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    Here we are, some with whole skins, and some not so whole. Others have been left behind. For myself, I can only wonder that there is a bone left in my carcass when I think of the wholesale carnage through which I have passed. My bruises are inward.
  


  
    It is all over now, and I can only regard it as a hideous dream — the smoking ruins, the sodden field, the trailing banner, the slaughtered thousands and wailing families, the roar of cannon, the Rebel yell and Yankee hurrah have all passed away, and we again return to peace.
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  Preface


  


  I first discovered John Haley’s journal in 1981 at the Historical Room of the Dyer Library in Saco, Maine, while researching another Maine personage, Joshua Chamber-lain. My first reaction was one of incredulity at the size of the book and the exquisite hand-printed text. I was soon immersed in the story unfolding on the first page and in fantasy I joined young John as he wrestled with his foolish decision to enlist in the army; I suffered his hunger and physical anguish on the mud march and the terror of the Wilderness. Haley’s words leapt from the page, as fresh and exciting as though they were written yesterday. As I read further, a note in his handwriting fluttered to the floor: “It is my hope that from these pages some caring generation may find inspiration for direction to undertake the work that they may better understand the cause we served, the cause of the preservation of the Union of States.”


  I was hooked. John Haley nibbled at my conscience for many months, but the problems of transforming the journal into a book seemed insurmountable. The original work could not be removed from the library (as well it shouldn’t), so how was I to edit the 440 thousand-word text for today’s reader? The subject continued to plague me; I had to try. The journal should not moulder another one hundred years! Once the decision was made, each piece fell into place as though old John Haley himself leaned over my shoulder directing the project.


  I began by struggling through the complete set of tablets wherein Haley recorded his experiences at the time, or within twenty-four hours thereof. To have such a reference source “was richness” itself, (to use a favorite phrase of Haley’s) — most books of this nature are written years after the event and are distorted by time. I then turned to the more formal journal, which Haley penned long after the War of the Rebellion. Though I found many passages reflecting political and social background Haley could only have had access to in later years, his finished work remained remarkably faithful to the original notes he had scribbled by the campfire after a battle or a day’s hard march through Virginia. The more I read, the more I realized that this was a unique history of the 17th Maine Regiment and the Army of the Potomac.


  The Civil War has always fascinated me, and Haley’s account brought it shockingly alive in all its horror and heartbreak. But it is much more than a dry history; the author’s style and irrepressible wit transform it into delightful reading, a real page-turner. This volume is not, therefore, intended primarily as a scholarly reference work.


  Regrettably, one of the widespread nineteenth-century social attitudes Haley mirrors is a disdain for the Irish and Negroes. Whether or not he modified his attitude as he grew older is not evident, and his journal treats the subject by expressing the feelings of the soldiers of the time of the war. I have kept these passages in the text and trust that today’s reader will understand the context in which the offensive phrases were originally written.


  Lengthy as it is, this printed version of “Haley’s Chronicles,” as he titled it, is only about two-thirds as long as the original. It is not an exact word-for-word transcription, for I have exercised my editorial judgment to make his account more consistently interesting. Haley constantly repeated himself, particularly when it came to complaining about the faults of his officers or criticizing the political views of Secessionists in the South and Copperheads in the North. I have therefore deleted many paragraphs where Haley repeats earlier remarks or where he expounds on some topic to the point of beating it into the ground. Similarly, I have tried to bring consistency to the narrative. Haley tended to mix past and present tenses in the course of transcribing and adding to the original field diaries. I have straightened out these discrepancies where I could. Likewise, I have deleted, or moved to the chapter notes, interesting but lengthy asides that were obviously inserted into the original text long after the fact, my aim always being to emphasize the day-by-day immediacy of a private’s life in the field. Spelling and punctuation also have been modernized or corrected. (Haley had a little trouble remembering when i comes before e, and vice versa.)


  Like the author, I found my task of editing the mammoth journal “a strain on [my] fund of patience, but the thought of doing something for posterity has spurred on [my] jaded efforts and kept the interest to the finish.” Fundamentally, this is John Haley’s personal account in his own words, and no other soldier has ever told his story with more thoroughness and skill. It is as fascinating today as when he wrote it a century ago. I can only hope that John Haley would have been well-pleased with this rendition of his journal, assured that posterity honors the truth as he witnessed it.


  My many thanks to the head of Down East Books, Leon Ballou, for recognizing the value of the work; to Steve Podgajny, librarian of the Dyer Library, for his enthusiasm and for gaining permission to work on this project; to my editor, Karin Womer, for her guidance and many hours of labor and caring; and to my husband for his T.L.C. in the long months of arduous toil. Last, but far from least, my thanks go to Dr. Robert York, Maine’s official historian, who encouraged me at the inception of this book and who wrote the introduction that follows.


  Ruth Silliker


  Introduction


  


  The Civil War is the most popular single subject in American history. More ink has been spilled on it than any topic from the Pilgrim fathers to nuclear war. Historians have analyzed it militarily, politically, economically, socially, constitutionally, diplomatically, and biographically again and again. Thousands of great books have emerged to form a solid core of significant Americana. Carl Sandburg, Douglas S. Freeman, Allen Nevins, Bruce Catton, Frank Owlsley, E. Mertin Coulter, Bell Wiley, Fred Shannon, David Donald, Kenneth Williams, and James G. Randall are but a few of the major historians who have written extensively and brilliantly of the period. They are flanked by a host of others whose books and articles help to round out our knowledge and understanding of the war era.


  Although Maine servicemen played an important role in the Civil War, the bibliography of Maine’s participation is not large. There are a goodly number of regimental histories (now old) plus John Pullen’s incomparable 20th Maine and Shower of Stars (27th Maine), Charles Hamlin’s Maine at Gettysburg, biographies of Hannibal Hamlin (Lincoln’s vice president), generals Oliver Otis Howard and Joshua Chamberlain, and William P. Fessenden (U.S. Senator and Secretary of the Treasury). Also noteworthy are Joshua Chamberlain’s Passing of the Armies and Sturtevant’s Josiah Volunteered.


