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    Preface
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    “The past is never dead,” said novelist William Faulkner. “It’s not even past.”

    That’s certainly true along Pennsylvania’s Civil War Trails, seven itineraries that help travelers discover Civil War history for themselves throughout the state’s south-central portion. The routes pass down country roads that once reverberated with the hoofbeats of Confederate cavalry, through small towns that witnessed the march of armies, and to various museums and buildings that tell their own stories of the time when war came to Pennsylvania. Parts of the trails seem as though they’ve hardly changed at all, and travelers pass by many of the same barns, farmhouses, and fields that the Confederates under Gen. Robert E. Lee would have seen. Other portions have undeniably surrendered to the modern world, and it requires an effort of the imagination to block out the strip malls, gas stations, cars, and highways and imagine what things must have been like in 1863.

    The trails’ centerpiece is Gettysburg, the National Military Park in Adams County where a Union army under Maj. Gen. George Gordon Meade defeated Lee and his Army of Northern Virginia in July 1863. The three-day battle marked a definite turning point in the war, and ended Lee’s ambitious invasion of Pennsylvania. Yet Gettysburg provides only a portion of Pennsylvania’s Civil War history, one piece of the full story. Taken together, the communities along the Civil War trails create a rich mosaic. They tell the stories, not just of the fighting men who took up arms for the Union, but also of the civilians—men and women, white and black—who suddenly found war on their doorsteps.
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    Introduction

    The Stage Is Set

    Pennsylvania was indeed a keystone state for the Union cause. When the Civil War broke out with the bombardment of Fort Sumter in April 1861, the Federal army was woefully unprepared. It had a mere 16,000 men under arms. Many of those, including some of its finest officers, cast their allegiance with the South. President Abraham Lincoln quickly put out a call for 75,000 volunteer soldiers to serve for ninety days. That was the most the president could request without an act of Congress, and Congress was not in session.

    Even before the attack on Sumter, Pennsylvania Governor Andrew Gregg Curtin had taken steps to revitalize the state’s militia. Born in 1815 in Belle-fonte, Curtin attended law school at Dickinson College in Carlisle and appeared destined for great things. He was elected governor in 1860 as a Republican—the party of Lincoln, whose own election sparked the secession of Southern states—and he realized that war was inevitable. After meeting with the president in Washington four days before the Fort Sumter attack, Curtin hurried home and asked the legislature to take steps to strengthen the state’s military preparedness. When war did come, Pennsylvania sent the first units to defend the nation’s capital. Five companies of men left the Harrisburg train station on April 18, bound for Washington. They had no weapons and little training, but Lincoln greeted these “First Defenders” with a great sense of relief and sent them to guard the Capitol building. By the end of the war, Pennsylvania had contributed 215 regiments, independent batteries, emergency militia, and U.S. Colored Troops and provided for around 427,000 enlistments.
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    Pennsylvania governor Andrew Gregg Curtin was a staunch ally of President Abraham Lincoln. LIBRARY OF CONGRESS

    Although Pennsylvania contributed mightily to the war effort with men and supplies, by late spring 1863 the state had been largely untouched by the conflict. War had come close in September 1862 when armies clashed at the Battle of Antietam in nearby Sharpsburg, Maryland, and it had even briefly lapped over the border, when Confederate cavalry under Maj. Gen. J. E. B. “Jeb” Stuart raided as far north as Chambersburg that October. In the late spring of 1863, residents in the farmlands and small towns in Pennsylvania near the Mason-Dixon line had real cause for concern. It appeared that an enemy army was poised to invade their land.

    The threatening force was the Confederate Army of Northern Virginia, Gen. Robert E. Lee commanding. In May, Lee’s forces had handed the Union the latest in a long series of embarrassments at the Battle of Chancellorsville. The battle had started well for the Union. Maj. Gen. Joseph E. Hooker, commanding the Army of the Potomac, crossed the Rappahannack River and moved efficiently to threaten the Southern army’s flank and rear. Then Hooker, perhaps too aware of how often Lee had outfoxed the Union, apparently lost his nerve. Instead of continuing his offensive, he settled into a defensive position and waited for Lee to attack him.

