 pounds and had much strength in his slight frame, though often he fell sick. With graying hair, cropped mustache, a good brow, high cheekbones, a belligerent chin, and sallow olive complexion, he was as surely French in appearance as in blood. Imaginative Southern writers already pictured him as the reincarnation of one of Napoleon’s marshals, but they said that his eyes, which were his most pronounced physical characteristic, were those of a bloodhound, large, dark, and melancholy. In manner he was quiet but cordial. Privately talkative, he was officially uncommunicative. His tongue manifestly was his ally; it was not equally apparent that his pen was his enemy.9

Beauregard proceeded to inspect his troops. In command was Milledge L. Bonham, who had fought the Seminoles and the Mexicans as a citizen-soldier and had resigned his seat in Congress to defend his native South Carolina. Under Bonham were two fine regiments, more than 1,500 of the best young men of the Palmetto State. A regiment of Virginians was being organized by Colonel J. F. Preston, another was being recruited rapidly by Colonel R. S. Ewell, and a third by Colonel Samuel Garland, a graduate of the Virginia Military Institute. From Alexandria had arrived in retreat a few companies under Colonel G. H. Terrett. At Culpeper, collecting men as rapidly as possible, was Colonel Philip St. George Cocke, a rich planter who had been graduated from West Point in 1832 and had been for two years a lieutenant in the United States army.10

The smallness of this force alarmed Beauregard. His position, he explained to the President, his troops, and his service of supply alike were inadequate. “I must therefore,” he said, “either be re-enforced at once… or I must be prepared to retire, on the approach of the enemy, in the direction of Richmond.…”11 It would not suffice, Beauregard concluded, merely to exhort the President. The populace must be aroused. To that end, he issued on June 5 a proclamation: “A reckless and unprincipled tyrant has invaded your soil. Abraham Lincoln, regardless of all moral, legal, and constitutional restraints, has thrown his abolition hosts among you, who are murdering and imprisoning your citizens, confiscating and destroying your property, and committing other acts of violence and outrage too shocking and revolting to humanity to be enumerated.” Beauregard urged the farmers “to drive back and expel the invaders from your land.… I desire to assure you that the utmost protection in my power will be extended to you all.”12

In their complete reliance upon Davis and Beauregard and the valor of their own sons, Virginians did not understand, in those first furious days of half-organized war, how difficult it was to muster and equip enough men to meet the four offensives that were being forged against their state. Virginia was singularly vulnerable. From the northwest, the north, and the east she could be assailed. The Federals held Fort Monroe on Hampton Roads and commanded the deep water everywhere. In particular, there was danger of joint land-and-water operations against the Peninsula between the James and York rivers. That operation would be no particular threat to Beauregard. Nor was there immediate danger to his front from an expedition in process of organization around Grafton on the Baltimore and Ohio Railroad, about 120 miles west of Harper’s Ferry. Much nearer to Beauregard’s line was the prospect of a Federal attack from Pennsylvania and Maryland on Harper’s Ferry, where the Shenandoah flows into the Potomac. Loss of Harper’s Ferry would endanger Beauregard’s position at Manassas. Conversely, if Beauregard’s position at Manassas were taken, an adversary might turn westward and cut the line of retreat of the forces at Harper’s Ferry.

The Virginia authorities had seized Harper’s Ferry and its valuable arms machinery on the night of April 18. In command there was Colonel Thomas J. Jackson, Virginia volunteers. Beauregard probably remembered Jackson, who had been a young artillerist during the Mexican War and been breveted major for gallantry at Chapultepec. Whether or not he recalled the major of the gallant days of ’47, Beauregard soon heard of the work Jackson was doing at Harper’s Ferry.

The colonel had been professor of physics and instructor in artillery at the Virginia Military Institute. Serious-minded persons at Lexington, the seat of the Institute, respected Jackson’s piety, his diligence as a Presbyterian deacon, and his zeal in the religious instruction of the Negroes; the irreverent said he was a “curiosity,” a dull teacher who hewed to the line of the text and showed much embarrassment when forced to depart from it. At Harper’s Ferry he had been a different, infinitely more competent man. Terse, clear in direction, positive in orders, he was declared to be every inch the soldier. He diligently had been drilling his raw volunteers, and was fast developing to competent performance some of the 8,000 men who had been assembled.13

A large invading force might shut up the Confederate troops in the angle made at the Ferry by the rivers, but, for the time, Jackson seemed reasonably safe. The cavalry would give him warning. When Colonel George Deas—an old inspector of the United States army—made an official visit to Harper’s Ferry, he had noted the alertness of a handsome, spirited young cavalryman, small but vigorous, who was commanding Jackson’s mounted outposts. “I am quite confident,” Deas reported, “that with the vigilance… exercised by Captain Ashby, no enemy can pass the point which he is directed to observe.”14 Besides, all five of the companies of cavalry, which included Turner Ashby’s two, were “in very good condition and quite effective.” Their commander was the stocky, broad-shouldered Lieutenant Colonel James E. B. Stuart: “Beauty” Stuart, the boys at West Point had called him, in tactful tribute to his notorious lack of good looks. Stuart had arrived in Richmond from the West on May 7, and, after being assigned to Harper’s Ferry, had set out to organize the cavalry.15

Beauregard was well acquainted with the officer who had arrived at Harper’s Ferry on May 24 and in somewhat unusual circumstances had assumed command. Joseph E. Johnston had been promptly commissioned brigadier general in the Confederate army after declining like rank in the service of Virginia. On reaching the Ferry, where he found Jackson exercising authority under a Virginia commission, Johnston requested Jackson to distribute an order that announced the change of command. Jackson politely but promptly declined to do so. “Until I receive further instructions from Governor Letcher or General Lee,” said the former professor, “I do not feel at liberty to transfer my command to another.…” General Johnston was not offended by Jackson’s refusal. He simply looked among his papers for one that would show he had been assigned to the post. The search was brief. On an application sent him from Richmond the general found this endorsement: “Referred to General J. E. Johnston, commanding officer at Harper’s Ferry. By order of Major-General Lee.” Shown to Jackson, this was accepted instantly by him as evidence of Johnston’s authority. Harper’s Ferry formally became a Confederate post.16

The correspondence was a trivial incident, but it might have been read even then as an indication of the precise military standard of Colonel Jackson: Authority was bestowed to be exercised; responsibility was not lightly to be shifted; orders were to be obeyed. If this meant that Jackson for the moment had no command, he would await one.

Soon Beauregard heard that Jackson’s successor was having difficulties similar to those encountered at Manassas. Neither Johnston’s position nor his troops pleased him. As an engineer he saw that Harper’s Ferry could be turned, in his words, “easily and effectively from above and below.” The volunteers, in his opinion, were utterly lacking in “discipline and instruction.” Within a week after assuming command he asked whether it would not be better to withdraw altogether from Harper’s Ferry.17
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Strategic areas of northern Virginia—the district between Warrenton and Washington, and the Shenandoah Valley from Front Royal to Harper’s Ferry—to illustrate how the occupation of one by the enemy threatened the security of the other.



Of all this and of much that followed, Beauregard was informed. He listened; he pondered; he planned. French he was… French strategy he would employ, Napoleonic strategy.

2. MAGRUDER AND D. H. HILL EMERGE


Before the ranks of Beauregard began to swell or his strategy to take form, the actors between the James and York rivers commanded the stage. The Federals were concentrating at Fort Monroe, which apparently they intended to use as a base for operations up the Peninsula. If, simultaneously, the mouth of either the James or the York could be opened, vessels of the United States navy might pass the hastily built forts and might land troops close to Richmond. Thus the commanding officer at the mouth of the York River became from the hour of his assignment a conspicuous figure.18 Indeed, he long had been that in the old army, not because of rank but because of personality.

John Bankhead Magruder, No. 15 in the somewhat undistinguished class of 1830 at West Point, had procured transfer from the 7th Infantry to the 1st Artillery in 1831, had earned his brevet as lieutenant colonel during the Mexican War, and thereafter held some of the choicest posts in the artillery. At Fort Adams, Newport, Rhode Island, he had won a great name as a bon vivant and as an obliging host. Whenever celebrities were to be entertained, Colonel Magruder—“Prince John”—would tender a dress parade, with full trappings of gold-braided pomp, and this he would follow with a flawless dinner. From Fort Adams he had been transferred to far-off Fort Leavenworth, but there, too, he had held dress parades and reviews, though the spectators might be only Indians or frontiersmen. In the serious work of his profession he directed the new artillery school at Leavenworth and convinced interested juniors that he knew his ranges as thoroughly as his vintages.19

The winter of 1860–61 found Magruder and his battery in Washington. When he resigned, rumor had it that he galloped off to the defense of Virginia with his men and his guns. Nothing would have delighted Magruder more, for he loved the dramatic and when occasion offered he would majestically tread the creaking boards of a garrison theater. Nor did he make a casual entrance on the stage of Virginia’s tragedy. He gained an immediate audience with the governor’s Advisory Council. To that serious, burdened group of devoted men, Colonel Magruder said with frowning fervor: “I have just crossed the Long Bridge, which is guarded by my old Battery. The men recognized me by moonlight and would have cheered me but I repressed them. Give me 5,000 men and if I don’t take Washington, you may take not only my sword but my life!” On so bold a proposal the Council sought the judgment of General Lee. Lee shook his head. “We have not the men,” said he—that and no more.20

Prince John was too well-disciplined a soldier to be disappointed at this. He was commissioned colonel of Virginia volunteers, and on May 21 was sent to command operations on the lower Peninsula, with headquarters at Yorktown. There he found no cavalry, little infantry, and scant equipment. Naval officers scarcely had gear for mounting the guns that were to keep the enemy’s fleet at a distance. With furious energy Magruder went to work to improve his troops and his position, but like Johnston at Harper’s Ferry and Beauregard at Manassas he felt his first need was of a larger force. To guard a line that extended from the James to the York, he must have, he said, 8,000 to 10,000 men. Without them he would be compelled to fall back. In opening correspondence on this subject he was detailed and insistent. Like many another professional soldier who long had dealt with the War Department, he believed with all his heart that the importunate widow who wearied the unjust judge till he avenged her was the model to be followed by the commander in seeking what was required. His early dispatches doubtless were read with eagerness. Soon the sight of one of them was to evoke groans.21

Fortune smiled on diligence. Prince John had the opportunity of directing the South’s first land “battle” and of winning the intoxicating first victory. At the very time of Magruder’s arrival, one of the regiments needed to bring up his force to the required minimum had landed at Yorktown, 1,100 enthusiastic young men of the 1st North Carolina volunteers. Their colonel, Daniel Harvey Hill, and their lieutenant colonel, C. C. Lee, were West Pointers; their major, James H. Lane, was a graduate of the Virginia Military Institute.

So well trained was the 1st North Carolina that on June 6, Magruder sent it, with four guns and a few other troops, to an advanced position at Big Bethel Church, thirteen miles below Yorktown and eight from Hampton. The enemy was at Hampton and Newport News and seemed inclined to advance. Four days later Hill received notice that the enemy was approaching. The very prospect set every heart to beating fast. Hill moved out his troops, ascertained by what roads the Federals were moving, and then withdrew in the face of superior force to his prepared position. With Magruder directing a few changes in his dispositions, Hill met and repulsed at Big Bethel some feeble, poorly handled assaults by Federals who already had sustained casualties by firing wildly into one another.

It was a small battle, to be sure. Not more than 300 of the 1,400 Confederates had been engaged simultaneously and then for no longer than twenty minutes. Three years later such a clash would have been accounted a skirmish and perhaps been the subject of a two-line dispatch. It was different on June 10, 1861. Green troops had stood, had fought, had sustained eleven casualties, had driven the enemy back to his starting point! At Yorktown headquarters there was excitement, felicitation, and exultation. The Federal casualties Hill put at 300, though actually the figure was 76.22

When news of this victory reached Richmond and spread across the South, there was immense satisfaction over what was proclaimed to be the demonstrated, indisputable superiority of the Confederate soldier in combat. No detail of the engagement was too trivial for mention, none was incredible.23 Swift promotion to the rank of brigadier general was demanded for Magruder and was granted. He took his place among the foremost of Southern celebrities, a hero second only to Beauregard. Magruder accepted his new honors gratefully. In mien and dignity he lived up to his role. At fifty years of age he was tall, erect, and handsome, and was impressive despite a curious lisp. Usually he dressed in full uniform— looking “every inch a King,” one newspaper insisted—and with his staff in attendance he daily made the rounds of his slowly mounting fortifications. He was a fighter, the South joyfully asserted, a personal fighter, too. Was it not rumored that he had challenged the Federal commander, General Ben Butler, to mortal combat?24

Harvey Hill, who had been in direct command at Big Bethel, did not appeal to the eye or to the imagination in the measure his chief did, but he had his full share of honor. He came of fighting stock. His paternal grandfather had made cannon for the Continental army and had been one of Thomas Sumter’s colonels. On the maternal side Harvey Hill had as grandparent that wily scout Thomas Cabeen, who Sumter often said was the bravest man he ever commanded. Not unnaturally, with that inheritance, Harvey Hill had gone to West Point, where, despite poor health, he had been graduated No. 28 in the excellent class of 1842. Five years later, by the unhesitating display of the most reckless valor, he had won promotion from first lieutenant to brevet major during the Mexican War; but as he found army life unstimulating in time of peace he had resigned in February 1849, had taught mathematics for five years at Washington College, and then had become professor of mathematics and civil engineering at Davidson College, North Carolina.

While there Hill developed a marked interest in theology and, at the same time, a most vehement hatred of Northerners. His Consideration of the Sermon on the Mount (1856) had been followed by a “Southern Series” of mathematical works in which he based many of his problems on “Yankee cunning.” For example, “A Yankee mixes a certain quantity of wooden nutmegs, which cost him one-fourth cent apiece, with a quantity of real nutmegs, worth four cents apiece”; again, “the year in which the Governors of Massachusetts and Connecticut sent treasonable messages to their respective legislatures, is expressed in four digits.…” In 1859, Hill decided that war with the fictitious masters of this alleged cunning was probable, and he accepted the superintendency of the North Carolina Military Institute. In 1861 he was called to command the camp of instruction for the North Carolina volunteers, and as a reward for diligent service was elected colonel of the 1st Regiment. He was then nearing his fortieth birthday.25

In person he was inconspicuous—five feet ten, thin, critical of eye, slightly bent from a spinal affliction and cursed with an odd humor; he was stiff and sharp when on duty and was wholly unpretending when not in command. Hill observed the Sabbath as diligently as did his brother-in-law, Colonel Thomas J. Jackson, then at Harper’s Ferry, and he always gave God the credit for victory. Upon the expansion of the Confederate force on the Peninsula after the fight at Big Bethel, Magruder gave him the post at Yorktown. On July 10, in recognition of his achievements, Hill was commissioned brigadier general.26

How fast and how far would he rise? What service would he render? Intense he was in his admiration, bitter in his antagonism. He could hate as hard as he could pray: Would that make him a better soldier or a worse? An applauding country did not know enough about him to make the inquiry, nor would it have looked otherwise than with suspicion on anyone who raised that or any other question about any Confederate leader. Old Bory, Prince John Magruder, pious Harvey Hill—these three at the beginning of the summer of 1861 were men to be trusted, to be followed. They were great soldiers. Of that the South was satisfied. No less were all Southerners convinced that new military genius would blaze on every battlefield.

3. FIRST LOSS OF A LEADER


Exultant praise of Magruder, D. H. Hill, and the other victors at Big Bethel was interrupted by news of another sort, from western Virginia. There, from the very hour of secession, the Federals realized that the Baltimore and Ohio Railroad between Washington and Parkersburg was at once the most important and the most exposed link in the iron chain that bound together the East and the Midwest. They determined to organize at Grafton an army that would protect the line in the surest manner—by clearing all Confederate troops from northwestern Virginia.

Soon Richmond was aware of these formidable preparations. On May 20 the advance of a strong Union column compelled a small Confederate force to evacuate Grafton. Four days later the Federals surprised at Philippi the units withdrawn from Grafton, and the undisciplined, bewildered troops had to hasten thirty miles farther south to Beverly, and thence twelve miles in the same direction to Huttonsville. As Beverly was the junction of the Staunton-Parkersburg road with the turnpike to Grafton, the Confederates could not permit the enemy to penetrate farther.27 Such troops as were available must, then, be hurried to Staunton and over the mountains to reoccupy Beverly. Because every other qualified officer already was assigned to field duty, Colonel Robert Selden Garnett, adjutant general at Lee’s headquarters, though he was irreplaceable, was detached and ordered to proceed to western Virginia.

Garnett was forty-two years of age, the eldest son of R. S. Garnett, for twelve years a member of Congress from Virginia, and a representative of one of the most intellectual families of the Old Dominion. After Robert Garnett was graduated midway in the class of 1841 at West Point, he was given virtually every post a young officer could desire—assistant instructor of tactics at West Point, aide to Generals Wool and Taylor during the Mexican War. Garnett measured up to his opportunities and won his brevet as major for gallantry at Buena Vista. In 1857, while on duty at Fort Simcoe, Washington Territory, he returned from an expedition to find that both his wife and child had died in his absence. From the time he lost his family his entire interest had been fixed on his profession. It was his escape, his passion, his life. With his native austerity deepened by grief, he seemed “frozen and stern and isolated.” With secession he resigned promptly and was appointed Lee’s adjutant general. Now, promoted brigadier general, he had challenge, opportunity, and—more than either— the difficulties of a strange country and a raw command.28

Garnett left Huttonsville on June 15 and pushed straight for Rich Mountain. Over this mountain, by Buckhannon Pass, crossed the Staunton-Parkersburg road. Around the north end of Rich Mountain, under Laurel Hill, was the Grafton-Beverly road. Not content with halfway measures, Garnett occupied both Laurel Hill and Buckhannon Pass and felt, as he put it, that he held “the gates to the northwestern country.”29

Most of his officers were as inexperienced as his troops, but some of them were unusual men. Most conspicuous among them was Lieutenant Colonel John Pegram of the 20th Virginia, twenty-nine, a West Pointer of the class of 1854 and a former lieutenant of the 2nd Dragoons. Pegram had spent two years in Europe and had many fine social qualities, but he was a recent comer to western Virginia and had scant acquaintance with the tangled country. On July 7 he went with his regiment to a post called Camp Garnett, eight miles west of Beverly.