  While Maine’s Civil War soldiers were writing soldiers — they kept diaries and they wrote frequent and long letters (uncensored) to their loved ones at home — and while many of these have been preserved, very few have ever been published. That is why what Ruth Silliker has accomplished in editing John Haley’s very full diary of his three-year enlistment as a member of the 17th regiment — one of Maine’s fightingest — is of special importance.


  This introduction seeks to provide the background of Maine’s participation in the Civil War into which the 17th regiment and Haley will be placed.


  Like the rest of the North, Maine was unprepared for war in 1861. Most of the old militia companies had long since been disbanded. Those still functioning were primarily for ceremonial purposes and not ready for combat. When Lincoln called for volunteers after Fort Sumter’s capture, there was a hearty response in Maine. Governor Israel Washburn was a strong Unionist and he urged Maine men to step forward, which they did with enthusiasm — so many that recruiting had to be temporarily suspended because no adequate accommodations and materials had been readied to handle them. Of course, in the early days of the war there was a general feeling that the conflict would be short and easy; one big push to Richmond and it would all be over. As the war lengthened and the casualty lists mounted, it became increasingly difficult in Maine as elsewhere to fill the ever-climbing quotas. A draft was instituted to meet the need. Even then, most Maine servicemen were volunteers; there was a stigma attached to the word draftee. There was a financial incentive as well. Those who had to go were anxious to collect as much bounty as possible, and by volunteering in a larger and wealthier community than their own they often fattened their pocketbooks considerably. There was a terrible inequity in this system because the enrollees were credited to the quota or city in which they enrolled rather than to the one in which they resided. This left the smaller towns and rural areas facing a vicious circle of high quotas and diminished numbers of potential soldiers. This situation gave rise to the “Kingfield Riot” of 1863.


  Over the course of the war nearly $10 million was paid out in State of Maine and local enlistment bounties. When John Haley signed up in a spurt of group patriotism as a member of the 17th Maine in August 1862, and received $55 from Saco, $45 from the State of Maine, and $25 from the federal government, he felt “very wealthy.” In the early part of the war it was possible to avoid service by paying a commutation fee of $300 but this was abandoned after a year. Another way to avoid service was to hire a substitute. This option remained in effect throughout the war and was utilized by Maine men who could afford it. This resulted in many referring to the Civil War as a rich man’s war and a poor man’s fight.


  Maine had its share of skedaddlers, and the extensive Maine woods were a hideaway for those from Maine and elsewhere who wished to avoid service. “Gone to Canada” was the excuse used by some. Maine also had some “copperheads” who counseled against a vigorous presentation of the war. Marcellus Emery, editor of the Bangor Democrat, was the most conspicuous spokesman for this point of view. In August 1861a “respectable” mob of Bangorians destroyed his press. He later resumed publication with a more subdued editorial tone, but throughout the war he remained in opposition and was a principal speaker at peace rallies in eastern Maine in the middle years of the conflict.


  Maine did not escape the stigma of desertion. The rate ran above 10 percent for both Union and Confederate forces, and company records for Maine regiments have many notations of desertion — “whereabouts unknown.” All in all, however, Maine’s record in the Civil War is an honorable, even inspiring, one. Well over seventy thousand men from a total population of just under six hundred thousand answered the call to the colors. Over 10 percent died. The majority of casualties were the result of disease rather than enemy bullets. A large number of Maine regiments served on the periphery of the Confederacy, especially in the Mississippi River area, where they were subject to unaccustomed diseases of the warm climate. Many others succumbed to dysentery, typhoid, pneumonia, and other camp diseases.


  The overwhelming majority of Mainers served in the over thirty infantry regiments, while others served in cavalry, artillery, and sharpshooter outfits. Sixty-seven hundred served in the navy or marines. Maine men engaged in every major battle of the eastern theater of war from First Bull Run in 1861 to Appomattox in 1865. Five raw Maine regiments were rushed into action at First Bull Run in July 1861 and, like the rest of Union forces, failed to live up to expectations. Following Bull Run, General George McClellan assumed command of the Army of the Potomac and, by repeated drilling, got a fine army whipped into shape. He took it down the Potomac, expecting to capture Richmond by a flanking movement in the Peninsular Campaign. There were seven Maine regiments with him and all were conspicuously engaged in such actions as Williamsburg, Fair Oaks, and Gaine’s Mill, but the campaign failed. The troops were withdrawn and McClellan relieved of the command. A political general, John Pope, succeeded McClellan. He proved unequal to the task, and his memorial became the second battle of Bull Run — a major disaster that left the Federal forces demoralized and in retreat.


  Lincoln again turned to McClellan to save the day. Lee’s success at Bull Run emboldened him to begin an invasion of Maryland in the hopes of bringing that border state into the Confederacy, or at least providing thousands of new Confederate recruits. The invasion ended at Sharpsburg (Antietam), the bloodiest one-day engagement of the entire war. The 7th and 10th Maine regiments were heavily committed and suffered serious casualties. The noise of the battle (heard 60 miles away) was the first hint of hostilities for the 17th Maine, recently arrived in Washington, D.C., and then garrisoned at Fort Stanton just outside the city. Haley, like many of his fellow enlisted men, hoped to remain there for a long time, but some of the officers were itching for battle and requested a transfer for the regiment. Haley reported that “as far as the men in the ranks are concerned this statement is a gross misrepresentation wholly devoid of foundation. We desire to stay where we are, or in some place equally safe and pleasant.”


  Antietam blunted Lee’s advance and forced his return to Virginia. In that sense it was a Federal victory but in reality it was defeat for both sides. Its most important result was the effect on European leaders. England was on the verge of recognizing the independence of the Confederacy but Antietam caused her to pause, and the danger of foreign interference passed.


