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			I am considered now such a monster that I hesitate to darken with my shadow the doors of those I love, lest I should bring upon them misfortune.

			—Robert E. Lee
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			One

			Men and boys, homesick and hungry in dirty snow, turned their winter bivouac into one great tent revival.

			Along the frozen Rapidan River, a religious revival swept the Army of Northern Virginia in winter camp in Orange County, Virginia, seventy-five miles northeast of Richmond and twenty-five miles west of Fredericksburg during a cold and dismal January, 1864. Nearly every brigade in Robert E. Lee’s army built rough-hewn chapels from logs and mud. At least fifteen thousand Confederates were newly baptized in at least forty tiny churches and wrote home about being “converted” to Southern Christendom.

			The religious fervor around him did not escape the general. Sunday, February 7, General Lee (West Point, ’29) issued a Sabbath proclamation as General Orders Number 15: The commanding general declared that “he has learned with great pleasure that in many brigades convenient houses of worship have been erected, and earnestly desires that every facility consistent with the requirements of discipline shall be afforded the men to assemble themselves together for the purpose of devotion.” Field inspections of the regiments by their officers were arranged to not interfere with chapel attendance.

			The previous day, General Lee’s weary mind turned to his crippled and ailing wife. “I am sorry to hear that you have been suffering,” he wrote to Mother Lee at her new Richmond home, known as The Mess. “I fear you took cold in your rides.” One week later, Robert Lee was overcome with winter loneliness and he wrote sadly to his wife, “The young men have no fondness for the society of the old general. He is too somber and heavy for them.”

			Not everyone was cold and grim beside a frozen river.

			Everyone loved twenty-three-year-old Sandie Pendleton, and Lieutenant Colonel Pendleton loved Major General Jeb Stuart of the Confederate cavalry corps and the dead Lieutenant General Thomas Jonathan Jackson of Second Corps. When “Stonewall” died of wounds at Chancellorsville last May, 1863, his corps adjutant general Sandie Pendleton dressed Stonewall’s one-armed body for burial in Lexington. In Second Corps, Sandie was proud to be known as Stonewall’s Man. Old Jack would have liked that.

			From Robert Lee’s fifty-seventh birthday on January 19 through February 3, 1864, newlyweds Sandie Pendleton (Washington College; Lexington, VA, ’57) and Kate Corbin Pendleton honeymooned in hungry Richmond. Then Sandie joined the staff of Lieutenant General Richard “Baldy” Ewell (West Point, ’40) who had inherited the dead Stonewall Jackson’s beloved Second Corps of the Army of Northern Virginia. Kate returned alone to the Moss Neck Plantation.

			The long winter, which followed a disappointing summer and fall after Gettysburg, took its toll upon Robert Lee’s spirits and upon his health. At fifty-seven, he felt old and weary.

			General Lee’s defeat on the blood-soaked green and rocky hillsides at Gettysburg ate at his military soul when his battered army retreated back to Virginia. His self-doubt gnawed at his failing heart for a month, from his July 5, 1863, retreat until August 8. What a relief when he decided what his duty demanded: that he resign from his command of the Army of Northern Virginia.

			With dip pen and inkwell, he carefully composed a letter to President Jefferson Davis:

			The general remedy for the want of success in a military commander is his removal . . . I have been prompted by these reflections more than once since my return from Pennsylvania to propose to Your Excellency the propriety of selecting another commander for this army . . . I sensibly feel the growing failure of my bodily strength. I have not yet recovered from the attack I experienced this past spring. I am becoming more and more incapable of exertion, and am thus prevented from making the personal examinations and giving the personal supervision to the operations in the field which I feel necessary. Everything, therefore, points to the advantages to be derived from a new commander . . . A younger and abler man than myself can readily be attained.

			Jefferson Davis had few friends after living fifty-five years. His way was to be chilly, reserved, and somber. Old Sam Houston who invented Texas meant it when he said of Davis, “One drop of Jeff Davis’s blood would freeze a frog.” Due to serious aches and pains, Davis suffered from chronic insomnia, and he was a familiar sight on Richmond streets in the middle of the night on the back of Kentucky, who would carry him for lonely hours. But when it came to Robert Lee, President Davis had trust absolute and even affection.

			Four days after sending his letter of resignation, General Lee received his president’s comforting response:

			Suppose, my dear friend that I were to admit, with all their implications, the points which you present, where am I to find that new commander who is to possess the greater ability which you believe to be required? . . . To ask me to substitute you by some one in my judgment more fit to command, or who would possess more of the confidence of the army . . . is to demand an impossibility.

			With his president’s unconditional confidence, Robert Lee returned to business. On August 17, five days after the president’s kind letter, General Lee wrote to Davis to complain about desertions from his army still recovering from the Gettysburg slaughter:

			The number of desertions from this army is so great and still continues to such an extent that, unless some cessation of them can be caused, I fear success in the field will be seriously endangered. Nothing will remedy this great evil which so much endangers our cause except the rigid enforcement of the death penalty in the future in cases of conviction.

			One week later, the general returned to his daily battle with Richmond to secure provisions for his hungry and barefoot divisions and their weakening animals.

			“Nothing prevents my advancing now but for the fear of killing our artillery horses,” Lee wrote to the president. “Some days, we get a pound of corn per horse and some days more, some days none. Our limit is five pounds per day per horse. You can judge of our prospects.”

			By early October, Lee wrote to General Alexander Lawton, the Confederacy’s quartermaster general, that “The want of the supplies of shoes, clothing, overcoats, and blankets is very great.”

			Ten days later, the weary general had to vent his frustration to Mother Lee, writing that “Thousands were barefooted, thousands with fragments of shoes, and all without overcoats, blankets or warm clothing.”

			Robert Lee’s failing heart did not help matters during the second half of 1863. His first attack of angina pain struck a month before the Chancellorsville victory last May. From April 6 to April 16, he managed his army from the back of an ambulance wagon. His second attack came the month after Gettysburg.

			Depressed with his health, he wrote to Mother Lee on September 4 that “An attack of rheumatism in my back has given me great pain and anxiety. If I cannot get relief, I do not see what is to become of me.”

			Sixteen days later, angina chest and back pain again confined the general to an ambulance from September 20 until October 10. Yet another heart seizure put him down from October 31 through November 5.

			By December 2, 1863, Robert Lee confided to one of his principal aides at winter camp, Lieutenant Colonel Charles Marshall: “I am too old to command this army.”

			But the old man’s congestive heart disease was nothing when compared to a heart which was broken.