A second interesting officer among Garnett’s subordinates was Captain Julius A. de Lagnel, a native of New Jersey but long a resident of Virginia and for fourteen years a lieutenant in the old army. De Lagnel was chief of artillery for Garnett’s little command and was stationed with Pegram on the western flank of Rich Mountain.30

At that camp also reported for duty a man destined to have a place in Confederate service almost unique. Jedediah Hotchkiss, descendant of an old and distinguished Connecticut family, had been born in Windsor, New York, in 1828 and been educated in academies there. When nineteen he had come to Virginia on a walking tour. Soon he acquired so deep an attachment to the state that he decided to settle in Augusta County. He established Mossy Creek Academy, which soon was successful. Busy though he was as a teacher, and active in religion, he found time to learn, unhelped, the principles of engineering, and as his avocation he made maps. “Professor Hotchkiss,” as he first was called in the army—he had no rank at the time—could sketch an area with substantial accuracy after riding over it once, and as he was a swift and indefatigable worker, he was to supply an incredible number of much-needed maps.31

Garnett soon learned something of the men entrusted to him. City-dwellers he had who had never seen mountains, and with them he had mountaineers who had never seen cities. Two things only did these soldiers possess in common—vast zeal and military inexperience. To them Garnett gave such slight instruction as time permitted. He also improved rapidly his position on Laurel Hill and at Buckhannon Pass. He occupied his fortifications, unassailed by the enemy, until July 6. Then skirmishing began. By July 8, the day Pegram took command at Buckhannon Pass, the enemy was active in that quarter.

On the morning of the eleventh, from a captured Union sergeant, Pegram learned that the Federals were endeavoring to turn one of his flanks. He concluded that the attack was to be against his right, and he sent word to Colonel William C. Scott to hold his 44th Virginia one and a half miles west of Beverly. Although Pegram believed the approach to his left-rear almost impracticable for the enemy, he sent back Captain de Lagnel with one gun and five thin companies of infantry to Hart’s house at the highest point in the gap. As of July 11, the situation, in summary, was this: Garnett at Laurel Hill, northeast of Pegram’s position, had no intimation of attack, though Union troops were known to be close at hand. In front of Camp Garnett the Federals were visible but gave no evidence of any purpose to come directly up the mountain. At the camp, Pegram was on the alert and was expecting an attempt to turn his right. About one and a half miles in his rear, at the Hart house, were de Lagnel, his gun, and 310 men. Across the mountain to the eastward, Colonel Scott was posting his 44th Virginia.32
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Sketch of the region of Gen. R. S. Garnett’s operations in western Virginia. Positions are: (1) Garnett’s line on Laurel Hill; (2) Pegram’s line on Rich Mountain; (3) Carrick’s Ford on fork of Cheat River.



At 11:00 A.M. there came an unhappy surprise: With a shout and a dash, the Federals drove in the Confederate pickets at the pass and swarmed from the laurel thickets for an assault on de Lagnel’s little command. The enemy came from the left and not, as anticipated, from the right. Captain de Lagnel made the utmost of his scant numbers and his single gun. When most of his artillerists were shot down, he served the piece himself. Presently he fell with a serious wound. Colonel Pegram arrived from Camp Garnett, and by example and plea tried to get his soldiers to drive off the enemy and hold the road. His shouts and commands were in vain. The troops broke; the enemy seized the road and the gap. Pegram rode back down the hill to camp. A grim plight was his. The Unionists were squarely across his only line of retreat.

What was to be done? Pegram decided to try the one expedient open to him: He would leave half his force to hold Camp Garnett and, with the other half, he would go back up the mountain and try to clear the enemy from the road. At last his volunteers reached an elevation that appeared to be on a line with the flank of the enemy, but the pull up the mountain had exhausted them. Pegram realized that if they were thrown forward they would be slaughtered. The sole hope of escape was to go on over the crest and try to reach Beverly. Pegram entrusted this difficult mission to Major Nat Tyler of the 20th Virginia, and started back to Camp Garnett—his second descent of the day. It was 11:30 P.M. when he and his mount staggered into the camp.

The 600 men who remained there were awake and miserable. Pegram decided that an effort must be made to cross the mountain and join Garnett at Laurel Hill. He was so exhausted that he did not believe he could attempt another ascent. A column was formed, the head of which was assigned to Professor Hotchkiss. With his singular sense of direction, Hotchkiss started confidently upward. Pegram, by that time, had decided that he would make the effort, come what might, and he passed word for the troops to halt until he could reach the front. This order never reached the lead company, which continued to follow Hotchkiss.33

These hours had been an anxious time for General Garnett at Laurel Hill. On his own front, as the Federals shelled his position, he prepared to repel attack. All day he had watched, and waited for word from Pegram. After nightfall a panting messenger brought news that Pegram was cut off and that the enemy commanded the road through the gap. This meant that Garnett’s own line of retreat was endangered. One of the “gates to the northwestern country” had been stormed. The other would not hold. As he did not know in what direction Pegram would retire, he did what a man of his temper and training most regretted to do: He abandoned his detached force, left his tents in place to deceive the enemy, and marched eastward with his regiments.

Daylight on the twelfth of July found the army of Garnett in five retreating fragments. Colonel Scott had abandoned his futile watch on the eastern side of Rich Mountain and was on the road to Huttonsville. Jed Hotchkiss was two thirds of the way to the top of the mountain, on the western side, and was disgusted to find that only one company was following him. Major Nat Tyler of the 20th Virginia, having crossed the mountain, was at Beverly. Pegram’s wet and hungry men were on a high ridge whence, after sunrise, they could look down on Beverly. Garnett’s hurried march was under way without pursuit by the enemy.34

The dénouement came quickly. Scott, Tyler, and Hotchkiss were able to get away in safety. Pegram lost his opportunity of reaching Beverly before the Federals, and, after wandering all day in search of food, sent at midnight an offer to surrender the troops with him. On the thirteenth his 555 officers and men laid down their arms. All except Pegram were paroled. He was held as a prisoner of undetermined status because of his previous service in the United States army.35

Garnett’s march on the twelfth carried him to Kaler’s Ford on the Cheat River, where the men bivouacked in a heavy rain. The next morning he continued his retreat over a heavy road and through a difficult country. Ford after ford lay ahead. The cavalry brought the grim news that the enemy was near at hand. By successive halts and withdrawals, the infantry covered the wagon train until Carrick’s Ford was reached. At that swift, deep crossing some of the wagons stalled. The 23rd Virginia crossed and took up a defensive position, and after the 1st Georgia secured the train and passed through their line, the Virginians held off the Federals long enough for the wagons to get a good lead.

When the 23rd reached the next ford, Garnett was waiting on the farther bank with a single junior aide. The general directed Colonel William B. Taliaferro to halt beyond a near turn in the road. Would Taliaferro send back ten good marksmen? In a few minutes the Federals came in sight and encountered the fire of the sharpshooters. As only Garnett and his aide Sam M. Gaines were visible, the Federals directed their fire at them. The missiles flew past. Young Gaines ducked. Garnett, erect and calm, reproved the youth. “When I told him I had felt on my face the wind from several bullets, and that I could not help but stoop,” Gaines wrote years later, “he changed his tone and talked to me in a fatherly way as to the proper bearing of a soldier under fire.”

The enemy by this time was only fifty yards distant. Garnett turned his horse to see if the support he had ordered was coming up. At that instant a bullet hit him in the back. He fell from his horse. Gaines dismounted and tried to lift the general to his own saddle. The younger man struggled at the task until the Federals were close to the ford. Then he caught Garnett’s horse, jumped to the back of his own animal, and galloped off unscathed.36

After long and wearing marches the tattered and exhausted force escaped to Monterey. The South was relieved that so many had escaped, but was grieved and humiliated that more than 700 had been killed, wounded, or taken prisoner.37 After some hesitation, the Federals decided to hold Pegram as a prisoner of war and not as an army officer in rebellion. He was much criticized in the South for what the barroom strategists pronounced a poor deployment. Garnett’s fate and the abandonment of the western approaches to the Shenandoah Valley were lamented equally. The general was dying when he fell, and as the Federals arrived he drew his last breath. His body, with all his belongings, was returned to his family by old friends in the Union army. From the list of those to whom the South looked hopefully, his high name had to be stricken—the first officer of his rank on either side to be killed in action.38

Although his grim defeat humiliated the South, the troops opposed to him were numerically superior and far better equipped. Their leader was Major General George B. McClellan. The attack against Pegram at Rich Mountain was delivered by McClellan’s ablest subordinate, Brigadier General W. S. Rosecrans. Good Federal management, the weakness of the Confederate force, and McClellan’s telegraphic reports of his success made the campaign appear on one side an example of incompetence and, on the other, of military brilliance. Garnett was buried and forgotten by the public; McClellan was the hope of the North.






CHAPTER 2 Beauregard’s Battlefield


1. BEAUREGARD ESSAYS GRAND STRATEGY


The tragedy of Rich Mountain and Carrick’s Ford was effaced quickly by events around Manassas. Beauregard’s little army increased steadily during the early summer. Most of the troops sent to him were of the very first type of volunteers, men of intelligence, courage, and good physique. Their company officers varied much, but their field officers, though in some cases without previous military experience, had station and capacity that won the respect of the men in the ranks. Training proceeded without break. “My troops,” said Beauregard, “are in fine spirits and anxious for a fight.” He added: “They seem to have the most unbounded confidence in me.”1

Spurred by that confidence and by the prospect of an early advance, Beauregard prepared, on June 12, a plan of action which he sent to the President. He assumed Johnston, at Harper’s Ferry, was about to be attacked. If that commander “were ordered to abandon forthwith his present position and concentrate suddenly his forces with mine… we could by a bold and rapid movement, retake Arlington Heights and Alexandria.…” Otherwise Johnston should retreat to Richmond, and he would do the same thing. Then, “acting on interior lines from Richmond as a center… we would crush successively and in detail the several columns of the enemy, which I have supposed will move on three or four different lines of operations. With 35,000 men properly handled on our part, I have not the least doubt that we could annihilate 50,000 of the enemy.”

The President replied to this promptly and moderately. He did not dwell on the uncertainty of the assumption that the Federals first would attack Johnston, nor did he raise any question concerning the ability of an army that had little ordnance and feeble transportation to storm the approaches to Washington. In the matter of a general withdrawal on Richmond, the President withheld the obvious criticism that the enemy might not be obliging enough to advance, as Beauregard assumed, “on three or four different lines.” Mr. Davis stressed only the fact that the Confederacy did not have sufficient transportation for a simultaneous withdrawal. There was not a hint in his letter that he regarded Beauregard’s plan as grandiose. Nor did rejection of this proposal discourage Beauregard from formulating another.2

The day Prince John Magruder got his promotion, June 17, Mr. Davis appointed ten other brigadier generals. Among them were two officers already at Manassas—Richard S. Ewell of Virginia and David R. Jones, a South Carolinian. Included also were three officers with Joe Johnston in the Valley. These were Bernard E. Bee of South Carolina, E. Kirby Smith of Florida, and Thomas J. Jackson of Virginia. All five were graduates of the Military Academy and all except Jackson had been in the regular army until approximately the time their states had seceded.

Beauregard by this time had nineteen infantry regiments which, on June 20, he organized into six brigades. Milledge Bonham, whom he had found at Manassas, formally received the First Brigade, of South Carolina troops. To “Dick” Ewell were assigned two Alabama regiments and one from Louisiana. David Jones had one South Carolina and two Mississippi regiments. As these brigades exhausted Beauregard’s general officers, he had to place one brigade of three Virginia regiments under Colonel G. H. Terrett. A brigade of like composition was entrusted to the great planter, Colonel P. St. George Cocke. The Sixth Brigade, of two Virginia and one South Carolina regiments, was placed under Colonel Jubal A. Early, who, like Cocke, was a retired West Pointer. Thus four of Old Bory’s brigades had one-time professional soldiers at their head. Terrett was an old officer of marines, and Bonham had held a commission in the Mexican War. The regimental colonels swept a wide range of abilities—politicians, old militiamen, lawyers, teachers—but in most instances they were men who had been among the first to raise regiments and to enter the service of their states.3

With these troops Beauregard took an advanced position to cover Manassas and, if opportunity offered, to begin an offensive. Before he completed a new design he had discouragement. The North was as warmad as the South and was arming furiously. Sumter was a spur, not a curb. Troops to drive Johnston up the Shenandoah Valley were being collected under General Robert Patterson, a veteran of the war with Mexico. General Irwin McDowell, who was commanding opposite Beauregard, was believed to be ready to sound the advance. Beauregard, not unnaturally, lost some of his appetite for an offensive. “If I could only get the enemy to attack me, as I am trying to have him do,” he wrote, “I would stake my reputation on the handsomest victory that could be hoped for.”4

In writing the President on July 11, Beauregard put the strength of McDowell’s army at 35,000 and credited the Federal commander with a reserve of 15,000. “In view of the odds against me,” he said, “…I shall act with extreme caution.” Then, almost overnight, he changed his mind again and dispatched Colonel James Chesnut to Mr. Davis with a new design: Johnston would join Beauregard and together they would advance and place themselves between the two lines of McDowell’s army. They were to attack the Federals “separately with larger masses, and thus exterminate them or drive them into the Potomac.” Johnston thereupon was to return to the Valley with his own army and 10,000 of Beauregard’s troops and destroy the invading Union force under Patterson. Johnston, having wiped out Patterson, was to send part of his army to Robert Garnett, who was then facing McClellan in western Virginia. Having disposed of McClellan, Garnett would join Johnston and with him would move into Maryland and attack Washington from the rear. Beauregard himself simultaneously would attack the capital in front.

In Richmond this extraordinary plan presented by Colonel Chesnut was heard by President Davis, General Lee, and Adjutant General Samuel Cooper, but, being verbal, it was considered merely a broad suggestion. As such, it was held to be hopelessly impractical for a multitude of reasons. The details of Beauregard’s proposal, in fact, made so slight an impression that the members of Colonel Chesnut’s little audience were to have difficulty, a few months later, in recalling what actually had been proposed.5

Action now was immediately in prospect. The battle which each side expected to end the conflict between North and South was about to be joined. By July 17 it became certain that McDowell was advancing toward Manassas. Beauregard urged that Johnston move to his support, but even then he could not refrain from suggesting a touch of grand strategy: Johnston, said Beauregard, should advance in two columns. One should travel by way of the Manassas Gap Railroad. The other should cross the mountains north of the railroad and strike the enemy in flank and rear near Centreville at the moment Beauregard attacked in front.

Johnston had evacuated Harper’s Ferry on June 15 and withdrawn to Winchester. If he had to reinforce Beauregard, the troops at Winchester could march twenty miles southeast and there strike a direct railroad to Manassas, thirty-five miles eastward. The one thing Johnston could not do at the time was to adopt Beauregard’s suggestion and move on Manassas in two widely separated columns. “I preferred,” Johnston later explained, “the junction of the two armies at the earliest time possible.…”6

This was not the end of Beauregard’s strategy. Other proposals, as dazzling in detail and holding out ever richer prizes, were to be fashioned. The beginning was not promising. All Beauregard’s plans from June 12 to July 17 had been rejected—all of them! He might not have even the command of the field. If the two Confederate forces were united at Manassas before McDowell attacked, Johnston would direct operations. He was the senior and might get the glory.