  Following Antietam, McClellan was again removed from the command. This time he left the army, only to resurface in 1864 as the Democratic opponent to Lincoln in his reelection bid. The new commander, General A.E. Burnside, was guilty of colossal blunders resulting in the terrible defeat at Fredericksburg in mid-December. The 2nd, 4th, 16th, and 17th Maine regiments all fought bravely in this futile assault on entrenched enemy positions. The 16th and 17th were fighting for the first time and did well under withering fire. General Hiram Berry (formerly the colonel of the 4th Maine and currently brigade commander) praised the men of the 17th for their conduct. Although military historians generally place the blame for the debacle at Fredericksburg on Burnside’s shoulders, Private Haley thought Burnside an “honest man and a true patriot” who accepted a “command beyond his ability” and who was shafted by his subordinates. Burnside is best remembered for his whiskers; Haley said “no other man we ever saw had such a head.” Whiskers do not a general make, though, and Burnside’s days as commander were numbered as Lincoln, desperately seeking a winning general, on January 25 turned to General Joseph (Fighting Joe) Hooker as his new leader.


  Generally, from freeze-up in late fall to thawing time in the spring, Rebels and Federals alike went into winter quarters — often quite close to each other. Active campaigning usually began around May 1, and 1863 was no exception. After a winter of much cold and snow but plenty of rations (at least as far as the 17th Maine was concerned) the armies were on the move again. This time it was Chancellorsville, another Union disaster. Maine’s Oliver Otis Howard, a Bowdoin and West Point graduate who would achieve the highest permanent rank of any Mainer serving in the war, commanded Hooker’s right wing in this fight, and he, along with Hooker, is heavily blamed for the Union failure. In this battle both the 17th Maine and the 5th Maine Battery were badly mauled. Haley’s company lost several. Haley himself had a bullet pass through his trousers near the hip and rejoiced that a “miss is as good as a mile.” The Confederates lost Stonewall Jackson, Lee’s right arm, but the Federals lost Major General Hiram Berry, who according to Haley was “fairly idolized” by his troops. Berry’s funeral in his home city of Rockland, Maine, was a solemn event. Vice-president Hannibal Hamlin marched in the procession for his fellow Mainer. The state had lost a good man and the Union a promising general.


  His success at Chancellorsville encouraged Lee to undertake a second invasion of the North, which terminated at Gettysburg in early July. Gettysburg became the high-water mark of the Confederacy and a great Union victory. It was also Maine’s finest hour of the war. About six thousand Maine men were there as a part of the eighty-five thousand Federal forces opposing over seventy thousand Confederates. Of the resulting twenty-two thousand Union casualties, approximately a thousand were Mainers.


  On the first day, which saw more Confederates engaged than Federals, Hall’s 2nd Maine Battery and Stevens’s 5th Maine Battery were in the thick of the fray and had to abandon their positions on the west side of town as the Federals were pushed back through the town to a defense on Cemetery Ridge. Both batteries lost about a third of their strength. Even more conspicuously involved was the 16th Regiment, which at 4 P.M. was ordered to advance and to hold the position at all cost in order to protect a Union withdrawal that threatened to become a rout. “At all cost” meant 80 percent casualties: 11 killed, 62 wounded, and 159 captured. General Howard was the ranking Federal officer on the field and is generally credited with selecting Cemetery Ridge as the best location for a Union stand. As night fell the Rebels were stretched out along Seminary Ridge while the Union forces were strung out from Culp’s Hill along Cemetery Ridge.


  On the second day, five Maine regiments were strongly committed. They were the 3rd, 4th, 17th, 19th, and 20th. Gettysburg was a junction of many roads, and the soldiery of both sides was spread out for dozens of miles along roads leading south and west. Many made long forced marches to reach the battlefield and often were rushed into battle without rest or rations. The 3rd and 4th had arrived late in the day of July 1 and became a part of the force Dan Sickles took down Cemetery Ridge to the middle ground between Federals and Confederates. The 3rd was hit by Rebels in the woods at noon and again at 4 o’clock in the Peach Orchard, suffering over 100 casualties. The 4th was stationed at Devil’s Den near Little Round Top and in two hours lost over 100 men. (At this time Maine regiments rarely mustered over 350.)


  The 17th was many miles away when Gettysburg began. At 2 A.M. on July 2, it began a forced march that brought it to Gettysburg in midafternoon and immediately it was rushed into action. Their corner of hell was the wheat field, where they repelled repeated efforts by the Rebels to dislodge them. With ammunition exhausted, the men of the 17th stood with fixed bayonets, awaiting the final Rebel charge. Only the timely arrival of reinforcements saved this regiment from annihilation. As it was, the 17th lost one-third of its strength. In Company I (Haley’s company), two were killed and twenty-two wounded, six of whom died shortly thereafter.


  The 19th Maine reached Gettysburg at 1 A.M. on the second but did not see action until 6:30 P.M., when it was committed as part of the Federal force seeking to stabilize the fighting involving Sickles’s badly mauled forces. This regiment lost 130 killed and wounded. It was also the only Maine regiment seriously involved on the last day of the battle.


  While the 3rd, 4th, 17th, and 19th regiments all gave splendid accounts of themselves, it was the 20th that really achieved immortality on July 2, 1863. Under the brilliant leadership of Colonel Joshua Chamberlain, this regiment, which had marched twenty-five miles on July 1 and was stationed on the Union left on Cemetery Ridge, was ordered at 4 P.M. to occupy and hold Little Round Top on the extreme left of the entire Union line. They beat the Confederates in a footrace to seize this key position and then repelled every Rebel effort to dislodge them. The crowning achievement was a magnificent bayonet charge that utterly confounded their adversaries and resulted in the capture of many prisoners. Chamberlain subsequently was awarded the Congressional Medal of Honor for his valor and action, which literally saved the Union left from being turned by the Rebels. Had the Confederates been successful in capturing Little Round Top, the results of Gettysburg could well have been much different from what history has recorded.


  On July 3, having failed to crack either the Union left or right, General Lee, for reasons that still puzzle historians, ordered a frontal assault on the Union center by the flower of Southern manhood under General George Pickett. This futile charge into the heart of Federal strength was both a magnificent and awful moment of the war. The Confederates marching up the hill shoulder-to-shoulder and row upon row presented alluring targets for the Union infantry and artillery, which proceeded to rip huge gaps in the advancing lines. So great was the carnage that the survivors were sent reeling back down the hill in utter defeat. That night Lee began rapidly withdrawing his forces to his beloved Virginia.


