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INTRODUCTION





  WELCOME BACK TO THE FIGHT




  Most Civil War soldiers wrote letters home, many kept diaries, and some wrote memoirs after thew ar was over. Civil War memoirs thence became an American literary genre. They are an account of the most momentous events in a man’s life, and a record of his part in his country’s history. They cover duty, boredom, fatigue, distance from home, and yearning for family. They detail the soldier’s ground-level view of tactics and strategy, his admiration for his superiors or else disdain, his fellowship with comrades or else rebuke. Memoirs tell about his encounter with the enemy and the enemy’s country. They reveal the shock of gore, the gasp of death, and the turns between bravery and fear. They let us imagine how, and wonder why, the author could charge against entrenched troops time and again. We read the veteran recalling the din and smoke of cannon and then the screams and smells. He might still feel the pain of a wound and its mending, but there was little talk of tears. Memoirs inform us that a singular difference between the Civil War and modern war was the fate of horses. And there was the marching, always the marching. In the end, Civil War memoirs were the veteran’s last chance to answer the question, What did it all amount to? Was it worth the struggle to leave the country, or to defend it? There was much to remember and write.




  Most Civil War memoirs were not published immediately after a soldier’s service. Rather, they were usually the remembrances of older veterans, especially former high-ranking officers, their creation occasioned by an upcoming wartime anniversary, or a regimental reunion, or perhaps the soldier’s thoughts of his own mortality. The “sentimentalized reminiscence industry,” as historian David Blight calls it, was most productive after 1880. The government’s stimulus to the industry was publishing The War of the Rebellion: A Compilation of the Official Records of the Union and Confederate Armies, consisting of 128 volumes produced between 1880 and 1901; indeed, the most detailed memoirs could hardly have been written without the use of the Official Records, although one could say that memoirs were not necessarily enlivened by the author quoting dispatch after dispatch from the OR.




  Some memoirs were written with the soldier imagining that his local community would be the audience. One of our authors, Sgt. Christian Lenker, was asked by his local newspaper, the Pottsville Evening Chronicle, to provide his reminiscences on a weekly basis, which he did for over three years. Some authors strived to attract a national readership, and some of those did quite well. Other memoirs were simply intended for their descendants, the authors announced at the outset. Whatever the audience, the “War of the Rebellion” is, so far, our most remembered war.
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  For this anthology we first located memoirs and comparable documents from the major battles of the war in the order that they occurred. By major battles we mean those that had the greatest number of casualties, such as Gettysburg, Chickamauga, Spotsylvania Court House, Chancellorsville, the Wilderness, Stones River, Shiloh, and Antietam. The memoirs we have chosen include many that modern historians have praised. A sampling of our choices follows.




  Ambrose Bierce, for example, is an extraordinarily compelling memoirist of the Shiloh battle and the “edgiest” writer in this collection. Unlike some memoirists, he is easily readable by moderns. He has been recognized as “alone among important American writers” to have served four years in the war, where he was both wounded and embittered. We located his work in the public domain, but readers wanting more should refer to Phantoms of a Blood-Stained Period: The Complete Civil War Writings of Ambrose Bierce (2002), edited by Russell Duncan and David J. Klooster.




  Sam Watkins’s “Co. Aytch,” Maury Grays, First Tennessee Regiment; or, A Side Show of the Big Show (1900) is a Confederate soldier’s captivating reminiscence, some say the best, and a rarity coming from an enlisted man. His memories were a remarkably effective platform for Ken Burns’s much-admired public television series on the Civil War. Watkins’s text is a treasure chest of quotable observations.




  William Tecumseh Sherman’s Memoirs of General W. T. Sherman (1875) was one of the early Union commentaries on the war and is still greatly valued for its voice and candor. In Patriotic Gore: Studies in the Literature of the American Civil War (1962), literary critic Edmund Wilson called Sherman’s two volumes of writing “amazing.” The esteemed Library of America has republished Sherman’s memoirs, an indication of their literary and historical importance. We have excerpted the original edition.




  Alongside excerpts from Sherman’s Memoirs we include those of Gen. Philip H. Sheridan, the Union commander who triumphed in the Shenandoah Valley campaign and pursued Gen. Robert E. Lee to Appomattox. After the war Sheridan led troops against the Indian tribes in the West.




  The controversial Confederate general James Longstreet wrote his version of the war, From Manassas to Appomattox: Memoirs of the Civil War in America (1895), late in the century and as a contribution to the “resumption of fraternity.” Indeed, he asserted that “ because of the war,” there was “a broader and deeper patriotism in all Americans.” It may be too much to say that Longstreet was despised throughout the South after his debatable actions at Gettysburg; however, joining the Republican Party after the war and befriending Grant cannot have helped his reputation among his former comrades. We use Longstreet’s memoirs a number of times in the anthology.




  The recollections of Confederate general Edward Porter Alexander, first published in 1907, are highly praised today for his rich and intelligent observations. He commanded the extraordinary bombardment in advance of Pickett’s charge at Gettysburg. Again, we have excerpted the public domain edition, but we recommend historian Gary Gallagher’s scholarly edition for readers wanting the entire work.




  Ulysses S. Grant’s recollections, Personal Memoirs of U. S. Grant, published in 1885, are honored for their detail, restraint, and revelation of the author’s personality. Plainspoken, matter-of-fact, “spare, telling and quick,” as modern commentators describe them, his memoirs were published in 1885, a few months after his death from throat cancer. With Mark Twain’s collaboration, Grant had submitted his final drafts a few months earlier. They sold more than 300,000 copies, sparing his family from poverty. His wife, Julia, received a first royalty payment of $200,000, a record at that time. We have excerpted the original edition; however, the Library of America offers a handsome, expertly edited, one-volume version today, including Grant’s letters to his wife and a thorough chronology of his life, including even his final notes to his doctor.




  Those are a few examples of highly regarded battle memoirs included in this volume. For readers interested in examining more Civil War writings, there are many online sources. The Southern Historical Society Papers, which began publication in 1868, featured a great variety of articles in fifty-two volumes. Speeches, documents, diaries, and brief recollections can be found in the SHSP. Confederate Veteran magazine, likewise now online, was a popular Southern outlet for brief recollections and related articles, operating between 1893 and 1932. Annals of the War, also now online, contains memoirs originally published in the Philadelphia Weekly Times beginning in 1879. An outstanding collection of 167 historic, book-length, digitized memoirs in their original format has been put online by Project Gutenberg, and they can be found at its website under the heading “US Civil War (Bookshelf).”




  The second type of memoirs we have included is not tied to the chronology of battles or their outcome; rather, these memoirs touch on soldiers’ lives outside of battle, such as their ordinary activities in camp or their travails as patients, prisoners, or victims. For example, two unique and popular accounts published a generation after the war are Confederate private Carlton McCarthy’s Detailed Minutiae of Soldier Life in the Army of Northern Virginia, 1861–1865 (1882) and Union soldier John Billings’s Hardtack and Coffee: The Unwritten Story of Army Life (1887) . These two volumes are among the best histories of everyday life from any period. Civil War reenactors use them as reference works today. Other non-battle writings we have chosen are Alexis de Tocqueville’s observations on antebellum society in the “Prologue to War” section, Walt Whitman’s and Louisa May Alcott’s descriptions of hospitals, and Charles Francis Adams’s and Frederick Douglass’s reflections on the war. The most profound reflection is Abraham Lincoln’s second inaugural address; in a sense, his own memoir of the war and its meaning.
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  Some final comments are in order on a subtheme in these memoirs. Increasingly, historians are finding—or placing—slavery, race, and the mythology of the Lost Cause at the center of Southern memory. The reminiscences of Confederate soldiers often conveyed their Cause: the South’s theory of states’ rights and secession, its manners and way of life, and its legal and social system of racial segregation. The style of their memoirs was also linked to their Cause: they tended to be romantic and sentimental, especially on the subjects of chivalry toward women and gallantry among soldiers. Confederates believed their Cause was honorable and noble, but they claimed it was Lost because the North was simply overpowering. They thought their own warriors were superior but the North was materially greater, and that made all the difference. Their Cause deserved to prevail, but it never had a chance, they wrote to themselves.




  Every modern analysis of this Lost Cause mythology is scornful of it, which is to be expected, and justified. Critics say that Southerners who found comfort in their sectional folklore were averse to accepting any responsibility for slavery, secession, and segregation. But, we may ask, what would one expect white Southerners to say after losing a war, an economy, and a social order? It has been claimed that virtually every white Southern family was touched by the war. For them, the conflict was not merely the “late unpleasantness.” For us to think that they would bring confessions and apologies into their reminiscences would be unrealistic. They would be more likely to salute their comrades, decorate graves, and erect statues, which is what they did. They were more prone to say, as Sam Watkins did, that they were “only trying to protect their homes and families, their property, their constitution and their laws, that had been guaranteed to them as a heritage forever by their forefathers. They died for the faith that each state was a separate sovereign government, as laid down by the Declaration of Independence and the Constitution of our fathers.” For Confederates, believing such principles was more sustaining than denying them.