2. BEAUREGARD PLANS A BATTLE


Against the superior force marching to attack him, Beauregard fell back to Bull Run, took position on the south bank, and advised the President that, if the Federals were overwhelming, he would retire to the Rappahannock, “saving my command for defence there and future operations.” Davis was requested to notify Johnston and Theophilus H. Holmes, who had a small force on the Potomac about twenty-five miles south of Manassas. “Send forward any reinforcements,” Beauregard concluded, “at the earliest possible instant, and by every possible means.”7

A brush had occurred at the outposts before Beauregard forwarded this telegram. On the eighteenth the Federals felt out the Confederate position at Blackburn’s Ford on Bull Run. There they were smartly repulsed with some loss by Virginia troops. The commander of the defending forces was a Georgian, James Longstreet, who had been a paymaster in the old army and, in the promotions of June 17, had been made a brigadier general. Although only assuming command of his Virginia volunteers on July 2, replacing Colonel Terrett, he had advanced their training remarkably in a fortnight. Longstreet’s calm and soldierly bearing in this skirmish made him a reality to many officers who previously had known him as a name only.8

On July 20, Johnston and part of his troops arrived at Manassas under authority received from Richmond. Johnston’s supposition was that the Federal army under Patterson would not attempt to march up the Valley but would parallel his movement and proceed to Manassas. Johnston marched to Piedmont Station, whence trains were to carry his entire force to a junction with Beauregard. The first troops to reach Manassas in this manner were T. J. Jackson’s brigade.9

Beauregard welcomed these troops and described to Johnston what had happened. The enemy was at Centreville, two and a half miles north of Bull Run. Beauregard proposed using Johnston’s troops in an elaborate concentration. He had a plan ready: The new senior commander would keep his forces “united within the lines of Bull Run, and thence advance to the attack of the enemy.” Johnston interpreted this proposal in terms of Patterson’s response when he discovered that the Confederates had left Winchester; surely he would move his columns to the support of McDowell. They would arrive, Johnston computed, on the twenty-second. If McDowell was to be attacked before he was reinforced decisively, he must be struck on the twenty-first. Perforce, and without hesitation, he approved Beauregard’s plan and directed him to undertake its execution. This was wholly in accordance with Beauregard’s wishes, and perhaps was what he had been angling to effect. He ordered Johnston’s and Holmes’s troops into position as they arrived, and before nightfall he had in prospect the dispositions shown on the appended sketch.10

Beauregard’s defended front, as the course of Bull Run twisted its way eastward, was approximately eight miles in length. For an advance by his right on Centreville, he placed his troops as advantageously as the roads permitted. On three miles of the right center he concentrated one half of the entire army.11 Offensively, he was ready; defensively, he was exposed to any movement other than a direct drive on his base at Manassas. On two and a half miles of his left, where Beauregard later said he anticipated attack, he placed less than 5,000 men. Their closest support was the general reserve, almost four miles from the expected point of attack, namely, the vicinity of the Stone Bridge on the Warrenton Turnpike. Beauregard, in brief, was most heavily concentrated where his position was strongest, and was weakest numerically behind those Bull Run fords where crossing was easiest. The disproportion of force was startling. Of all this Beauregard must have been aware. He had studied the ground and had shaped the plan; obviously he based all his dispositions on offensive strategy.12
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As Johnston entrusted the drafting of the combat order to the man who had fashioned the design, Beauregard set about that task late in the night of July 20–21. At 4:30 A.M. on the twenty-first he submitted the paper to General Johnston. It was a confused document, and in retrospect it is a gloomy instance of the manner in which, during the first stage of hostilities, the ignorance of the commanding officer may be as gross as that of the men and infinitely more expensive in blood and misery. Throughout the order its language was vague. At its end the various cooperating brigades were divided into two groups. One was assigned to General T. H. Holmes, though he was not so notified, and the other to an undesignated “second in command.” Whether these officers were to direct their forces throughout the operation or only during the pursuit of the enemy could be subject to different interpretations. Such obscurities were paralyzing. Regardless of them, execution of the plan called for much staff work, prompt and complicated, which Beauregard’s inexperienced staff by no possibility could perform.13

Before anything could be done to execute the plan, the unanticipated realities of developing action began to upset Beauregard’s grand strategy. Shortly after 5 o’clock on the morning of July 21 a messenger arrived from Bonham at Mitchell’s Ford, the center of the line, with a disconcerting report that the Federals had appeared in force on his left front. Did this mean that the enemy had seized the initiative and was attacking, instead of waiting obligingly to be assailed? There was no mistaking the direction of the sound of firing that now was audible. It was coming from the Confederate left, in the vicinity of the Stone Bridge, the crossing of Bull Run on the Warrenton Turnpike.14

Beauregard heard this bad news without evidence of chagrin. Unpleasant as was the prospect, he had to conclude that an attack was about to be made on Bonham, and probably also at Stone Bridge. In that event, of course, an immediate general offensive by the Confederates would be impossible. Even so, Beauregard’s devotion to the Napoleonic strategy would not permit abandonment of all hope of an offensive. Beauregard told himself it was possible to undertake on his extreme right a diversion to confuse the enemy’s attack on his center and left. At 5:30 A.M. he accordingly dispatched instructions to Dick Ewell, who commanded at Union Mills Ford, the crossing farthest downstream, to “hold yourself in readiness to take the offensive on Centreville at a moment’s notice.…”15

Beauregard’s attention was divided; his aides were confused; as his orders multiplied he lost his grip on his widely spread brigades. A slow cannonade now was ranging the entire left wing. Enemy forces were known to be moving down the Warrenton Pike toward Stone Bridge. That was all that actually had happened, but it shook to chaos the Confederate plan of action.

As Beauregard’s orders had been issued to 6:00 A.M., or were interpreted by each of the affected officers, they provided: (1) that Longstreet should cross Bull Run and attack; (2) that Ewell should await word to launch a diversion toward Centreville; (3) that Holmes should support Ewell, though orders had not reached Holmes; (4) that David Jones should follow Ewell; (5) that Cocke and N. G. Evans should stand to the last in defense of the left-center and left; and (6) that Early should take position to support either Jones or Longstreet.16 Involved as all this was, it might have been simplified if it had been understood. It was not. At Beauregard’s headquarters nobody knew either the scope or recognized the conflict of orders.

About 7 o’clock Beauregard took his first step to reinforce his threatened left. He ordered a shift to Stone Bridge by General Bernard E. Bee, who commanded one of the brigades Johnston had brought from Winchester. With Bee went a Georgia contingent under Colonel Francis S. Bartow. Almost at the same hour, Jackson was directed to take his brigade and nine guns to fill the gap between Cocke and Bonham. In this manner, before the enemy’s point of attack was discovered, all Beauregard’s reserves had been ordered to move from their first positions of the morning.17

To be nearer the front, Johnston and Beauregard rode out to a high hill—to be known as Lookout Hill—at the rear of Bonham’s position at Mitchell’s Ford and established field headquarters. No sooner had they arrived than Beauregard underwent another change of mind. He had strengthened his left; he had prepared a demonstration on the right; he would turn that demonstration into an offensive against Centreville. He would hurl Ewell, Holmes, Jones, Longstreet, and Bonham across Bull Run while the Federals were preoccupied with their developing attack on the Confederate left. The commanding general approved. Whether he did so enthusiastically or after hesitation the record does not show.

For perhaps fifteen minutes Beauregard nursed this hope of a Napoleonic counterstroke. Then, about 9 o’clock, from a young captain of engineers, E. Porter Alexander by name, who was acting as signal officer, came this message: “I see a body of troops crossing Bull Run about two miles above the Stone Bridge. The head of the column is in the woods on this side. The rear of the column is in the woods on the other side. About a half-mile of its length is visible in the open ground between. I can see both infantry and artillery.”18

The enemy, in short, already had crossed Bull Run far beyond the Confederate left and was fast taking position to turn that flank! While Beauregard was moving to strike the Federals’ left, they were playing precisely the same game, and were playing it more swiftly, from their side of the Run.

The demands of the new situation were clear. With all speed the left must be strengthened further. Bee was marching for Stone Bridge—send him above it. Jackson was to take position below the bridge—let him, too, advance to meet the Federals who had crossed the stream. Colonel Wade Hampton of South Carolina had just arrived from Richmond with 600 infantry—speed them to the exposed flank. In excitement over the imperiled left, nobody seems to have considered whether new instructions were needed for the brigades on the right, where they were utterly at crosspurposes.

Sound of firing, artillery and musketry, now rolled down the Run. In swelling volume it seemed to come from the left of Stone Bridge. Worse still, Captain Alexander sent a courier to call to the attention of headquarters the rise of a cloud in the northwest. It was raised by dust, apparently, and was judged to be distant about ten miles. Johnston concluded immediately that the dust cloud marked the advance from the Valley of Patterson’s Federal army. Patterson was believed by Johnston to have 30,000 men.19

If the van of that army was within three or four hours’ march of the flank already being assailed, the afternoon might bring an overwhelming force against the Confederate left. Turning that flank and doubling it up, the Federals might seize Manassas and cut off the army from its line of supply. If Jackson, Bee, Evans, and Hampton succeeded in concentrating to resist the enemy, they could count a bare 6,650 muskets, or only a little more than 20 per cent of the effective strength of the Confederate forces. Although this would be an exceedingly thin line with which to confront a powerful adversary, Beauregard was so confident of the strategy of a counterstroke delivered from his right that he did not attempt to change his confused dispositions, or to give further reinforcement to the left. Nor did he go there himself to see what was happening. An hour passed. Beauregard kept his station on Lookout Hill. With him, puzzled and increasingly concerned, waited Johnston.

Not long before 10:30, from the extreme right at Union Mills, a messenger of Dick Ewell arrived at field headquarters: Ewell, he said, had been waiting since early morning for orders to advance; receiving none, he had sent to inquire of David Jones, next on his left, if Jones had any news or orders; Jones, north of the Run and deployed, said that he had understood Ewell also was to cross and attack. Ewell now wished Beauregard to know that he had never received such orders as Jones mentioned.

That was the doom of hope for an offensive on the right! Upon reflection and with the approval of Johnston, Beauregard directed that the brigades north of the Run recross to the south bank. “I thus,” Beauregard wrote in 1863, “had suddenly or on the spur of the moment to change my whole plan of battle, with troops which had never yet fought and could scarcely maneuver. My heart for a moment failed me!… But I soon rallied, and I then solemnly pledged my life that I would that day conquer or die!”20

Johnston, who meticulously had respected his assignment to Beauregard of the conduct of the battle, became more restless. He wanted information from the left. He saw the dust clouds spread, he heard a louder fire. At length he broke over his self-imposed restraint and urged Beauregard to strengthen to the limit of the army’s resources the troops on the left. “The battle is there,” he said. “I am going!”21

3. BEAUREGARD’S STAR AT ZENITH


Beauregard hurriedly issued orders to carry out Johnston’s wishes. Holmes was directed to proceed to the sound of the firing. Early, in reserve, was ordered to follow. Bonham was told to send two regiments to the left. After dispatching these orders, he set off to overtake Johnston. As the two generals approached the scene of action, they encountered stragglers, wounded men, disorganized fragments of regiments. Past these soldiers they spurred until they came to an eminence from which was visible a wide range of smoke-covered landscape. In front was a long, curving Federal line, ablaze with musketry fire and artillery. To their right, on an adjoining ridge, a short, thin line of Confederate infantry was in action. Behind this line were hundreds of confused Southern troops. To the left of the generals, admirably placed behind the crest of the hill, was a waiting Confederate brigade, near the center of which six field guns were barking viciously at the enemy. Streaming backward over the shoulder of the ridge to the right were broken units from the fight; one battered regiment without officers stood at order arms.22

What had happened? How fared the battle? The answer was given the generals in snatches and by different individuals, for no officer was in command of the field. Colonel N. G. Evans, at Stone Bridge, had seen early in the morning the movement of the Federals to the left and had thrown his 1,100 men directly in front of the approaching enemy column. General Bernard Bee, who had started for Stone Bridge about 7:00 A.M., had taken his two regiments and two from Colonel Francis Bartow’s force and marched to Evans’s support. These three commands had made a splendid fight. At a critical moment they had been reinforced by Wade Hampton’s 600 South Carolinians. In the face of stiff odds and heavy fire, Evans, Bee, Bartow, and Hampton had been compelled at length to withdraw to the hill where lived the widow Judith Henry. While they were retiring, T. J. Jackson’s brigade had arrived in support. When he learned of the attack on the left, Jackson, like Bee, had marched in that direction at once.

The troops that had been driven back must be identified, reorganized, and put back into the fight. Those in the stubborn line on the ridge to the right, Beauregard and Johnston soon learned, were Hampton’s South Carolinians; those in confusion in the rear were the survivors of Evans’s, Bee’s, and Bartow’s commands—all of them shattered except for the regiment that stood, unofficered and waiting. That was the 4th Alabama. The waiting brigade in a grim gray line to the left was Jackson’s Virginians.

Johnston and Beauregard and their staffs made their way among the scattered fugitives. When they reached the 4th Alabama, Johnston found its flag bearer, put the boy by his side, and called to the soldiers and rode forward. With alacrity and ready cheers the men followed. Johnston placed them in line with Jackson; around these steady soldiers and the Virginians others quickly gathered. Soon the line was restored in the face of the Federals who were moving up the slope in front and on the right for another assault.23

Beauregard, with polite firmness, now made a startling request of Johnston: Would the commanding general please retire from the front and leave to him the direction of the fighting there?

To Johnston’s surprised ear he explained that one or the other of them had to supervise the entire field and, in particular, see that reinforcements were hurried forward. If one must do this, Johnston as senior should. As the junior, said Beauregard, it was his right and his duty to handle the engaged wing of the army. Johnston at first refused. Beauregard persisted: It must be done. At length, with manifest reluctance, Johnston acquiesced and rode back to Portici, the Lewis house. This proved to be a well-chosen post of command. Close by ran the roads that any reinforcements would use.24

It was now after 1:00 P.M. Until that hour the initiative and the advantage had been altogether on the side of the Federals. From the Confederate side, the Unionists did not appear to have made a single mistake or to have presented even one opening. Beauregard’s elaborate plan of battle had been thrice changed and in each instance had been frustrated. Only the stubborn fighting of those first Southerners on the scene had saved the army from disaster.

Disposing revived regiments on either side of Jackson’s steadfast brigade, Beauregard, wherever he thought he could rally the men, made them a brief speech. He summarized it afterward in his formal report: “I informed them that re-enforcements would rapidly come to their support, and that we must at all hazards hold our posts until re-enforced. I reminded them that we fought for our homes, our firesides, and for the independence of our country. I urged them to the resolution of victory or death on that field.” Said he, “These sentiments were loudly, eagerly cheered.…”25

At that moment those traitorous war gods, Chance and Blunder, who had fought all morning against the Southerners, turned on the Federals. Through the smoke there galloped recklessly up the hill of the Henry house two batteries, which opened fire immediately against the Confederate artillery. The Union infantry support was slow in coming up, and then was disorganized by a short cavalry charge which Colonel J. E. B. Stuart led. The 33rd Virginia was shouted to the charge. A roar and a volley—the Virginians were upon the Federals. Farther along the front Jackson’s men fired fast. The artillerists were cut down. Both batteries were silenced.26

At 2:00 P.M. Beauregard boldly ordered an advance along the right of his line. Swiftly the plateau was swept clear of the enemy. The gain was momentary. Ere long the enemy quickened his fire. Bluecoats showed once again over the rim of the hill. Soon the defenders began to give ground; once the line wavered, it yielded. In fifteen minutes the Federals recovered nearly the whole of the advance positions they had lost.27

Five hours of fighting since Evans had challenged the Federal advance. Five hours and the question was the same: Would the Federals outflank the Confederate left? Steadily the Union line was being extended toward the southwest. Johnston, at Portici, already had seen the danger and had been hurrying forward all the troops within marching distance. But for a counterstroke there must be strong reinforcements. Beauregard believed the needed troops would come up, and without waiting for them he renewed his attack. Again he swept across the plateau and cleared it, though at heavy cost. General Bee fell. Colonel Bartow went down. This time the ground recovered by the Confederates was held.28

Then, as it subsequently appeared to an amazed army, a miracle occurred. The two South Carolina regiments from Bonham’s brigade, panting through the dust across the July fields, hurried to the endangered left. The 28th Virginia found its way to the position of the South Carolinians and extended the left. Three good regiments of Johnston’s army, who had detrained that noon at Manassas, moved under Johnston’s orders straight to the sound of the firing. The left was long now and curved to the west. Opposite it the enemy front was being extended for another attempt. Another brigade on the flank was needed immediately—would it come up?29

As Beauregard looked anxiously to the southwest he saw a marching column. At its head was its flag. Eagerly he turned his glass on the standard: Was it the flag of the Union or of the South? For all his effort he could not tell. Now a courier brought him a dispatch from the signal corps. A large force, approaching from the very quarter to which Beauregard was looking, was believed to be Patterson’s Federals. Beauregard’s heart sank. Once again he focused his glass on the approaching column. There was an anxious heart-thumping delay. Then a breeze swept across the hill and set the summer leaves to rustling. It struck the column, it stirred the bunting, it spread the colors—Confederate. The needed brigade had arrived to save the day! It was Early’s.30

Beauregard pointed it out to the near-by troops. They cheered its appearance. Up and down the front spread the news of reinforcement. Weary men were strengthened to speed their fire. The weird cry of the Southern foxhunters swelled at the prospect of such a chase as none of them had known before. Another pause, intolerable minutes of expectancy and confusion. Then, suddenly, all along the front, the Confederates rushed forward. The Federal front of attack collapsed. Before the fire of advancing Southerners collapse soon became rout, the oft-described rout of Bull Run.31






CHAPTER 3 Beauregard’s Star Wanes


1. PURSUIT AND A CONFUSED COUNCIL


The battle was won—could there be pursuit? Three full hours of daylight remained. Bonham had fresh regiments at Mitchell’s Ford. Longstreet’s brigade was at Blackburn’s. From these crossings the distance to Centreville was three miles. The Federals, retreating madly toward the same village, had four miles to go. If Bonham and Longstreet moved quickly they might cut them off. From the left, meantime, Colonel Stuart was spurring his small cavalry command in the direction of Sudley Ford. Early’s infantry were pursuing. Other regiments were following the enemy up the turnpike toward Stone Bridge. Beauregard directed these dispositions and then galloped to the Lewis house for a brief, exultant meeting with Johnston. The senior ordered him to continue the chase.1

Little was accomplished. Stuart ere long was burdened with many prisoners and deprived of virtually all power to strike. Early found his men so wearied by their march that he had to rest them for a time. Before the other pursuing regiments the Federal infantry fled too rapidly for the Southerners to re-establish contact. Abandoned artillery, demoralized stragglers, and the plunder of the field were the only rewards on the left.2

On the right center, Longstreet advanced steadily along the Manassas-Centreville highway, but soon found Bonham’s men coming into the road from the left. Bonham rode up and as senior insisted on marching his regiments ahead of Longstreet’s. More minutes of waning daylight passed while Bonham formed his troops and took the lead. They did not pause again until there came from the north the challenge of artillery fire. It was reported that the Federals had a line manned with infantry and artillery. Bonham pondered. The sun was almost down. Should he risk an attack in gathering twilight against a foe that might have rallied? At that moment Major W. H. C. Whiting, Johnston’s chief engineer, appeared. Whiting had heard rumors that the Federals were attacking at Union Mills and striking for Manassas. Longstreet listened in amusement and ridiculed the possibility of a countermovement. He knew a retreat when he saw one, he said; the Federals were beaten and must be attacked at once. Let the batteries open!