    Lee was more than happy to oblige, even though he was outnumbered. In defiance of traditional military thinking, Lee divided his forces in the face of superior numbers, and sent Lt. Gen. Thomas J. “Stonewall” Jackson with 30,000 men on a circuitous, seventeen-mile march that brought him to the unsuspecting enemy’s right flank. There, as day faded into twilight, Jackson’s men fell on the Union’s XI Corps in a brilliant surprise attack that sent the Union right reeling. Had darkness not fallen, it could have been a complete rout. Instead, the attack turned into a tragedy for the South. Jackson rode forward in advance of his own lines to reconnoiter, and his own men shot him as he rode back. Mortally wounded, Stonewall Jackson died days later.
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    Gen. Robert E. Lee decided to bring the war north into Pennsylvania in 1863. LIBRARY OF CONGRESS

    Lee’s army won the field at Chancellorsville, but its losses were severe. With Jackson, Lee had lost his “right arm.” Worse yet, his already battered army suffered an additional 12,000 men killed, wounded, or captured. Lee threw the Union army back across the Rappahannack, but he gained no ground. Union forces still threatened the Confederate capital of Richmond. The Southern troops still needed food and forage for their horses, items in short supply in war-ravaged northern Virginia. After Chancellorsville, Lee saw that he had two options—either retire to Richmond and “stand a siege, which must ultimately have ended in surrender, or to invade Pennsylvania.”

    Heading north had other things in its favor. A successful campaign on the enemy’s soil might force the Union to consider peace, or persuade European powers to intercede on the Confederacy’s side. It might even force the Federals to divert forces from the western theater of operations and reduce pressure on the Mississippi city of Vicksburg, then being squeezed by the Union army under Maj. Gen. Ulysses S. Grant.

    Lee was not the kind of general who inclined to the defensive. He decided to head north to Pennsylvania.

    Lee first reorganized his army from two into three corps, plus a cavalry division. The I Corps remained under Lt. Gen. James Longstreet. Stolid and deliberate in battle, the general from Georgia was a dependable commander whom Lee referred to as his “old warhorse.” Longstreet’s I Corps had three divisions, under Maj. Gens. Lafayette McLaws, George E. Pickett, and John Bell Hood.

    Jackson had commanded Lee’s II Corps. To replace his “right arm,” Lee picked Lt. Gen. Richard S. Ewell, known as “Old Bald Head” for reasons obvious to anyone who sees his portrait. The eccentric Ewell was a peppery, blunt-spoken soldier with an admirable command of profanity. Brig. Gen. John B. Gordon said that Ewell “had in many respects the most unique personality I have ever known. He was a compound of anomalies, the oddest, most eccentric genius in the Confederate army.” Born in Washington, D.C., and raised in Virginia, Ewell had graduated from West Point in 1840, trained at Carlisle Barracks in Pennsylvania, and fought in Mexico. As an engineer, he had done survey work in southern Pennsylvania, experience that would prove helpful in the summer of 1863.
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    Lt. Gen. Richard S. Ewell replaced Stonewall Jackson as commander of Lee’s II Corps. LIBRARY OF CONGRESS

    Ewell lost a leg in August 1862 at the Battle of Groveton, the opening act in Second Manassas. When he returned to the Army of Northern Virginia to take command of the II Corps, he had a wooden leg and a new bride, a widow he had married three days before assuming his new command. He still referred to her as “Mrs. Brown.” According to rumors, he had promised her he would curb his profanity.

    Ewell’s three divisions were commanded by Maj. Gens. Jubal A. Early, Robert E. Rodes, and Edward “Allegheny” Johnson, also known as “Clubby” because of the stick he used as a cane following a wound he received in the Shenandoah Valley. Early was another of the South’s eccentrics, an abrasive and hard-drinking character who would continue to fight the Civil War on paper long after it ended on the battlefield. Ewell and his men would make themselves known, and occasionally notorious, throughout much of central Pennsylvania.

    Lee put his newly created III Corps in the hands of Maj. Gen. Ambrose Powell Hill, who had gained a reputation as a dependable fighter under Stonewall Jackson. Hill’s three divisions were commanded by Maj. Gens. Richard H. Anderson, Henry Heth, and William D. Pender.

    A vitally important part of Lee’s army was the cavalry division under the command of Maj. Gen. James Ewell Brown “Jeb” Stuart, one of the legendary fighting figures of the Civil War. Dashing, daring, and skillful, Stuart led a cavalry that could ride circles around the Union, sometimes literally. During the Peninsula Campaign outside Richmond, Stuart embarrassed the Federals and their commander, Maj. Gen. George B. McClellan, by taking his cavalry all the way around them. With his long beard, plumed hat, and cocky, confident air, Stuart created the very picture of a dashing Southern cavalier.