 



  The irony of the Lost Cause mythology is that it seems to have helped the sections reconcile with one another. Northerners could be entertained by the myth as well as Southerners could be solaced by it. Moreover, it could be argued that Northerners had their own Won Cause mythology of the war. In any case, what was forgotten in this arrangement was the construction of an African-American memory of the war. Frederick Douglass reminded his audiences of that omission and their need for a usable past.




  If we want something of a closing statement on this issue for now, it could be found in the work of David Blight. His prize-winning book Race and Reunion: The Civil War in American Memory begins with a quotation from Thucydides: “The People made their recollection fit in with their sufferings.” That is an apt and understanding description of Southern memory.
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  We have designed this book for general readers, not Civil War specialists, so we have not included scholarly apparatuses such as extensive footnotes and a bibliography. Our intention has been to present Civil War memoirs on their own terms and let the reader comment. Our hope is that readers will follow the urging of Clara Barton (editor Michael Barton’s ancestor), who said that when you read a Civil War memoirist, “I charge you listen and believe him.”




 










   

  
PROLOGUE TO WAR












   

  
THE PRESENT AND PROBABLE FUTURE CONDITION OF THE THREE RACES THAT INHABIT THE TERRITORY OF THE UNITED STATES









  1835




  ALEXIS DE TOCQUEVILLE




  Alexis de Tocqueville’s Democracy in America has been called both the best book about democracy and the best book about America. The French aristocrat wrote it after visiting the United States in 1831. His official task was to study the American prison system, a model for reform at that time; he did so, but then he went on to study the nation at large, being that territory east of the Mississippi River, during an extensive trip with his colleague Gustave de Beaumont. An analysis of Tocqueville’s provocative observations and conclusions could fill books, but here our concern is focused on his comparison of the North and South. Tocqueville was a student of the American character, or what we would refer to now as American culture and its subcultures. His conclusion was that race, and slavery, counted for everything in explaining the difference between the two sections. He died in 1859, too soon to see the Civil War commence, but we can say he saw it coming.




  The dangers which threaten the American Union do not originate in the diversity of interests or of opinions, but in the various characters and passions of the Americans. The men who inhabit the vast territory of the United States are almost all the issue of a common stock; but the effects of the climate, and more especially of slavery, have gradually introduced very striking differences between the British settler of the Southern States and the British settler of the North. In Europe it is generally believed that slavery has rendered the interests of one part of the Union contrary to those of another part; but I by no means remarked this to be the case: slavery has not created interests in the South contrary to those of the North, but it has modified the character and changed the habits of the natives of the South.




  I have already explained the influence which slavery has exercised upon the commercial ability of the Americans in the South; and this same influence equally extends to their manners. The slave is a servant who never remonstrates, and who submits to everything without complaint. He may sometimes assassinate, but he never withstands, his master. In the South there are no families so poor as not to have slaves. The citizen of the Southern States of the Union is invested with a sort of domestic dictatorship, from his earliest years; the first notion he acquires in life is that he is born to command, and the first habit which he contracts is that of being obeyed without resistance. His education tends, then, to give him the character of a supercilious and a hasty man; irascible, violent, and ardent in his desires, impatient of obstacles, but easily discouraged if he cannot succeed upon his first attempt.




  The American of the Northern States is surrounded by no slaves in his childhood; he is even unattended by free servants, and is usually obliged to provide for his own wants. No sooner does he enter the world than the idea of necessity assails him on every side: he soon learns to know exactly the natural limit of his authority; he never expects to subdue those who withstand him, by force; and he knows that the surest means of obtaining the support of his fellow-creatures, is to win their favor. He therefore becomes patient, reflecting, tolerant, slow to act, and persevering in his designs.




  In the Southern States the more immediate wants of life are always supplied; the inhabitants of those parts are not busied in the material cares of life, which are always provided for by others; and their imagination is diverted to more captivating and less definite objects. The American of the South is fond of grandeur, luxury, and renown, of gayety, of pleasure, and above all of idleness; nothing obliges him to exert himself in order to subsist; and as he has no necessary occupations, he gives way to indolence, and does not even attempt what would be useful.




  But the equality of fortunes, and the absence of slavery in the North, plunge the inhabitants in those same cares of daily life which are disdained by the white population of the South. They are taught from infancy to combat want, and to place comfort above all the pleasures of the intellect or the heart. The imagination is extinguished by the trivial details of life, and the ideas become less numerous and less general, but far more practical and more precise. As prosperity is the sole aim of exertion, it is excellently well attained; nature and mankind are turned to the best pecuniary advantage, and society is dexterously made to contribute to the welfare of each of its members, whilst individual egotism is the source of general happiness.




  The citizen of the North has not only experience, but knowledge: nevertheless he sets but little value upon the pleasures of knowledge; he esteems it as the means of attaining a certain end, and he is only anxious to seize its more lucrative applications. The citizen of the South is more given to act upon impulse; he is more clever, more frank, more generous, more intellectual, and more brilliant. The former, with a greater degree of activity, of common-sense, of information, and of general aptitude, has the characteristic good and evil qualities of the middle classes. The latter has the tastes, the prejudices, the weaknesses, and the magnanimity of all aristocracies. If two men are united in society, who have the same interests, and to a certain extent the same opinions, but different characters, different acquirements, and a different style of civilization, it is probable that these men will not agree. The same remark is applicable to a society of nations. Slavery, then, does not attack the American Union directly in its interests, but indirectly in its manners.




  


  Source: Alexis de Tocqueville, Democracy in America, trans. Henry Reeve (New York, 1838; Project Gutenberg, 2006), vol. 1, chap. 18, pt. 7, http://www.gutenberg.org/ebooks/815.











  

  
THE RAID OF JOHN BROWN AT HARPER’S FERRY AS I SAW IT





  OCTOBER 16–18, 1859


 REV. SAMUEL VANDERLIP LEECH, USA




  Rev. Leech’s account of John Brown’s raid at Harper’s Ferry, Virginia, and his trial and execution afterward, has sermonic qualities. It tells a story with facts in great detail but also moral significance. The event might be called the starting battle of the Civil War, although “Bleeding Kansas” might also qualify. Rev. Leech was proudly anti-slavery but he was also anti-idiotic, anti-senseless, anti-unreasonable, and anti-ridiculous, words he used to describe the raid and its intentions. The trial was not a charade of justice; proper form was followed. Some of Brown’s testimony and his final words may be surprising to us, given the image we might have of a ruthless fanatic. Brown knew what he was doing, and so did his captors.




  The town of Harper’s Ferry is located in Jefferson County, West Virginia. Lucerne, in Switzerland, does not excel it in romantic grandeur of situation. On its northern front the Potomac sweeps along to pass the national capital, and the tomb of Washington, in its silent flow towards the sea. On its eastern side the Shenandoah hurries to empty its waters into the Potomac, that in perpetual wedlock they may greet the stormy Atlantic. Across the Potomac the Maryland Heights stand out as the tall sentinels of Nature. Beyond the Shenandoah are the Blue Ridge mountains, fringing the westward boundary of Loudon County, Virginia. Between these rivers, and nestling inside of their very confluence, reposes Harper’s Ferry. Back of its hills lies the famous Shenandoah Valley, celebrated for its natural scenery, its historic battles and “Sheridan’s Ride.” At Harper’s Ferry the United States authorities early located an Arsenal and an Armory.




  Before the Civil War, the Baltimore Conference of the Methodist Episcopal Church was constituted of five extensive districts in Virginia, stretching from Alexandria to Lewisburg and two great districts north of the Potomac, including the cities of Washington and Baltimore. The first three years of my ministerial life I spent on Shepherdstown, West Loudon and Hillsboro Circuits, being then all in Virginia. The State of West Virginia, now embracing Harper’s Ferry, had not been organized by Congress as a war measure out of the territory of the mother State. Our Methodist Episcopal Church was theoretically an anti-slavery organization; but our Virginia and Maryland members held thousands of inherited and many purchased slaves. These were generally well-cared for and contented. Being close to the free soil of Pennsylvania they could have gotten there in a night had they wished to escape bondage, and then they could have easily reached Canada by that Northern aid, called the “Underground Railroad.”




  On the Sunday night when John Brown and his men invaded Virginia, I slept within a half mile of Harper’s Ferry. That day I inaugurated revival services at my westward appointment called “Ebenezer,” in Loudon County two miles from Harper’s Ferry. I was twenty-two years of age.