Whiting rose in his stirrups. “In the name of General Johnston,” said he, “I order that the batteries shall not open!” Longstreet maintained that he had the responsibility of the field and would engage the enemy. But Bonham intervened with a request that action not be joined. That was tantamount to orders of a direct superior, and Longstreet said no more. Bonham directed a withdrawal to the Confederate side of Bull Run. The rumor that had halted them in front of Centreville had spread widely and prompted Beauregard to order a concentration in the vicinity of Union Mills. This prevented Ewell and Holmes from striking the enemy.3

The evil wrought by false report (the rumor originated with one of D. R. Jones’s staff, who mistook the blue uniforms of some of his own men, recrossing the Run, for those of the enemy) was forgotten amid rejoicing over the victory. In the first great test—the decisive test, many averred—the South had won. Of the manner in which their adversaries had fought that morning the victors had nothing to say; they could talk only of the mad flight of their foe in the afternoon. Surely, after that experience, the Federals would not again attempt to invade the South. Independence was won; the war was over.

The elation of the men in the ranks was shared by their officers and by Mr. Davis himself. The President had been unable to endure in Richmond the suspense of the approaching battle. On the morning of the twenty-first he had taken a special train for Manassas. In the village he had taken horse and hurried to the field. He procured from Johnston such information as the general possessed and then, after supper, sat down to enjoy the soldier’s greatest delight, the writing of the first announcement of a victory.

While the President was drafting this dispatch to the War Department, General Beauregard came in. Jubilant congratulations were exchanged. New details of the triumph were explained. Just then Major R. C. Hill reached headquarters to report that he had been to Centreville, where he found the deserted street jammed with abandoned artillery. Mr. Davis observed that such a situation constituted the best of reasons for following the Federals furiously and in maximum force. At that, someone observed that Major Hill had been known in the old army as “Crazy Hill” because of his manner, which always suggested excitability. Further inquiry elicited the fact that Hill had been deceived concerning the ground and had not in fact penetrated to Centreville. This altered the outlook. Davis, Johnston, and Beauregard agreed that an advance on Centreville in the darkness would be imprudent. They would send Bonham forward the next morning.4

Before dawn rain began to fall and continued throughout eastern Virginia all the twenty-second. By none of the roads was mass pursuit possible. Loud was the lament, because everywhere Confederate detachments penetrated that day they found evidence that many of the Federals had become panic-stricken and abandoned all equipment that impeded flight. Public property recovered on the field or in the wake of the retreating army included 28 excellent field guns, 37 caissons, half a million rounds of small-arms ammunition, 4,500 sets of accouterments, 500 muskets, and 9 flags. The prisoners, wounded and unhurt, numbered approximately 1,460, or only about 500 less than gross Confederate casualties.5

Credit for these captures and for the victory itself was given immediately, without stint or scrutiny, to General Beauregard. When Johnston suggested before breakfast on the twenty-second that Beauregard’s services be recognized by promotion, the President assured him that this already had been arranged. While the three were eating, Mr. Davis handed Beauregard a note in his autograph explaining: “you are appointed to be ‘General’ in the army of the Confederate States of America.…”6

The honor thus bestowed by the President and speedily confirmed by the Senate was followed by public acclamation. Incidents of Beauregard’s valor on the field, some of them apocryphal, were read and repeated. There was praise for Johnston, to be sure. His name, by reason of his seniority, was listed first in the congressional vote of thanks, but the concentration of the two armies, not less than the victory itself, was assumed to be the work of Beauregard. The momentary, almost universal belief that the Battle of Manassas would end the war gave place to a belief that Beauregard would invade the North for a desperate struggle. Then impatience was voiced that the advance was delayed.7

2. SUBORDINATES OF PROMISE


So exultant was the South that it made no effort and, indeed, had no occasion to appraise critically the generalship of Beauregard. Few inquired whether the victory might not have been due as much to chance and to the valor of his subordinates as to the design and discernment of the commander. In those first intoxicating days there was general praise for all, but little of specific commendation for any except Beauregard, Johnston, and the fallen officers. The bodies of General Bernard S. Bee and Colonel Francis S. Bartow were brought to Richmond and laid in state, with a guard of honor, before they were returned for burial in native soil.

Through the circulation of stories of the death of General Bee the South formed its first admiring estimate of General T. J. Jackson. The Charleston Mercury described how Bee’s brigade “dwindled to a mere handful.… He rode up to Gen. Jackson and said, ‘General, they are beating us back.’ The reply was, ‘Sir, we’ll give them the bayonet.’ General Bee immediately rallied the remnant of his brigade, and his last words to them were: ‘There is Jackson standing like a stone wall. Let us determine to die here, and we will conquer. Follow me.’ ” This made instant appeal to the public imagination. The next day a Charleston correspondent of Punch wrote that he drank “two ‘stone walls’ and a ‘General Jackson’ before breakfast.”8

Although the sober Jackson would have disapproved the medium of its expression, he deserved this tribute. At a critical point of the battle he had advanced straight to the point of danger, had held his ground through the hardest fighting, and, as became an instructor in artillery, had massed his guns to play upon the enemy in front of his compact, unyielding line. Jackson’s horse had been wounded under him, and a bullet had broken the bone of the middle finger of his left hand. To reduce the bleeding and to ease the pain, he had carried his arm upraised through the remainder of the action. Observing this, some of his men thought he was invoking the blessing of Heaven.

He believed that he had received that blessing. He wrote his wife: “Whilst great credit is due to other parts of our gallant army, God made my brigade more instrumental than any other in repulsing the main attack.… I am thankful to my ever-kind Heavenly Father that He makes me content to await His own good time and pleasure for commendation— knowing that all things work together for my good.” He was “content to await,” but not to be denied “commendation.” Did he mean “fame”? Was ambition burning under the faded blue coat he had brought to Manassas from V.M.I.? Beneath his cadet cap his large blue eyes had blazed with a strange light during the battle; what did that portend? His soldiers did not know, but they confirmed the tribute implied in Bee’s shouted words. From that day Professor Jackson was “Stonewall” Jackson.9

Along with the service of Bee and Jackson on the left General Johnston ranked that of E. Kirby Smith. The Florida brigadier who had been his chief of staff at Harper’s Ferry had been left behind to bring up the rear brigade. His men detrained at Manassas station about 1:00 P.M., threw off their knapsacks, and formed into line. With the back of his hand raised in front of his cap, Smith cried, “This is the signal, men, the watchword is ‘Sumter’!” He begged Johnston to let him throw them into the battle, then moved his column at the double-quick to the left. Almost immediately he received a minié ball, which grazed his spinal column, plowed through the muscles of his neck, and passed out near the collar-bone.10

As Smith fell, he turned over the command to his senior colonel, a stout-hearted officer of the old army, Arnold Elzey. Listed in first reports as dead, Smith was to recover speedily. His future, all men saw, was to be large, nor did that of his second in command promise to be small. Elzey handled the troops admirably, giving a fine example of soldierly enthusiasm. The judgment of his leading soon won for him a commission as brigadier general.11

Elzey had a bluff and hearty manner and on occasion did not disdain what the soldiers called “a dram.” One evening, when he and some of his comrades were in expansive mood, the general called in the sentinel on the post and gave him a drink, for which the man was pathetically grateful. Later in the night, when the party was over and Elzey was asleep, the same man was walking his post. Without abashment he put his head inside Elzey’s tent and woke him with the loud query, “General, General, ain’t it about time for us to take another drink?” The wrathful Elzey had the man put under arrest, but the soldier had the gratitude of the army for inspiring a question that echoed every day in all the camps.12

Colonel Jubal A. Early, who had extended the left flank beyond the line of Smith and Elzey, received praise on the field and later in the reports, but in smaller measure than his comrades to the right. His arrival was decisive because it showed the Federals they were outflanked, but his share in the actual fighting had been small. The personality of the colonel, even more, kept him from being a popular hero. Born in the Blue Ridge Mountains of Virginia, he went to West Point, where he was graduated No. 18 in the class of 1837, but after two years in the army he resigned to become an attorney in his native county. As lawyer, Whig legislator, and prosecuting attorney he labored until 1861, except for a period of uneventful service as a major of volunteers during the Mexican War. Early was forty-four, about six feet tall and weighed under 170 pounds; but as a result of rheumatism contracted in Mexico he stooped badly and seemed so much older than his years that his soldiers promptly dubbed him “Old Jube” or “Old Jubilee.” His long beard; his keen, flashing black eyes; his satirical smile; his avowed irreligion; and his rasping, mordant wit made him appear almost saturnine. He was stern in his discipline and was charged with a snarling harshness toward his subordinates. That he was able many believed, and that he was coldly brave all who saw him on the field admitted. What he would become as a commander none knew and few cared. When the caustic colonel was promoted to brigadier from the day of the battle, there probably was scant enthusiasm.13

Applause was allotted also to Colonel Nathan George Evans for his first challenge of the advancing enemy. He had put up as stout resistance as could have been offered in the face of such odds. His casualties, 12 per cent of his engaged force, were entailed in heavy fighting and not in mere delaying action. Promotion was not to follow immediately, for reasons as personal as those that denied popularity to Early. “Shanks” Evans—his thinnest members received stoutest acclaim—had won some repute in the Indian fighting that had followed his graduation from West Point in the class of 1848. He was thirty-seven, of medium height, slightly bald, with the fiercest of black mustachios and small restless eyes to match. His look was quick, cunning, and contentious, as if he always were suspecting a Comanche ambush. There was no question of his capacity, but he was the devil-may-care type and was accused—falsely, it would appear—of excessive fondness of the bottle.14

Much of the heaviest fighting under Evans had been done by a Louisiana battalion of Zouaves from New Orleans, one company of which, styled “The Tigers,” had given its name and evil reputation to the whole. In whatever cities these troops had halted on their way to the front there had been undisciplined rioting and whispers, at the least, of theft and pillage. Their major, fortunately, knew how to deal with them. Roberdeau C. Wheat he was, son of an Episcopal clergyman and inheritor of Huguenot tradition and Maryland blue blood. Physically superb, over six feet in height, with manners that bespoke his uprearing, he volunteered for service in Mexico and, on the conclusion of peace, went to New Orleans and entered politics and practiced law. He would have risen high, perhaps as a criminal lawyer, had he not become absorbed in those Latin-American adventures of the 1850s in which Gulf State ideals of political freedom were combined paradoxically with the extension of slavery.

As Wheat had fought alongside hard men of alien tongues, he had been wholly at ease when he led his Tigers into action at Manassas. In a charge he had been shot down. The surgeon who examined him shook a sage professional head: A bullet wound of that nature, through both lungs, was necessarily fatal. “I don’t feel like dying yet,” Wheat avowed. He was desperate; perhaps in battle he had been foolhardy, but he had accumulated more combat experience than any other Confederate officer at Manassas. Would he survive his wound to use that experience?15

From his brigade headquarters at Portici, Colonel Philip St. George Cocke had directed the earliest reinforcements to reach the flank. It was he who had informed first Bee and Bartow, then Hampton, and then Jackson of Evans’s advance and of the progress of the action. Without Cocke’s guidance, based on his thorough knowledge of the terrain, the order of battle could not have been established so readily or so soon. What seemed in retrospect a marvel of distant control by Beauregard was, in reality, the work of Colonel Cocke.

Cocke was ambitious for military rank and fame, but for neither did he have need. Born in 1808 to one of the oldest and wealthiest families in the state, he had been schooled in arms at West Point, but after less than two years’ garrison duty he resigned to devote himself to the care of his estates. Virginia had no planter more renowned that St. George Cocke. Through the years he had kept his interest in military affairs. Now that the first contest was over and Cocke had shown what he was capable of doing, the press had praise of him. By brother officers he was recognized as “a high-minded and gallant soldier, a devoted patriot, and a gentleman of cultivation and refinement.” Would he and men like him, the middle-aged aristocrats and the proprietors of the great estates, measure up, as a class, to the requirements of command, and could they endure the hardships and exactions of prolonged field service?16

South Carolina colonel Wade Hampton, of a social station as high as that of Cocke, gave on the field of Manassas a hopeful, if incomplete, answer to that question. He did more. In his antecedents and in his own career he represented the rise and the attainments, the strength and the weakness, of the economic system which the war would vindicate or destroy.

When his grandfather, the first Wade Hampton, died in 1835 he had 3,000 slaves and ranked as the richest planter in the United States. The second Wade Hampton (1791–1858) was of a fortunate generation that could spend its maturity in an era of peace and plentitude. His mansion, Millwood, was almost as much the political capital of South Carolina as was near-by Columbia. In his great library, one of the best-stocked private collections in the nation, he ruled as the “Great Warwick of South Carolina.” When he died, Millwood, a fortune, and the leadership of the family passed to the third Wade Hampton, who had been born in Charleston in 1818. By the time he was in his middle thirties he came to doubt the economy of slave labor and on that account dissented from the politics of the dominant element of his state. In the legislature, which he entered so that he might counteract some of the policies of the “fire-eaters,” he served diligently and without any shadow of selfish ambition.17

Until 1861, in short, his was the ideal life of the society in which he was reared. Standing just under six feet, he had the balance of the horseman and the smooth muscles of the athlete. His courage, personal, moral, and political, was in keeping with his physique. Once South Carolina seceded he put all argument behind him and placed at the command of the state his wealth and his services. He set about the enlistment of a “Legion,” six companies of infantry, four of cavalry, and a battery of artillery. Some of the best-born young men of the Palmetto State were proud to be privates in Hampton’s Legion. Colonel Hampton was then forty-three, older than many officers of like or higher rank, and he had the manner of one to whom war was not a frolic or an adventure but a grim, bitter business to be discharged as quickly as might be with determination and without relish.18

Hampton and his 600 infantry detrained at Manassas when the guns were already roaring. Although he had never been in action and never had been given even the rudimentary training of a militiaman before 1861, he led his men straight into the heat of the battle. He held his position until he was enfiladed, then led his men back. The Federals advanced again, to the right and to the left, surrounding Hampton on three sides. Still his men fought furiously. In their pride they might have remained on the hillside till the last of them was killed had not Bee and Bartow urged Hampton to retire. In the final advance Hampton fell leading a charge against a battery. Fortunately his wound was slight, but among his 600 men the casualties reached 121, or 20 per cent. Although in dispatches he merely was commended for “soldierly ability,” everything expected of him he had done, and he had displayed inspiring courage and persistence. There was more of potential military excellence about him than his superiors at the moment realized.19

These, then, were the surviving officers who had most distinguished themselves in actual combat under Johnston and Beauregard: Stonewall Jackson, a former brevet major in the regular army and then a professor in a state military institute; a tall Floridian of thirty-seven, E. Kirby Smith, who only two months and a half previously had resigned a major’s commission; Jubal A. Early, one-time lieutenant and for almost thirty years a lawyer and a politician; an Indian fighter, Shanks Evans; a young soldier of fortune who commanded a notoriously tough battalion, Rob Wheat; a successful planter and distinguished host, P. St. George Cocke, who had not borne arms for nearly thirty years; and a Carolina millionaire sportsman of no previous military training. Had Fate, blindfolded, drawn their names at random they scarcely could have been those of men more diverse in temperament or in training.

Others had done well. The lawyer-colonel J. B. Kershaw, 2nd South Carolina, was a man who seemed to have military aptitude. Arnold Elzey had handled his brigade most intelligently after Kirby Smith fell. All three of Early’s colonels had behaved like veterans—James L. Kemper, Harry Hays, and William Barksdale. Colonel Eppa Hunton of the 8th Virginia had borne himself gallantly. Brigadier General Holmes had marched fast from the right.

Those who had been denied a hand in the fray had chafed or had cursed. There was James Longstreet, who counted among his colonels a restless man named Samuel Garland. Dick Ewell had with him a young acting assistant adjutant general named Fitzhugh Lee, and also a stalwart colonel of the fine 5th Alabama, a soldierly figure with sandy mustache and penetrating eyes, Robert E. Rodes, who had been a teacher and a civil engineer in railway employ. In D. R. Jones’s brigade, ill content to play so small a role in so exciting a drama, was Micah Jenkins, colonel of the 5th South Carolina. Arriving late from the Shenandoah, Colonel A.P. Hill moved to the right with his 13th Virginia but could not fire a single shot.

The cavalry had been led with dash by Colonel James E. B. Stuart, but the mounted men had been too few to sweep the field. Many artillerists had won praise. Notable among them had been Reverend W. N. Pendleton, an old West Pointer and an Episcopal clergyman. With Jackson’s guns Captain John D. Imboden had challenged every eye. A gigantic young lieutenant, Thomas L. Rosser, had command of four howitzers of the Washington Artillery. Staff officers had commendation. Beauregard saw to it that his chief of artillery and ordnance, Colonel Samuel Jones, was promoted to brigadier general. Johnston mentioned first among staff officers his chief engineer, Major W. H. C. Whiting. Whiting, like Jones, was made a brigadier as of July 21. Young Captain E. P. Alexander, signal officer, had praise but no immediate promotion.