  Gettysburg concluded as a major Union victory and, coupled with Grant’s simultaneous success at Vicksburg, constituted a great Fourth of July present to Abraham Lincoln and the North. Henceforth it was all downhill for the Rebel cause but there were still twenty-one months of warfare and many savage and costly battles before the conclusion at Appomattox in April 1865.


  Meantime the 27th Maine, whose enlistment had expired on June 10, had been asked by the administration to overstay its enlistment to help provide a defense for Washington, D.C., in case of a sudden Rebel threat. Of the 865 men in the regiment, only 315 responded affirmatively. The rest went home as scheduled. Fortunately for the ones who stayed, there was no fighting, and on July 17th they too went home. As promised, the Congressional Medal of Honor was awarded to them for their extra service but a snafu resulted in medals being sent to all 865 members of the 27th Maine. At once a cry went up that this cheapened the coveted award. Of course all agreed that the 550 deserved no recognition but the mistake was not fully rectified until 1917, when the award was formally revoked for all. The 315 were allowed to keep theirs as a memento only. This is why the 27th was referred to as the “most decorated” regiment of the Civil War.


  It was in this same time frame that the war had been brought home directly to Maine when a Rebel manning a captured fishing vessel sailed boldly into Portland harbor and under the cover of darkness captured the Caleb Cushing, a revenue cutter. In the morning, from the Portland Observatory, the cutter was sighted down the bay. A quickly organized rescue party overtook the captured vessel. The Rebels, having discovered that the cutter was unarmed, set it afire and abandoned ship in small boats on the far side. They were all captured but the cutter was a total loss. There was great excitement in Portland for some time thereafter.


  Also at this time occurred the Kingfield Riot in northern Franklin County, reflecting dissatisfaction with the operation of the Federal draft. When draft notices could not be delivered in Salem, Freeman, and Kingfield because of local opposition, the governor called out the Lewiston Light Infantry, which was augmented by returned veterans from Augusta, and sent them to the area to enforce the laws. They traveled by train to Farmington, and then it was shank’s mare to the front. Instead of being met by sharpshooters hidden behind stone walls and barns, they were met by young girls inviting them to banquet as they approached first New Portland and then Kingfield. After camping overnight at Kingfield and assuring that all draft notices had been delivered, the soldiers marched back to Farmington without incident. To compare this event to riots in New York City and other urban centers is a grave injustice to the rural folk of Franklin County, whose male population had already been bled white.


  It should also be noted that the powder mills on the Presumpscot River (Windham and Gorham) were operating full-scale at this time. Over the course of the war they provided the Union with 25 percent of its gunpowder.


  Returning to the eastern front, both Rebels and Federals were back in Virginia by late July 1863. Throughout the rest of the year there were many marches, much maneuvering, and minor skirmishes but no major battles. At Rappahannock Station the 6th Maine made a brilliant but costly charge against a heavily defended Confederate position. The 17th spent much time in the Warrenton, Centreville, Fairfax, and Culpepper areas of Virginia without much fighting. In a skirmish at Locust Grove on November 28 the regiment suffered fifty-two casualties. One was Captain Sawyer of Company E and the other was Lieutenant Brown of Company A. Haley commented: “The first-named was a genial, warm-hearted, and impulsive man, liked by all under him. He was deeply lamented. The other was exactly the reverse and was thoroughly detested. Indeed I do believe he was so hated he was shot by some of his own men, for he caused more fellows to be punished than all the other officers in the regiment.” Haley, like most ordinary soldiers, was free with his comments about the officers under whom they served. Soon the regiment went into winter quarters and spent a relatively quiet winter.


  In the west the 13th and 15th Maine regiments participated in the Texas Expedition (November 1863 through February 1864). In March of 1864 the same regiments along with the 12th, 29th, and 30th participated in a campaign along the Red River.


  It was March 1864 when General Grant assumed command in the eastern theater after a very successful career in the west. Lincoln finally had a winning general, though by this time many of the veteran regiments were approaching the end of their enlistments. The new leadership did not prevent the 5th, 6th, 7th and 19th from suffering heavy losses at Spotsylvania in May 1864, however.


  Grant’s plan of action was to wear down the undermanned and undersupplied Rebels by relentless pressure from the superior Northern manpower and material. For many, this was a slower and more costly process than they cared to contemplate. Haley regarded Grant’s overland route to Richmond as a “stupendous blunder,” and in early June of 1864 he scorned Grant’s generalship, which “consists of launching men against breastworks.” Would he still be around to share the ultimate victory? Although the 17th was engaged at Cold Harbor in early June, it was the 8th and 9th Maine regiments that suffered the heaviest losses.


  On June 9 Haley confided to his diary that he thoroughly expected to be in Richmond by July 4. On the twelfth they were on the road to Petersburg, which Haley felt should have fallen on the fifteenth. It didn’t, and much of the rest of the year was consumed by unsuccessful efforts to capture that city. It was here, on the sixteenth, that Haley and a fellow soldier saw a cannonball coming directly at them. They were rooted to the spot as the ball passed between their heads! It was here also, on the eighteenth, that the 1st Maine Heavy Artillery (a fresh outfit of infantrymen) made a noble but senseless charge against a strongly fortified Rebel position and in the short space of fifteen minutes suffered 115 killed, 489 wounded, and 28 missing out of an attacking force of 950. This was the highest percentage of casualties in so short a period of any Federal regiment.


  In this fighting around Petersburg the 1st Maine Cavalry and the 20th, 31st, and 32nd regiments, as well as the 17th, all served with distinction while suffering heavy losses. On the second anniversary of his enlistment (August 6) Haley attributed his survival to “tenacity for life and great endurance” (he later added “short stature”). In late August there was a lull in the fighting, with much fraternizing and trading between the Blue and the Gray; the Rebels had tobacco and the Federals had food, albeit some was of questionable quality. On August 30 Haley traded a piece of flabby salt pork to a Confederate officer who “clutched it as a starving dog would a bone. What could they be feeding on when a commissioned officer deems such stuff edible?”