  Three months before this raid Captain John Brown with two of his sons, Owen and Oliver, and Jeremiah G. Anderson, calling themselves “Isaac Smith and Sons” rented a small farm on the Maryland side of the Potomac four miles from Harper’s Ferry. It was known as the “Booth-Kennedy Place.” They also carried on across the mountains at Chambers-burg, Pennsylvania, a small hardware store managed by John H. Kagi. It was a depot for the munitions of war to be hauled to their Maryland farm. Another of Brown’s men, John E. Cook, sold maps in the vicinity. He was a relative of Governor Willard of Indiana who secured the services of Hon. Daniel W. Voorhees, Attorney General of Indiana, to defend Cook at his after trial in Virginia. It was a time of profound national peace. Brown and his men represented themselves as geologists, miners and speculators. They had a mule and wagon with which to haul their boxes from Chambersburg. A wealthy merchant of Boston, Mr. George Luther Stearns, Chairman of the Massachusetts Aid Society had financed Brown’s Kansas border warfare work, as well as his approaching Harper’s Ferry raid. Other Northern friends assisted. Brown had completed his preparations and collected his twenty-one helpers early in October, 1859. He had hidden in an old log cabin on the place 200 Sharpe’s rifles, 13,000 rifle cartridges, 950 long iron pikes, 200 revolving pistols, 100,000 pistol caps, 40,000 percussion caps, 250 pounds of powder, 12 reams of cartridge paper and other warlike materials. He organized his twenty-two men, himself included, into a “Military Provisional Government” to superintend the possible uprising of the slaves of Virginia. Thirteen of these men had engaged in border warfare in Kansas, in a successful effort to prevent Kansas from becoming a slave state. He, sixteen other white men and five negroes, constituted his entire Virginia army. The white men were Captain John Brown, Adjutant General John H. Kagi, Captains Owen Brown, Oliver Brown, Watson Brown, Aaron D. Stephens, John E. Cook, Dauphin Adolphus Thompson, George P. Tidd, William Thompson and Edwin Coppoc. The Lieutenants were Jeremiah G. Anderson, Albert Hazlitt and William Henry Leeman. The privates numbered eight. Three of them were white men and five were negroes. The whites were Francis J. Merriam, Barclay Coppoc and Steward Taylor. The negroes were Dangerfield Newby, Osborne P. Anderson, John A. Copeland, Sherrard Lewis Leary and Shields Green.




  On Sunday morning, October 16th, 1859, Brown assembled his men and informed them that on that night their invasion into Virginia would take place. They took the oath of allegiance to the “Provisional Government.” Adjutant General Kagi presented to each officer his commission.




  The contents of the Armory, Arsenal and Hall’s Rifle Works were daily open to public inspection. Captain John Brown well knew that Daniel Whelan was the only watchman, during the nighttime, at the Armory grounds. He believed that if he could secure the arms and ammunition in these buildings, carry them into the vastnesses of the adjacent mountains, and then unfurl the flag of freedom for all slaves who would flock to his standard, the result would be a general uprising of the negro population throughout the border states. A more idiotic and senseless theory never entered an American mind. In the superlative degree it was unreasonable and ridiculous. I personally know of the general loyalty of the slaves to their masters in that locality, at that period in our national history. Federal generals were astonished at the devotion of the negroes to their masters everywhere in the South after the war had begun. This was especially true along the border states. But John Brown—honest, enthusiastic and intensely fanatical on the slavery question—issued his commands. On this Sunday he assigned to each his earliest work. Captain Owen Brown, Barclay Coppoc and Francis J. Merriam were to remain at the farm to guard the arms and ammunition. Hence only nineteen left the Kennedy farm. They were to walk down the river road on the Maryland side to the Maryland end of the Baltimore and Ohio railroad bridge. The Virginia end was close to the depot, hotel, Armory and the Arsenal. Captain John Brown was to ride in the wagon with the necessary guns, pistols and tools. Captains Cook and Tidd were to go in advance and cut the telegraph wires on the Maryland side. Captain Stephens and Adjutant General Kagi were to capture Mr. Williams, the guard of the bridge. Captain Watson Brown and Taylor were to hold up the passenger train due from the west at 1:40 A. M. It would be bound for Washington and Baltimore. Captain Oliver Brown and Thompson were to hold the bridges spanning the two rivers. Captain Dauphin Adolphus Thompson and Lieutenant Anderson were to hold the first building in the Armory grounds popularly known afterwards as “John Brown’s Fort.” It was the engine house where Brown held his most distinguished prisoners. From the portholes of it that they made after his entrance, his men did their final fighting. Captain Coppoc and Lieutenant Hazlitt were to hold the Arsenal outside and opposite the Armory gates. Adjutant General Kagi and Copeland were to seize and retain Hall’s Rifle Works. They were half of a mile up the western shore of the Shenandoah. Captain Stephens, and such men as he might select, were to go out to the home of Colonel Lewis W. Washington, the grand nephew of General George Washington, and bring him and some of his adult male slaves, to the engine house. They were also to secure the swords presented to General George Washington by Frederick the Great and by General Lafayette. For this object Stephens selected as his helpers Captains Tidd and Cook and privates Leary, Green and Anderson.




  Brown made the raid at 11:30 that night. Mr. Williams the bridge guard was captured by Stephens and Kagi. The watchman at the Armory, Daniel Whelan, refused Brown and his men admission to the grounds. They broke the locks with tools, captured Whelan, and took possession of the Armory and also of the Arsenal outside. The following prisoners were brought in early on Monday and placed in the engine house: Jesse W. Graham who was master workman, Colonel Lewis W. Washington, Terance Byrne, John M. Allstadt, John Donohue, who was clerk of the railroad company; Benjamin F. Mills, the master armorer; Armstead M. Ball, the master machinist; Archibald M. Kitzmiller, assistant superintendent; Isaac Russell, a Justice of the Peace; George D. Shope, of Frederick and J. Bird, Arsenal armorer. The white prisoners were to be held as hostages and the blacks were to be armed and placed in Brown’s army. Cook and Tidd evidently mistrusted their surroundings. During the night they made their way back to the farm and hastily escaped into Pennsylvania. Captain Watson Brown and Taylor held up the train bound for Baltimore, detaining it for three hours. The colored porter of the depot, Shepherd Hayward, went out on the bridge to hunt for Williams. He was brutally shot by one of Brown’s bridge guards. Hayward managed to crawl to the baggage room where he died at noon on Monday. Dr. John Starry dressed his wounds and ministered to his every want. The physician was under the impression that a band of train robbers had captured the depot. He told this to Mr. Kitzmiller before Kitzmiller’s imprisonment. Captain E. P. Dangerfield, clerk to the paymaster, entered the grounds and was hustled into the engine house quite early in the morning. Numerous arriving workmen were imprisoned in an adjoining building. Colonel Washington said that fully sixty men were imprisoned by eight o’clock on Monday morning.




  The citizens were hearing of the situation. Newby and Green, negroes, were stationed at the junction of High and Shenandoah streets. Newby shot at and killed Captain George W. Turner, a graduate of West Point. Green shot and killed Mr. Thomas Boerley, a grocer. Dr. Claggett attended Boerley, who also soon died. After the mulatto had shot Turner, a man named Bogert entered the residence of Mrs. Stephenson by a rear door. Having no bullet he put a large nail into his gun, went up stairs and shot Newby, the nail cutting his throat from ear to ear. He was also shot in the stomach by some one else. I saw him die, in great agony, with an infuriated crowd around him.




  About ten o’clock in the morning, armed citizens crossed the Potomac and Shenandoah rivers to prevent the escape by the bridges, or by water, of any of the raiders. Some walked down the Maryland river road and wounded Captain Oliver Brown on the bridge. He reached the engine house but soon died beside his father. Citizens seized the uninjured prisoner, Captain Thompson, and put him under guard at the Galt hotel. Captain Stephens tried to reach the hotel to propose, as he stated, terms of surrender. George Chambers wounded him, and then assisted him into the Galt hotel, where his wounds were dressed. About eleven o’clock in the morning the Jefferson Guards from Charlestown commanded by Captain J. W. Rowen arrived. A half hour passed and the Hamtramck guards under Captain V. M. Butler came to the Ferry. They were followed by the Shepherdstown Mounted Troop commanded by Captain Jacob Reinhart. Then a military company from Martinsburg twenty miles distant reached the place, under the command of Captain Alburtis. Colonels W. R. Baylor and John T. Gibson took the general direction of the military affairs. Some soldiers crossed the Shenandoah along with armed citizens to intercept the four raiders Kagi, Leary, Leeman and Copeland, when they should be driven out of Hall’s Rifle Works. These raiders also had in these works one of Colonel Washington’s slaves pressed into their service. All of them ran out into the river to swim across to the Loudon County shore. All were shot to death in the river with the exception of Copeland. He threw up his hands and surrendered. During the excitement Hazlitt and the negro Anderson left the Arsenal and, undetected, escaped into Pennsylvania. Early in the morning Captain Owen Brown, Barclay Coppoc and Merriam had deserted the Kennedy farm and gone north. Thus seven of the twenty-two men fled to the North. Cook and Hazlitt were captured. They were returned to Virginia, tried and executed.