That some of these men would acquit themselves valiantly any observer safely could predict; but none could foresee that from the 30,000 of the small Army of the Potomac (as Beauregard styled it) were to come, in a long war, so large a number of general officers. Ten men held that rank at Manassas on the day of battle. One of them, Bee, was mortally wounded. Another, Bonham, would resign at the rank he then held. A third, Johnston, already had the highest grade in the army. Of the others, Beauregard and Kirby Smith became generals; Longstreet, Jackson, Holmes, and Ewell rose to be lieutenant generals; and D. R. Jones died as a major general. Of the colonels at Manassas, A. P. Hill, Early, and Hampton ended their service as lieutenant generals, and Stuart, Elzey, William Smith, Samuel Jones, Rodes, Kershaw, and Kemper were to be major generals. Fourteen other colonels were to lead brigades, and eighteen of lesser rank at Manassas would in time become general officers.

In short, to the nine general officers who survived Manassas, forty-two were to be added from men in the army along Bull Run that July day. Of the fifty-one, ten were doomed to lose their lives during the war. Eight, and no more than eight, were to prove plainly unqualified for the final grade they reached; nine were to show themselves of low capacity to command; seventeen could be regarded as average soldiers. The remaining seventeen were to be renowned.


3. THE FAME OF BEAUREGARD IS BECLOUDED


Before the fame of any of these men of Manassas had been acclaimed, that of Beauregard was beclouded by a succession of controversies, the first of which arose over rations. During the days immediately following the battle of July 21, the poorly equipped commissaries and quartermasters were unable to supply promptly the larger army assembled at the Manassas rail-head. Food ran low. Transportation was overtaxed. On July 29, Beauregard appealed directly to two congressmen who had served him as volunteer aides, revealing the fact that some regiments had been without food for more than twenty-four hours. “The want of food and transportation has made us lose all the fruits of our victory,” he wrote.

This startling letter was not marked “Confidential,” and the recipients felt it their duty to read it to Congress in secret session. The disclosure shocked the lawmakers. They inquired of the President “information going to show a want of sufficient and regular supply of food” for the army. Davis replied that he considered the condition of the commissariat “quite as good as was reasonable to expect,” and then, on August 4, he wrote Beauregard a friendly, well-reasoned letter. The substance of it was that the emergent needs of the army had not been known, that they had been met when ascertained, and that Beauregard did himself injustice in “putting your failure to pursue the enemy to Washington to the account of short supplies of subsistence and transportation.”

To this communication Beauregard made a somewhat apologetic reply. He had written “only for the purpose of expediting matters,” and he regretted that his letter had been read to Congress. He added that after his task of repelling the Northern invaders was accomplished, “I shall retire to my home… never again to leave it, unless called upon again to repel the same or another invader.” That final sentence evidently was written to assure Mr. Davis that General Beauregard did not intend to heed those urging him to be a candidate in the election of November 5 for the office of President under the “permanent” constitution of the Confederacy. Davis dropped the discussion, desiring, apparently, nothing more than to clear his own skirts. He was not seeking to besmirch Beauregard’s.20

Had the facts been otherwise, the President could not have wished a sworn enemy to play more completely into his hands than Beauregard did by the blunders he proceeded to make. First, contrary to the plain limitations of existing military law, he did his utmost to have his troops regarded as a separate and autonomous corps. His aim seems to have been to perpetuate the conditions that existed on the day of the Battle of Manassas. Correspondence and diplomacy alike failed to reconcile him otherwise.21

On October 15, while controversy over this vexatious matter still was polite, Beauregard forwarded to the War Department his official account of the battle of July 21. In the amplitude of 9,000 words he presented full details and occasional excursus. After the report reached the War Department someone carelessly failed to forward it to the President. The first Mr. Davis knew either of its arrival or its content was when his attention was called to the Richmond Dispatch of October 23, which contained a digest of parts of the document, introduced by a reporter as follows: “…General Beauregard opens with a statement of his position antecedent to the battle, and of a plan proposed by him to the Government of a junction of the armies of the Shenandoah and Potomac, with a view to the relief of Maryland and the capture of the city of Washington, which plan was rejected by the President.…”

Mr. Davis sent at once for the report and read it. He found that the opening 600 words were an epitome of Beauregard’s scheme of a great strategical combination, as communicated by Colonel Chesnut and rejected as impracticable. The whole introduction, in his opinion, was an effort on the part of the general to depreciate the work of others and to portray himself as the sole designer and executant of the Manassas triumph. Davis, accordingly, on October 30 sent a stiff protest to Beauregard. It began with a chilly “Sir” and ended “Very respectfully, yours, &c.,” in pointed contrast to the “My dear General” and the “Very truly, your friend” employed in the letter concerning subsistence. “With much surprise,” the President wrote, “I found that the newspaper statements were sustained by the text of your report. I was surprised, because, if we did differ in opinion as to the measures and purposes of contemplated campaigns, such fact could have no appropriate place in the report of a battle. Further, because it seemed to be an attempt to exalt yourself at my expense, and especially because no such plan as that described was submitted to me.”22

The President wrote to Colonel Chesnut for a statement of what he had said when he came to Richmond with Beauregard’s plan. He asked similar reports from General Lee and General Cooper, who had been present at the conference. Before answers to these inquiries were received, there appeared in the Richmond Whig for November 7 a letter in which General Beauregard acquainted the country with the fact that sharp differences had arisen between himself and the administration. He expressed his regret at the publication of the synopsis of his report, and urged his friends not to worry “about the slanders and calumnies aimed at me.… If certain minds cannot understand the difference between patriotism, the highest civic virtue, and office-seeking, the lowest civil occupation, I pity them from the bottom of my heart. Suffice it to say, that I prefer the respect and esteem of my countrymen, to the admiration and envy of the world. I hope… to answer my calumniators with new victories over our national enemies.…”23

The letter was published two days after the presidential election. For reasons that presently will appear, Beauregard’s language probably was directed at Secretary of War Judah P. Benjamin rather than at the hief executive; but the general’s words could be interpreted by the friends of Mr. Davis as an effort to becloud and embarrass the new administration. Even admirers of the “Hero of Sumter and Manassas” considered the letter ill-advised. “There was a theatrical circumstance and tone about it, that displeased many people.” The Examiner called it a “very remarkable” document that would “hardly add to the General’s reputation.”24

Davis thought the communication worse than that. Letters from General Lee and General Cooper fortified him in his contention that what Beauregard had described as a “plan of operations,” submitted on July 14, was “a message from General Beauregard, but… no plan of battle or of campaign.” As for the embarrassed Colonel Chesnut, he tried to reconcile the assertions of the President with those of Beauregard. In doing so, he disclosed the fact that on his return to Manassas from Richmond he had submitted to the general a written report on the conference. “I regret,” Davis told Chesnut, “that… I was not permitted the see the report of the interview before it became a public document.”25

Of these unhappy exchanges, nothing at the time was made public after the appearance of Beauregard’s letter to the Whig, but that communication itself had been sufficient to pique curiosity concerning his official account of the battle. At length, after considerable wrangling in secret session, the Congress decided to publish the report without its strategical prologue and without the correspondence it had engendered. This halted the controversy between Beauregard and the administration.26

Almost simultaneously, the command of General Beauregard in northern Virginia was terminated. This was not solely—perhaps not even primarily—because of Beauregard’s injudicious correspondence. As will be plain in the next chapter, his relations with General Johnston, marked on the surface by comradeship, had a deeper aspect of jealousy that threatened the efficient handling of the army. Nor was that all. Differences between Beauregard and Secretary Benjamin had become irreconcilable. During one of their disputes Beauregard told the President that his “motives must not be called into question” by Benjamin, and that he was being “put into the strait jacket of the law.” Davis replied in the sternest terms: “…you surely did not intend to inform me that your army and yourself are outside the limits of the laws.… I cannot recognize the pretension of any one that their restraint is too narrow for him.”

There had been, also, revival of the dispute whether Beauregard commanded a semi-independent corps or was second in command of the entire army. On the last day of 1861 the general telegraphed the President: “Please state definitely what I am to command, if I do not command a corps.…” To this the President made no reply, but the War Department ascertained that Beauregard was willing to accept service in Kentucky under Albert Sidney Johnston and, on January 26, 1862, ordered him thither.27

Very different was his departure from his arrival in Virginia. No less different was his place in the respect of the President and in the admiration of a large element in the South. His star had waned. Many still looked at Beauregard in the afterglow of Sumter and Manassas, but the South, perplexed by his egotistical writings, no longer believed unanimously that in him it had found its Napoleon. The search for a leader had to be directed elsewhere and, naturally, first to Beauregard’s colleague, Joe Johnston.






CHAPTER 4 Johnston Passes a Dark Winter


1. CONFLICT WITH THE ADMINISTRATION


During the weeks of Beauregard’s controversy with the administration, Joseph E. Johnston had been exercising uninterrupted, if not undisputed, command of the army around Centreville. It had few skirmishes and no major battles to fight. On October 21 there was a handsome affair at Ball’s Bluff, which ended in the rout by Shanks Evans’s troops of a Federal force that had ventured across the Potomac. Otherwise little occurred to divert Johnston from what he considered his main task, that of “preparing our troops for active service by diligent instruction.”1

As Johnston rode daily through their camps, his men soon came to know a figure which, once seen, was recognized always. Johnston was of erect, trim figure and of middle height. His head was well molded, his hair was grizzled; his short side whiskers of kindred color set off his florid complexion. In his glance there was more of questioning than of suspicion; his thin lips were as capable of smiling as of sneering. If Beauregard was likened by his admirers to an eagle, Joe Johnston seemed a gamecock.2

His essential quality, which was not disclosed at first, was contradiction. Those of his subordinates who had demonstrated their faith in him and had won his confidence found him warm-hearted, affectionate, and loyal. In his dealings with his military peers and his civil superiors Johnston was unpredictable. Ere long Jefferson Davis was to find that any letter from Joe Johnston might smoke with wrath as it lay on the executive desk. Love was not easily destroyed in his heart; hate once inflamed always was cherished.

Toward the President, at the outset, Johnston’s manner had been friendly. While the general’s withdrawal from Harper’s Ferry had been regretted, nothing occurred during the early summer to indicate any scorn on his part of fixed positions, any weakness as a military administrator. Scarcely a shadow had fallen across the council table when Johnston and Davis met at Manassas after the battle. Until August 31, 1861, all went well between the two. On that date Mr. Davis sent to the Senate for confirmation the names of the five officers who, under the act of May 16, were to be given the rank of full general. First on the submitted list, to rank from May 16, was the adjutant general, Samuel Cooper; second was Albert Sidney Johnston, as of May 30; third came R. E. Lee, ranking as of June 14; fourth stood Joseph E. Johnston, with the grade of general from July 4; fifth was P. G. T. Beauregard, to date from July 21, Manassas Day.3

This order of nominations, which was confirmed at once by the Senate, outraged Joseph E. Johnston. From that day forward he never was the same man in his dealings with the President. Vehemently, as if rank were the most important factor in his service to the South, Johnston argued his case. He held that he was the senior officer of the United States army to resign and join the Confederacy, that he was guaranteed this seniority under Confederate law, and that the act for the appointment of generals of full rank was simply a measure to raise the grade of those who had been brigadiers in the regular army of the Confederacy. In Johnston’s eyes the correct order should have been: himself, Cooper, A. S. Johnston, Lee, Beauregard.4

In his wrath at what he considered a violation both of law and of justice, Johnston wrote the President a protest. The communication, some 1,800 words in length, stated Johnston’s contention clearly enough, but much that was intemperate it added. “If the action against which I have protested be legal,” said he in closing, “it is not for me to question the expediency of degrading one who has served laboriously from the commencement of the war on this frontier and borne a prominent part in the only great event of that war, for the benefit of persons”—that is, A. S. Johnston and R. E. Lee—“neither of whom has yet struck a blow for this Confederacy.”

This letter Davis read with rising wrath of his own, not only as an insulting reflection on him but also as a display of ill temper and unreason. Further, Johnston’s complaint was, in Davis’s eyes, without basis in law or in fact. But instead of engaging, after his habit, in a long verbal controversy, he decided to rebuke Johnston in a few sharp sentences: “I have just received and read your letter of the 12th instant. Its language is, as you say, unusual; its arguments and statements utterly one-sided, and its insinuations as unfounded as they are unbecoming.”5

Johnston made no reply to this. The issue passed, for the time, into the realm of those resentments that in private are remembered but in public are ignored. It might have remained, in Johnston’s mind, an isolated if gross example of personal injustice had not a change of large consequences in the administration of the War Department brought into office a man with whom Johnston was doomed to clash ceaselessly.

On September 16, Secretary of War L. Pope Walker resigned and Mr. Davis named the attorney general, Judah P. Benjamin, to his place. This brilliant son of English Jews had been born in St. Croix in 1811, reared in Louisiana, and schooled at Yale. When a leader of the bar, though only forty-two, he had been elected to the United States Senate from the state of his adoption, soon becoming one of the most distinguished members of that body. Short, round, rosy, and well groomed, he wore a smile that frowning disaster could dim for a moment only. He always looked as if he had just risen at the end of an enjoyed dinner to greet a friend with pleasant news.

His optimism was equalled by his industry. Benjamin exhibited a mind that was sure both of its penetration and of its quickness. Perhaps it was a mind too quick. With his confidence in himself he combined a large conception of the scope of his duties and a loyalty to the President so complete that no argument by generals in the field could weigh against the wishes of Mr. Davis, declared or anticipated. Great were Benjamin’s powers of verbal persuasion, though in correspondence he was not so successful. His written paragraphs bristled with a palisade of “I’s.” Often he angered other men by making them seem clumsy. Most of all he maddened and baffled Joseph E. Johnston. It was not difficult to get the better of the general; Johnston’s irascibility and his lack of skill in dialectics made him appear generally in the wrong.6

Until January the situation was embarrassed further by the fact that Beauregard, though devoted to Johnston personally, could not bring himself to regard his own command otherwise than as a separate corps. At the very time Johnston was protesting against being overslaughed, he had to notify the President that Beauregard appeared dissatisfied with a subordinate position. At that juncture Secretary Benjamin took his fellow Louisianian in hand and by a succession of flawlessly reasoned letters he so routed Beauregard that the general became willing to accept command in the West.7

Johnston gained nothing by this, though his authority was sustained. He had accumulated woes and humiliations of his own. Whenever he erred in administration, he brought down on himself a sharp letter from the President or Secretary Benjamin. In particular, his failure to undertake promptly a partial reorganization of the army led to unpleasantness, deep and prolonged.

Davis had directed General Johnston to brigade together troops from the same state, in the belief that this would create wholesome rivalry. For transfer of the regiments he gave time and discretion to Johnston, who, while not averse to the reorganization, considered it dangerous to undertake in the presence of the enemy. He accordingly took no step to break up old brigades, which had been formed casually as regiments from different states reported for duty at Manassas. Mr. Davis grew particularly impatient to see the troops of his native Mississippi brigaded together; that state’s earlier volunteers the President himself had led in the Mexican War. One such brigade was to go to a Mississippi native, W. H. C. Whiting, but Whiting imprudently declared against it. He said he considered regimentation by states “a policy as suicidal as foolish,” and in any case he did not wish any of his regiments taken from him. “They are used to me and I to them, and accustomed to act together.”8

This was not the first time Whiting had made himself conspicuous. Son of an army officer, he had been graduated No. 1 in the class of 1845 at West Point, with marks which were said to have been the highest ever made at the Academy to that date. A handsome man of intellectual countenance, he was not unmindful of his social position and professional standing, and was somewhat brusque in his dealings with the War Office.