			He dearly loved his son Rooney’s fragile wife, Charlotte. Rooney and Charlotte had known each other as children and were distant cousins on the Lee side. Charlotte Wickham married Rooney in March, 1859, when Rooney was twenty-one and she was eighteen.

			To General Lee, Charlotte was like another daughter. “Summer returns when I see you,” he had written to her in June of ’62.

			Rooney and Charlotte buried two babies, one being Robert E. Lee III. She never recovered from those devastating losses and from Rooney becoming a prisoner of war the past June, just before Gettysburg. Only two months ago, so desperate was Charlotte’s health that General Lee’s eldest son, Custis, thirty-one, had offered the Federal authorities to take his brother Rooney’s place in prison for forty-eight hours over Christmas so Rooney could be at Charlotte’s deathbed. But the Yankees refused the exchange of prisoners of war.

			Rooney had been first imprisoned at Fort Monroe, Virginia, on Chesapeake Bay. General Lee helped build it and son Custis was born there in September, 1832, when his father served the army Corps of Engineers.

			Having been summoned to Richmond for a war council, General Lee could have enjoyed a warm Christmas with his wife and daughters. But he could not be comfortable when his beloved army was cold and hungry. He returned to winter camp at Orange Courthouse by Christmas Day to share their discomfort.

			Wasted by grief and tuberculosis, Charlotte died on Christmas Day, 1863. She was buried beside her babies at Shockoe Hill Cemetery in Richmond. General Lee wrote to Mother Lee on Christmas Day, “I feel for her all the love I bear Fitzhugh . . . I loved them as one person.” Fitzhugh was most often called Rooney to distinguish him from his first cousin, Major General Fitzhugh Lee. And two days later, the stricken father again wrote to Mother Lee: “Thus dear Mary is link by link of the strong chain broken that binds us to earth . . . I grieve for our lost darling as a father can only grieve for a daughter. I loved her with a father’s love.”

			As icy February, 1864, dragged on under gray skies, neither last year’s heart attacks nor December’s heartbreak diverted General Lee’s attention from the gripping crisis of filling the army’s ranks. On February 15, he wrote to War Secretary James Seddon to request permission to send officers to the hospitals in Virginia, Georgia, and both Carolinas, to search for sick and wounded men who were strong enough to rejoin their regiments. The malingerers had to be rounded up before the spring campaigns.

			During that mid-February, Sandie Pendleton managed a furlough from Baldy Ewell’s side for a few days with Kate at Moss Neck. When Sandie returned to Second Corps, he left his son growing inside his Katinka. From February 22 to 29, General Lee went to Richmond for consultations with President Davis. Upon his return, the men and boys beside the river welcomed General Lee’s daily rides through camp aboard his warhorse, Traveller. Most often, his shivering soldiers simply uncovered their heads and stood in reverent silence when their “Uncle Robert” passed.

			The winter order of the day was hunger. Only the lice were more common than hunger pangs. The daily ration per man in the Army of Northern Virginia was cut to four ounces of salted pork and one pint of cornmeal. The animals’ rations were cut from ten pounds of corn and ten of hay to five pounds of corn and no forage at all. The horses which hauled the cannon, the wagons, and the bloodstained ambulances munched on tree bark and wastepaper. Half of Jeb Stuart’s cavalry horses which dragged the artillery died of starvation. Faring no better than his thin troops, General Lee’s dinner was usually nothing more than cabbage boiled in salt water. And the boisterous, young Jeb Stuart (West Point, ’54) lost more than his vital horses: The hard winter and an outbreak of smallpox killed his devoted and legendary banjo picker, Sam Sweeney.

			With James Longstreet’s large First Corps still stationed in Tennessee, the army counted only 35,000 men in winter camp. It would number only 54,344 by late April. General Richard Ewell’s Second Corps camped at Verdiersville, and A. P. Hill’s Third Corps camped at Orange Courthouse. Jeb Stuart’s cavalry mustered between 8,000 and 9,700 troopers on horses made of skin and bone.

			The manpower crisis gripped the entire Confederacy. On February 17, President Jefferson Davis signed a new conscription law which lowered the minimum draft age from eighteen to seventeen, and raised the upper age limit on conscription from forty-five to fifty-five years. The whole Confederacy was down to only 126,000 draftable white men. Meanwhile, President Lincoln raised another 700,000 men to dress in Yankee blue.

			What men and officers General Lee mustered beside the Rapidan were a shadow of the magnificent legion of the preceding year. Stonewall Jackson and dozens of other generals were dead, along with the thousands buried in unmarked graves beside Antietam Creek, the heights of Fredericksburg, the jungle around Chancellorsville, and the rocky green slopes at Gettysburg.

			With the approach of spring, “Baldy” Ewell had only one leg with which to fill Stonewall’s boots. And “Little Powell” Hill (West Point, ’47) barely had the strength to command himself, let alone Third Corps. By March, Lieutenant General Hill’s venereal disease had devastated him. His chronic prostatitis was crippling. He now suffered from rampant infection, kidney failure, and painful inability to urinate. The fragile Little Powell had to relinquish command altogether for a few weeks in March, and riding his gray charger, Champ, would be all but impossible throughout April.

			March 10, General Lee returned to Richmond to plan the spring offensive with Jefferson Davis. James “Old Pete” Longstreet (West Point, ’42) came east from Tennessee to join in half of the meetings.

			The same day that Lee left for Richmond, Federal Major General George Meade (West Point, ’35) received company at his winter headquarters at Brandy Station on the north side of the Rapidan: Hiram Ulysses Grant had arrived in Virginia. An error in Grant’s nomination to West Point misspelled his name as Ulysses S. Grant. He liked and kept his new name.

			Fresh from his Federal victories in the west at Vicksburg, Mississippi, and Chattanooga, Tennessee, General Grant (West Point, ’43) was finally the man for whom Mr. Lincoln had searched for thirty bloody months. After Federal Generals Irwin McDowell, George McClellan, John Pope, then McClellan again, Ambrose Burnside, “Fighting Joe” Hooker, and then George Gordon Meade, had all failed to destroy Robert E. Lee, President Lincoln and his Congress called for Grant. The prayerful Congress in Washington reinvented the rank of lieutenant general to bestow upon Ulysses S. Grant, like Moses anointing Aaron.