    The Virginia-born Stuart also had a long relationship with Robert E. Lee, who had been superintendent at West Point when Stuart entered the military school as a cadet in 1850. In 1859, when abolitionist John Brown made his raid on Harpers Ferry, Virginia, in a doomed attempt to spark a slave insurrection, Lee commanded the detachment of Marines who captured him. The man Lee sent forward to negotiate when Brown holed up in a fortified firehouse in Harpers Ferry was Stuart. He had just happened to be in Washington, trying to sell the army a saber grip he had developed, when the crisis arose, and he quickly volunteered to help Lee subdue Brown and his men.

    In spring 1863, Lee intended his invasion to be a huge foraging mission, and Pennsylvania farmers throughout the region would soon bemoan the loss of crops, horses, cows, and pretty much anything that wasn’t nailed down. But Lee did not want to spark widespread resentment against his army, so he forbade plundering and wanton destruction in his General Order No. 72. Not that Confederates didn’t take what they needed, but when they did pay, it was usually with useless Confederate money. “We shall get nearly a million dollars worth of horses and supplies of all kinds from Franklin County alone, and we have also invaded Fulton and Adams Counties, and shall levy on them in like manner,” noted Robert E. Lee’s mapmaker, Jedediah Hotchkiss. “We are supporting the army entirely on the enemy.”

    When Lee moved his army into Pennsylvania, it appeared that he would once again face Joseph Hooker and the Army of the Potomac, the force he had defeated at Chancellorsville. Hooker’s army, though, was roiled by in-fighting, probably because it had tasted more defeat than victory in its brief history.
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    Pennsylvanians grew to fear Confederate cavalry commander Maj. Gen. J. E. B. Stuart, who raided the state in 1862 and returned a year later for Lee’s Gettysburg campaign. MILITARY HISTORY INSTITUTE

    The first major battle between Union and Confederate armies had taken place in July 1861, when the Rebels sent the Federals under Brig. Gen. Irvin McDowell reeling back to Washington, D.C., after the first Battle of Manassas (also called Bull Run). President Abraham Lincoln responded by replacing McDowell with Philadelphia native George B. McClellan, “the Young Napoleon.” McClellan was as certain of his abilities as he was unwilling to commit his forces, and his reluctance to grapple with his foes continually frustrated the civilian authorities in Washington. He finally launched an ambitious effort to take the Confederate capital of Richmond, but Robert E. Lee’s superior generalship forced McClellan into retreat during the Seven Days’ Battles on the Peninsula in the spring of 1862.

    Lincoln next placed the Union’s eastern fortunes in the hands of Maj. Gen. John Pope, who was soundly whipped by Lee at Second Manassas (or Second Bull Run) in August 1862. It didn’t help that some Union officers were content to see Pope lose, provided that his defeat meant McClellan’s return. With no other options at hand, Lincoln reap-pointed McClellan to command a unified Army of the Potomac.

    Lee planned to take the war north and invade Maryland. In September 1862, the cautious McClellan was spurred into action after a Union soldier found a copy of Lee’s orders to his army wrapped around some cigars and dropped in a field. McClellan now knew Lee’s plans, and he made his move. The two armies crashed together on the banks of Antietam Creek near the town of Sharpsburg, Maryland, on September 17, 1862. The fighting was hot and furious. More than 23,000 soldiers fell that day, either dead or wounded. It was the bloodiest single day in American history.

    Although the fighting had been pretty much a draw, Lee withdrew his force back across the Potomac River and into Virginia. McClellan did not follow. Lincoln, frustrated by this general and his “case of the slows,” replaced him with Maj. Gen. Ambrose Burnside. The new commander was a big, strapping man with elaborate whiskers that gave birth to the word “sideburns,” but he was, by his own estimation, a poor general. He demonstrated the accuracy of his self-assessment at the Battle of Fredericksburg in December 1862, when he sent his soldiers on a hopeless attack against Lee, safely ensconced on the high ground behind the town.

    Burnside’s defeat meant a new commander for the Army of the Potomac. Joe Hooker was a competent commander, but a man whose own hubris—and skill at criticizing his superiors—widened the divisions among his officers. Hooker had done what he could to plant his knives in Burnside’s back. After Chancellorsville, the daggers were aimed squarely at his own. One officer, Maj. Gen. Darius N. Couch, was so disgusted with Hooker that he asked to be transferred. He ended up in Harrisburg as the commander of the Department of the Susquehanna, newly formed to defend central Pennsylvania.