  By 2 o’clock p.m., the town and hills swarmed with militia and citizens. Brown had barricaded the engine house doors with the engine and reel. Inside were Captains John Brown and his son Watson; also Captain Oliver Brown, who was soon dead; Shields Green, Captain Edwin Coppoc, Lieutenant Jeremiah G. Anderson, Captain Dauphin Adolphus Thompson and ten white prisoners. The numerous prisoners, mostly workmen, in the adjoining structure had all escaped from the grounds, Brown having no port-holes on that side of his fort. The militia were afraid to fire into the port-holes for fear of killing some of the prominent prisoners. About 4 o’clock the Mayor, Mr. Fontaine Beckham, aged sixty years, who was also station agent of the railroad company, went out on the platform unarmed. He was shot dead by the negro Shields Green. Captain Watson Brown in the engine house received his death wound soon afterwards. Mayor Beckham was very much beloved by the people. A number of citizens hurried into the hotel and brutally seized Captain Thompson, threw him over the wall into the Potomac and riddled him with bullets. Mrs. Foulke of the hotel, and her colored porter, went to the platform and brought in the dead body of the Mayor.




  As night was settling on the excited city a military company from Winchester, Virginia, commanded by Captain B. B. Washington, arrived by a Shenandoah Valley train. Shortly thereafter a Baltimore and Ohio railroad train brought several companies of soldiers from Frederick, Maryland. They were commanded by Colonel Shriver. Soon several independent companies from Baltimore, accompanied by the Second Light Brigade, arrived under the general command of General Charles C. Edgerton. Colonel Robert E. Lee of the United States army overtook these troops at Sandy Hook, a mile and a half below the Ferry on the Maryland side. He had come from Washington with several companies of marines. He was accompanied by Lieutenant J. E. B. Stuart, afterwards a famous Confederate Cavalry General; also by Major Russell and by Lieutenant Israel Green, who died several months ago in the West. All were regular army officers.




  Colonel Lee regarded it as unwise to attack the engine house that night, fearing that Colonel Lewis W. Washington or other prisoners might be killed. Early in the morning he sent Lieutenant J. E. B. Stuart, who had once held Brown as a prisoner in Kansas, to demand an immediate and unconditional surrender. Brown refused to trust himself and men to the United States officers. About this time Colonel Robert E. Lee got within range of Captain Coppoc’s rifle. Prisoners said that Mr. Graham knocked the muzzle aside. Lee’s life was saved.




  Had he been then killed who knows that the battles of Antietam, Gettysburg, and the final conflicts north of the Appomattox would have ever been fought? On the Confederate side no abler general or more magnificent man, ever sat on a saddle than Robert E. Lee. He was the son of “Light Horse Harry Lee,” a brave Major General of the Revolutionary War. He was the father of William Henry Fitzhugh Lee, who became a Major General of the Confederate forces of Virginia, at a later date. General Robert E. Lee made a brilliant record in the Mexican war as Chief Engineer of the United States army. After surrendering his decimated army to General Ulysses S. Grant, at Appomattox, he accepted the political situation with dignity. He became President of the Washington University at Lexington, Virginia. The South lavished on him every possible honor. During the late summer the Virginia legislature placed in the National Hall of Fame, at the United States Capitol, two fine statues of two representative men of their state. One was the statue of General George Washington; the other that of General Robert E. Lee.




  By the advice of Colonel Lewis W. Washington all of Brown’s prisoners mounted the fire engine and the reel carriage and lifted up their hands when the attack began. Three marines undertook to batter down the doors with heavy sledgehammers. They were not successful. Then twelve marines struck the doors with the end of a strong ladder. They opened. Lieutenant Green entered first of all amidst a shower of bullets. Discovering Brown reloading his rifle he sprang on him with his sword and cut his head and stomach. The raider Captain Anderson rose to shoot Green. A marine named Luke Quinn ran his bayonet through him. Another raider shot Luke Quinn who soon died. Two other marines were wounded. I saw Captains Anderson and Watson Brown as they lay dying on the grass after their capture. The dead body of Captain Oliver Brown lay beside them. Captain Watson Brown had been dying for sixteen hours. Captain John Brown, bleeding profusely, and Captain Stephens from the hotel, were carried into the paymaster’s office. Brown’s long grey beard was stained with wet blood. He was bare headed. His shirt and trousers were grey in color. His trousers were tucked into the top of his boots. Captain Coppoc and the negro Green were also taken prisoners. They were not wounded.




  As Brown lay on the floor of the paymaster’s office he was very cool and courageous. Governor Henry A. Wise, United States Senator J. M. Mason of Virginia and Honorable Clement L. Vallandingham of Ohio plied him with many questions. To all he gave intelligent and fearless replies. He refused to involve his Northern financiers and advisers. He took the entire responsibility on himself. He told Governor Wise that he, Brown, was simply “An instrument in the hands of Providence.” He said to some newspaper correspondents and others: “I wish to say that you had better—all you people of the South—prepare for a settlement of this question. You may dispose of me very easily. I am nearly disposed of now. But this question is yet to be settled—this negro question I mean. The end is not yet.” Before thirteen months had passed one of the greatest Americans of any century, Abraham Lincoln, had been elected President of the United States; the Republican party was for the first time dominating national affairs and, soon thereafter, the Civil War was begun which culminated in the physical freedom of every slave in this Republic.




  On Wednesday Captains John Brown, Stephens and Coppoc, along with Copeland and Green, were removed to the county jail at Charles-town, ten miles south of Harper’s Ferry. Being acquainted with the jailor, Captain John Avis, I was permitted to visit Brown on one occasion. Captain Aaron D. Stephens was lying on a cot in the same room. I was told that Brown had ordered out of his room a Presbyterian minister named Lowrey when he had proposed to offer prayer. He had also said to my first colleague, Rev. James H. March, “You do not know the meaning of the word Christianity. Of course I regard you as a gentleman, but only as a heathen gentleman.” I was advised to say nothing to him about prayer. He had told other visitors that he wanted no minister to pray with him who would not be willing to die to free a slave. I was not conscious that I was ready for martyrdom from Brown’s standpoint. I have never been anxious to die to save the life of any body. My life is as valuable to me and my family as any other man’s is to him and his family. But young as I was, I hated American slavery. I was a “boy minister” of a great anti-slavery denomination of Christians. For more than a century the Methodist Episcopal Church has carried in its Disciplines its printed testimony against slavery. It is to-day the largest fully organized anti-slavery society on earth. I would have gladly offered prayer in Brown’s room at Charles-town if an honorable opportunity had been afforded.




  At his preliminary examination before five justices, Colonel Daven-port presiding, Brown said: “Virginians! I did not ask for quarter at the time I was taken. I did not ask to have my life spared. Your governor assured me of a fair trial. If you seek my blood you can have it at any time without this mockery of a trial. I have no counsel. I have not been able to advise with any one. I know nothing of the feelings of my fellow prisoners and am utterly unable to attend to my own defense. If a fair trial is to be allowed there are mitigating circumstances to be urged. But, if we are forced with a mere form, a trial for execution, you might spare yourselves that trouble. I am ready for my fate.”




  Two very able Virginia attorneys were assigned as a matter of State form as counsel for Brown. They were Honorable Charles J. Faulkner of Martinsburg, afterwards United States Envoy Extraordinary to France, and Judge Green, Ex-Mayor of Charlestown. The county grand jury indicted Brown on three separate charges: first, conspiracy with slaves for purposes of insurrection; second, treason against the commonwealth of Virginia; third, murder in the first degree. Mr. Faulkner withdrew from the case and Mr. Lawson Botts took his place. Mr. Samuel Chilton a learned lawyer of Washington, D. C., and Judge Henry Griswold of Ohio, another distinguished attorney, volunteered their services as counsel for John Brown and were accepted. Some of Brown’s friends sent an excellent young lawyer named George H. Hoyt from Boston, as additional counsel. These attorneys made an able defense, whatever may have been their private opinion as to Brown’s guilt or innocence. The prosecuting attorney for the State of Virginia was Andrew Hunter, an exceptionally brilliant orator and able lawyer. He was a courtly and commanding speaker. He was gifted with a rich and powerful voice. After the indictment of Brown by the court of justices, the prosecuting attorney of Jefferson county, Mr. Charles B. Harding left the prosecution almost exclusively to Mr. Andrew Hunter, who represented the State. So too, after the arrival of Brown’s chosen outside counsel, Judge Green and Mr. Lawson Botts withdrew, in good taste, from his defense.