  The fraternization continued despite efforts to prevent it. Haley reported Rebel pickets coming to Yankee “gopher holes” under cover of darkness and cursing the Southern leaders for continuing the war. The Union boys gave them cakes and coffee. Haley said “we are all heartily sick of the slaughter. If left to us privates, we’d make short work of it. Perhaps we can accomplish more by cakes and coffee than by bullets.” His diary for the rest of the war makes repeated references to desertion by the starving and almost naked Rebel soldiers.


  By mid-September the lull was over and heavy fighting resumed. It was at this time that General Phil Sheridan was rolling up victory after victory in the Shenandoah Valley, and on the twenty-first a 100-gun salute honored Sheridan and his troops. For Haley, fighting was sporadic during the rest of the year and varied from light to heavy. Various duties such as picket, marching and drilling, foraging, tearing up railroads and bridges, building roads, and burning houses occupied the time. On December 25 he wrote, “Merry Christmas has no significance to me.”


  The drilling was especially distasteful to Haley but it was a pet activity of Brigadier General West (their former colonel). Haley wrote: “If he would have been where we wished him, it would be Fort Kent, Maine, as far away from us as possible.” By this time Haley was counting the days until his enlistment was over. On February 18 he noted that he had six months to go. He also noted that Confederate pickets were in full sight but “it had become a policy with us to commit no more murder by shooting a picket down when he is on his post minding his own business.” Also, scores of Confederate deserters were coming in daily near the end of February. Haley’s outfit saw little action for the rest of the campaign.


  On April 3 Petersburg fell, and on the ninth Lee surrendered. The soldiers “shouted, danced, sang, and wept” with joy. The ordeal was finally over. The Union joy soon turned to sorrow with the death of Lincoln. Haley had long been a Lincoln admirer and had voted for his reelection. He reported that a soldier who expressed satisfaction over Lincoln’s death was promptly thrown in a frog pond from which he was taken “more dead than alive, coated with green slime and frog spawn.” When the dunked soldier complained to the colonel, the officer bellowed, “They served you right, only it’s a d—d shame they didn’t drown you!”


  Maine was conspicuously present at the actual laying down of Confederate arms. Brigadier General Joshua Chamberlain was the Federal officer designated by Grant to lead the Union forces before whom the Confederates surrendered. Colonel Chamberlain had served with distinction in the Wilderness before he received a ghastly wound at Petersburg. Such injuries almost always proved fatal, and fearing the worst, Grant gave Chamberlain a battlefield promotion to Brigadier General. Miraculously, Chamberlain recovered sufficiently to return to duty and served valiantly in the closing weeks of the war. It was a fitting reward that he should be given the honor of accepting the formal surrender, and it was at Appomattox that General Chamberlain, on his own authority, ordered his men to give the marching salute (carry arms) to the brave but vanquished men in gray. This noble gesture from a “magnificent” man (to borrow' an adjective from Douglas Freeman, the greatest Southern historian) went far to give a dignity to an otherwise forlorn and woeful moment in Southern history, and it was much appreciated by the men of the South.


  In the following days Haley’s comrades did considerable marching (probably to keep them busy and to prevent rioting), heard many rumors (some good, some bad), and were subjected to many inspections and parades. On May first they headed for Richmond, which they entered on the sixth. The next day they were on the road to Fredericksburg, reaching that town on the tenth. For days the heat had been almost unbearable. After two more days of marching they went into camp outside Washington, D.C., and began preparations for a grand review before the president and top generals. Haley reports that he didn’t participate in the review because he was too short and squat to please the officer who selected the participants!


  By June first everything was nearly in readiness for leave-taking, and on the fifth the regiment began its journey on the long road home. After marching into the capital, they followed Pennsylvania Avenue, passed the Capitol, and thence to the Baltimore Railroad station. Following a wearying wait of many hours they were unceremoniously dumped into coal cars for the three-hour ride to Baltimore. After marching across that city they boarded cattle cars.


  At Philadelphia they had a “delicious” lunch and then it was on to Amboy and the steamer to New York. From New York a steamer took them to New port, where they boarded more railroad cars to Boston and finally to Maine. They reached Portland at 6 P.M. and were accorded a tumultuous welcome — truly a royal one. After all festivities had been completed Haley and his fellows were hauled to the old City Hall and “lodged on the bare floor,” which was “too filthy for a dog to lie on.” Mustering out came on the tenth, and Haley reached home again at 2 A.M. on the eleventh — glad to be alive and gladder to be home.


  Ruth Silliker’s editing of Haley’s mammoth diary is a significant addition to the literature of Maine in the Civil War. It fully portrays the common soldier’s view — a view from the bottom up. Haley speaks freely about food or lack of it, foraging, marching, drilling, picket duty, mud, heat, rain, snow, the waiting and the rumors, the fear of death, the fighting, the stench, the cries of the wounded and dying, the waste, incompetent officers, and other topics best known to the foot soldier. Since the 17th Maine was involved in all of the fighting of the Army of the Potomac from Fredericksburg to Appomattox, this journal is a gold mine of information about the most active twenty-eight months of the war from the point of view of a common soldier.


  Robert M. York

  Maine State Historian
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  Haley's Chronicles 1862-1865


  With Some Observations and Comments Thereon, Some Wise, Some Otherwise, but All True
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  Prologue


  


  Having been an active participant in the late disturbance known as the War of the Rebellion, it has seemed not inappropriate that I should give to those who may come after me, and who may be curious for details upon which history is and will continue to be silent, an account of my experience and observations covering a period of thirty-three months, including all the active operations of the Army of the Potomac from the battle of Fredericksburg down to Lee’s surrender at Appomattox Court House.


  In giving this account I shall rely principally on my diary for facts. As for opinions, I shall give my own unless I find something more reasonable and conclusive, in which case I shall give credit when I know whom to credit.


  In writing on a subject on which there are many witnesses, and where many are so confused by the passage of time that they cannot give a correct account of anything, I expect much adverse criticism. Occasion has not been wanting for me to correct some who would write history and consider themselves well-qualified to do so. One writer affirms that it was “very dark” on the night of May 2nd, 1863, when Stonewall Jackson broke the Union line at Chancellorsville, when in fact it was splendid moonlight, the moon being full and not a cloud in sight. A more lovely night we never saw.