    Lee began moving his army of about 75,000 men north in early June. His first target was a small force under Maj. Gen. Robert Milroy in Winchester, Virginia, at the northern end of the Shenandoah Valley. The Shenandoah, bounded by the long ridges of the Allegheny Mountains to the west and the Blue Ridge Mountains to the east, pointed like a broad avenue toward the heart of Pennsylvania, and it also provided a fine route toward Washington. As a result, the valley had long been an object of much attention from North and South.

    Milroy stubbornly remained in Winchester despite increasing pressure from Washington to withdraw. Finally, on June 13, soldiers in Early’s division attacked. Milroy attempted to retreat early on the morning of June 15, but the Confederates routed his forces, capturing 3,400 men and killing or wounding 1,000. The remainder fled, and it wasn’t long before the men and wagons of Milroy’s shattered command were streaming northward into Pennsylvania.

    Hooker began moving his army north to shadow Lee, always keeping it between the Confederates and Washington, D.C, but “Fighting Joe” lost his chance for a rematch. His missteps, strained relationships with his subordinates, and even more strained relationship with Henry Halleck, general-in-chief of the Union armies, finally forced his resignation.
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    Gen. George G. Meade accepted command of the Army of the Potomac with reluctance, only days before the clash at Gettysburg. LIBRARY OF CONGRESS

    Hooker’s replacement was one of his corps commanders, a no-nonsense Pennsylvanian named George Gordon Meade. Born in Cadiz, Spain, to American parents, Meade had grown up in Philadelphia and graduated from West Point in 1831. He fought bravely in Mexico and had proven himself a dependable and aggressive, if sometimes hot-tempered, commander on the field. Balding, beaky, and with big pouches under his eyes that gave him an air of melancholy, Meade was “a damned old goggle-eyed snapping turtle,” as one of his soldiers described him, but he was no prima donna. He had not sought command of the Army of the Potomac, but he nonetheless received his orders to take command early in the morning on June 28. He was still getting the feel for his army as it pursued Robert E. Lee into Pennsylvania. On June 30 he wrote his wife, “I am going straight at them, and will settle this thing once and for all.”
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    Franklin County

    The Invasion Begins

    Greencastle

    Zip along U.S. Route 11 just north of Greencastle, Pennsylvania, and you might miss the granite obelisk that stands alongside the road in front of a white farmhouse. Below the obelisk lie the remains of Corp. William Rihl, the first Union soldier killed in action in Pennsylvania. It was a distinction Rihl probably would have happily declined had he been given the chance.

    Rihl was a gardener in Philadelphia when he joined the 1st New York (Lincoln) Cavalry in 1861 to fight for the Union. Two years later, on June 22, 1863, Confederate cavalrymen under Brig. Gen. Albert Jenkins ambushed Rihl and other members of his unit here on a farm owned by the Fleming family. A Confederate bullet struck Rihl in the head and killed him instantly on the spot where the obelisk stands. He was only twenty.

    The Confederates buried Rihl in a shallow grave, but Greencastle residents dug him up for reburial in the town’s Lutheran cemetery. In 1886 they moved Rihl back to the place where he died and the state of Pennsylvania raised this obelisk to honor “an humble but brave defender of the Union.” Except for Route 11’s asphalt ribbon and the traffic that whooshes along it, things haven’t changed much here since Rihl had his date with destiny. The Fleming farm remains in the hands of Fleming descendents, and the tang of manure from the surrounding fields indicates the presence of farmland.
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    The Rihl Monument in Greencastle honors the first Union soldier killed in action above the Mason-Dixon line, Corp. William Rihl.

    Greencastle lies just a mile or so to the south. The Mason-Dixon line, the boundary between Pennsylvania and Maryland that once separated slaveholding territory from free soil, lies just a few miles beyond that. When the Civil War erupted in 1861, Greencastle was a quiet town of about 1,300 people, clustered around a central square called the Diamond. Greencastle’s a little bigger now, but the Diamond remains, although it’s now a traffic rotary. Just around the corner is the former McCullough’s Tavern, where George Washington supposedly breakfasted on October 13, 1794, as he headed west to deal with the Whiskey Rebellion. The building has since been converted into a laundromat, but if you peer through a hole in the fence between it and the adjoining pizza joint, you can spot some of the original log construction.

    The Whiskey Rebellion never reached Greencastle, and for a time residents didn’t think the Civil War would either. “The secessionists of Virginia will never get north of the Potomac,” the Reverend Edwin Emerson wrote to a friend eleven days after Confederate guns fired on Fort Sumter. Emerson was a pastor who had left Greencastle to teach at Troy University and later served as an emissary to England and France. He expressed his zeal for the Union by writing “Death to traitors” at the top of his letter.