  At the regular trial Brown’s counsel requested a postponement on account of the prisoner’s health. But Dr. Mason, his physician, attested the physical ability of his patient to undergo the strain. The State was spending almost a thousand dollars a day for military guards and other items. When Brown’s counsel presented telegrams from his relatives asking for delay until they could forward proofs of his insanity, Brown said, “I will say, if the court will allow me, that I look on this as a miserable artifice and trick of those who ought to take a different course in regard to me if they take any at all. I view it with contempt more than otherwise. I am perfectly unconscious of insanity and I reject, so far as I am capable, any attempts to interfere in my behalf on that score.”




  On the last day of the trial, October 31st, after six hours of argument by Hunter, Chilton and Griswold, the jury delivered the following verdict: “Guilty of treason, and of conspiring and advising with slaves and others to rebel; and of murder in the first degree.” On Wednesday, November the 2nd, he was brought into court to receive his sentence. The County Clerk, Robert H. Brown, asked: “Have you anything to say why sentence should not be passed on you?” Brown, leaning on a cane, slowly arose from his chair and with plaintive emphasis addressed Judge Parker as follows:




  “I have, may it please the court, a few words to say. In the first place I deny everything but what I have all along admitted, the design on my part to free the slaves. I certainly intended to have made a clean thing of that matter as I did last winter when I went into Missouri and took slaves without the snapping of a gun on either side, moved them through the country and finally left them in Canada. I designed to have done the same thing again on a larger scale. That was all I intended. I never did intend murder or treason, or the destruction of property, or to excite or incite slaves to rebellion or to make insurrection. I have another objection and that is that it is unjust that I should suffer such a penalty. Had I interfered in the manner which I admit, and which I admit has been fairly proved, for I admire the truthfulness and candor of the greater portion of the witnesses who have testified in this case, had I so interfered in behalf of the rich, the powerful, the intelligent, the so-called great; or in behalf of any of their friends, either father, mother, sister, brother, wife or children, or any of that class, and suffered and sacrificed what I have in this interference, it would have been all right and every man in this court would have deemed it an act worthy of reward rather than punishment. This court acknowledges as I suppose the validity of the law of God. I see a book kissed here which I suppose is the Bible, or at least the New Testament. That teaches me that all things whatsoever I would that men should do to me I should do even unto them. It teaches me further to ‘Remember them that are in bonds as bound with them.’ I endeavored to act up to that instruction. I say that I am yet too young to understand that God is any respecter of persons. I believe that to have interfered as I have done, as I have always admitted freely I have done, in behalf of His despised poor was not wrong but right. Now if it is deemed necessary that I should forfeit my life for the furtherance of the ends of justice, and mingle my blood further with the blood of my children and with the blood of millions in this slave country whose rights are disregarded by wicked, cruel and unjust enactments, I submit. So let it be done.




  “Let me say one word further. I feel entirely satisfied with the treatment I have received on my trial. Considering all the circumstances it has been more generous than I expected. But I feel no consciousness of guilt. I never had any design against the life of any person, nor any disposition to commit treason or excite slaves to rebellion or make any general insurrection. I never encouraged any man to do so but always discouraged any idea of the kind.




  “Let me say a word in regard to the statements made by some of those connected with me. I hear it has been stated by some of them that I induced them to join me. But the contrary is true. I do not say this to injure them, but as regards their weakness. There is not one of them but joined me of his own accord and the greater part of them at their own expense. A number of them I never saw, and never had a word of conversation with, till the day they came to me, and that was for the purpose I have stated. Now I am done.”




  Brown’s statement was not exactly sustained by the facts. Why had he collected the Sharpe’s rifles, the pikes, the kegs of powder, many thousands of caps and much warlike material at the Kennedy farm? Why did he and other armed men, break into the United States Armory and Arsenal, make portholes in the engine house, shoot and kill citizens and surround their own imprisoned persons with prominent men as hostages? But everybody in the courthouse believed the old man when he said that he did everything with a solitary motive, the liberation of the slaves.




  Judge Parker could, under his oath, do nothing else than to sentence him to be hung. He fixed the date for Friday, the second of December. Brown’s counsel appealed to the Supreme Court of Virginia. Its five judges unanimously sustained the action of the Jefferson county court.




  Brown was hung on the bright and beautiful morning of December 2nd at 11:15 o’clock. At his request Andrew Hunter wrote his will. He then visited his fellow prisoners who were all executed at a later date. He rode to his death between Sheriff Campbell and Captain Avis in a furniture wagon drawn by two white horses. He did not ride seated on his coffin as some of his chief eulogists have affirmed. The wagon was escorted to the scaffold by State military companies. No citizens were allowed near to the jail. Hence he did not kiss any negro baby as he emerged from his prison, as Mr. Whittier has described in a poem on the event and as artists have memorialized in paintings. The utter absurdity of such an incident occurring under such surroundings any Virginian will see. Avis, Campbell and Hunter publicly denied it. But the story will doubtless have immortality. In one of the companies of soldiers walked the actor John Wilkes Booth, the infamous assassin of Abraham Lincoln. At the head of the Lexington cadets walked Professor Thomas Jefferson Jackson, who became an able Confederate General and is best known to the world as “Stonewall Jackson.” As the party neared the gallows Brown gazed on the glorious panorama of mountain and landscape scenery. Then he said: “This is a beautiful country.” He wore a black slouch hat with the front tipped up. Reaching the scaffold the numerous State troops formed into a hollow square. Brown mounted the platform without trepidation. Standing on the drop he said to the sheriff and his assistants: “Gentlemen! I thank you for your kindness to me. I am ready at any time. Do not keep me waiting.” The drop fell and in ten minutes Dr. Mason pronounced him dead.




  That evening Mrs. Brown and her friends received the casket at Harper’s Ferry and accompanied it to the old home at North Elba, N. Y. His funeral, as reported by the metropolitan papers, took place there six days after his execution. An immense concourse was in attendance. The conspicuous and brilliant orator, Wendell Phillips, delivered the address. He closed it with these words: “In this cottage he girded himself and went forth to battle. Fuller success than his heart ever dreamed of God had granted him. He sleeps in the blessings of the crushed and the poor. Men believe more firmly in virtue now that such a man has lived.”




   


  Source: Rev. Samuel Vanderlip Leech, The Raid of John Brown at Harper’s Ferry as I Saw It (Washington, DC: DeSoto, 1909; Project Gutenberg, 2001), http://www.gutenberg.org/ebooks/35427.









  

   

  
A DECLARATION OF THE IMMEDIATE CAUSES WHICH INDUCE AND JUSTIFY THE SECESSION OF THE STATE OF MISSISSIPPI FROM THE FEDERAL UNION





  JANUARY 9, 1861


  The valuable purpose of documents such as Mississippi’s Ordinance of Secession is to show what was set forth as the official and candid reason for their leaving the Union. Reading their plain language one wonders how any contemporary of theirs could say the determinative reason for Southern secession was a studied commitment to states’ rights or differences with Northern states over tariffs. As Lincoln said, all knew that slavery was somehow the cause of the war. The way Mississippi politicians saw it, secession was necessary not merely because cotton was king, but because the slaves who picked it constituted “the greatest material interest of the world.” There was money in slavery, in short. There’s some racialist reasoning for secession thrown in too—slavery must be protected because Africans could take the sun better.




  In the momentous step which our State has taken of dissolving its connection with the government of which we so long formed a part, it is but just that we should declare the prominent reasons which have induced our course.








 



  Our position is thoroughly identified with the institution of slavery—the greatest material interest of the world. Its labor supplies the product, which constitutes by far the largest and most important portions of commerce of the earth. These products are peculiar to the climate verging on the tropical regions, and by an imperious law of nature, none but the black race can bear exposure to the tropical sun. These products have become necessities of the world, and a blow at slavery is a blow at commerce and civilization. That blow has been long aimed at the institution, and was at the point of reaching its consummation. There was no choice left us but submission to the mandates of abolition, or dissolution of the Union, whose principles had been subverted to work out our ruin.




  That we do not overstate the dangers to our institution, a reference to a few facts will sufficiently prove.




  The hostility to this institution commenced before the adoption of the Constitution and was manifested in the well-known Ordinance of 1787, in regard to the Northwestern Territory.




  The feeling increased, until, in 1819-20, it deprived the South of more than half the vast territory acquired from France.