At the instance of the offended Davis, the secretary of war administered Whiting a stern rebuke. It was coupled with a reminder to his commanding general: “The President,” Benjamin concluded his letter, “requests me to say that he trusts you will hereafter decline to forward to him communications of your subordinates having so obvious a tendency to excite a mutinous and disorganizing spirit in the Army.” This language brought to light one of the most peculiar contradictions of Johnston’s nature—a sudden cooling of his temper, sometimes, when a controversy grew hot. Johnston apologized, interceded, and saved Whiting’s pride and service to the army by having that officer withdraw his offending letter for a “modification” that never was made.9

Other tests of the temper of the commanding general were at hand, tests that must have seemed to him to threaten the life of the army. In September, Johnston had received as major generals, to direct divisions then in the making, Gustavus W. Smith, former street commissioner of New York City, whose career was to form a singular chapter in the history of the Confederacy, and Earl Van Dorn, who had been junior major of the 2nd United States Cavalry. The diminutive Van Dorn was a man of some reputation, whose arrival in Virginia had been chronicled with much applause. Now, on January 10, 1862, Van Dorn was relieved and ordered to the Trans-Mississippi. As Beauregard was then about to leave the army, Johnston felt that he would not have left with him a sufficient number of subordinates capable of handling large bodies of men.10

While he was attempting to adjust himself to the loss of Van Dorn and pleading for trained men, there came on February 3 a most disquieting paper from Stonewall Jackson. Jackson, a major general as of October 7, had been assigned to the Shenandoah Valley when Johnston’s department was divided into three districts, and had established headquarters at Winchester. To the general satisfaction of the population of the Valley, he had gone to work with great energy to improve his troops, who were few and poor. Soon he developed a well-considered plan for an advance on Romney. In acceptance of the maxims of Napoleon, he believed that “an active winter’s campaign is less liable to produce disease than a sedentary life by camp-fires in winter-quarters.”11

On January 1, 1862, his march on Romney had begun. Jackson’s old brigade was under Brigadier General Richard B. Garnett, one-time captain of the 6th Infantry and a veteran Indian fighter. Three brigades were commanded by Brigadier General W. W. Loring, former colonel of the Mounted Rifles. When Jackson had cleared the Federals from a large area, he left Loring at Romney, to go into winter quarters, and returned Garnett to Winchester. In none of this had Jackson impressed Loring or his soldiers. Some of the men protested that Jackson was crazy, and they jeeringly insisted that his old brigade was as mad as he because it had cheered him whenever it had seen him. In the wintry isolation at Romney discontent had deepened demoralization. An eminent politician in Richmond received complaint; a round robin by eleven officers asking for the withdrawal of the command to Winchester was seconded by Loring. The administration became alarmed. On January 30, at the President’s instance, Secretary Benjamin telegraphed Jackson: “Our news indicates that a movement is being made to cut off General Loring’s command. Order him back to Winchester immediately.”12

The paper that lay before Johnston on February 3 was a letter from Jackson, to be forwarded through channels to the secretary of war. Jackson acknowledged Benjamin’s orders, and then wrote: “With such interference in my command I cannot expect to be of much service in the field, and accordingly respectfully request to be ordered to report for duty to the superintendent of the Virginia Military Institute.… Should this application not be granted, I respectfully request that the President will accept my resignation from the Army.”13

Johnston read this with dismay. Beauregard and Van Dorn were gone; there was no assurance that Whiting would be retained in command; two brigadier generals were in Congress; one was absent sick. Now Johnston was to lose Jackson as a result of mandatory orders from Benjamin that had not been communicated through army headquarters. Johnston held his temper in the face of this disregard of his authority and, in a letter that showed his best qualities, urged Jackson to withdraw his resignation. “Let me beg you to reconsider this matter.… Is not that as great an official wrong to me as the order itself to you? Let us dispassionately reason with the Government on this subject of command.…” Then he sent to the President, through his friend Adjutant General Cooper, a request to be relieved of responsibility for the Valley District: “A collision of the authority of the honorable Secretary of War with mine might occur at a critical moment.” He threw back on Secretary Benjamin all responsibility for the situation in the Valley. “Let me suggest,” he said coldly, “that, having broken up the dispositions of the military commander, you give whatever other orders may be necessary.” For good measure, forwarding Jackon’s letter to Richmond, he endorsed it: “I don’t know how the loss of this officer can be supplied.”14

Fortunately, an impasse was avoided. On the day Jackson sent in his resignation he wrote to his friend Governor John Letcher a full account of what had happened. The governor went immediately to the War Department and found Benjamin entirely disposed to listen to reason. Agreement was reached that the resignation would be disregarded until Letcher had time to write Jackson. He entrusted the letter to the hands of his friend, and Jackson’s, Congressman A. R. Boteler. At first Jackson showed no inclination to yield. Boteler hung on and, searching about for all arguments, insisted that Virginia’s defense called for the service of all her sons. Jackson, he said, had no right to withhold his. This argument made a manifest impression. Boteler pressed with a contention from Letcher that Jackson’s abandonment of his post would have a discouraging effect on the country. Shaken by this argument, Jackson yielded. He sent Letcher a candid note in which he said: “If my retiring from the Army would produce the effect upon our country that you have named… I of course would not desire to leave the service.…”

Jackson’s letter of resignation was returned to him, and Loring, against whom Jackson had preferred charges for neglect of duty, was transferred to another theater of operations. But neither Jackson nor Johnston escaped without rebuke. Jackson’s charges against Loring were not entertained. Johnston’s punishment was a stiff reprimand from the President for his conduct in the whole affair. At the same time, Johnston received word from the War Department that Major General E. Kirby Smith, one of Johnston’s best officers, must be relieved from command in order that he might be assigned to duty elsewhere.15

All this came at a time when his army, soon to meet the test of battle, was being disorganized by the “Furlough and Bounty Act.” This extraordinary law had been passed in December as a means of assuring the re-enlistment of the twelve months’ volunteers whose terms expired in the late winter or early spring. A bounty of fifty dollars and a furlough of sixty days were promised all who agreed to serve for the duration of the war to a maximum of three years. Soldiers desirous of changing company, or even their arm of service, were to be allowed to do so. After the reorganization the men could elect their own company and field officers, regardless of previous law. Johnston became convinced that the law was unenforceable and ineffective. If furloughs were not given in large numbers, the twelve-months’ volunteers would not re-enlist; should furloughs be granted with prompt liberality, the army would be weakened dangerously in the face of the enemy.

Not unnaturally in these circumstances, Johnston sought to place on the War Department the responsibility of applying the act. To this the suave Benjamin was ready with a prompt reply. He urged that Johnston go to the “extreme verge of prudence in tempting” the twelve-months’ men to re-enlist, but insisted that the department “could not undertake to determine when and in what numbers the furloughs could be safely granted.… The rest I must leave to your own judgment.” The perplexed and angry Johnston, by limiting the furloughs issued in each command, hoped to maintain the army at defensive strength. All the while he had to do battle with the war secretary to prevent additional furloughs, details, and transfers from one arm of the service to another.16

Thus did controversy shift, continue, and accumulate. Another month, or six weeks at most, might bring sunshine that would dry the roads and start the march of the great army which General McClellan, successor to General McDowell, was known to be organizing for an offensive. Against that amply equipped and numerically superior army Johnston believed it impossible to hold his lines in northern Virginia. There was no likelihood that all the regiments organized in April and May 1861 could be induced to enlist anew before the expiration of their term of service. Daily, as the men agreed to continue in service, they would elect new officers. Any officer who had discharged his sworn duty to instill discipline might be succeeded by some popular incompetent; all that had been done in ten months to develop a competent corps of officers might be set at naught. The Southern cause might collapse.

This situation was at its blackest when, on February 19, Johnston was summoned to Richmond. The city and the government he found in gloom. Disasters had swept the Confederacy. Fort Henry on the Tennessee River had been taken. Near-by Fort Donelson, with 14,000 Southern soldiers, had been surrendered. Nashville was expected at any hour to fall. All western Tennessee was overrun, and Albert Sidney Johnston was in retreat to Murfreesboro. On the east coast of North Carolina, Roanoke Island had been captured, with more than 2,500 men. Secretary Benjamin was being assailed for incompetency. The tone of the press was nervous, critical, or bitter. Rumors of impending changes in the Cabinet were afloat. The shortage of arms and of powder was worse than the government dared to admit.17

In this atmosphere of concern close to despair Johnston at 10:00 A.M. called on the President and found him with the Cabinet. Greetings, apparently without restraint, were exchanged. Mr. Davis stated that Johnston had been summoned to confer on the withdrawal of his army from its exposed position: Should it be done, and if so, when and how?

Johnston stated his view. McClellan, he reasoned, could advance in such force on Richmond and by so many routes that the Confederate forces should not attempt to maintain themselves on Bull Run and Occoquan. The army must take up a line farther south, but was hampered by deep mud on the roads and embarrassed by much baggage. Withdrawals should not be undertaken until the end of winter. The council shifted to a long, long discussion of the cannon, intended for the defense of Richmond, that had been sent to advanced positions and could not be replaced; the President was most solicitous that they be saved. Johnston received no specific orders, other than that he should lead the army southward to a more secure position as soon as practicable.18

No sooner was Johnston out of Mr. Davis’s offices than he had one experience after another that startled and alarmed him. At his hotel he met Colonel W. Dorsey Pender, 6th North Carolina, who with a soldier’s zest for news asked if Johnston had heard the report, then circulating in the lobby, that the Cabinet had been discussing whether the army should be withdrawn from Manassas. An accurate report of what had been considered in the utmost secrecy, behind guarded doors, had reached the hotel almost as soon as Johnston had! Soon afterward, on the train en route to Manassas, a friend confided to General Johnston that ominous news had been heard in Richmond the previous evening: The Cabinet was considering the removal of the Confederate forces from Manassas. It was enough to make a commander despair! What hope could there be of concealing from the enemy a movement vital to the very existence of the army—if everyone from Richmond knew all about it?19

2. JOHNSTON’S WITHDRAWAL FROM MANASSAS


On this unhappy return from Richmond, Johnston found the roads of northern Virginia even worse than when he left. So deep was the mud around Dumfries that men on good horses took six hours and a half to cover twelve miles. Removal of the heavy ordnance from fixed positions seemed impossible.

With all the adverse conditions that would attend his withdrawal Johnston was determined that the government should be acquainted. His dispatches to Richmond became a chronicle of calamities, impending and instant. “The army is crippled and its discipline greatly impaired by the want of general officers,” he wrote. “…The accumulation of subsistence stores at Manassas is now a great evil.… A very extensive meat-packing establishment at Thoroughfare is also a great encumbrance. The great quantity of personal property in our camps is a still greater one.”20

In the eyes of the depressed general, every movement of the enemy now was designed to maneuver him out of his position before he was ready to retreat. No sooner had he learned of the appearance of a Federal force at Harper’s Ferry on February 24 than he reasoned that the advance of these troops would so threaten his left as to compel without further delay the withdrawal which, he took pains to remind the President, “you have ordered.” Johnston’s chief concern was for his right, which extended down the Bull Run–Occoquan to the Potomac and covered the terminus of the Richmond, Fredericksburg, and Potomac Railroad on Aquia Creek. Federals in considerable number were known to be on the Maryland shore of the Potomac and might be ferried to the Virginia shore. This route, he told himself, assuredly would be McClellan’s principal advance.21

In the expectation that he might at any hour receive news of a Federal onmarch which would force his columns back to the Rappahannock and Rapidan, Johnston expedited the removal of supplies and fumed because the overloaded Orange and Alexandria Railroad did not haul them off more quickly. Serious as this task was, busy as Johnston should have been, he took time to pursue the controversy with Benjamin and to protest against that official’s grant of furloughs, of details, and of authorization to raise new companies from old regiments.

With relations at this unhappy pass, Johnston on March 5 was informed by General Whiting of “unusual activity” among the Federals across the Potomac in Maryland, opposite Dumfries. This news was decisive with Johnston. He issued directions for all the forces east of the Blue Ridge to fall back to the line of the Rappahannock River.22

The orders, which were issued piecemeal, were wretchedly drawn. In some instances clarity was lacking. Neither Davis nor Benjamin was advised when the movement would begin or what the lines of retreat would be. The flank columns got away promptly and plodded slowly southward through the mud. On the Manassas line Johnston held the central divisions until the evening of March 9 to cover the last-minute removal of supplies. The following morning the cavalry fired the depots and all the property left along the railroad track. The loss was heavy. At Thoroughfare Gap, where the commissary general rashly had established the meat-packing plant, more than one million pounds were destroyed or given to local farmers. As for personal baggage, “the pile of trunks along the railroad was appalling to behold.” Virtually all the heavy ordnance in fixed position, except that close to Manassas, was left behind.23

The destruction was rendered the more depressing to the South and the more provoking to Davis because the slowness of the Federals in moving forward led Johnston’s critics to aver later that he would have had ample time to remove the last pound of provisions and the newest trunk of the most recent volunteer. A Union detachment sent across the Potomac to destroy the abandoned Confederate ordnance was recalled as soon as its work was done. The main Federal army made a practice march to Centreville, but it did not start from Alexandria until sure the Confederates had withdrawn, and it did not reach Bull Run until March 11.

Among officials acquainted with the facts of his retreat, Johnston was put in the unhappy attitude of fleeing when no man pursued; publicly, in the press, his action was defended as strategically sound. Fortunately, too, the mind of the Southern people, depressed by a succession of disasters, was diverted and stimulated by the exploits of the ironclad Virginia-Merrimack. On March 8 this clumsy craft had steamed out from Norfolk and disposed of two wooden men-of-war, Congress and Cumberland. Despite the challenge offered next day by the Monitor, the Confederate people believed that their ironclad would clear Virginia waters of the enemy.24

Johnston did not inform the administration where he was or what he planned. From the time he left Manassas, without notifying the authorities in Richmond of his departure, he did not send a single report to the War Department until he was safely on the line of the Rappahannock. On March 13, from Rappahannock Bridge, he forwarded to the President a brief report of his position. Then he reviewed the loss of property, which he blamed on the “wretched” management of the Orange and Alexandria, on the accumulation of supplies at Manassas, and on the vast quantity of private property there. “This army,” he concluded with disgust, “had accumulated a supply of baggage like that of Xerxes’ myriads.”

Whether the President was provoked because Johnston did not await reinforcement, whether he was incensed by the burning of stores, or whether he was angered by the general’s prolonged silence, the answer he made was stiffly discouraging: “…before the receipt of yours of the 13th,” said the President, “I was as much in the dark as to your purposes, condition, and necessities as at the time of our conversation on the subject about a month since.” True, he had heard alarming reports of great destruction, “but, having heard of no cause for such a sudden movement, I was at a loss to believe it.”25

From Richmond came further inquiries not from Secretary Benjamin but from General R. E. Lee, whom, to placate a discontented and alarmed Congress, the President had brought back from command in South Carolina and placed in general charge of military operations under his own direction. This appointment, at a period of dangerous misunderstanding, gave Johnston the assurance, at the least, that military experience and admitted abilities were to be available in Richmond whenever the President chose to employ them in dealing with Johnston’s army. And Benjamin no longer was secretary of war. Mr. Davis, who was as constant in his loyalties as in the maintenance of his prerogatives, had yielded at last to the clamor against Benjamin by the somewhat unusual expedient of promoting him from the War Office to the first position in the Cabinet, that of secretary of state.

No more was Johnston to receive irritating directions from a secretary who had sprinkled his letters with too many an “I” and often had ignored official forms, but who had been singularly successful in prevailing on a Congress which did not like him to accept his recommendations. In Benjamin’s stead the President named George W. Randolph, forty-three years of age, grandson of Thomas Jefferson, former midshipman in the United States navy, lawyer, and artillerist distinguished at Big Bethel. This choice, Johnston subsequently said, in terse eulogium that was the more eloquent because of its restraint, “enabled the military officers to re-establish the discipline of the army.” The effect of the change was immediate, and in nothing more remarkable than in the state of mind of Johnston. Secretary Randolph confined himself to administrative duties, utilized the machinery of the department, and employed General Lee substantially as chief of staff. Lee wrote Johnston on behalf of the President, as Benjamin had done, but in a tone so different and in a military knowledge so much wider that little friction was created.26

Ample reason was at hand for a movement from the second line, on the Rapidan, that Johnston occupied after he withdrew from Manassas. Evidence had accumulated rapidly on March 24 that a new Federal plan of advance was taking form. Enemy troops in large numbers were being concentrated around Fortress Monroe at the tip of the Peninsula between the James and York rivers. Suspicion soon grew into certainty that General McClellan, instead of marching southward from Manassas to confront Johnston on the Rapidan, was to utilize Federal sea power in overwhelming Prince John Magruder at Yorktown, or Benjamin Huger at Norfolk. If McClellan could accomplish this, the assumption was that he would advance on Richmond from the east. To confront him and to protect Richmond, would it not be essential to dispatch Johnston’s army to the lower Peninsula or to the Norfolk area?

In the decision of this cardinal question Johnston had no part. The strategy and the manner of its execution were Lee’s. With the approval of the President, he directed when and in what number troops should be sent from the Rapidan to Richmond and thence eastward. On April 12, while his strongest divisions were on the march, Johnston reached Richmond and conferred again with the President. Nothing that had happened in the strained correspondence between the two seems to have been revived at the meeting. As usual when they met face-to-face, the demands of common courtesy and of a common cause outbalanced personal differences.

Immediately, by order of the President, promulgated through Lee, the departments of Norfolk and the Peninsula were “embraced for the present within the limits of operations” of Johnston’s army. Although he had not been recognized in his contention that he was the senior general of the Confederacy, he had now by far the most responsible command and the largest army.27






CHAPTER 5 Challenge on the Peninsula


1. JOHNSTON RETREATS AGAIN


As Johnston hastened, that twelfth of April 1862, through the budding countryside and down the placid York to study the situation on the lower Peninsula, it might have seemed that the winter of his discontent was passing. It was not to be so. He was fated to pass from storm to storm, from one displeasing necessity to another unpopular decision.

After a rapid but critical inspection of the position held by Magruder, he hurried back to Richmond with a gloomy, grim report: The line was too long for the force that occupied it; engineering had been poor; superior Federal ordnance, outranging the antiquated smoothbore guns of the Confederates, could destroy the works at Yorktown and across the river at Gloucester Point. That done, the Federals could escort their transports up the York to easily land an army in rear of Yorktown or to press on toward Richmond.1

Davis heard Johnston’s report calmly and remarked that a situation of so much importance should be discussed fully: Would Johnston return at a later hour, when Secretary Randolph and General Lee could be present? Johnston asked if he might bring Generals Gustavus W. Smith and James Longstreet with him. This was acceptable to the President. Shortly before 11:00 A.M., April 14, the six men sat down in the President’s office.

Davis asked Johnston to report on his inspection, and the general repeated what he had said earlier—McClellan undoubtedly could force a passage of the James, of the York, or of both, and thereby turn the Yorktown line. That front had to be abandoned. Then he produced a memorandum which, he explained, Smith had handed him a few minutes before the conference opened. It endorsed Johnston’s contention that the Yorktown line was indefensible, and proposed the early abandonment both of that position and of Norfolk. Forces should be concentrated in front of Richmond and be reinforced from the Carolinas and Georgia. One of two courses then should be followed: Either the enlarged army should attack McClellan where he could not utilize his sea power; or else Richmond should be garrisoned to resist a siege while the greater part of the army marched on Washington and Baltimore, perhaps on Philadelphia and New York.

Johnston introduced his own plan, which was to draw the enemy inland, collect all available forces at Richmond, and give battle there. Smith clung to his preference for an offensive across the Potomac. With scant attention to Smith’s proposal, the conference turned to a scrutiny of Johnston’s plan to evacuate the lower Peninsula and Norfolk and concentrate forces at Richmond for a decisive blow at McClellan. Secretary Randolph insisted that the Confederacy could not afford to abandon the Norfolk navy yard, with its dry docks, its shipways, its shops and materials for building war vessels. General Lee maintained quietly that the Peninsula offered numerous defensive positions which could and should be utilized. The army, in his opinion, could not count on early reinforcements from the states to the south. Johnston and Smith did not attempt so much to meet these objections as they did to prove the impossibility of standing on the Yorktown line.