			Although the Confederacy had always used the rank of lieutenant general for corps commanders, the Federals retained major general as their highest field rank. Congress re-created the rank in March, 1864, specifically for Grant, and confirmed him as Yankee general-in-chief. The last time that rank was awarded by the US Congress was upon George Washington. General-in-Chief Winfield Scott had been nominated for the rank but was never confirmed by Congress. Now Lieutenant General Grant would command all Federal armies in the field. He elected to retain Major General Meade as commander of the Army of the Potomac, camped opposite General Lee. But history would remember that army as General Grant’s.

			The Army of the Potomac under Meade’s immediate command (on paper, anyway) was reorganized into three corps of infantry and one cavalry corps. The blue cavalry was commanded by General Phil Sheridan, who had graduated from West Point in 1853, one year behind Jeb Stuart. Sheridan would have graduated with the class of ’52 had he not been suspended for one year for attacking a fellow cadet with a bayonet.

			Though a ferocious fighter, Lieutenant General Grant was short, chomped an ever-present cigar, and had a remarkable voice. Those who knew him never forgot his strangely soft, almost lilting voice which always rang crystal clear, as if he had studied speech or opera.

			Lieutenant Generals Grant and James Longstreet were friends for almost a lifetime. They had been close friends at West Point, where Cadet Grant had been one year behind Old Pete. After the Point, when both young officers were stationed at Jefferson Barracks, St. Louis, Longstreet had introduced Grant to Longstreet’s cousin, Julia Dent, who became Mrs. Grant. Julia was related to Longstreet’s mother, Mary Dent Longstreet. Old Pete knew his Federal kinsman well, and he warned his comrades in gray when Mr. Lincoln sent Grant to do battle with Lee: “We must make up our minds to get into line of battle and to stay there; for that man will fight us every day and every hour till the end of this war.”

		

	
		
			Two

			General Grant’s detachment to the Army of the Potomac was not the only homecoming noted by General Lee in March, 1864. On February 25, the Yankees finally issued a parole for William Henry Fitzhugh Lee (Harvard dropout, ’57), known to friends as Rooney. The general’s widower son returned from Federal prison to Richmond on March 14. Rooney’s wife was three months dead, but his battlefield wounds were healed, and he rejoined Jeb’s cavalry along with his first cousin, Major General Fitzhugh Lee (West Point, ’56), the son of the Old Man’s brother, Captain Sidney Smith Lee, CSN.

			As Rooney made his way home and U. S. Grant unpacked at George Meade’s winter headquarters, Mother Lee and the girls busied themselves, furiously knitting socks for the barefoot Army of Northern Virginia. On March 18, General Lee wrote to his wife, thanking her for the shipment of 103 pairs of socks, which the Old Man had sent over to the Stonewall Brigade, Old Jack’s first command. Quite pleased with Mrs. Lee’s skill at knitting double-heels on her socks, the weary father asked his wife, “Can you not teach Mildred that stitch?” Another 43 pairs of socks for the Stonewall Brigade arrived within days from The Mess on Franklin Street. On March 24, General Lee thanked Mother Lee for still another set of 17 pairs, which left only 300 men barefoot in the Stonewall Brigade. Letters from the Rapidan front on March 30, April 9, and May 2 acknowledged 392 pairs of socks made by the crippled fingers of Mother Lee and daughters Mary Custis, Agnes, and Mildred.

			On Saturday, March 26, Lieutenant General Grant formally became general-in-chief, attached to Major General Meade’s headquarters. Ten days later, General Lee, perhaps aware of Grant’s presence across the Rapidan at Brandy Station, warned Jefferson Davis that “All the information I receive tends to show that the great effort of the enemy in this campaign will be made in Virginia.” Two days later, April 7, he confided to Cousin Margaret Stuart that “A soldier’s heart, you know, is divided between love and glory.” And two days after that note, Robert Lee’s heart felt the remnants of his earlier heart seizures again tighten his sore chest. He confided by letter to son Custis on April 9: “I feel a marked change in my strength since my attack last spring at Fredericksburg, and am less competent for my duty than ever.” But even with the angina, the black eyes still glowed with fervor when he wrote to Mother Lee on the same day, saying, “I want for nothing but independence for our distracted country.”

			With his chest in pain and his army still hungry and barefoot, Robert Lee prepared for the coming spring offensive by the Federals. On April 11, General Longstreet, camped at Bristol, Tennessee, was ordered to come back to Virginia with First Corps. Old Pete reached Charlottesville by April 14.

			While First Corps and Old Pete tramped eastward toward Virginia, General Lee again begged Richmond for food to prevent starvation before doing battle with Grant. “My anxiety on the subject of provisions for the army is so great,” he wrote on April 12, “that I cannot refrain from expressing it. I cannot see how we can operate with our present supplies.” And, he warned, “We have rations for the troops today and tomorrow.”

			Longstreet’s First Corps trickled back to Virginia due to the South’s poor railroads. The vital Virginia Central Railroad had but eight engines to haul First Corps back at the rate of only 1,500 men per day. When the Yankees destroyed miles of rails, the Confederates had to pirate rail from one line to lay it on another for repairs.

			By April 16, General Lee’s field intelligence predicted that Generals Grant and Meade would attack by crossing the Rapidan with simultaneous Yankee assaults into the Shenandoah Valley and at Drewry’s Bluff on the James River. The same day, General Lee advised President Davis that “I am not yet able to call to me the cavalry or artillery. If I am obliged to retire from this line, either by a flank movement or the want of supplies, great injury will befall us.” On Tuesday, April 19, General Lee wrote to his president: “We have now but one thing to do: to establish our independence. We have no time for anything else.” When he wrote to his president, General Lee believed that his 64,000 men faced 75,000 Federals. He did not yet know that the Yankee force numbered 119,000.

			On April 23, Rooney Lee was promoted to the rank of major general, befitting a division commander of Rebel cavalry. The next day, his father warned him, “If defeated, nothing will be left for us to live for.” While the two great armies stirred from their long winter encampment with the coming of Virginia spring, General Grant perhaps felt the sudden weight of command upon his shoulders. April 27 was his forty-second birthday. “Getting old, am I not?” he wrote to wife Julia. The coming spring offensive fell with equal or greater weight upon Robert Lee across the Rapidan. “You must sometimes cast your thoughts on the Army of Northern Virginia and never forget it in your prayers,” he wrote the day after Grant’s birthday, to cousin Margaret Stuart. “It is preparing for a great struggle,” he added.

			First Corps returned to the Virginia front on the eve of the predicted Great Struggle.