  The same hostility dismembered Texas and seized upon all the territory acquired from Mexico.




  It has grown until it denies the right of property in slaves, and refuses protection to that right on the high seas, in the Territories, and wherever the government of the United States had jurisdiction.




  It refuses the admission of new slave States into the Union, and seeks to extinguish it by confining it within its present limits, denying the power of expansion.




  It tramples the original equality of the South under foot.




  It has nullified the Fugitive Slave Law in almost every free State in the Union, and has utterly broken the compact which our fathers pledged their faith to maintain.




  It advocates negro equality, socially and politically, and promotes insurrection and incendiarism in our midst.




  It has enlisted its press, its pulpit and its schools against us, until the whole popular mind of the North is excited and inflamed with prejudice.








 



  It has made combinations and formed associations to carry out its schemes of emancipation in the States and wherever else slavery exists.




  It seeks not to elevate or to support the slave, but to destroy his present condition without providing a better.




  It has invaded a State, and invested with the honors of martyrdom the wretch whose purpose was to apply flames to our dwellings, and the weapons of destruction to our lives.




  It has broken every compact into which it has entered for our security.




  It has given indubitable evidence of its design to ruin our agriculture, to prostrate our industrial pursuits and to destroy our social system.




  It knows no relenting or hesitation in its purposes; it stops not in its march of aggression, and leaves us no room to hope for cessation or for pause.




  It has recently obtained control of the Government, by the prosecution of its unhallowed schemes, and destroyed the last expectation of living together in friendship and brotherhood.




  Utter subjugation awaits us in the Union, if we should consent longer to remain in it. It is not a matter of choice, but of necessity. We must either submit to degradation, and to the loss of property worth four billions of money, or we must secede from the Union framed by our fathers, to secure this as well as every other species of property. For far less cause than this, our fathers separated from the Crown of England.




  Our decision is made. We follow their footsteps. We embrace the alternative of separation; and for the reasons here stated, we resolve to maintain our rights with the full consciousness of the justice of our course, and the undoubting belief of our ability to maintain it.


 


  Source: Secession of Mississippi from the Federal Union and the Ordinance of Secession (Jackson, MS: Mississippian Book and Job Printing Office, 1861), https://en.wikisource.org/wiki/Secession_of_Mississippi_from_the_Federal_Union_and_the_ordinance_of_secession.




 




     

  
THE CORNER-STONE SPEECH





  ALEXANDER H. STEPHENS, CSA




  MARCH 21, 1861




  In tandem with Mississippi’s justification for secession is Alexander Stephens’s speech made just prior to the war’s inauguration. Here he first underscores the advantages of the new Confederate constitution (the same argument as his is made today for limiting a president to one six-year term). But more important than the new political science in the South would be the confirmation of ancient racial science. It would be difficult to concoct a more fundamental-ist argument than his for the protection and perpetuation of negro slavery, given his presumptions, which we moderns do not accept. Frederick Douglass, in a sense, would take the same path and insist years later that the Civil War was a war of ideas—right ideas and wrong ideas. Blacks, Stephens argued, were not merely second-rate humans. They were profoundly inferior, and their continuance in that position would be the “corner-stone” on which the South would be constructed. Again, states’ rights are not the issue the South would actually fight for. The issue would be, in Stephens’s way of thinking, white rights. These were the true natural rights, and he considered his logic the equivalent of Galileo’s.




  I was remarking that we are passing through one of the greatest revolutions in the annals of the world. Seven States have within the last three months thrown off an old government and formed a new. This revolution has been signally marked, up to this time, by the fact of its having been accomplished without the loss of a single drop of blood.








 



  This new constitution, or form of government, constitutes the subject to which your attention will be partly invited. In reference to it, I make this first general remark: it amply secures all our ancient rights, franchises, and liberties. All the great principles of Magna Charta are retained in it. No citizen is deprived of life, liberty, or property, but by the judgment of his peers under the laws of the land. The great principle of religious liberty, which was the honor and pride of the old constitution, is still maintained and secured. All the essentials of the old constitution, which have endeared it to the hearts of the American people, have been preserved and perpetuated. Some changes have been made. Some of these I should have preferred not to have been made; but other important changes do meet my cordial approbation. They form great improvements upon the old constitution. So, taking the whole new constitution, I have no hesitancy in giving it as my judgment that it is decidedly better than the old.




  Allow me briefly to allude to some of these improvements. The question of building up class interests, or fostering one branch of industry to the prejudice of another under the exercise of the revenue power, which gave us so much trouble under the old constitution, is put at rest forever under the new. We allow the imposition of no duty with a view of giving advantage to one class of persons, in any trade or business, over those of another. All, under our system, stand upon the same broad principles of perfect equality. Honest labor and enterprise are left free and unrestricted in whatever pursuit they may be engaged. This old thorn of the tariff, which was the cause of so much irritation in the old body politic, is removed forever from the new.




  Again, the subject of internal improvements, under the power of Congress to regulate commerce, is put at rest under our system. The power, claimed by construction under the old constitution, was at least a doubtful one; it rested solely upon construction. We of the South, generally apart from considerations of constitutional principles, opposed its exercise upon grounds of its inexpediency and injustice. Notwithstanding this opposition, millions of money, from the common treasury had been drawn for such purposes. Our opposition sprang from no hostility to commerce, or to all necessary aids for facilitating it. With us it was simply a question upon whom the burden should fall. In Georgia, for instance, we have done as much for the cause of internal improvements as any other portion of the country, according to population and means. We have stretched out lines of railroads from the seaboard to the mountains; dug down the hills, and filled up the valleys at a cost of not less than $25,000,000. All this was done to open an outlet for our products of the interior, and those to the west of us, to reach the marts of the world. No State was in greater need of such facilities than Georgia, but we did not ask that these works should be made by appropriations out of the common treasury. The cost of the grading, the superstructure, and the equipment of our roads was borne by those who had entered into the enterprise. Nay, more not only the cost of the iron no small item in the aggregate cost was borne in the same way, but we were compelled to pay into the common treasury several millions of dollars for the privilege of importing the iron, after the price was paid for it abroad. What justice was there in taking this money, which our people paid into the common treasury on the importation of our iron, and applying it to the improvement of rivers and harbors elsewhere? The true principle is to subject the commerce of every locality, to whatever burdens may be necessary to facilitate it. If Charleston harbor needs improvement, let the commerce of Charleston bear the burden. If the mouth of the Savannah river has to be cleared out, let the sea-going navigation which is benefited by it, bear the burden. So with the mouths of the Alabama and Mississippi river. Just as the products of the interior, our cotton, wheat, corn, and other articles, have to bear the necessary rates of freight over our railroads to reach the seas. This is again the broad principle of perfect equality and justice, and it is especially set forth and established in our new constitution.




  Another feature to which I will allude is that the new constitution provides that cabinet ministers and heads of departments may have the privilege of seats upon the floor of the Senate and House of Representatives and may have the right to participate in the debates and discussions upon the various subjects of administration. I should have preferred that this provision should have gone further, and required the President to select his constitutional advisers from the Senate and House of Representatives. That would have conformed entirely to the practice in the British Parliament, which, in my judgment, is one of the wisest provisions in the British constitution. It is the only feature that saves that government. It is that which gives it stability in its facility to change its administration. Ours, as it is, is a great approximation to the right principle. . . .




  Another change in the constitution relates to the length of the tenure of the presidential office. In the new constitution it is six years instead of four, and the President rendered ineligible for a re-election. This is certainly a decidedly conservative change. It will remove from the incumbent all temptation to use his office or exert the powers confided to him for any objects of personal ambition. The only incentive to that higher ambition which should move and actuate one holding such high trusts in his hands, will be the good of the people, the advancement, prosperity, happiness, safety, honor, and true glory of the confederacy.




  But not to be tedious in enumerating the numerous changes for the better, allow me to allude to one other though last, not least. The new constitution has put at rest, forever, all the agitating questions relating to our peculiar institution, African slavery, as it exists amongst us the proper status of the negro in our form of civilization. This was the immediate cause of the late rupture and present revolution. Jefferson in his forecast, had anticipated this, as the “rock upon which the old Union would split.” He was right. What was conjecture with him, is now a realized fact. But whether he fully comprehended the great truth upon which that rock stood and stands, may be doubted. The prevailing ideas entertained by him and most of the leading statesmen at the time of the formation of the old constitution, were that the enslavement of the African was in violation of the laws of nature; that it was wrong in principle, socially, morally, and politically. It was an evil they knew not well how to deal with, but the general opinion of the men of that day was that, somehow or other in the order of Providence, the institution would be evanescent and pass away. This idea, though not incorporated in the constitution, was the prevailing idea at that time. The constitution, it is true, secured every essential guarantee to the institution while it should last, and hence no argument can be justly urged against the constitutional guarantees thus secured, because of the common sentiment of the day. Those ideas, however, were fundamentally wrong. They rested upon the assumption of the equality of races. This was an error. It was a sandy foundation, and the government built upon it fell when the “storm came and the wind blew.”




