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PREFACE
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Bidden to write "a fair and impartial history of Hood's Texas Brigade," the author submits the following pages as the result of his labors. While painfully conscious of many imperfections in his work, he yet congratulates himself on having made both an honest and an earnest effort to tell a true story. That the thread of it is spun almost entirely out of material furnished by the memories and diaries of himself and his comrades, and is not strengthened by many references to or quotations from official records, is due to the lack of such records. Little documentary evidence as to the services of the command was saved out of the wreck and upheaval following upon the retreat of Lee's army from Petersburg and its surrender at Appomattox. The loss, however, is not likely to be regretted——the majority of readers being more interested in what is done than in the how and the wherefore of it.
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Honorable John H. Kirby.

A member of the Monument Committee,

who subscribed $5,000 to the Monument Fund
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Events are related in the order of their occurrence; and since "deeds speak louder than words," the privilege of characterizing the conduct and performances of individuals, singly and collectively, is left to the reader. Fortitude and courage, trial, endurance, hardship and privation, speak for themselves and need no aid from adjectives and adverbs. Much has been omitted that, forty years ago, would have been of interest, but now would burden the story, and only such movements and operations of the Confederate armies are mentioned as are necessary to show the relation of Hood's Texas Brigade to other commands. The righteousness of the cause for which it fought and suffered is taken as granted and confessed by every fair-minded native-born American.

In brief, the effort of the author has been to relate the acts and achievements of the Southern soldiers whose place was at the front, on the firing line——his own feelings being in perfect accord with those of the writer of the following verses:

THE PRIVATES THAT TRAMPED IT WITH LEE

"While over the Southland the voices

Of speakers and poets let fall

The accents of praise for the chieftain,

So richly deserving it all

I think it would please the great captain

If he could look down here and see

That someone remembers his heroes

The privates that tramped it with Lee.

"How oft in his tent at the midnight

He plotted the brilliant campaign,

How oft, ere the daylight was dawning.

They followed in sleet and in rain

How often they rushed into battle,

Their hearts in a tumult of glee.

The steady, the ready old fellows——

The privates that tramped it with Lee.

"Tho' mighty the brain in its schemes.

The feet at its bidding must run;

The victories on paper are proven

By privates that level the gun.

So, great as the captain we honor

(And great may his fame ever be!)

'Tis shared by the shaggy old heroes——

The privates that tramped it with Lee.

"'Tis easy in shock of the battle

To pass out of life with a smile,

A hero secure of his laurels;

But to sweat with the rank and the file.

And afterwards live and be patient.

Still struggling, appeareth to me

Yet nobler; and such be the fellows,

The privates that tramped it with Lee.

"They followed their dauntless commander.

Him who to the warrior's art

United the lore of the scholar

And the patriot's temperate heart;

And yet in their zealous devotion

These men were as great as he,

These grizzled, grim, veteran soldiers.

These privates that tramped it with Lee.

"The frosts of the winter are whitening

The locks that the bullets once kissed;

And soon they .will meet with a foeman

The stoutest can never resist.

To us they'll bequeath inspiration

When at length, mustered out, they are free

To cross over the River of Silence

And tramp it again there with Lee.

"And so, if the General is conscious

Of things that are done here below.

He'd be glad if the speakers and poets

Some sprigs of their laurels bestow

On such as did win him the glory,

And back him from mountain to sea.

On them, both the dead and the living.

The privates that tramped it with Lee."
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HOOD'S TEXAS BRIGADE

CHAPTER I

Introductory
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Among the Texas troops who bore a conspicuous part in the war between the States were the First, Fourth, and Fifth regiments of infantry. They fought in Virginia, Maryland, Pennsylvania, Georgia, and Tennessee, and were the only representatives of their State in the Army of Northern Virginia. Brigaded at first with the Eighteenth Georgia and Hampton's Legion of South Carolinians, and, after the transfer of these commands, with the Third Arkansas, they adopted and yet claim as a distinctive title the name of Hood's Texas Brigade.

Of the details of their organization but brief mention will be made. The twelve companies that composed the First Texas may be said to have straggled to Virginia, where, in the early months of 1861, it was believed the one decisive battle of the war would be fought. They went singly, in couples, and in triplets; but although all arrived in Richmond by June 1, 1861, they were not ordered to the front until July 21, the day the first battle on the fields of Manassas was fought, and so did not reach the Southern army in time to take part in that engagement. Thence, with L. T. Wigfall as colonel, Hugh McLeod as lieutenant-colonel, and A. T. Rainey as major, the First Texas was ordered to the extreme right of the Confederate line, taking position near Dumfries, Virginia, as support to masked batteries at Cockpit Point.

Wigfall was a politician without military training; McLeod was a valiant soldier in the Texas revolution of 1836, commanded the Santa Fe expedition of 1841, and had languished as a captive in the prison of Perote; Rainey was a lawyer, eminent in his profession. Wigfall, having been elected a senator in the Confederate Congress, resigned his commission in January 1861. McLeod died about the same date. May 12, 1862, the regiment re-enlisted and reorganized, electing Rainey as its colonel, Captain P. A. Work as its lieutenant-colonel, and Captain Matthew Dale as its major. That, as will be seen, was five days after the battle of Eltham's Landing.