			On Friday, April 29, Robert Lee rode over to Gordonsville for a formal review of the returned First Corps of the Army of Northern Virginia. The thin and hard infantrymen had not seen their Uncle Robert since September. Ten thousand voices shouted hysterically and thousands of battered hats were tossed into the air at the sight of the stately general with the whitening beard. Regiment after regiment broke ranks to crowd around General Lee and to lay hands upon the gray sides of Traveller. A Rebel band blared out “Hail to the Chief” as tears streamed down the ruddy cheeks of First Corps’ “Marse Robert.” A Yankee band had played the same tune nine months earlier when George Gordon Meade looked down the hill at the bloodied heap which had been Pickett’s Charge.

			The proud Lieutenant General James Longstreet beamed as his hearty divisions trooped their colors for the commanding general. It was good to feel Virginia earth underfoot once again.

			The day after First Corps returned to the army, Jefferson Davis’s five-year-old son, Joseph, went climbing on a construction scaffold erected for repairs to the presidential mansion in Richmond. When Joseph slipped, he was dead by the second bounce. His mother, First Lady Varina, was seven months pregnant when she saw her dead child on the ground. The little boy would be buried in Hollywood Cemetery, where three of General Longstreet’s children were buried within days of each other twenty-seven months earlier.

			But life went on. The day after little Joseph Davis died in Richmond, the sickly A. P. Hill and his Dolly baptized their five-month-old daughter, Lucy, at Third Corps’ winter camp at Orange Courthouse. Robert Lee stood beside the proud parents and the commanding general held the infant as her godfather. Both Little Powell and Old Pete Longstreet had bestowed upon General Lee the highest honor they could: the names of their newest children, Lucy Lee Hill and Robert Lee Longstreet.

			The day after Lucy Hill’s baptism, Robert Lee climbed to his observation post atop Clark’s Mountain for the last time on May 2. The 1,100-foot-high ridge overlooked twenty Virginia counties and the melted Rapidan waters. Across the river were 102,000 Federals with 4,300 wagons of supplies. On this last lookout, General Lee had brought with him all three corps commanders, Longstreet, Hill, and Ewell, and at least eight division commanders. Rising clouds of dust from the visible Yankee encampment convinced General Lee that Grant and Meade were about to launch the spring assault upon Richmond by crossing the Rapidan at Ely’s or Germanna Fords.

			When the Federals crossed the Rapidan, General Lee had only half their number with which to stop them. The Confederates had First Corps with 10,000 men at Gordonsville, forty-two miles away. Baldy Ewell’s Second Corps with 17,000 was thirty miles away at Verdiersville, and A. P. Hill’s 22,000 men in Third Corps were nearby at Orange.

			The springtime air was charged with the impending clash of two mighty armies. There was no doubt in Washington or in Richmond that the coming onslaught would be the death struggle of one or the other. With a massive engagement perhaps only hours away, Robert Lee climbed down from Clark’s Mountain and jotted off a note to Mother Lee. He wrote her to send him a new set of suspenders for his trousers.

			May 3, Lieutenant General Grant held a final staff meeting in the evening at Culpepper, A. P. Hill’s hometown. Powell’s brother, Baptist Hill, still had a home there.

			After Grant’s conference with his generals in blue, the mighty Army of the Potomac prepared to cross the Rapidan to do battle with Robert Lee. Grant had to race the Confederates through the jungle of thickets on the Rebel side of the river. General Lee had to stop the Yankees in the tangled mess before Grant could break out into open ground to maneuver his two-to-one, numerically superior force.

			The gloomy target of both armies was known in Virginia as the Wilderness.

			By ten p.m. on the night of May 3, the Federal 50th New York Engineer regiment was on station at Germanna Ford on the banks of the Rapidan. By three in the morning, Yankee cavalry had secured the Germanna beachhead. Within one hour, the engineers began construction of two pontoon bridges, which were finished by five-thirty in the morning. During the next twelve hours, two blue infantry corps totaling fifty thousand men crossed the river. The spring campaign had begun. General Grant crossed the river at noon. Another Federal corps crossed at Ely’s Ford with Ambrose Burnside’s independent IX Corps crossing the next morning, May 5, at Germanna.

			Confederate scouts atop Clark’s Mountain reported the Federals on the march within two hours of the Federal engineers’ arrival at Germanna Ford. General Lee immediately issued orders for his Second and Third Corps to march eastward in pursuit of the Army of the Potomac. Longstreet’s First Corps was ordered to march toward the Wilderness from Gordonsville for Todd’s Tavern, a nothing crossroads four and a half miles southeast of Chancellorsville. First Corps was still one division short, since George Pickett’s bloodied division remained behind to man the defenses around Richmond as the capital’s home guard.

			The mighty host in blue rumbled toward Richmond. Just the wagon train of supplies to feed and to arm the Federals was sixty-five miles long. As the blue divisions churned up clouds of dust with their 200,000 boots on the morning of May 4, twenty-eight-year-old Micah Jenkins was troubled by a dream. The young brigadier general from the gray First Corps spoke softly about his fitful night to his friend, Colonel Asbury Coward. General Jenkins saw his whole short life laid out like a photograph album in his dream. But the lifeline went completely blank after the coming battle with the marching Federals. This troubled the brigadier, who had distinguished himself in every battle under General Longstreet’s admiring eye.

			It was no wonder that nightmares haunted the sleep of Brigadier General Jenkins. Since Chancellorsville last May, of twenty-eight brigades, only eleven brigadier generals remained with their brigades by April, 1864. The rest were promoted or transferred and five were dead with three more wounded.

			Like two blind giants, the blue and gray armies stumbled toward their rendezvous inside the Wilderness. The Federals rolled southward, and Lee’s divisions marched eastward to head them off. By nine-thirty on the morning of May 4, Winfield Hancock’s blue II Corps had reached the old battlefield at Chancellorsville. His weary bluecoats were appalled to find Federal bones, skulls, and rotting limbs sticking out of shallow graves. Wind and rain had eroded the mass graves from the May, 1863 debacle when Stonewall Jackson had rolled up the Army of the Potomac.

			South of the Rapidan, two narrow highways ran east and west: the Orange Turnpike and the Orange Plank Road. The Army of Northern Virginia clogged both roads in its eastward push. Jeb Stuart and the gray cavalry broke camp, which he cheerfully called “the Wigwam,” near Orange Courthouse and followed the Orange Plank Road toward the Wilderness this Wednesday, May 4. They scouted the Federal position and joined Powell Hill’s Third Corps.

