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Fort Wagner, also known as Battery Wagner,

was a coastal defense fortification,

located on Morris Island, South Carolina,

during the American Civil War.

It played a significant role,

in one of the war's most famous battles:

The Battle of Fort Wagner in 1863.

The Battle That Changed

Everything.
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Prelude:
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The winds of war had swept across the United States, tearing at the fabric of the nation. As soldiers from both the Union and Confederate armies clashed across battlefields, a new chapter of courage and sacrifice would be written in the sands of South Carolina.

This is the story of the brave men who fought at Fort Wagner, where valor would be tested, where duty would be questioned, and where the very soul of the nation would be forged in the fire of this war.

Once a slave, now a soldier, Tripp—Private Tripp was one of many who answered the call when the Union announced the creation of the 54th Massachusetts.

He was not the first to sign-up nor was he the last, but sign-up he did. He's not really sure why he joined, to save his people from slavery, to save this broken nation, or was it just something to do. At this point of the war, his reasons are not even clear to himself. Although he stands a whopping six feet five inches, he never stood out from the crowd, well not until...
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Step-1:

"Up Men, Onto Your Post!"
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Present Day 1863 three weeks after the Battle of Fort Wagner in a nice sized court house in a small southern town in Tennessee that was taken by the Union army some time ago.

Private Tripp is escorted by two white soldiers inside. They enter the courtroom as he walks toward the bench to take his seat in a single chair positioned in front of the bench which sits three high-ranking officers while other lower ranks sit in the spectators' seats behind where Tripp will be sitting.

Once he takes his set, one-star General Mayfield addresses anyone,

“Welcome to these proceedings. As you all know nearly a month ago the Union army’s first colored troop engaged the Confederates in a battle at Wagner, and as many of you know, it didn’t go as planned. So we are here to figure out what went wrong and where to point the fingers.”

“Speaking for the state will be Colonel Baumhower.”

Baumhower stands.

“And speaking with the subject will be Major Albright.”

he stands.

“Let us get this hearing started shall we.” Lieutenant Curt you may proceed.”

He replies, “Yes sir” Curt walks over to Tripp “Stand up private.” Tripp stands as Curt has to adjust to seeing such a tall fellow. “Dawn they grow you boys big in the cotton fields.”

“Lieutenant!”

“Oh sorry General.” Curt turns back to Tripp, “Attention Private.” Private Tripp stands at attention, his uniform crisp, his boots polished, but his eyes—those eyes were the windows to the turmoil he carrying within. As he stands in the courtroom, the weight of years and memories fills the space between the words he’s about to speak. The lawyer Colonel Baumhower, adjusted his glasses, watching Tripp with keen interest as Curt asks, Tripp “Do you swear to tell the truth the hold truth, and noting be the truth so help you God?”

Tripp answers, “Yes sir.”

“Be seated private.”

The general says, “Colonel Baumhower you may begin.”

Baumhower steps down from the bench and walks toward Tripp to get a real good look at him, with a steady and professional voice he asks, "Private Tripp, please recount for the court the moment the 54th Massachusetts Infantry took their first steps toward Fort Wagner,"

Tripp’s lips tightened, and for a moment, he was far away. Far from the clean, cold walls of this military courtroom, back to the heat and dust of the day, the battle began.

The Morning of the Battle:

It was early in the morning on July 18, 1863, the air was thick with anticipation. The 54th Massachusetts Infantry had marched for miles, their shoes worn and sweat clinging to their faces, but there was no turning back. The men were lined up in neat formation as they marched passed other units shouts and cheers rigs out

“Give-em hell 54th! give-em hell!”

At that point many of the 54th knew as they approached the rocky beaches of Morris Island that there was no turning back now. Ahead of them, rising like a silent, imposing giant, was Fort Wagner.

The soldiers stood in silence, but there was a hum in the air, the kind that precedes something monumental. A quiet unease hung like smoke in the air.

Tripp recalls —his nervousness—felt something more. He felt the weight of history if he didn’t live up to the standard of a soldier in a fight.