    Emerson’s epistle is one of many in a box of Civil War correspondence at Greencastle’s Allison-Antrim Museum, a small history collection housed in a Civil War–era building. Its storage room is a small upstairs room, which is stuffed with boxes and lined with shelves of objects related to local history.
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      Incorporated in 1995, The Allison-Antrim Museum, 365 S. Ridge Ave., includes a number of Civil War relics. Its building was constructed in 1860 by local hardware store owner Alexander L. Irwin. The museum is open on the second Sunday of each month from 1 PM to 4 PM, and one Thursday each month from noon to 3 PM (717) 597-9010, www.greencastlemuseum.org. The Rihl Monument is north of Route 16 on Route 11.

    

    One box contains an entire collection of black-bordered Philadelphia Inquirer s that detail Lincoln’s assassination and funeral, and the hunt for “the dastard assassin.” A high beaver hat sits on a plastic head, near swords and walking sticks that sit cheek by jowl with movie posters and other bits and pieces of Greencastle’s past. “It boggles my mind that on a daily basis I can come in here and just handle history,” says Bonnie Shockey, the museum president, as she pulls down boxes filled with Civil War uniforms and other artifacts.

    Emerson wasn’t the only Greencastle resident who wished death to traitors. So did Tom Pawling. He owned the Antrim House, an inn that stood on the site of the current establishment of the same name on East Baltimore Street (although today’s building dates from 1904). Pawling was so pro-Union that in the spring of 1861 he brought his own hanging rope to a hearing for some warehouse arsonists suspected of Southern sympathies. Fortunately for the firebugs, their motivation had been robbery, not secession.

    Greencastle eventually had plenty of real secessionists to worry about. The first indications of their approach were the supply wagons of Milroy’s command, which reached Greencastle on June 15, 1863, after their panicky flight down the Shenandoah Valley following the rout at Winchester. Like the animals who flee in advance of the hunters, the wagons served as a warning. Later that evening, the advancemen for the Confederate army reached Greencastle.

    They belonged to a brigade of cavalry under the command of Brig. Gen. Albert Gallatin Jenkins. He had about 1,600 men and was serving under Brig. Gen. Robert E. Rodes, who commanded a division of Maj. Gen. Richard S. Ewell’s II Corps.

    Jenkins hailed from Virginia, but he had attended college in Pennsylvania and graduated from Harvard Law School. Jenkins had served in the U.S. Congress, and for a time he served in the Rebel Congress too, but left after receiving promotion to brigadier general. Soon after, he began taking a cavalry brigade on raids in Virginia and Ohio. He had short hair that retreated up his forehead, but the loss was more than compensated for by a great dark beard and mustache that spilled down his face and chest. The beard may have been similar to Jeb Stuart’s, but Jenkins was a somewhat timid commander who lacked Stuart’s flash and fire, although he did push further north into Pennsylvania than any other Confederate general.

    Jenkins’s stay in Greencastle was short, and he was soon on the road north to Chambersburg. Before long, rumors of Union soldiers sent him scurrying back again—just in time for his soldiers to ambush Corporal Rihl.

    Jenkins had been just the beginning. The real flood of Confederate gray reached Greencastle on June 22, when Rodes and his brigade arrived, followed by the men of the I Corps under Lt. Gen. James Longstreet.

    Private W. C. Ward of the 4th Alabama—which served in Brig. Gen. Evander Laws’s brigade in Longstreet’s corps—was in good spirits as he marched through Greencastle and heard the fifes and drums play “The Bonnie Blue Flag.” “We were a merry lot,” he remembered. “Entering the one long street of Greencastle, we found the people not at all afraid of us, as might have been expected.” One of Ward’s fellow soldiers snatched a new felt hat from the head of an older man and left his battered Confederate hat on the sidewalk in its place, one of many incidents of involuntary hat trading that occurred throughout Pennsylvania. “The old man seemed dazed,” Ward said. “Rubbing his hands through his thin hair he... was overheard to say, ‘I really believe that soldier has taken my hat.’” But the Rebels were after more than hats. In Greencastle, they demanded pistols, saddles, leather, lead, and food, typical of the demands they would make on towns throughout this portion of the state.