			The gray and butternut-brown army marching eastward faced difficult odds. General Lee could quickly muster only 28,000 infantry, some 8,400 cavalry, and 4,000 artillerymen. Another 20,000 men were either detached to Richmond or were with First Corps, well up the road at Gordonsville. General Lee led only three full divisions and parts of two others against Grant and Meade’s 122,000 well-fed and well-clothed infantry, cavalry, and artillery. If the Yankees turned to fight, they could form a battle line two men deep and thirty miles long. General Lee’s army would only stretch across a sixteen-mile front.

			But Robert Lee had worries even bigger than manpower. As with every new campaign, he had many men with new field promotions who had not been tested in battle with the increased responsibility. Longstreet’s First Corps had two of three divisions under newly promoted major generals: South Carolina lawyer Joe Kershaw, forty-two, and Charles Field (West Point, ’49). Kershaw’s division (formerly McLaws’s division) had three new brigadiers, while Field’s division (formerly Hood’s) had two new brigadiers. Second Corps had three veteran division commanders, but four new brigade commanders. In Hill’s Third Corps, Cadmus Wilcox (West Point, ’45, and a groomsman at the 1848 wedding of U. S. Grant) was the newly minted commander of the dead Dorsey Pender’s division, which had five new brigadiers. To General Lee’s weary mind and painful heart, he carried too many newly promoted officers eastward to meet Grant and Meade.

			A. P. Hill had received his marching orders by eleven in the morning this May 4. Third Corps would walk toward Verdiersville, eleven miles eastward from Orange Courthouse along the Orange Plank Road. Richard “Old Bald Head” Ewell’s Second Corps followed the parallel Orange Turnpike, bound for camp at Locust Grove. Hill marched with two of his three divisions. General Richard “Dick” Anderson’s division remained behind at Orange to guard the supply wagons. Their objective in the Wilderness was some twenty-five miles toward the northeast. Hill’s marching divisions jammed the road with 14,500 men. Baldy Ewell marched with 13,500 troops. General Lee left Orange about noon to ride with Third Corps.

			It was always the Old Man’s way to ride close to the corps commander about whom he worried the most should the crunch come in a hail of musketry. So General Lee rode with Little Powell, whose gaunt face grimaced with each step of his warhorse, Champ.

			Robert Lee with Third Corps planned to allow Grant and Meade to cross the Rapidan unmolested. Once First Corps arrived from Gordonsville, Lee would trap the Federals inside the prickly Wilderness, where the Yankees could not wield their horse-drawn cannon in the thick brambles and scrub trees.

			Old Pete left Gordonsville at four in the afternoon with ten thousand men marching hard, forty miles southwest of Parker’s Store, a widening in the dirt road. By late afternoon, Third Corps with Hill and General Lee were at Verdiersville, halfway between Orange Courthouse and Chancellorsville. Ewell’s Second Corps had reached Locust Grove, six miles northeast of Lee’s position.

			Throughout May 4, the continent’s two greatest armies converged on the Wilderness. At six o’clock in the evening, Lieutenant General Grant issued marching orders for May 5: The blue II Corps of General Winfield Hancock (West Point, ’44) would march from Chancellorsville southwest, to Shady Grove Church; V Corps of General Gouverneur Warren (West Point, ’50) would march from Wilderness Tavern southwest to Parker’s Store; and “Uncle John” Sedgwick’s (West Point, ’37) blue VI Corps would tramp from Germanna Ford to Wilderness Tavern. Ambrose Burnside’s IX Corps would stay behind to defend the ford.

			General Lee also issued orders late on May 4. General Ewell’s Second Corps would strike the Federals if they appeared to be moving down the Rapidan toward Fredericksburg. When General Longstreet sent word to Lee that First Corps should arrive at Verdiersville by noon on May 5, General Lee planned to destroy Grant inside the Wilderness maze on May 5 after Longstreet’s timely arrival. At ten o’clock on the night of May 4, General Lee sent Baldy Ewell orders to delay attacking the mighty blue army until Longstreet’s First Corps was on the field. Lee would wait to fight until Old Pete came up—just as he had paced and waited for Longstreet at Gettysburg. The one-legged Ewell now had two sets of conflicting orders from his commanding general.

			By first light on May 5, the Federals had marched into the overwhelming gloom of the Virginia Wilderness. General Warren’s V Corps of bluecoats headed down the Brock Road already made famous by Stonewall Jackson’s outrageous flank march around Fighting Joe Hooker one year and three days earlier, during the Battle of Chancellorsville. The gray-clad Third Corps entered the Wilderness from the west at five in the morning by way of the Orange Plank Road. Jeb Stuart’s cavalry led Powell Hill’s corps. Baldy Ewell’s Second Corps continued into the jungle along the Orange Turnpike. Near Verdiersville, General Lee remained at his field headquarters, awaiting Longstreet’s First Corps, due any minute.

			By seven-thirty on this Thursday morning, General Grant ordered Major General Meade as titular commander of the Army of the Potomac to strike the Rebel Second Corps, sighted along the turnpike. The pickets of Ewell’s gray corps were spotted only three-quarters of a mile from the blue division of General Charles Griffin (West Point, ’47).

			Within half an hour of the gray advance pickets taking a few potshots at the Yankee pickets, Baldy Ewell nervously sent his son-in-law, Major Campbell Brown, off to General Lee to request clarification of Lee’s earlier, wait-for-Longstreet orders. Lee repeated to Major Brown his order that Second Corps was not to get into a firefight until at least Hill’s Third Corps could close the three-mile distance separating the two Confederate corps, filling the two parallel highways through the Wilderness. This conflicted with the first set of instructions Ewell had received from Lee the night before.

			By ten o’clock in the morning, Lieutenant General Grant conferred with George Gordon Meade at the intersection of the Orange Turnpike (on which Ewell advanced from the west) and the Germanna Ford Road. Grant ordered Griffin’s blue division to strike Ewell immediately, supported by John Sedgwick’s entire VI Corps. In the cool Virginia morning, “Old Snapping Turtle” Meade reached over to button up General Grant’s blue greatcoat like a doting grandfather.

			Still uncertain about what to do with the blue horde massing a mile down the road, Lieutenant General Ewell at eleven a.m. sent his trusted, youthful chief of staff, Sandie Pendleton, to General Lee. The father-to-be found General Lee repeating his warning to avoid a major confrontation inside the suffocating Wilderness. General Lee told Sandie to have Richard Ewell withdraw from an assault by Grant.

		

	
		
			Three

			Baldy Ewell’s indecision was resolved at noon when three Federal divisions slammed into Ewell’s Second Corps. Because he’d lost a leg at Bull Run, Ewell sat strapped to his saddle on his gray horse, Rifle.