The companies that composed the Fourth and Fifth Texas were organized as early as those in the First Texas, and would have proceeded to Virginia as soon but for the refusal of the Confederate authorities to accept their services in that field. After the First Texas arrived in Richmond, though, Mr. Davis decided to accept two more regiments from Texas, and the Fourth and Fifth were at once mustered in——Mr. Davis reserving, however, the right to appoint the field officers of each. They arrived in Richmond in September 1861, and immediately there was a rush of gentlemen more or less prominent in political affairs to the seat of government, each applying and hoping for appointments to such positions. But all were disappointed. Not one of their number had taken any interest in either regiment prior to its departure from Texas, and as they failed to secure any endorsement of their claims from the rank and file of the two commands, President Davis acted on his own judgment, and appointed John B. Hood colonel of the Fourth Texas, John Marshall its lieutenant-colonel, and Bradfute Warwick its major; James J. Archer colonel of the Fifth Texas, Jerome B. Robertson its lieutenant-colonel, and Q. T. Quattlebaum its major.

Hood and Archer had resigned from the United States regular army and offered their services to the Confederacy. Both were young, gallant, and capable, and each was liked by his regiment. John Marshall was a newspaper man, and, save courage, had no qualifications for military command. Jerome B. Robertson was by profession a physician, but had gone to Texas early enough to join in the pursuit, with a company of Kentuckians commanded by him, of the Mexicans after their retreat from San Jacinto. Later, in 1839 and 1840, he assisted, as commander of a regiment, in repelling the frequent invasions of Mexicans and Indians, and was one of the first to raise a company for Confederate service. Bradfute Warwick was a Virginian, wealthy and adventurous. Educated as a physician, he traveled extensively through Europe, and finally joined the Italian patriot. Garibaldi, and was given a commission in his army, first as a surgeon, and next as a captain. Quattlebaum was a graduate of West Point, but of his record little is known, as, at his own request, he was transferred to another field of service within a week after his assignment to the Fifth Texas.

Thenceforward, promotions among the commissioned officers of the three Texas regiments were in the order of seniority. The only promotions for merit were in cases where company elections were held to determine who should fill places made vacant by death, disablement, transfer, or resignation. To these might be added an occasional promotion from the ranks to an adjutancy, and when, in 1864, color-bearers were entitled to commissions as lieutenants, of privates to the rank of color-bearers and lieutenants. Under the rule of seniority it happened that toward the close of the war the junior captain of a regiment often became a field officer of his regiment. No instance can be cited in Hood's Texas Brigade, and few in any other command, where higher rank was gained by regimental and company officers on account of their merit. As long as an officer remained with his command he took rank only by seniority. This statement applies, of course, only to the Texans. At the beginning of the war there was little law to govern such matters, and commissions were frequently granted by President Davis to men for whom places only could be found in this, that, or the other of the many regiments admittedly lacking competent officers.

Colonels Hood and Archer took command, respectively, of the Fourth and Fifth Texas regiments in October 1861, holding them in camp near Richmond, and drilling and disciplining them, until about the last of November. Then they marched them over to Dumfries, Virginia, where they were brigaded with the First Texas and the Eighteenth Georgia regiment, under command of Brigadier-General L. T. Wigfall. Of their stay there in winter-quarters during the winter of 1861-62 much might be told that would be interesting as reminiscences of a far-distant past to the few hundred survivors of the command, but would hardly prove entertaining to the general reader. Their experiences differed little from those of other Confederate commands at that early stage of the war. What difference there was may be attributed to the fact that General Wigfall's imagination was too often quickened by deep potations to be reliable. The colder the night and the more metallic the rustling of the pine tops above his quarters, the more plainly he could hear the rattling of oars in the oarlocks of boats transporting Federal troops across the Potomac who were bent on capturing Cockpit Point, and but for the restraining influence of Colonels Hood and Archer he would have had the brigade on the double-quick twice a week while he remained in command.

As it was, he sent the Fifth Texas on a tramp in the dark through mud more than ankle-deep, one bitter cold night, down to the Point. Colonel Hood, however, surmised that the order was based either on false intelligence or imagination, and therefore did not move the Fourth Texas. To a certain extent, however, Wigfall was excusable. The First Texas had run him half-crazy with its unwillingness to submit to the rigorous discipline he would have enforced, and, in addition, but previous to the arrival of the Fourth and Fifth, had manufactured more than one false alarm just to see what he would do. One night indeed, grown tired of inaction and longing for excitement, the boys of the First took French leave of their officers, and went in a body across the Potomac, and there waked up not only General Sickles and the Union troops then under his command, but spread consternation on the streets of Washington City by the report circulated by themselves that they were the advance guard of the Confederate army. General Sickles assembled his troops in battle array and called lustily for reinforcements, and these were on the way when daylight came and revealed the absence of a single Confederate on his side of the river. In brief, the Texans went over "on a lark," and, having enjoyed it, returned to their quarters before daylight, and for many months the question with Wigfall and the equally ignorant officers of the First Texas was. Who was it that kicked up such a row among our friends, the enemy?