  Another writer claimed to have seen General Grant the first time at Mine Run [November 26 - December 2, 1863]. This person must have been blessed with most remarkable eyesight, for Grant was in the West at that time and did not come east till March 1864, when he made his advent in Washington to receive his commission as lieutenant general. And so I might go on and on and show numerous instances of lapsus memoriae.


  My diary, so far as the facts are concerned, was written at the time the events occurred, or within twenty-four hours of them, while fresh in mind. And as I was an eyewitness of most of these events, I cannot greatly err.


  At the time of my entry into the service, the war had been in progress about a year and a quarter, and thus far the Rebels had been victorious. The first Bull Run and the Peninsular Campaign had resulted in disaster to our arms. General Pope had also suffered a most inglorious defeat. He had come fresh from recent successes in the West, with a lofty scorn for the Eastern troops. By certain “spread-eagle” devices, and much cheap talk, he hoodwinked the government into the idea that he was the individual who could show Johnny Reb something in the way of fighting that would greatly astonish him. Pope issued an order which was an insult to the entire army, and was a strong reflection on General McClellan.1


  From the bluster and noise of Pope’s advent, let us draw a veil over his subsequent career, which was all the more humiliating. He was a man of dash and patriotism — and some ability — but he accomplished nothing, and the army was again turned over to McClellan, or the “young Napoleon,” as some of his admirers chose to call him. As to the propriety of this high-sounding title, I shall leave others to judge who know more about him than I do. Time will, no doubt, set McClellan right when partisan strife has so far subsided as to do justice to merit wherever found.


  Some called him a traitor, some an incompetent. Hooker called him “a baby,” but Meade said, “Without McClellan there could have been no Grant.” A middle ground between these views will best serve my purpose.


  Soon after McClellan resumed command, he went in pursuit of Lee, who, emboldened by the staggering blow he had given Pope, was now carrying out an idea which had long been doing duty in the cranium of Stonewall Jackson: namely, to invade the North — “Carry the war to Africa.”


  Lee’s army was encountered in Maryland; the battles of South Mountain and Antietam were fought. The Union army was victorious, at least to such an extent that Lee retired across the Potomac. It was a setback to Lee’s army, and broke the chain of Rebel successes, and for a time raised the courage and hope of the North.


  There is no question as to who won but failed to grasp the fruits of victory. McClellan labored under several disadvantages, one of which was a difference in politics.2 The prime cause, however, was his elevation to high command so early in the war. Public sentiment was too crude; no man could do himself or the country justice at that time. Too much haste cost us a great many lives and much humiliation. It is by no means certain but that General Scott, even with his weight of years, might have led our armies to victory, but he required time and the army needed a preparation. And when the public heat had subsided enough to allow these two elements to enter into the calculations of our leaders, we began to show the world that not all the skill and prowess were on the side of our opponents.


  The drowsy lion must have time to collect itself.


  Camp King, Cape Elizabeth


  

  August 6 - 22, 1862


  During the summer of 1862 the North at last removed its gloves and a call was issued for 600,000 troops. It was under this muster that the 17th Maine was raised, and in Company I of that regiment several companions and I signed up. Our enlisting was like many other things in this world; one started and the rest thoughtlessly followed, like sheep over a fence, until six of us had enlisted from one class in Sunday School. Speaking for myself, I had no inclination for the business, but once committed in a momentary spasm of enthusiasm to serve under certain circumstances, which I never expected to occur, I found myself face to face with the alternative of going or showing a white liver by backing out. I decided to do as I had agreed and enlisted for “three years, unless sooner discharged.” Shot or starved should have been added to the contract.


  Given time for reflection, I had a thousand fears and misgivings. I moved in a dazed sort of way and couldn’t believe I had done such a thing. Naturally timid and shrinking, it seemed impossible that I had, even for a moment, thought seriously of going into the service. I consoled myself with the thought that I should, if I lived, have a chance to see some of the country and might witness a battle, which I greatly desired, only I wished to be a safe distance from it — a mile at least.


  August 6th was the day of enlistment. Ed Eastman was the recruiting officer and William Hobson was captain of the company. Our examination passed off all right. We were accepted and ordered to hold ourselves in readiness to report in Portland whenever they desired our company. And they desired it much sooner than we anticipated — the very next day.


  August 7th.


  We were examined again thoroughly, found to be “sound and kind” and were then mustered into the state service by Captain Joe Perry. So another step was taken, and having nothing else to do, we were turned out into the field to run about like a flock of sheep, as long as we didn’t run away. I grewhomesick for the first time in my life, experiencing a feeling akin to being in solitary confinement. We have not been assigned to any company; we have no quarters as yet; nearly all who are in camp are strangers.


  Company I, to which we are to belong, is composed almost entirely of men from York and Cumberland counties, with a few “Oxford bears” sandwiched in. Most of the men are scholars to a greater or lesser degree: sixteen graduates of high schools, nine collegians, two clergymen, and one lawyer. In addition to all this erudition, a decidedly moral tone pervades the company; there are not less than thirty who are really pious, and quite a number whose spasmodic bursts are noticeable because of their violence as well as their obtrusiveness.


  It may be inferred, and justly so, that patriotism prompted most of these men to enter the service. As far as my own case is concerned, I lay claim to but very little of what goes by that name. Love of a change, an overwhelming desire to see the country (with certain considerations already named) furnished the key to my conduct.


  But here I am, however I came.


  The afternoon dragged its slow length along, and the approach of night warned us to seek shelter and something to refresh the inner man. On making mention of our lack of these things, we were referred to Captain Martin of Company B, who was Officer of the Day. We called on this gentleman and were very much impressed with his kindness of manner and entertained the notion that he was the embodiment of all the Christian graces and the very quintessence of suavity and politeness. So impressed were we with his goodness that we felt like canonizing him Saint Martin the Second. His later conduct only goes to show how deceitful a man can be and how he can smile and smile and still be a villain. He proved to be “a wretch so empty that if e’er there be, in Nature found the least vacuity, ’twill be found in him.”