			While General Lee, Jeb Stuart, and Powell Hill rode into the Wilderness, Ewell was no closer than two miles from A. P. Hill’s reinforcements. The thick Wilderness restricted visibility to less than twenty yards, and the two miles of thickets between Second and Third Corps might just as well have been twenty miles. Ewell’s seven brigades fought for their lives against 25,000 screaming Federals. The wild fighting quickly cost Confederate Brigadier General John Marshall Jones, forty-three, his life. Jones (West Point, ’41) was two years ahead of Lieutenant General Grant at the Point. General Jones’s nickname at the Point was simply “Rum.”

			By one p.m., Robert Lee found himself in the middle of his worst nightmare: His army was cut into three independent commands, two of which were suddenly fighting hard. Ewell’s Second Corps fought desperately to the north at a bloody meadow called Saunders Field, along the turnpike, while Hill’s Third Corps was jumped by bluecoats to the south along the Plank Road. Longstreet’s First Corps was somewhere in the rear, and hopefully coming hard.

			The Confederate Second Corps had been struck at Saunders Field by Griffin’s blue division. A ferocious countercharge by the Stonewall Brigade pushed the Yankees back after Stonewall’s successor at brigade command, James Walker, thirty-one, had shouted to his bloodied regiments, “Remember your name!” Twelve years earlier, Thomas Jackson had now-General Walker expelled from the Virginia Military Institute after Cadet Walker challenged Major Jackson to a duel. When another Federal charge broke the Second Corps line, Major General Jubal Early’s nephew, Captain Robert Early, was shot dead. Leading Virginia lawyer “Old Jube’s” (West Point, ’37) division, Georgia lawyer General John Gordon charged to plug the break in the gray line. “All who are faint-hearted, fall out!” General Gordon cried. “We do not want anyone to go in but heroes!” The barefoot heroes countercharged and pushed the Federals back.

			In the early-afternoon hailstorm of molten lead at Saunders Field, the thick brush between the dense trees of the Wilderness caught fire. The fire swept over the piles of bleeding wounded in blue and gray and ignited the gunpowder in the wounded men’s cartridge boxes. Already wounded teenagers were blown apart when their belts exploded.

			Baldy Ewell held Saunders Field at two-thirty as Uncle John Sedgwick’s blue VI Corps arrived on the field. Half an hour later, three of General Sedgwick’s brigades slammed into Ewell’s shaky line from the north side of the Orange Turnpike. Neither side could see the other through the smoke and thick forest. The Federals advanced two hundred yards before Ewell’s shattered line drove them back. What little artillery could maneuver within the dense tangle caused horrific damage. One Rebel shell plowed into Sedgwick’s field headquarters. The ball tore off one bluecoat’s head and the flying skull hit another officer in the face, knocking him down with a mouth full of gray and bloody brains.

			While Baldy Ewell’s men held onto Saunders Field with their fingernails, Powell Hill had his hands full to the south.

			Hill’s Third Corps had been struck at one p.m. by Winfield Hancock’s blue II Corps, which descended upon Hill from the north side of the Orange Plank Road along the Brock Road, where Old Jack had marched to glory last May. Hill sent the division of Cadmus Wilcox northward to attempt to link Third Corps with Ewell’s line.

			General Wilcox touched Ewell’s line and joined Second and Third Corps into a north-south front by three o’clock. General Hancock sent three full blue divisions into the firestorm. For two hours, Hancock’s brave boys were cut into bloody shreds. Along the Plank Road, the Confederates rolled dead Federals over, piled the bodies on top of each other, and used the blue-clad corpses as makeshift barricades and breastworks for cover. Among the Federal dead was Brigadier General Alexander Hays, who had attended Allegheny College in Meadville, Pennsylvania, before transferring to West Point. He had graduated from the Point in 1844 as a close friend of Cadet U. S. Grant. Brigadier General Hays had held the little stone wall at Gettysburg on the slope of Cemetery Ridge, where Pickett’s Charge was pulverized. For his constant gallantry fighting for his bloodied country, Brigadier General Hays was promoted to major general after his death in the Wilderness.

			Along the Orange Plank Road, Hill’s battered corps was attacked at least five times by overwhelming forces. Henry Heth’s gray division of Hill’s command with 6,700 troops held off 30,000 Federals from four blue divisions. Heth’s division fired 100,000 rifle rounds within ten minutes of bloodletting. The Yankees were finally driven back after their sixth charge.

			With the Confederate lines now linked within the smoking Wilderness, the firing did not abate until after dark, at ten p.m. The blue and gray lines of bleeding and exhausted men were so close to each other in the darkness that men staggered into enemy lines when they searched for streams to fill empty canteens. The Army of Northern Virginia held its ground between the Orange Turnpike to the north and the Orange Plank Road to the south. James Longstreet’s First Corps was still nowhere to be found in the smoky darkness, filled with the cries of the wounded.

			While the Confederate Army struggled to avert destruction, the Federals nearly bagged a prize such as make and break nations. At three that afternoon, Robert E. Lee, A. P. Hill, and Jeb Stuart put their heads together in a council of war at the Widow Tapp’s house along the Orange Plank Road. A Federal skirmish line of infantry suddenly appeared, coming toward the generals in gray. The Yankees marched in parade order to within two hundred yards of Robert Lee and half of his corps commanders. Well within pistol range of three soldiers with gold stars on all of their lapels, the Federals paused, executed an about-face, and returned to the cover of the Wilderness. Not a shot was fired in this brief moment, when General Grant had the chance to shake Robert Lee’s hand for the first time since Mexico, seventeen years earlier.

			As the armies dropped in the darkness to sleep upon their hot rifles, General Lee counted upon Old Pete to bring up First Corps during the night of May 5. Lee anticipated being able to strike Grant at dawn with his fresh, gray First Corps. But by five in the evening, First Corps was at a crossroads called Richard’s Shop, at least ten weary miles behind Hill’s bloodied Third Corps. General Longstreet’s tired divisions had marched twenty-eight miles on May 5. Not knowing how far back Longstreet camped, Lee still planned to assault the blue army at five o’clock in the morning on May 6. When the Yankees beat Lee to the punch with their own dawn attack, Longstreet was still three miles away from the action. The Army of Northern Virginia could be exterminated before First Corps arrived.

			After his army had barely escaped being cut in half and destroyed one corps at a time, and after nearly ending May 5 on a train to a Yankee prison camp, Robert Lee’s problems were far from over. His divided army faced twice their number digging in under cover of darkness and Wilderness greenery.