The argument continued all day, with the President sitting as if he were a judge. At 6 o’clock he ordered a recess for an hour, when the discussion was renewed. Both sides continued to canvass the issues, with diminishing vigor, until 1:00 A.M. Then Mr. Davis announced that Johnston’s entire army would be united with Magruder’s on the lower Peninsula and that both Yorktown and Norfolk would be held. Johnston’s later comment curiously and not creditably revealed the man: “The belief that events on the Peninsula would soon compel the Confederate Government to adopt my method of opposing the Federal army, reconciled me somewhat to the necessity of obeying the President’s order.”2

In this mood Johnston returned to Yorktown and took command on that front. This involved the relinquishment by Magruder of his leading role in the drama of the Peninsula. This was hard fate for an officer who had remained conspicuous in the news throughout the ten months since the action at Big Bethel. A public discussion of his alleged intemperance had produced formal evidence of a war-time sobriety that a Puritan might have envied. All the South had chuckled over a hot exchange of letters with General Ben Butler, whom Magruder had worsted verbally and, it was still currently believed, had challenged to mortal combat. Now, outwardly, all this had changed. Magruder, if disappointed, was game. As new commander of the extensive right wing, he retired to watch his lines—and to employ his pen. In calm disdain of the fact that he had drawn the lines now entrusted to him, Magruder became instantly critical of their location and their armament. It was almost as if he were quarrelling with himself.3

Johnston probably did not see the humor in Magruder’s correspondence. He certainly found no humor in the military situation. On April 22 he protested to Lee: “Labor enough has been expended here to make a very strong position, but it has been wretchedly misapplied by the young engineer officers. No one but McClellan could have hesitated to attack.” By the twenty-fourth he was asking that supplies be sent to meet him on the road from Richmond “in the event of our being compelled to fall back from this point.” After the twenty-seventh he interpreted the enemy’s movements as an indication that he soon would be compelled to retreat, and he warned General Huger to prepare to evacuate Norfolk. More explicitly, on the twenty-ninth, he announced to Lee: “The fight for Yorktown, as I said in Richmond, must be one of artillery, in which we cannot win. The result is certain; the time only doubtful.… I shall therefore move as soon as can be done conveniently, looking to the condition of the roads and the time necessary for the corresponding movement from Norfolk.”4

His one alternative proposal was an adaptation of Smith’s and was made on April 30. Said Johnston then: “We are engaged in a species of warfare at which we can never win. It is plain that General McClellan will… depend for success upon artillery and engineering. We can compete with him in neither. We must therefore change our course, take the offensive, collect all the troops we have in the East and cross the Potomac with them, while Beauregard, with all we have in the West, invades Ohio.” His proposal did not elicit support in Richmond. Lee so advised Johnston.5

Without regard to the development or rejection of this broad plan, Johnston gave the order for the retreat. On the night of May 3, after forty-eight hours of confusion and counter orders, the army left its position. The general effected the removal of the field pieces that had been in the works, but he left all fifty-six of his heavy guns. In this respect the withdrawal from Manassas was duplicated. So was the criticism of the commander. Johnston was again blamed for a premature retreat, but he had not miscalculated substantially the time of the impending Federal attack. McClellan reported that he would have been ready to open with all his heavy artillery on the morning of May 6 at latest. The fire of these guns “would have compelled the enemy to surrender or abandon his works in less than twelve hours.”6

2. THE ARMY THAT LEF T YORKTOWN


The army of 56,500 men that filed out of the Yorktown lines on the night of May 3, 1862, had sustained few battle casualties since Manassas, but already its command had suffered at the hands of the foe that was to pursue it to the end, the resistless foe of attrition. Besides Beauregard, who had won no new laurels at Shiloh, the army had lost three of the early brigade commanders. Kirby Smith had taken command in East Tennessee. On December 26, 1861, nervously shattered by eight months’ anxious service, the chivalrous Philip St. George Cocke had ended his life. Milledge Bonham had resigned January 29, 1862, because he felt himself overslaughed, probably by the promotion of Dick Ewell to major general. Shanks Evans also was gone from the army; at the instance of the governor of South Carolina, he had been sent to that state.

Not one of the brigades that had fought at Manassas remained in its entirety under the man who had led it there. Whiting, saved from Coventry, had Bee’s old command; J. B. Kershaw, promoted brigadier, had Bonham’s; D. R. Jones had Bartow’s. The three Manassas brigades that retained their regimental organization under new commanders were headed now by two former captains and a former first lieutenant of the United States army. Oldest and most experienced of this trio was Richard H. Anderson, aged forty, who had been graduated from West Point in the class of 1842. “Dick” Anderson had served as a lieutenant in the war with Mexico, and had spent most of his subsequent career with the Second Dragoons in the West. As he had been a captain for six years before his resignation, he could be regarded as a seasoned soldier by the standard that had to prevail in the Confederate army. Tall, strong, and of fine background, Anderson never was disposed to quibble over authority or to indulge in any sort of boastfulness. Already he was beloved in the army for his kindness, amiability, and unselfishness. Whispers that he was overfond of a social glass seem to have had no foundation.7

One of Anderson’s associates in Longstreet’s division, entrusted with the direction of Cocke’s old brigade, was ex-Captain George E. Pickett of the 9th Infantry. Although this young Virginian had been graduated at the absolute bottom of the class of 1846 at West Point, he had been a gallant figure in Scott’s Mexican expedition, and after Chapultepec he had been awarded his brevet as captain. Later orders had carried him to Texas and thence to Washington Territory. He was commissioned brigadier general in February 1862 and assignment to Longstreet’s division followed soon— an association destined to be long and renowned. Pickett and Longstreet had served together at Fort Bliss in 1854–55, and between them the ties were close and binding. At the moment Pickett’s men knew little of him except that he was dapper and alert, that he looked all of his thirty-seven years, and that he wore his dark hair in long perfumed ringlets that fell to his shoulders. Even his curling beard was anointed.8

The third of the West Point brigadiers in Longstreet’s division was a few months younger than Pickett and, like him, a Virginian. His name was Ambrose Powell Hill, of stock long honored and influential in the state. Young Hill had been admitted to the Military Academy in 1842, but because of bad health had not been graduated until 1847, just in time to have a small part in the closing operations in Mexico. He had resigned before secession, received his commission as colonel, and soon trained one of the best of Johnston’s regiments in the Valley. In February 1862 he had been advanced to brigadier general. His men esteemed him as diligent and mindful of their wants. Beyond that, he was, as yet, merely a figure.

This was true also of another West Point brigadier, Cadmus M. Wilcox, who had entered the Academy with A. P. Hill and Pickett. He was a North Carolinian by birth, had received his appointment from Tennessee, and had served as aide to General Quitman in Mexico. After Manassas he had joined Johnston with an excellent Alabama regiment. Perhaps the better-read officers were familiar with his published Rifles and Rifle Practice and his translation of Austrian Infantry Evolutions of the Line. This was the extent of the army’s acquaintance with his capabilities, though his commission as brigadier antedated that of Pickett and A. P. Hill. (Two other graduates of West Point, Lafayette McLaws and G. J. Rains, rode with the long columns away from Yorktown and will appear in the hour of combat.)

The remaining commanders of the twenty-three retreating brigades were, in the main, politicians whom the President, now mindful and now disdainful of professional training, had commissioned as general officers. Georgia had sent her two most eminent public men. One was Howell Cobb, forty-six years of age, former governor of Georgia, secretary of the treasury under Buchanan, ex-speaker of the House of Representatives, and present speaker of the House of the Provisional Congress—altogether one of the most distinguished of Southerners. By mid-February Cobb was a brigadier general, and by the end of April he had one of the largest of brigades—nearly 3,800 men. The other noted Georgian was Robert Toombs, fifty-one, former United States senator and first secretary of state in the new Confederacy, whose odd experiences will be related in a subsequent connection.

While none of the other “political generals” could compare in public reputation with these Georgians, several had distinction. From Tennessee came former congressman Robert Hatton, not yet a brigadier. The treasurer of Mississippi, Richard Griffith, commanded a brigade predominantly from that state; W. S. Featherston, for two terms a representative of Mississippi, had similar rank. Roger A. Pryor of Virginia, editor, fire-eating secessionist and congressman, wore the fresh stars and wreath of a brigadier general. As in the case of the others, he had no military training, though he was perhaps the most notorious duellist of his day.

To recapitulate, eleven of the twenty-three brigades were under men who had been officers in the United States army, three were in charge of graduates of the Virginia Military Institute, six were entrusted to politicians, one had as its head the great patrician Wade Hampton, and two were led by lawyers.

None of these men, from the nature of army organization, theoretically meant so much in wise leadership as did Johnston’s four division commanders. The most conspicuous of these was Magruder. He was publicly the best known as he was in panoply the most dazzling of the major generals.

To the soldiers from northern Virginia the most familiar of the divisional commanders was the senior Gustavus W. Smith. This Kentuckian, forty years of age, had unique position among Confederate officers in Virginia. He had been graduated No. 8 in the class of 1842 at West Point. With aptitude for construction engineering, he had erected batteries, built roads, and discharged such a variety of other useful duties in Mexico that he had received brevet as captain. It had been in 1858 that he became street commissioner of New York City. Only when he was satisfied, in September 1861, that a majority of the people of his native state were on the side of the South, had he gone to Richmond, where he had been nominated almost immediately as a major general. No other man, with the exception of Albert Sidney Johnston and Leonidas Polk, previously had received so high a first commission. Smith’s prestige at that time had been extraordinary and, in a sense, puzzling, because his career had included nothing that justified great reputation as a field commander.

Smith was altogether self-confident in camp and at council table. Johnston was “Joe” to Smith; their relations were cordial and intimate. Toward the other general officers Smith’s feeling was one of bluff camaraderie, touched, perhaps, with a shade of superiority. In appearance he was tall and of powerful build, with massive, rough-hewn features. The line of his lips was proud, perhaps pompous. His manner was rapid and energetic and had the spirit of conscious command. Despite his assured bearing, he never had commanded troops in his life. His inexperience was not distrusted. There was doubt concerning his health. For the rest, he had prevailed upon the army and the country to take him at his own valuation of himself.9

Next in seniority to Smith was Major General James Longstreet. Many things had happened to Longstreet since Bonham had forbidden him to fire on the Federals in the twilight of Manassas Day. He had obeyed the order that evening and ridden off. In a grove of young pines he had dismounted—and exploded in his wrath. He had pulled off his hat, thrown it on the ground, and, with bitter words for Bonham, had stamped in a white rage.10 Since then Longstreet had discharged with soldierly diligence, but not with content, the duties of brigade and division command.

Despite the fact that he had left the line in 1858 and had become a paymaster, Longstreet placed no low estimate on what he described as the “hard service” he had rendered in Mexico and in the old army. Moreover, he considered himself the senior officer from Alabama who had left United States service, and as such he was determined that his rank should be respected. When, therefore, Gustavus W. Smith was made major general, after no previous labors for the Confederacy, Longstreet had been outraged. He had written a vigorous protest, which concluded: “The placing of persons above me whom I have always ranked and who have just joined this service I regard as great injustice. I therefore request that an officer be detailed to relieve me of this command.” This had its effect. Longstreet had been made a major general on October 7, to rank as of that date. This still left him junior to Smith, but apparently it had satisfied him.11

Although a slight deafness probably contributed to make his slow and unimaginative conversation largely a laconic and reluctant succession of “Yes” and “No,” he had seemed to enjoy a social glass. In poker he had acquired some renown. With Mrs. Longstreet spending the winter in Richmond, he had appeared at the President’s levees—a powerful figure, nearly six feet tall, broad of shoulder, with cold gray-blue eyes, thin sandy-brown hair, and a heavy beard that almost concealed his mouth. In January Longstreet had answered a hurried summons from his wife, rushed to the capital, and returned a changed, unhappy man. Scarlet fever had been raging in the city. Two of his children succumbed to it and were buried the same day; a third, a boy of twelve, died a week later. There was for Longstreet no more gaiety, no more poker, and, certainly for the time, no more liquor. Essentially, from that tragic January, he was a soldier and little besides.12

Proud, martial ambition remained in Longstreet’s heart, and grew with the larger responsibilities that came after the withdrawal from Manassas and then from Yorktown. Now that the army was on the move, Johnston put six brigades in Longstreet’s care. These included the commands of A. P. Hill, Pickett, and Anderson, all of them “Manassas brigades,” with Cadmus Wilcox’s Alabama and Mississippi regiments from Smith’s division, R. E. Colston’s small command from Huger’s division south of the James, and Roger A. Pryor’s troops of Magruder’s Army of the Peninsula. The size of this division reflected the confidence of Johnston in its commander.

As Longstreet rode out for the long succession of battles that lay ahead, any appraisal of him would have taken into account the scantiness of his previous opportunities. He had done little and had proposed nothing that had the stamp of genius. On the other hand, his administration had been excellent and his discipline firm but not harsh. He never was tired. Days and nights of exposure he might endure and, at the end, be the same clear-headed, imperturbable soldier. His silence, his self-confidence, and his success in creating manifest morale among his troops had given him a reputation that was solid. Had those who most thoroughly knew the army been asked to describe in one word Longstreet and his command in that fateful spring of 1862, they probably would have agreed on the same soldierly term: dependable. Brilliance there might not be; reliability there undoubtedly was.

On that third of May the fourth and last division of the army followed the old route from Yorktown to Williamsburg. Its commander was D. Harvey Hill, who had seen much service, of large interest and of small, after his days as Magruder’s lieutenant on the Yorktown front. In September 1861, Hill had been transferred to North Carolina, where he had shown great energy in organizing the defenses between Fort Macon and the Virginia line. Midway this task he had been ordered, on November 16, to report to Johnston. The change had caused much regret in North Carolina, but it had given Hill a North Carolina brigade under Longstreet. Soon it brought him semi-autonomous command at Leesburg on the Potomac, and promotion to the grade of major general.13

Now, as his division was leaving Yorktown, D. H. Hill was to confront the enemy with troops that never had been in action together. Four permanent and one temporary brigade (Crump’s) were his, together with a mixed command (Ward’s). One brigade, Jubal Early’s, included that general’s original 24th Virginia, which had fought at Manassas. In Robert Rodes’s brigade were two of Ewell’s regiments of July 1861, the 5th and 6th Alabama. Hill’s third brigade, Featherston’s, was the former garrison of the works at Manassas. Rains’s and Crump’s brigades, as well as Ward’s command, were of Magruder’s army. It was a division of unequal parts, to be sure, but it could be developed.

As much might have been said of the men in the ranks of all four of the divisions. Although the troops came from every station of life and included the weak along with the healthy, the illiterate by the side of the educated, they were military material in which the South had full faith from the hour of enlistment. Although that faith persisted, it was widely admitted that the army had been demoralized, perhaps dangerously, by the unwise Furlough and Bounty Act. Even when offered the bounty of fifty dollars, the furlough of sixty days, the privilege of changing from one arm of the service to another, and the opportunity of getting rid of unpopular officers by a new election, a majority of the men had declined to enter the service for three additional years. After this became apparent, the demand for general conscription grew. At length, under acts of April 16 and 23, conscription of all able-bodied white males between eighteen and thirty-five was prescribed for three years or the duration of the war. This meant, among other things, that if men of prescribed age who already were in the army did not voluntarily re-enlist, they would be mustered out and immediately conscripted.14

The command of the army was further impaired by the inclusion in the new statute of the provision in the old law which permitted companies and regiments, when re-enlisting, to elect their officers. Objection to this principle had been voiced earlier, but President Davis held steadfastly to it. The result was that many officers, including West Point graduates, were rejected because of the strictness of their discipline, and in their places corporals or even men from the ranks were elected. In Colonel J. C. Haskell’s discerning words, “some did not re-enlist at all, others did much later. Many of the regiments reorganized with new officers. The general effect was to break up very much the organization of the army.”15

Many of the regiments had new officers when they left Yorktown, many others were in the midst of their electoral campaigns, and in at least one case a regiment chose its commanders while bivouacked on the retreat from the Peninsula. “The troops,” Johnston reported on May 9, “in addition to the lax discipline of volunteers, are partially discontented at the conscription act and demoralized by their recent elections.”16

3. WILLIAMSBURG


It was past midnight, May 3–4, when the last division left Yorktown on the retreat to Williamsburg. To delay the troops, deep mud, that ancestral foe and eternal concomitant of war, did its worst. Roads made heavy by recent rains became almost impassable. Guns, wagons, and marching men were rammed together like a charge in a musket. Shivering troops would move on for a minute or two—to be stopped again and again in the darkness. The rear units did not cover more than a mile per hour.17

At length, during the late morning and early afternoon of the fourth, the struggling columns reached the line of works that Magruder had constructed across the low ridge that separated the watershed of the James River from that of the York. It was a feeble line. At the junction of the Hampton and Yorktown roads was Fort Magruder, an earthwork of bastion front. On either side were small redoubts and epaulements, twelve in all. At these entrenchments probably few of the weary officers and men cast more than a glance. They expected to rest at Williamsburg, not to fight there. The road to the west stretched out before the army as a river of mud, but otherwise the situation was no more adverse than a retreat usually is. Johnston appeared to have a chance of getting away untouched.