  But I have anticipated matters. He used us first-rate upon our first meeting, partly because he knew he had been delinquent in providing for us. He ordered his cook to furnish us with as good as the larder afforded. But it afforded mighty little for a set of hungry men. We were soon munching “salt horse” and washing it down with copious draughts of some kind of tea which tasted strongly of turkey stuffing. This we found was sage tea, and a strong dose at that. Bread didn’t seem to be on the bill of fare, quite an important oversight of Captain Martin’s. What earthly reason there was for giving us sage tea I never discovered. Nevertheless, hungry and thirsty as we were, this sumptuous repast went very well.


  But no provision had been made for us to sleep, and we again resorted to Captain Martin for aid. He directed us to occupy a Sibley tent, the floor of which was partially concealed by a few wisps of hay.1 This was to be our bed, which only goes to show what tremendous latitude our language has, when such a misnomer can be perpetrated. Not even a feather for our head to lie on — such luxury was denied us, as the Commissary Department was out of feathers (and everything else, judging from the meagerness of our supplies so far). We concluded that Captain Martin must be a dreadfully facetious cuss if he could call those few wisps of straw a bed. But as privates we were not supposed to know anything, so we didn’t dispute it. Our officers, by reason of their shoulder straps, are (in their minds, at least) the embodiment of human wisdom. They look down in lofty scorn upon men who are their superiors in everything but rank.


  To tumble onto our new bed was our next move. This was a trifle steep for boys who had never slept on anything harder than a straw or husk cot. One blanket was allowed to every two men, which liberal allowance precluded the idea of rolling oneself in its folds to, in some degree, make up for the lack of bedding beneath. Sleep came finally in the “wee small hours,” enabling us to forget our hard beds and our lack of hardtack. The next morning dawned on a tired and disgusted set of mortals.


  August 8th - 10th.


  The first tap of the drum found us on our pins and ready for anything except a return to our beds. Sleeping on the soft side of a plank is a strong incentive, and we were not long in dressing as we had retired with everything on but our boots. For an hour or more after we turned out there were no exercises of a military character. Breakfast was announced, and we fell in with a cheerful alacrity. It was a slight improvement over supper: salt horse retired in favor of fresh beef, sage tea was displaced by coffee of a good degree of strength. We also had bread, accompanied by a villainous substance masquerading as butter. It proved a sorry apology for the real thing, having the tokens of age and being tail-flavored.


  We find everything subject to one condition: we can eat, drink, or wash when we can find the wherewithal to do so. Our first duty each morning is to wash, when water is to be had, then to punish a quantity of soft bread, coffee, and meat. Our second duty is very much like the first, and so is the third. A few men vary the order of exercises, inasmuch as they indulge in only one meal, which lasts all day. It is amusing and astonishing to see the amount of grub disposed of in a day. It is also alarming, as we fear it might result in famine later. But idleness is conducive to hunger most assuredly and if they were not gourmandizing, there is no knowing how much worse they might be doing.


  We cannot drill as there seems to be no one who knows enough about it to teach us. Several days of this regime have so disgusted and sickened us that we have lost all enthusiasm over the war and desire to depart for home although we have not fired a gun, nor have our officers drawn their “cheese knives” in defense of the Union. By the end of the third day, our military ardor had so abated that a thermometer which stood at fever heat on Wednesday would have been found at or below zero on Saturday with the mercury congealed.


  On August 9th those of us from Saco and Biddeford were allowed a short furlough. Most of us had come away so suddenly as to have left our affairs unsettled. As there was a fair chance that many of us would not look upon our native town again, we did what was equivalent to making our last will and testament. Bidding goodbye to friends passed off jolly enough, as no one hinted even at the bare possibility that we should not come back. And we didn’t propose to throw' a pall of gloom over the matter. It might be four years and it might be forever. Who can tell?


  August 11th.


  Received the princely sum of $55.00, which the town has voted to give those who enlisted. The men of means showed themselves to be exceedingly liberal. Men must be forthcoming, even if it takes a draft to do it, and it is touching to see the number of persons who are ready, even anxious, to sacrifice their relatives on the altar of their country. This “spontaneous” uprising of the people should teach the South!


  Fifty-five dollars is a most generous sum for a man’s head. Such high appreciation is almost enough to die for. The state also decided to do the handsome thing and so it came down with the magnificent sum of $45. The general government gave $25 and one month’s wages in advance, making about $140 in all. Here is richness, and we consider ourselves very wealthy. I would feel better, though, if we had brought at least as much as the festive negro is worth at auction.


  We returned to Camp King, arriving about 9 P.M. Our passes expired at noon but time was a matter of no account; there is no need of our being there anyhow. We were met at the gate by an exceedingly pompous individual in spectacles and a sash, the latter indicating he was Officer of the Day (and the former that he was trying, by artificial means, to appear intelligent). He examined our passes and gave us a look intended to annihilate us, but it failed to have that effect. This caused the spectacles to glare fiercely and the owner of them to vibrate frantically in the most violent exhibition of temper, reminding me of a Chinese official lashing himself into a fury. He looked and acted like a fool, showing his obvious unfitness for command. At first he refused to let us in and made several ridiculous threats. One of our number was foolish enough to remark that this would please us greatly. Thus, our military fledgling decided that the best punishment was to admit us to camp.


  One thing was gained by our furlough. We found better accommodations waiting us: straw beds and a blanket for each man. We have also been assigned to our company, which is Company I, under Captain William Hobson, First Lieutenant P. S. Boothby, and Second Lieutenant J.O. Thompson.


  These appointments have no reference to the fitness of the candidates. None has any military knowledge to boast of. Captain Hobson was a schoolteacher, Boothby a hotel clerk, and Thompson a Methodist preacher of more assurance than piety, more breadth of beam than learning. Thompson brought with him a crew who seem to regard him with a species of profound awe. If he condescends to notice them, they immediately mount to the third heaven. As for us common trash, we don’t expect any notice from him and our expectations are pretty generally met. The men who came with him know their place and understand that the Reverend J.O. Thompson of the remote country village and Lieutenant J.O. Thompson of the U.S. Army are not the same person. He is overbearing and supercilious, and can be patronizing to serve his own interests. Like a little dog who wags his tail in the presence of a big dog with a bone, there is nothing more deferential than Lieutenant Thompson in the presence of his superiors. In consequence, he is not a favorite with the men, most of whom have an unmitigated contempt for airs.