			After the ten-hour battle inside a jungle of pine and scrub brush, Lieutenant General A. P. Hill could hardly walk. The excruciating pain of his swollen prostate and backed-up kidneys made putting one foot in front of the other a greater effort than preserving Third Corps to fight another day. Only Little Powell’s raw willpower kept him at his post.

			In the darkness of the night of May 5, General Lee waited for Longstreet. After resting his men for five hours, Old Pete prodded his divisions back to the road shortly after midnight. First Corps then marched all night along the Orange Plank Road toward A. P. Hill’s panting survivors.

			At four in the morning on May 6, Ambrose Burnside brought up his detached IX Corps to reinforce the badly bruised Army of the Potomac. Within an hour, the red-eyed Federals again slammed into Robert Lee’s army in the thick forest of bullet-riddled trees.

			If Old Pete did not ride up the Orange Plank Road with First Corps just as the now-incapacitated Powell Hill had done at the last possible minute beside Antietam Creek, the Army of Northern Virginia could be finished during the first two days of the spring campaign of 1864.

			The five a.m. attack was a full frontal assault by Hancock’s blue II Corps. Little Powell Hill’s two exhausted divisions were inundated by three Federal divisions with two more blue brigades supporting them. With the sun barely up in the eastern sky obscured by billowing sulfur clouds and burning brush, Hill’s divisions of Generals Wilcox and Heth simply had to give way. Yard by yard and corpse by corpse, the graybacks fell back under the weight of the Yankee charges. With Baldy Ewell’s Second Corps too far north in the Wilderness to help and with Longstreet’s corps still on the march, Robert Lee looked squarely into the prospect of destruction as he had not done since Sharpsburg on the banks of the Antietam.

			And just like at Antietam, at the last possible minute a dust cloud appeared far down the Orange Plank Road. With the gray Third Corps on the verge of collapse in the early morning shadows, mighty First Corps ran barefoot up the road.

			Robert Lee had been pacing since three-thirty in the morning at the Widow Tapp’s house. By six a.m., Third Corps was falling back under the weight of thirteen Federal brigades, which attacked in blue waves. Hill’s two divisions were pushed backward over their own dead and wounded, three hundred yards from their front, secured during yesterday’s bloodbath. In desperation, General Lee ordered a dozen Confederate cannon to fire double loads of the ghastly canister over the heads of the retreating Third Corps. The loads of iron marbles cut down rows of Federals like red stalks of corn at ranges as short as two hundred yards.

			It was seven a.m. when the first of Old Pete’s winded veterans ran past Robert Lee’s field headquarters at the Tapp farm. Led by John Hood’s old Texas Brigade, fourteen First Corps brigades formed up and let the fleeing Third Corps remnants file through their ranks. The worried Old Man was beside himself when the mud-caked First Corps ran past him.

			“Hurrah for Texas!” Robert Lee cried into the melee. In a rare show of emotion and passionate relief, he waved his hat wildly at the Texans as the dawn breeze ruffled his thinning, white hair.

			The bloodied Third Corps re-formed doggedly behind the fresh but weary First Corps. Powell Hill personally fed one of the cannon. His groin was as hot as his cannon, but he cheered First Corps along with his own shattered divisions.

			Old Pete on horseback shouted above the crash of cannon and the roar of forty thousand rifles. “Keep cool, boys! Keep cool!” James Longstreet cried. When the Texas Brigade, now commanded by Texas lawyer and judge Brigadier General John Gregg, thirty-five, prepared to countercharge the Federals, Uncle Robert’s blood was up.

			General Lee on Traveller quietly rode to the front of Gregg’s brigade. With the morning air full of Minié balls and cannon shot, General Lee prepared to personally lead Longstreet’s last-ditch attack against 25,000 Federals. If the Army of Northern Virginia was to perish in the field, Robert Lee was not going to watch it from a distance.

			The Texans shouted, “Lee to the rear!” with one hoarse voice.

			When Lee would not budge, the Texans refused to attack with General Lee so exposed to hostile fire. The Old Man only turned around when Longstreet and Colonel Venable dragged Traveller from harm’s way.

			Longstreet’s battle line was a mile wide, perpendicular to the Orange Plank Road. Joe Kershaw’s division formed on the left (north) side and Charles Field’s division lined up on the right. The blood-spattered survivors of Third Corps formed up with them.

			Old Pete’s boys attacked like Vikings. In a ferocious firefight, they drove the Yankees back into the Wilderness thickets. By 9:45 a.m., General Hancock’s brave boys were pushed back to their original positions.

			The rock-like Texas Brigade lost half its men in the holocaust of hot lead and burning trees.

			Within half an hour, Longstreet’s left flank joined Baldy Ewell’s right flank, extending down from the north along the turnpike. The vital juncture was scouted by the frail Powell Hill, who personally led his regrouped divisions of Heth and Wilcox through the Wilderness to link First and Second Corps with Hill’s Third Corps in the middle. When Hill had dismounted to study the dense landscape, a Federal patrol came within one hundred yards. Little Powell calmly led his staff in the opposite direction, avoiding capture for the second time in two days. At last, the Army of Northern Virginia was one united front, driving the Federals before it, just like old times.

			By ten o’clock, after five hours of fearful slaughter in the Wilderness, the two wrecked armies paused to catch their collective breath in air so full of smoke that it burned the throat.

			During the momentary lull, scouts reported to Longstreet that they had found an unfinished railroad bed well off to the south in the undergrowth. The railroad cut was a concealed path toward the Federals’ left flank. Perhaps with memories of Old Jack’s flank march through the Wilderness at Chancellorsville somewhere in his mind, General Longstreet dispatched his aide, Lieutenant Colonel Moxley Sorrel, a twenty-six-year-old railroad clerk, to lead four brigades into the railroad bed. The actual attack would be commanded by General Billy Mahone (VMI, ’47).

			At eleven o’clock, Sorrel moved out with his four brigades gathered from four different divisions. As the brigades disappeared in the Wilderness, Old Pete aligned his weary regiments for another countercharge to push the bloodied Federals still further.

			Lieutenant Colonel Sorrel hacked his way through the trees and bushes for forty-five minutes. At 11:45 a.m., Mahone plowed into the surprised left end of the Yankee line. The startled bluecoats fell back and their left flank collapsed. As Sorrel and General Mahone hammered the Federals from the south, Old Pete drove his divisions into them from the west. Longstreet’s First Corps attacked eastward along the Plank Road, with Hill’s Third Corps right behind them. The Federals fell back, leaving their dead and wounded to burn.