They approached their positions, Private Tripp recalled how “The Colonel, the young officer leading them, rode to the front.” His figure was tall and commanding, his eyes steady, though, behind them, there was an undeniable resolve. “He rode his white horse toward the news people and handed a stack of letters he wrote to one of them, asking him to mail them if he should fall this day.”  

Tripp tells of the two rivals in front of him. One was about to fall but the other grabbed him so he could regain his balance.

“Whatever issue they had was resolved right then”.

“The Colonel rode toward us. His boots echoed against the earth as he jumped down from his horse. He raised his hand, everyone stopped moving. Everything was still. The Colonel spoke, his voice cutting through the tension. His voice rang out, strong and sure,

“Men, you are the first of your kind. You are not just soldiers, you are the embodiment of freedom and the future of this nation. The world is watching, and we will show them that no man is inferior. We fight not for ourselves, but for those who cannot fight for themselves. You are not here by chance—you are here because the world needs you. We are the 54th. You are brothers.”

He points to the flag bearer “If this man should fall? Who will pick up the flag and carry on?”

one soldier steps out saying,

“I will.”

We all cheered and the Colonel smiled for this wasn’t just any soldier to him, he was the Colonel’s childhood friend.

The Colonel who said to the private “I will see you in the fort Tom.”

There was a pause before he added with power and conviction,

"Up men, onto your post!"

.

Back in the Courtroom:

Private Tripp's eyes glazed over slightly as he came back to the present, shaking himself out of his memories. He felt taller now, the courtroom around him fading for a brief moment.

Baumhower breaks the silence.

“Now, tell us private about the moments after that. What happened next after the Colonel’s speech?”

Tripp swallowed hard and shifted in his seat, feeling the heavy gaze of the courtroom upon him. He cleared his throat before answering.

“After the speech, sir, we moved out. The air was thick like a storm was brewing. We knew what was coming. We were ready... but nothing can truly prepare you for that kind of fight. Nothing can prepare you for seeing your comrades fall, for hearing the chaos of battle, for feeling the heat of the cannon fire—nothing.”

Baumhower nodded as he glanced over at the General before asking the next question.

“Private Tripp, did you have any notion of how brutal the battle would be once you reached the Fort?”

Tripp stared ahead, eyes focused on the invisible past, where the smell of gunpowder and the sound of war still lingered in his mind.

“I don’t think any of us truly understood until we saw it for ourselves, sir. You know what they say—no battle plan survives contact with the enemy. We were just following orders. But when you see the walls of Wagner, and the smoke rising from the cannons... you realize that you’re not just fighting for victory anymore. You’re fighting for survival.”

Baumhower nodded again as he addressed the Albright,

“I yield the floor, you witness major”

he returns to his seat on the bench.

End of Step-1
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Step-2:

"The March into Glory: The 1st Charge"
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The courtroom was still, the only sounds being the soft shuffle of papers and the occasional cough. Major Handover Albright stood to take his turn, his polished uniform cutting a sharp figure against the stark walls of the room. His dark eyes locked in on Private Tripp, his expression unreadable.

Baumhower, having finished his questioning, sat back down, giving a slight nod of disapproval to Tripp, who was still standing tall.

“Private Tripp,” Albright began, his voice calm and measured, “you may take your seat.” Tripp nodded and carefully lowered himself into the chair, trying his best to keep his composure as the attention of the courtroom shifted to Major Albright.

Albright paced slowly in front of Tripp before coming to a stop. The room held its breath as he folded his hands behind his back and addressed the Private directly.

“Now, Private, I want to ask you a simple question, but one that I imagine has no simple answer. How were you feeling just before charging into battle? What was on your mind?” Albright's gaze never wavered from Tripp’s eyes, studying him like a hawk circling its prey.

Tripp paused, his face growing contemplative as he seemed to drift into his thoughts once again. For a moment, the world around him faded. The courtroom disappeared, and he was back on that sun-drenched morning, his feet sinking into the sand, the weight of his rifle heavy in his hands.

“I was scared,”

Tripp answered, his voice steady but tinged
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