  As we are now officered and our noncommissioned officers appointed, we have commenced drilling. The paucity of military knowledge of both officers and privates renders this pretty dull music. One of our sergeants, who claims to be better posted than the average, was corrected so many times by a private that, in sheer desperation, he begged the latter to assist him. This the private refused to do but offered to take over the entire exercise.


  August 16th and 17th.


  Were paid the balance of the money promised us to make up the $140. To most of us this seems quite a sum, but it is niggardly compared with other states such as New York, which gives its volunteers as much as $1,500. If only we’d thought of it in time, we could have gone to New York and enlisted there. If one is going to sell his life, he might as well get all he can out of it.


  It has been feared that it might be necessary to enforce a draft in order to fill the quota. This has the effect to cause a draft on the pocketbooks of some who fear that a draft might be just inconsiderate enough to gobble them. Hence, their liberality and unconsciousness of the value of money.


  The next day our Saco friends came in to visit us and brought some substantial tokens of their regard. While enjoying their company, those who had been especially favored were so overcome with rum as to fall over dead drunk.


  August 18th and 19th.


  The 18th was the day of our muster into the United States service for three years. The mustering officer was Major Gardiner, a full-blooded West Pointer who has a crushing hatred for all volunteer troops. How we lived through this day I know not. Somebody surely has formed a conspiracy to see how much the back can carry and not break, how much the flesh can suffer and not die. Several men fainted and fell from the ranks of dress parade but we managed to stand for hours while one company at a time was inspected. We found mustering into the service by a West Pointer a slow, painful performance. Red tape stuck out all over him like porcupine quills. It was with difficulty that he could get near enough to hand us our guns. He stood off and threw them at us. This, we learn, is not intended as a special token of disfavor; it is simply the West Point style.


  The inspection continued, every detail undergoing the closest scrutiny. Our West Pointer was determined to find fault with something or somebody. By the time the first three companies were inspected, the rest of the regiment was flat on the ground, except for Jim Jose. He stood as a monument of endurance and folly. If it be not folly to thus punish oneself currying favor with some official snob, then I don’t know what constitutes folly.


  The ordeal was finally over and only one man was given permission to retire from service, but he has declined. He enlisted to escape domestic tyranny and has no desire to return.


  We engage in drilling and otherwise preparing for the business before us. We have company from Saco — wives, mothers, and sisters who come in on some pretense or other almost daily. On Sunday the ladies of Portland made us a dinner of pies, cakes, cold meats, and other luxuries not mentioned in commissary supplies. We have not suffered for anything thus far, due to our Saco friends, but this does not prevent us from appreciating the Portland ladies’ attentions. In the afternoon the Reverend Lovering of Park Street Unitarian Church came out and gave us a flowery discourse in which he was pleased to inform us that “all who died in defense of the flag had a sure passport to heaven.” This is all very well for talk, but the Reverend evidently doesn’t care to try it on. I feel that death is one of those things to which distance lends enchantment, so notwithstanding Mr. Lovering’s bland audacities of speech and fine-spun theories, I don’t care to cultivate a closer acquaintance with the hollow-eyed monster. It never does furnish much satisfaction to listen to these cowards who talk of pluck but are so destitute of the quality themselves. Why shrink from that which is so desirable as the glory of war? I am just perverse enough to want to share it.


  August 20th.


  Drilling and readying for the move we know will come ere many days. Anywhere for a change! We are sick of this inactivity and its concomitant state of mind. It has been rumored that we are going to Annapolis to a military school for three months and are then to be quartered in the forts around Washington. This is a nice prospect and promises immunity from danger and the exposures incident to life in the field. At night we learned we should leave these diggings on the morrow. Our feelings are highly paradoxical: we want to go and we don’t want to. Although we dread it, we have a curiosity to know our fate.


  There wasn’t a great deal of rest for anyone this night. Singing and carousing went on from dewy eve till daylight. About 3 A.M. there was a general turnout, and a most outrageous din and confusion commenced. Our orders are to move at six, and we set ourselves to getting ready. The glare of the burning beds and the gyrations around them, and all the confusion of breaking camp compares favorably with the popular idea of the place of “future uneasiness.”


  August 21st.


  About 6 o’clock, everything being ready, we entered Portland via Tukey’s Bridge. Our speed could only be compared with a steam engine. At one time it seemed we should not live to get out of the state. We marched only a little over a mile, yet were nearly defunct. Some of us young ones bitterly regret we didn’t take the advice of our elders to let the war alone. I left a good job, which pays twice as much as this government. We have surrendered comparative ease and comfort to wear out our lives in this drudgery, if we don’t get killed first. And now, being fairly in for it, no lament will avail until sickness, wounds, or death give us relief. Before we came to a halt we were ready to aver that there weren’t a dozen more breaths in us and that our powers of endurance had been taxed to the utmost. Dust filled our eyes and ears and throats. The sweat ran down our faces, giving them the appearance of animated gridirons. We halted in Commercial Street and then were hustled into railroad cars, packed in like sheep, and the doors locked.


  We started out for Boston amid a great hurrahing at a speed of not less than a mile a minute. We flew through Saco so fast that we couldn’t recognize friends who had assembled at the depot to see us off, thinking we should stop there a moment. But it was best to go in this way; it prevented many trying scenes.


  Our breakneck pace can only be accounted for on the supposition that our officers, some of whom are so mean as to make mutiny a work of grace, are desirous of reaching the scenes of carnage in a hurry. It was about 2 o’clock when we arrived in Boston and, although we had plenty of time, were rushed across the city as though the entire work of saving the nation devolved upon us. A collation had been set for us on the commons, but we didn’t have a chance to get even a smell of it. Our transit through the city was too rapid for comfort.


  The streets were narrow, and hot almost to suffocation, and thankful were we when we reached a place to stop


  

  

  

  

  

  

  August 22nd.
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