			When the elated General Lee watched Old Pete vanish up the Plank Road, did he see in James Longstreet’s back his ghostly last glimpse of Stonewall Jackson in this same Wilderness, one year and four days earlier? “Well, go on,” the Old Man had said, and Robert Lee never looked into Old Jack’s fiercely blue eyes again.

			The Federals were driven until two in the afternoon.

			As the air still crackled with waning musketry, Lieutenant General Longstreet rode along the brambles of the front line with General Kershaw, Lieutenant Colonel Sorrel, and young General Micah Jenkins. It was Jenkins who had been troubled two days earlier about his dream, which had only a blank after the first clash with Grant on the south side of the Rapidan River.

			In the wildly dense brush, Old Pete rode near the Brock Road. Billy Mahone’s gray Fourth South Carolina regiment could only hear horsemen coming. Taking no chances after their nine-hour firestorm, the boys from Carolina opened fire with a wall of lead.

			A Confederate bullet struck James Longstreet in the throat, passed through, and slammed into his right shoulder. He dropped like a stone. Another bullet blew Micah Jenkins’s brains out.

			When the stretcher bearers carried the limp Longstreet out of the woods, a soldier had laid Longstreet’s bloody hat over the general’s face. His beloved First Corps blinked wet eyes at his body.

			“He’s dead,” the teenagers in butternut-brown said softly.

			When Old Pete in his sudden delirium heard the grieving among the trees, he weakly lifted his hat with his good left arm and waved it at his boys. As First Corps cheered, its wounded commander ordered General Field to take charge of the corps.

			With General Longstreet carried wounded, perhaps dead, from the forward lines, the First Corps advance stalled. Finally, at 4:15 p.m., General Lee took active field command and ordered a continuation of the progress made by Old Pete, whose boys had saved Robert Lee’s divided army from extinction.

			Thirteen Confederate brigades pushed eastward along the Orange Plank Road toward the Brock Road intersection. The harried Federals of General Hancock’s iron-willed II Corps refused to budge easily. The bluecoats fought furiously for nearly four hours. At 5:30 p.m., in lengthening shadows, General Lee held a war council surrounded by the clatter of muskets and the boom of cannon. He conferred with Second Corps commander Baldy Ewell, division commander Jubal Early, and brigade commander John Gordon. General Gordon urged another flank attack against the Federal right.

			Gordon led his brigade into the twilight, struck the exposed Federals, and rounded up six hundred blue prisoners. By six o’clock, the Wilderness underbrush was again burning, and the flames rolled without mercy over wounded boys, blue and gray. Old men would remember all their days the screams of the burning wounded. At least two hundred men and boys burned alive. By seven o’clock, the first Yankee line collapsed in the gloom, but their second line of defenses held. In the gathering darkness, the Confederate offensive had to retire.

			Darkness brought a slackening of the firefight which had raged in the dense trees and bushes for fourteen hours since General Hancock’s dawn assault.

			Generals Lee and Grant assessed the grim cost of their two-day contest. The Federals had lost 17,666 men, killed, wounded, or missing, during the most vigorous offensive ever executed by Federal soldiers. The boys in blue had fought harder than ever before. Old Pete had been proven correct: Things would be different with his Cousin Ulysses in charge.

			Cousin Ulysses agreed. He would remember of his first two days of fighting Robert Lee in the Wilderness: “More desperate fighting has not been witnessed on this continent than that of the 5th and 6th of May.”

		

	
		
			Four

			East of the bloodied Federals, Robert Lee took stock. General Longstreet was now gravely wounded, perhaps fatally, in the same terrible place and by the same accident which had killed Stonewall Jackson. Of Lee’s other two corps commanders, Little Powell Hill was practically incapacitated by exhaustion and disease. In addition to the wounded Longstreet, the Army of Northern Virginia had lost 8,949 men, killed or wounded, plus another 1,881, captured or missing. Some 7,000 of the Rebel casualties were from Hill’s decimated Third Corps. Over 25,000 Americans, blue and gray, had been destroyed or captured within thirty-eight hours of Grant and Meade engaging Robert Lee on the south side of the Rapidan River.

			During Friday night, May 6, the Confederate survivors entrenched in the Wilderness thickets, and General Lee hoped that Grant would assault his dug-in breastworks on Saturday. The bluecoats would have been slaughtered under these works like they had been sixteen months earlier at Fredericksburg—and like the Confederates had been ten months ago at Gettysburg. One mile of dead and wounded bodies separated the two armies in the darkness. Only the cries of the wounded and the crackling flames consuming them broke the sudden forest calm.

			Lieutenant General Grant was not foolish. He chose not to lay siege to Lee’s fieldworks on Saturday. Any other Federal commander would have turned his back on the fabled Robert E. Lee to retreat north. That is what Fighting Joe Hooker and Ambrose Burnside would have done. General Lee labored during Friday night to read Grant’s mind. Lee knew how his predecessors thought; he did not yet know Grant—at least, not as well as the bleeding James Longstreet, who had a hole where his throat used to be.

			On Saturday, Lieutenant General Grant issued marching orders: The blue army would not retreat. They would back out of the Wilderness and then head south toward a crossroads called Spotsylvania Courthouse. The march would be an all-night, forced march beginning at 10:30 p.m. on Saturday night, in an effort to beat Lee south. The little hamlet would have been less than insignificant, but like Gettysburg, its communications hub made Spotsylvania important overnight. It sat between the Virginia Central Railroad, which approached from the east, and the Richmond-Fredericksburg-Potomac line, both of which converged at the town of Hanover Junction, further south on the road to Richmond.

			While trying to guess Grant’s plans during Saturday morning, May 7, General Lee appointed Richard Anderson to take Old Pete’s place at the head of First Corps. Major General Anderson was graduate number 40 in the West Point Class of 1842; his classmate, James Longstreet, had been graduate number 54. Anderson commanded one of Little Powell’s Third Corps divisions, but he had also led a division in Longstreet’s corps, and the men knew him and respected him. General Billy Mahone, who had commanded Moxley Sorrel’s flank assault on Friday, was ordered to take over General Anderson’s division. Moxley Sorrel, Longstreet’s chief of staff, agreed with Lee’s selection of General Anderson during a private early-morning meeting with the Old Man. When Dick Anderson rode over to First Corps to assume command, the boys of his old First Corps brigade threw their tattered hats into the air and gave Anderson a silent ovation. They were too close to the Yankee lines to cheer out loud. Richard Anderson cried.
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