  Our new government is founded upon exactly the opposite idea; its foundations are laid, its corner-stone rests, upon the great truth that the negro is not equal to the white man; that slavery subordination to the superior race is his natural and normal condition. This, our new government, is the first, in the history of the world, based upon this great physical, philosophical, and moral truth. This truth has been slow in the process of its development, like all other truths in the various departments of science. It has been so even amongst us. Many who hear me, perhaps, can recollect well, that this truth was not generally admitted, even within their day. The errors of the past generation still clung to many as late as twenty years ago. Those at the North, who still cling to these errors, with a zeal above knowledge, we justly denominate fanatics. All fanaticism springs from an aberration of the mind from a defect in reasoning. It is a species of insanity. One of the most striking characteristics of insanity, in many instances, is forming correct conclusions from fancied or erroneous premises; so with the anti-slavery fanatics. Their conclusions are right if their premises were. They assume that the negro is equal, and hence conclude that he is entitled to equal privileges and rights with the white man. If their premises were correct, their conclusions would be logical and just but their premise being wrong, their whole argument fails. I recollect once of having heard a gentleman from one of the northern States, of great power and ability, announce in the House of Representatives, with imposing effect, that we of the South would be compelled, ultimately, to yield upon this subject of slavery, that it was as impossible to war successfully against a principle in politics, as it was in physics or mechanics. That the principle would ultimately prevail. That we, in maintaining slavery as it exists with us, were warring against a principle, a principle founded in nature, the principle of the equality of men. The reply I made to him was, that upon his own grounds, we should, ultimately, succeed, and that he and his associates, in this crusade against our institutions, would ultimately fail. The truth announced, that it was as impossible to war successfully against a principle in politics as it was in physics and mechanics, I admitted; but told him that it was he, and those acting with him, who were warring against a principle. They were attempting to make things equal which the Creator had made unequal.




  In the conflict thus far, success has been on our side, complete throughout the length and breadth of the Confederate States. It is upon this, as I have stated, our social fabric is firmly planted; and I cannot permit myself to doubt the ultimate success of a full recognition of this principle throughout the civilized and enlightened world.




  As I have stated, the truth of this principle may be slow in development, as all truths are and ever have been, in the various branches of science. It was so with the principles announced by Galileo, it was so with Adam Smith and his principles of political economy. It was so with Harvey, and his theory of the circulation of the blood. It is stated that not a single one of the medical profession, living at the time of the announcement of the truths made by him, admitted them. Now, they are universally acknowledged. May we not, therefore, look with confidence to the ultimate universal acknowledgment of the truths upon which our system rests? It is the first government ever instituted upon the principles in strict conformity to nature, and the ordination of Providence, in furnishing the materials of human society. Many governments have been founded upon the principle of the subordination and serfdom of certain classes of the same race; such were and are in violation of the laws of nature. Our system commits no such violation of nature’s laws. With us, all of the white race, however high or low, rich or poor, are equal in the eye of the law. Not so with the negro. Subordination is his place. He, by nature, or by the curse against Canaan, is fitted for that condition which he occupies in our system. The architect, in the construction of buildings, lays the foundation with the proper material—the granite; then comes the brick or the marble. The substratum of our society is made of the material fitted by nature for it, and by experience we know that it is best, not only for the superior, but for the inferior race, that it should be so. It is, indeed, in conformity with the ordinance of the Creator. It is not for us to inquire into the wisdom of His ordinances, or to question them. For His own purposes, He has made one race to differ from another, as He has made “one star to differ from another star in glory.” The great objects of humanity are best attained when there is conformity to His laws and decrees, in the formation of governments as well as in all things else. Our confederacy is founded upon principles in strict conformity with these laws. This stone which was rejected by the first builders “is become the chief of the corner” the real “corner-stone” in our new edifice.


  

 


 Source: Henry Cleveland, Alexander H. Stephens, in Public and Private: With Letters and Speeches, Before, During, and Since the War (Philadelphia: National Publishing Company, 1866), pp. 717–29.
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THE BOMBARDMENT





  APRIL 12, 1861




  BRIG. GEN. ABNER DOUBLEDAY, USA




  It is ironic that Abner Doubleday is primarily remembered for the claim—never made by him, and popularized years after his death in 1893—that he invented baseball in a cow pasture near Coopers-town, New York. The irony is that while that tale is purely mythic, Doubleday’s life and military career were full of actual feats worthy of remembrance. Grandson of a minuteman and son of a War of 1812 veteran who served in Congress, Doubleday was born and raised in New York State. He graduated from the United States Military Academy in 1842, serving in the Mexican and Seminole wars. As the Civil War drew near, Doubleday was a captain at Fort Sumter, second in command to Col. John L. Gardner. With the fort under siege from secessionist Charleston, where artillery stood ready to stop the naval resupply ordered by President Lincoln, it was Doubleday’s cannon that fired the first response to Confederate shells. Later he fought with distinction at Second Bull Run, Antietam, and Gettysburg. Here, he recalls that fateful time when the irrepressible conflict finally erupted into fighting.




  As soon as the outline of our fort [Sumter] could be distinguished, the enemy carried out their programme. It had been arranged, as a special compliment to the venerable Edmund Ruffin, who might almost be called the father of secession, that he should fire the first shot against us, from the Stevens battery on Cummings Point, and I think in all the histories it is stated that he did so; but it is attested by Dr. Crawford and others who were on the parapet at the time, that the first shot really came from the mortar battery at Fort Johnson. Almost immediately afterward a ball from Cummings Point lodged in the magazine wall, and by the sound seemed to bury itself in the masonry about a foot from my head, in very unpleasant proximity to my right ear. This is the one that probably came with Mr. Ruffin’s compliments. In a moment the firing burst forth in one continuous roar, and large patches of both the exterior and interior masonry began to crumble and fall in all directions. The place where I was had been used for the manufacture of cartridges, and there was still a good deal of powder there, some packed and some loose. A shell soon struck near the ventilator, and a puff of dense smoke entered the room, giving me a strong impression that there would be an immediate explosion. Fortunately, no sparks had penetrated inside.




  Nineteen batteries were now hammering at us, and the balls and shells from the ten-inch columbiads, accompanied by shells from the thirteen-inch mortars which constantly bombarded us, made us feel as if the war had commenced in earnest.




  When it was broad daylight, I went down to breakfast. I found the officers already assembled at one of the long tables in the mess-hall. Our party were calm, and even somewhat merry. We had retained one colored man to wait on us. He was a spruce-looking mulatto from Charleston, very active and efficient on ordinary occasions, but now completely demoralized by the thunder of the guns and crashing of the shot around us. He leaned back against the wall, almost white with fear, his eyes closed, and his whole expression one of perfect despair. Our meal was not very sumptuous. It consisted of pork and water, but Dr. Crawford triumphantly brought forth a little farina, which he had found in a corner of the hospital.




  When this frugal repast was over, my company was told off in three details for firing purposes, to be relieved afterward by Seymour’s company. As I was the ranking officer, I took the first detachment, and marched them to the casemates, which looked out upon the powerful iron-clad battery of Cummings Point.




  In aiming the first gun fired against the rebellion I had no feeling of self-reproach, for I fully believed that the contest was inevitable, and was not of our seeking. The United States was called upon not only to defend its sovereignty, but its right to exist as a nation. The only alternative was to submit to a powerful oligarchy who were determined to make freedom forever subordinate to slavery. To me it was simply a contest, politically speaking, as to whether virtue or vice should rule.




  My first shot bounded off from the sloping roof of the battery opposite without producing any apparent effect. It seemed useless to attempt to silence the guns there; for our metal was not heavy enough to batter the work down, and every ball glanced harmlessly off, except one, which appeared to enter an embrasure and twist the iron shutter, so as to stop the firing of that particular gun.




  I observed that a group of the enemy had ventured out from their intrenchments to watch the effect of their fire, but I sent them flying back to their shelter by the aid of a forty-two-pounder ball, which appeared to strike right in among them. . . .




  Our firing now became regular, and was answered from the rebel guns which encircled us on the four sides of the pentagon upon which the fort was built. The other side faced the open sea. Showers of balls from ten-inch columbiads and forty-two-pounders, and shells from thirteen-inch mortars poured into the fort in one incessant stream, causing great flakes of masonry to fall in all directions. When the immense mortar shells, after sailing high in the air, came down in a vertical direction, and buried themselves in the parade-ground, their explosion shook the fort like an earthquake.