    Dolly Harris lived with her family on North Carlisle Street. A bank building now occupies the site, but the rest of the street is lined with neat and well maintained homes that stood here when the long lines of Confederates streamed past. The story as recounted in W. P. Conrad and Ted Alexander’s War Passed This Way is that as Maj. Gen. George Pickett’s division passed up North Carlisle Street, Dolly Harris stood in front of her house with an American flag pinned to her apron and waved it defiantly at the Confederate general. “Traitors, traitors, come and take this flag, the man of you, who dares,” she shouted. Instead of being offended, Pickett doffed his hat to the fervent Unionist and had his band strike up “Dixie.”

    The North celebrated Dolly Harris for her defiance, much as it had done for Barbara Fritchie when she allegedly flew the American flag in Fredericksburg, Maryland, during the Antietam campaign. Unlike Fritchie, Harris didn’t have John Greenleaf Whittier to celebrate her in verse, although a number of lesser poets tried their hands. Wrote one:

    She donned her apron, the “Flag of the Free,”

    And stood on the sidewalk defiantly,

    “Take this flag if you dare!” said she,

    Flaunting the emblem of Liberty;

    While twice ten thousand Southern men,

    There marching by our heroine then.

    A marker on the town’s Diamond recalls another incident that took place in Greencastle, after the last Confederate had filed past the Harris house. On July 2, Union cavalrymen under Capt. Ulric Dahlgren rode into town. “If a band of angels had come down, they would not have been more unexpected. I may probably add, not so welcome,” wrote one resident. “Their leader, the gallant Dahlgren, though a mere youth, had the entire confidence of his men and handled them with ease and skill.” Command ran in the family, for Ulric Dahlgren was the son of Rear Admiral John Dahlgren, and had chosen the cavalry as his route to glory.

    He found it, for a brief moment, in Greencastle. Enemy horsemen had been spotted heading toward town from the south, so Dahlgren set up an ambush in the Diamond and swiftly overwhelmed the Confederates. They turned out to be couriers with dispatches from Richmond for Robert E. Lee, informing the general that he could expect no help from the Confederate capital. Dahlgren delivered the papers to General Meade at Gettysburg, where they helped clarify the situation facing the Union army.

    Dahlgren went on to die an inglorious death. On a mission led by Brig. Gen. Judson Kilpatrick in February 1864, he attempted to raid Richmond and free Union prisoners held there. Dahlgren was killed and papers on his body revealed plans to assassinate high-ranking Confederates, President Jefferson Davis among them. Union denials were unconvincing, and Southerners denounced Dahlgren as an unprincipled barbarian.

    Mercersburg

    Mercersburg is about ten miles west of Greencastle on Route 16. The route is largely rural, with a few townships along the way. Occasionally you can spy log cabin homes with their alternating bands of dark logs and white plaster, mute witnesses to centuries of travelers who passed this way. The landscape of rolling farmland, with the dark, brooding presence of Tuscarora Mountain in the background, could almost be a vision from the 1860s.

    [image: ]

    James Buchanan, Pennsylvania native and fifteenth President of the United States, was born in Mercersburg. LIBRARY OF CONGRESS

    Mercersburg’s main street hasn’t changed all that much since the 1860s, but the town has lost its international reputation. “Mercersburg was well known,” says Tim Rockwell, a life-long resident, retired archeologist and former dean of students at Mercersburg Academy, a private boarding school. “In the nineteenth century, Mercersburg was often referred to as the Athens of south-central Pennsylvania.” It had a world-renowned theological seminary, which stood on the site now occupied by the Mercersburg Academy. Marshall College called Mercersburg home until it moved to Lancaster to become part of Franklin and Marshall College. “It really was a place of literature and music,” Rockwell says.

    Like so many other towns, its central square was called the Diamond. The fountain that once stood in the center has been moved (it now sits on someone’s lawn), but the street is still lined with handsome nineteenth-century buildings. A large brick building on the south side of the street below the Diamond is the former residence of Harriet Lane, the niece of Mercersburg’s most famous resident, President James Buchanan. Across the street stands the James Buchanan Inn, a restaurant in the building where the future president lived from 1796 until 1829. Just up the street, opposite the main square, is a new three-quarter-scale statue of Buchanan.

    Having James Buchanan as your native son is a mixed blessing. On the one hand, he was president of the United States. On the other, he wasn’t a very good one, regularly landing near the bottom of any ranking of our chief executives. Buchanan also has to stand in the shadow of his successor, a man from Illinois named Abraham Lincoln. Still, he’s a native son, and Mercersburg does what it can with him.
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