Then, at 1 o’clock, the outlook changed. The Confederate cavalry were driven in. Federal infantry were believed to be in close support of their skirmishing mounted units. The obvious thing to do at the moment was to occupy Fort Magruder and the near-by line of redoubts to permit Johnston to put distance between the pursuers and the main Confederate force. He personally led the nearest brigade, that of Paul Semmes, into Fort Magruder. When General Lafayette McLaws rode up, Johnston ordered him to take charge of the defense. McLaws’s service with Magruder had given him some familiarity with the ground, and he quickly called up another brigade and two batteries of artillery to hold the line. He delivered a volume of fire that made the enemy recoil. By promptly erecting an adequate, if temporary, barrier, McLaws received a credit in the mind of the commanding general. The Georgian could be trusted.18

Because Johnston had determined that Magruder’s division should head the retreat that evening, the two brigades under McLaws were recalled after sunset. Longstreet was ordered to take their place, and he sent two brigades, R. H. Anderson’s and Pryor’s. Anderson carefully advanced his pickets beyond the fort, but more than that, as the rain beat down in the black night, he did not attempt. His was an uncomfortable position for an officer who, while experienced, had never before occupied so responsible a field position or commanded so many men directly in the face of the enemy.19

After daylight on May 5, Dick Anderson could see the immediate approaches to Fort Magruder, via the Yorktown and Hampton roads. He saw, too, what he could of his own defenses through the rain, which had diminished to a cold drizzle, but visibility was low. Of fortifications on the right Anderson could discern only four redoubts, and on the left, two. These six he promptly occupied.20 About 6:00 A.M. the Federals opened with their skirmishers and artillery. Steadily the front of action widened. The fire became more intense. Evidently they either were making a strong demonstration or else they were seeking to storm the rear guard and force a general engagement with the retreating army. In this uncertainty Longstreet felt it desirable to reinforce Anderson. As coolly as if he had fought a score of battles, Longstreet ordered first Cadmus Wilcox and then A. P. Hill to take their brigades back to Fort Magruder. Thence, as he saw the fighting extended, he ordered the reserve of his division, Pickett’s and Colston’s brigades, to advance for employment in any emergency.

This reinforcement emboldened Anderson. He or Longstreet or both of them decided to take the offensive. Orders were given. Ardently the men began to push forward and slowly to drive the stubborn, hard-hitting enemy back toward the woods. Guns, prisoners, and flags were taken. Casualties were not excessive, though later in the day two colonels of great promise were killed—C. H. Mott of the 19th Mississippi and G. T. Ward of the 2nd Florida. Untried soldiers bore themselves well. The field appeared to be theirs.


[image: Image]
Williamsburg, May 4–5, 1862. Fort Magruder and adjacent redoubts, woods, and abatis.



The rear guard action was not to end so easily. Trouble was in the making. Between 3 and 4 o’clock the Federals seized a redoubt far to the left, a redoubt that either had not been seen by Anderson or else had been assumed to be under the care of other troops. From this work the enemy began to pour artillery fire into Fort Magruder. This created much confusion and concern for the safety of the fort. Even before this occurred Longstreet had sensed danger on the left and had dispatched to D. H. Hill a request to send back a brigade to strengthen the left wing in case of necessity. Johnston himself went to the scene, alarmed by the volume of fire, but found the dispositions satisfactory and did not assume command.21

The brigade Hill sent was Jubal A. Early’s. The men splashed their way back through the mud and drizzle and halted on the campus of the College of William and Mary. One of the four regiments was the 24th Virginia, Early’s original command, which had distinguished itself at Manassas. The others were the 5th and 23rd North Carolina and the 38th Virginia; none of these had any combat experience. A muddy courier arrived with a brief order: “Move quickly to the support of Longstreet.” As the fire from the front was plainly audible and to inexperienced ears was heavy, the men formed quickly and marched eastward with vigorous step. They numbered close to 2,300 rank and file.

As they pressed on Longstreet overtook Early and pointed out ground to the left and rear of Fort Magruder where he was to post his brigade and await orders. It was a ridge overlooking a wheat field and a woods, beyond which came the loud echo of furiously firing artillery. Early felt sure the guns were Federal and were firing on Fort Magruder. While he was waiting there, burning with a desire to storm the invisible battery, D. H. Hill rode up. Hill explained that on Longstreet’s order he had brought up the three remaining brigades of his division. These he now was disposing in rear of Early, but he was not content to do that and no more. Hill, like Early, was full of the confident ardor of attack. If only he could throw his men forward and storm those guns!22

Hill made a brief reconnaissance of the woods and agreed with Early that an attack could be made which would take the Federal artillery in the rear. For such an attack the consent of Johnston, who urged caution, was procured. Approval also was had from Longstreet, who directed Hill to accompany the column. Eagerly, if nervously, the men took their places. Hill directed that the advance should be in a single line on brigade front. The 24th Virginia was placed on the left. On its right was the 38th Virginia, next the 23rd North Carolina, then the 5th North Carolina. The two Carolina regiments were to be led by Hill in person; the Virginia units were to be under the brigade commander.

The 24th Virginia started off briskly across the wheat field and into the woods, but the less experienced 38th was slow in getting under way. Soon it was fifty yards behind, and in the woods contact between the two regiments was lost almost immediately. On the right the units under the guidance of Hill started together and kept their formation until they encountered a tangle so thick that Hill could see nothing of the regiments on his left. He halted the two Carolina regiments and sent to determine if the 24th and 38th Virginia were ready to attack. It was a vain precaution. Early had not waited to see whether the troops on his right were aligned. Soon he was at the edge of the woods closest the enemy. “Follow me,” he shouted and plunged into the open.23

The general’s eyes and those of his old regiment were drawn instantly to a spectacle: To their left, near some farm buildings, facing them on a line almost at a right angle to theirs, was the object of the Confederate advance—the battery that had been heard beyond the woods. Eight or nine Federal guns were in action, with infantry support near at hand. This display of strength did not deter the 24th or the general. Early pivoted the regiment roughly on its left. Quickly, furiously, it started for the artillery. The surprised Federals fired a few rounds, then limbered up and dragged their pieces over the wet ground to cover. The 24th began pursuit, but it found the field so heavy from the rain that the men were well-nigh bogged. At this moment Early received a minié ball in his shoulder. He tried to remain with the regiment, but the flow of blood and the wounding of his horse compelled him to turn back.24

Meanwhile, Colonel D. K. McRae of the 5th North Carolina, on the extreme right of the brigade, had emerged from the woods and was engrossed with the puzzling situation he found. His regiment was under fire from Federal guns distant some 800 or 900 yards opposite his left. Was this the battery which Hill had told him, ere the advance began, he was to charge? In doubt, McRae halted and sent to Hill for orders. Hill regretted that any of the troops had gone into the open, but now he had to tell McRae to attack the battery that was firing on the 5th and to do it quickly. Execution of this movement involved a wide oblique and the Carolinians advanced with great gallantry under a heavy fire. Moreover, to form a continuous line with the 24th Virginia, they had a long distance to go. The reason for this was that the 23rd North Carolina and the 38th Virginia, forming the center of the brigade’s line, had not come out of the woods.25

D. H. Hill went to look for the two missing regiments. He found the 38th Virginia, to use his own words, “huddled up and in considerable confusion.” Its colonel had lost direction. He then beat his way through the underbrush to find the 23rd North Carolina. At length he came upon it and ordered it to form up with the 38th Virginia, but the 23rd was poorly drilled and, in the tangle, was slow to get in line. Without waiting for them to follow, he returned to the open field.

There he found the 24th Virginia and 5th North Carolina still struggling over the heavy ground toward the enemy. The men were falling fast. The 24th and 5th came then to a stout rail fence where they paused a moment before they climbed over to a final grapple with the enemy. Perhaps Colonel McRae, as senior officer, then realized for the first time how many of his officers had fallen; perhaps he saw how scant was the force that lined the fence. In any event, he ordered his men to take such cover as they could behind the fence, and, as they were doing so, he got word from Hill to retire.

The 24th Virginia quickly obliqued into the woods on their left with little further loss, but the North Carolinians had to recross the field under fire. In doing so the regiment was shattered. The futile, bungling action ended. Early’s men bivouacked where they had been when the engagement began.26

Casualties in Early’s brigade were at least 600, and may have been higher. Of 1,560 Confederate losses that day, this adventure on the left accounted for more than 38 per cent. For the troops engaged that was excessive. There was much praise for the gallant attack, which was as fine as anything the war had witnessed, but there was no compensatory gain. The repulse of the Unionists on the Confederate center and right had been so complete, and the Northern casualties there so heavy in comparison with those of Longstreet’s command—approximately 2,110 against 1,024—that the Confederates laid their emphasis on the success in front of Fort Magruder and on the right. Conversely, the Federals talked only of their accomplishments on the Confederate left, where Union losses were less than a fourth those sustained by Early.27

Johnston, who in his report treated the battle at Williamsburg in five brief paragraphs, did not mention the fight on the left. He had praise for Magruder’s “forethought” in constructing the works there, and he commended two officers, McLaws and Longstreet, warmly. Longstreet wrote a casual, almost complacent report: “My part in the battle was comparatively simple and easy, that of placing the troops in proper positions at proper times.” He distributed compliments broadly. Early’s part in the battle was handled with reticence in the reports. Longstreet explained that when “a diversion,” as he styled Early’s attack, was made against the left, D. H. Hill was “ordered to watch it.” That was all he had to say of Early, except that he “was severely wounded through the body, while leading an impetuous assault on the enemy’s position.”28

While this language was considerate, the reports and subsequent publications showed a purpose on the part of both Early and Hill to disclaim responsibility for ordering the attack on the left. Early stated in his official account that D. H. Hill expressed a wish to capture the Federal battery with Early’s brigade, but first he “must see General Longstreet upon the subject.” In Hill’s report he stated that Early went to Longstreet, told of the battery in his front, and “asked leave to take it with his brigade.…” To that account Hill adhered, though he subsequently wrote that he never thought of the attack “without horror.” Longstreet, late in life, maintained that the charge was suggested by Hill to Johnston. Johnston’s recollection was that Early—not Hill—sent his request to Longstreet, who passed it on to the commanding general: “I authorized the attempt, but enjoined caution in it.”29

However this conflict of testimony may be resolved by present-day readers, contemporary opinion in the army seems to have acquitted D. H. Hill of blame and to have raised concerning the brigade commander no question save one of impetuosity. Beyond doubt, the absence of detailed critique was due in large part to the controversies over bloodier battles that soon were fought. Williamsburg dwindled, by comparison, to a small affair, a practice battle in which commanders learned what they should not do. Had there been an appraisal of those who had been most conspicuous in the largest action in Virginia after that of Manassas, the result would have been about as follows:

Joseph E. Johnston—intent on his major plan, contemptuous of mere loss of ground, disposed to leave the tactical direction of combat to subordinates.

James Longstreet—composed, almost “jolly” in battle, subjected as yet to no test of strategical ability, but tactically master of his position and able to retain a grip on his brigades.

Lafayette McLaws—undeniably able to handle at least a small force with skill and an accurate understanding of his mission.

R. H. Anderson—perhaps not altogether careful in reconnaissance, but steady and capable of handling more than one brigade with none of a beginner’s uncertainty; possibly a bit negligent in watching small details.

A. P. Hill—capable, hard-hitting, and skillful in control of his men; the most conspicuous brigadier, save Anderson, on the right.

D. H. Hill—ambitious; tenacious and wholly master of himself in battle; perhaps too much disposed to the offensive and too little conscious of the tactical limitations of new troops.

George E. Pickett—distinctly promising.

Cadmus M. Wilcox—definitely capable in brigade command.

J. A. Early—brave, ambitious to win renown, impetuous, and possibly reckless.

J. E. B. Stuart—cooperative and useful, even when his own troops were not engaged.

In addition to these general officers, Colonel Micah Jenkins of the Palmetto Sharpshooters had handled Anderson’s brigade and the artillery in Fort Magruder with a fiery zeal and a military judgment that won many plaudits. On the right, in an open field, a young captain of twenty-three, with gunners who had been drilling only three weeks, had commanded a battery with a gallant daring that made men ask his name. It was John Pelham. He and Jenkins were men worth watching.


4. ELTHAM INTRODUCES JOHN B. HOOD


Johnston could not be easy of mind while the danger remained of an attack on his flank or rear by a force that might land from the York. On the evening of the fourth he had ordered Magruder to resume the withdrawal toward Richmond. Smith had been started in the same direction at dawn on the fifth, the day of the rear guard action. By evening Magruder had reached Diascund Bridge. Smith camped that night at Barhamsville.

As Barhamsville was particularly vulnerable to attack from the river, Johnston reasoned that his wagon train would be exposed, and he ordered Smith to remain at the village until the column was closed by the arrival of the rear divisions. Word came on the afternoon of May 6 that Federal transports, under the protection of gunboats, had arrived, precisely as Johnston had anticipated they might, at the head of the York River and were landing troops below Eltham plantation, opposite Smith’s flank. Johnston prepared for the worst. Magruder’s troops were diverted, and Longstreet and D. H. Hill instructed to advance in support of Smith. By the morning of May 7 the entire army was concentrated around Barhamsville.30

Smith had refrained from contesting the debarkation of Federals because the heavy ordnance of the gunboats cast its shadow over the heads of the infantry. When the morning of the seventh brought no Federal advance, other than of skirmishers in woods that faced the Confederate lines, Smith changed his plan. He decided to advance the division of Brigadier General W. H. C. Whiting—the same Whiting whose official neck Johnston had saved the previous winter—to clear the woods and then, if practicable, to move up field artillery to where it could bombard the landing place and the transports.

Whiting easily drove the skirmishers back a mile and a half through the woods, between 10 o’clock and noon; but the gunnery officers reported the ships out of range. The Federal infantry meanwhile had taken shelter under a protecting bluff. With the loss of 48 of their own men, the capture of 46 prisoners, and the usual overestimate of Federal casualties, the Confederates returned in high satisfaction. Trivial as was this clash at Eltham’s compared with the struggle Johnston had anticipated, the steady, well-organized advance through the woods and the ease with which the enemy had been driven under the bluff confirmed Johnston’s high opinion of Gustavus Smith and of Whiting.31

The action, moreover, brought anew to the attention of Johnston the military qualifications of Colonel Wade Hampton. During the winter, Hampton had worked zealously to recruit and enlarge his command. He had won the professional respect and personal friendship of Johnston, who in January had given Hampton a provisional brigade. Now, after Hampton led his men successfully through Eltham Forest, Whiting had official praise for his “conspicuous gallantry.” Johnston wrote of his “high merit,” in the same bracket with Whiting’s, and asked his promotion.32

At Eltham a fourth man, previously little known, made his first bid for fame. John B. Hood, son of a Kentucky physician, had served in the 2nd United States Cavalry under Albert Sidney Johnston and R. E. Lee. As his sympathies had been wholly with the South, Hood had resigned in April 1861, gone to Montgomery to receive commission as a first lieutenant, and reported to General Lee in Richmond. Lee had assigned him to Magruder, who welcomed joyfully the young, well-trained trooper and put him in charge of the cavalry companies on the lower Peninsula. As the temporary Rupert of Prince John’s horse, Hood had one brush with the enemy before a colonel was sent to form the cavalry into a regiment.

Hood was not left long without like rank. He previously had decided that he would make Texas his home and accounted himself a citizen of the Lone Star State. This led the War Department, which could put its hand on few Texas officers so far away from home as Virginia, to select Hood to organize companies into the 4th Texas infantry. Hood had drilled these troops for some months at Richmond, and later had taken his regiment to northern Virginia to join a Texas brigade under ex-Senator Louis T. Wigfall.33

Just twenty-nine years of age, Hood stood six feet, two inches and had a powerful chest and a giant’s shoulders. His hair and beard were a light brown, almost blond; his penetrating, expressive, kindly eyes were blue. When he spoke it was with a booming, musical richness of tone. On his arrival at Manassas he looked “like a raw backwoodsman, dressed up in an ill-fitting uniform,” but physically he filled out rapidly and socially he learned fast. By the autumn of 1862 he was to be one of the most magnificent men in Confederate service. For the admiration of the lettered he might have stepped out of the pages of Malory; to the untutored boy in the ranks, Hood was what every hero-worshipping lad wished his big brother to be.

So quickly had Hood brought his regiment to high efficiency that, on the eve of the retreat from Manassas, he had been made brigadier general. On March 7 he had been assigned to the leadership of Wigfall’s Texas Brigade. That command, which then consisted of the 1st, 4th, and 5th Texas and the 18th Georgia, was a part of Whiting’s division and as such had no part in the action at Williamsburg; but now at Eltham’s Landing it showed its mettle.34

Hood saw, ere the advance began, that there was danger of confused firing in the woods, and determined not to permit his men to load their guns until they reached the Confederate cavalry picket. With Hood in the lead, they ran squarely into a heavy Federal skirmish line. “Forward into line,” he cried. “Load!” One coolheaded Union corporal picked out the figure of Hood and deliberately drew down his rifle on the general. A military career of high promise seemed at its end. At that instant a single shot was fired, but it was the Federal corporal, not Hood, who was killed. One strong-minded individualist of the 4th Texas, John Deal, had surreptitiously loaded his piece before starting and, by instant aim, saved Hood’s life. The general scarcely knew whether to bless his deliverer or reprimand him for violation of orders. Naturally, after this experience, Hood’s name was on many a lip.35

Thus, in a brief action, did Smith vindicate Johnston’s confidence in him, while Whiting and Hampton added to their reputation and Hood first held the gaze of admiring eyes. The aftermath was undramatic. Smith was content to continue his retreat as far as New Kent Court House. Johnston decided to send the entire army farther toward Richmond. “The want of provision,” he wrote General Lee, “and of any mode of obtaining it here… makes it impossible to wait.… The sight of the iron-clads makes me apprehensive for Richmond, too.…”36
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