  Our own guns were very defective, as they had no breech-sights. In place of these, Seymour and myself were obliged to devise notched sticks, which answered the purpose, but were necessarily very imperfect.




  Our fort had been built with reference to the penetration of shot when the old system of smooth-bore guns prevailed. The balls from a new Blakely gun on Cummings Point, however, had force enough to go entirely through the wall which sheltered us, and some of the fragments of brick which were knocked out wounded several of my detachment. None were seriously hurt except Sergeant Thomas Kirnan, of my company. His contusions were severe, but did not keep him out of the fight.








 



  After three hours’ firing, my men became exhausted, and Captain Seymour came, with a fresh detachment, to relieve us. He has a great deal of humor in his composition, and said, jocosely, “Doubleday, what in the world is the matter here, and what is all this uproar about?”




  I replied, “There is a trifling difference of opinion between us and our neighbors opposite, and we are trying to settle it.”




  “Very well,” he said; “do you wish me to take a hand?”




  I said, “Yes, I would like to have you go in.”




  “All right,” he said. “What is your elevation, and range?”




  I replied, “Five degrees, and twelve hundred yards.”




  “Well,” he said, “here goes!” And he went to work with a will.




  Part of the fleet was visible outside the bar about half-past ten a.m. It exchanged salutes with us, but did not attempt to enter the harbor, or take part in the battle. In fact, it would have had considerable difficulty in finding the channel, as the marks and buoys had all been taken up. . . . After the event much obloquy was thrown upon the navy because it did not come in and engage the numerous batteries and forts, and open for itself a way to Charleston; but this course would probably have resulted in the sinking of every vessel. . . .




  When Seymour’s three hours were up, I relieved him, and continued the firing. As our balls bounded off the sloping iron rails like peas upon a trencher, utterly failing to make any impression, and as the shot from the Blakely gun came clear through our walls, Anderson directed that the men should cease firing at that particular place. I regretted very much that the upper tier of guns had been abandoned, as they were all loaded and pointed, and were of very heavy calibre. A wild Irish soldier, however, named John Carmody, slipped up on the parapet, and, without orders, fired the pieces there, one after another, on his own account. One of the ten-inch balls so aimed made quite an impression on the Cummings Point battery; and if the fire could have been kept up, it might possibly have knocked the iron-work to pieces.




  After my detachment had abandoned the casemate opposite the Blakely gun, to my great astonishment the battery I had left recommenced firing. I could not imagine who could have taken our places. It seems that a group of the Baltimore workmen had been watching our motions, and had thus learned the duties of a cannoneer. In spite of their previous determination not to take part in the fight, they could not resist the fun of trying their hand at one of the guns. It was already accurately pointed, and the ball struck the mark in the centre. The men attributed it to their own skill, and when I entered they were fairly in convulsions of laughter. One of them, in answer to my question, gasped out, “I hit it square in the middle.” After this first attempt, each of them was desirous of trying his skill at aiming. The result was, that we soon had them organized into a firing-party. . . .




  The night was an anxious one for us, for we thought it probable that the launches, filled with armed men from the fleet, might take advantage of the darkness to come in with provisions and supplies. Then, too, it was possible that the enemy might attempt a night attack. We were on the alert, therefore, with men stationed at all the embrasures; but nothing unusual occurred. The batteries fired upon us at stated intervals all night long. We did not return the fire, having no ammunition to waste.




  On the morning of the 13th, we took our breakfast—or, rather, our pork and water—at the usual hour, and marched the men to the guns when the meal was over.




  From 4 to 6.30 A.M. the enemy’s fire was very spirited. From 7 to 8 A.M. a rain-storm came on, and there was a lull in the cannonading. About 8 a.m. the officers’ quarters were ignited by one of Ripley’s incendiary shells, or by shot heated in the furnaces at Fort Moultrie. The fire was put out; but at 10 A.M. a mortar shell passed through the roof, and lodged in the flooring of the second story, where it burst, and started the flames afresh. This, too, was extinguished; but the hot shot soon followed each other so rapidly that it was impossible for us to contend with them any longer. It became evident that the entire block, being built with wooden partitions, floors, and roofing, must be consumed, and that the magazine, containing three hundred barrels of powder, would be endangered; for, even after closing the metallic door, sparks might penetrate through the ventilator. The floor was covered with loose powder, where a detail of men had been at work manufacturing cartridge-bags out of old shirts, woolen blankets, etc.




  While the officers exerted themselves with axes to tear down and cut away all the wood-work in the vicinity, the soldiers were rolling barrels of powder out to more sheltered spots, and were covering them with wet blankets. The labor was accelerated by the shells which were bursting around us; for Ripley had redoubled his activity at the first signs of a conflagration. We only succeeded in getting out some ninety-six barrels of powder, and then we were obliged to close the massive copper door, and await the result. A shot soon after passed through the intervening shield, struck the door, and bent the lock in such a way that it could not be opened again. We were thus cut off from our supply of ammunition, but still had some piled up in the vicinity of the guns. Anderson officially reported only four barrels and three cartridges as on hand when we left.




  By 11 A.M. the conflagration was terrible and disastrous. One-fifth of the fort was on fire, and the wind drove the smoke in dense masses into the angle where we had all taken refuge. It seemed impossible to escape suffocation. Some lay down close to the ground, with handkerchiefs over their mouths, and others posted themselves near the embrasures, where the smoke was somewhat lessened by the draught of air. Every one suffered severely. I crawled out of one of these openings, and sat on the outer edge; but Ripley made it lively for me there with his case-shot, which spattered all around. Had not a slight change of wind taken place, the result might have been fatal to most of us.




  Our firing having ceased, and the enemy being very jubilant, I thought it would be as well to show them that we were not all dead yet, and ordered the gunners to fire a few rounds more. I heard afterward that the enemy loudly cheered Anderson for his persistency under such adverse circumstances.




  The scene at this time was really terrific. The roaring and crackling of the flames, the dense masses of whirling smoke, the bursting of the enemy’s shells, and our own which were exploding in the burning rooms, the crashing of the shot, and the sound of masonry falling in every direction, made the fort a pandemonium. When at last nothing was left of the building but the blackened walls and smoldering embers, it became painfully evident that an immense amount of damage had been done. There was a tower at each angle of the fort. One of these, containing great quantities of shells, upon which we had relied, was almost completely shattered by successive explosions. The massive wooden gates, studded with iron nails, were burned, and the wall built behind them was now a mere heap of débris, so that the main entrance was wide open for an assaulting party. The sally-ports were in a similar condition, and the numerous windows on the gorge side, which had been planked up, had now become all open entrances.




  About 12.48 P.M. the end of the flag-staff was shot down, and the flag fell. It had been previously hanging by one halyard, the other having been cut by a piece of shell. The exultation of the enemy, however, was short-lived. Peter Hart found a spar in the fort, which answered very well as a temporary flag-staff. He nailed the flag to this, and raised it triumphantly by nailing and tying the pole firmly to a pile of gun-carriages on the parapet. This was gallantly done, without undue haste, under Seymour’s supervision, although the enemy concentrated all their fire upon the spot to prevent Hart from carrying out his intention. From the beginning, the rebel gunners had been very ambitious to shoot the flag down, and had wasted an immense number of shots in the attempt.




   


  Source: Abner Doubleday, Reminiscences of Forts Sumter and Moultrie in 1860–’61 (New York: Harper and Brothers, 1876; Project Gutenberg, 2008), chap. 10, http://www.gutenberg.org/ebooks/24972.
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THE BATTLE OF BULL RUN





  JULY 21, 1861




  CHARLES CARLETON COFFIN, USA




  “On to Richmond!” went the cry from impatient Northerners, fully expecting Union troops to overwhelm nascent Confederate forces in a frontal assault on Virginia’s capital. But the forces of USA Brig. Gen. Irvin McDowell were no more seasoned than the Southern troops under CSA Brig. Gen. P. G. T. Beauregard. The Union attack was halted, the Confederate counterattack aided by the fierce presence of a Virginia Military Institute professor, Thomas J. Jackson, whose battlefield indefatigability earned him his famous sobriquet, Stonewall. As they retreated after fierce fighting, Union soldiers and supporters realized the war was unlikely to be short and glorious. There to document the sobering action was Charles Carleton Coffin, a patriotic Republican reporter from New Hampshire who closely covered Abraham Lincoln’s victorious 1860 campaign. Unable to enlist due to a crippling leg injury suffered while working on the railroad, Coffin would make his mark as a war correspondent. He covered battles from Bull Run to Appomattox, earning army goodwill for his accurate reporting and gaining the trust of the soldiers whose hardships he recounted and even shared. Here, he lays out the action at First Bull Run.
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