Among the Federal troops then wintering in Maryland opposite Cockpit Point was Duryea's Fifth New York Zouaves. Several times during the winter ice formed on the Potomac thick enough to bear the weight of a man, and far enough out from the shore on either side to let members of the Fifth Texas and the Zouaves get within easy hearing distance of each other. While always in good humor, the conversations were, as a rule, made up of boasts of what one regiment would do to the other should they ever meet in battle, as it was earnestly hoped they would. "We'll wipe your regiment off the face of the earth," threatened the Zouaves. "We'll cover the ground with your ring-streaked and striped bodies," counter-threatened the Texans. Which regiment made good, and how, will be told in its proper place.

Much sickness prevailed among the Texans——more, perhaps, than in commands from the Southern Atlantic States and from Tennessee, where the winters were so nearly equal in severity to those of Virginia. Measles and pneumonia caused the death of many brave young men. Diarrhea led the way to the more fatal complaints. At one time there were not exceeding twenty-five men fit for duty in the Fifth Texas, although it had in camp fully eight hundred men. Nevertheless, much scouting was done, and the enemy was kept in constant apprehension. On one occasion, a party of nine Texans were surrounded by Federal cavalry, and driven for refuge into a house. But they had no thought of surrender. All day long they held the Federal regiment at bay. Night was coming on, though, and to make sure of escape, one of their number climbed to the top of the building. Standing there, he called to his comrades in a tone loud enough to be heard by the enemy: "Keep on shooting, boys——a whole brigade of Confederate cavalry is just beyond the creek, and it'll be here in a few minutes." Hearing the announcement, and not doubting its truth, the Federal commander called his men into line of battle, and taking advantage of the movement, the Texans made a run for it to the timbered valley of a little creek, where, protected by the trees, they could bid defiance to their mounted assailants.

At winter-quarters time hung heavily on the hands of some, lightly on those of others. After a house for each mess in each company was built, there was to be done the fatigue duty needed to keep the camp in good sanitary condition, guard duty night and day around the camp, and picketing at Cockpit Point, each regiment of the brigade in its turn. In addition, when the weather was favorable and the ground dry enough, there was company and regimental drill. Both to give the men employment and to train them in soldierly ways, Colonels Hood and Archer insisted on daily guard mountings and dress parades. In the way of indoor amusements there were cards, checkers, backgammon, and chess, and, with the cards, more or less gambling for small stakes. The Richmond press was enterprising, and daily papers supplied the news, and in discussing these, announcing and listening to plans of campaigns and comments and criticisms on this, that, and the other subject, there was little time given to such solitary communing with one's self as so often encourages discontent and gloom. The one monotony was the staying in one place, the grievous lack was feminine society.

In preparations for active operations in the field, there was a general shifting about of commands. Among the orders issued was one placing together, as a division to be commanded by the senior brigadier-general, of the Texas Brigade and that of General W. H. C. Whiting. Whiting's brigade the Third Brigade——it is often called in reports——was then composed of the Fourth Alabama, the Sixth North Carolina, and the Second and Eleventh Mississippi regiments. While each of these regiments had taken a prominent and gallant part in the battle of First Manassas, one of them, the Fourth Alabama, was the command in appealing to which at that engagement General Bernard E. Bee fixed upon Jackson the sobriquet of "Stonewall." Whiting, as ranking officer, assumed command of the division. Colonel E. M. Law, of the Fourth Alabama, commanding the Whiting brigade. Thenceforward until after the seven days of battle around Richmond, the division was known and spoken of as "Whiting's division." After those battles Whiting was not with the division, and Hood commanding it, it came to be known as "Hood's division," and Whiting's brigade came to be known as "Law's brigade." In October 1862, Hood was made major-general of a division composed of Law's, the Texas, Benning's, and Anderson's brigades. At the same time Law was made a brigadier-general and assigned to the command of the old Whiting brigade, and Colonel Jerome B. Robertson, of the Fifth Texas, was also made a brigadier-general and given command of the Texas Brigade.

The Eighteenth Georgia regiment was composed of companies hailing from middle Georgia. Its field officers were Colonel William T. Wofford, Lieutenant-Colonel S. Z. RufF, and Major Jefferson Johnson. It was transferred from the Texas Brigade, after the battle of Sharpsburg, to one composed entirely of Georgia troops, and of which Colonel Wofford was made brigadier-general. A brave and gallant command while in the Texas Brigade, it continued the same throughout the war.

Hampton's Legion, as originally organized, consisted of seven companies of infantry, four of cavalry, and one of artillery. During the spring of 1862, this organization was dissolved. The infantry companies, retaining the name of "Hampton's Legion," were formed into a battalion, and assigned to the Texas Brigade before the seven days' battles around Richmond. To it was added another company of infantry, Company H. Its field officers were Lieutenant-Colonel Martin W. Gary, and Major Harvey Dingle. About the close of Longstreet's Knoxville campaign, the Legion was mounted, and ordered to report for duty at Richmond, Virginia, under Brigadier-General Martin W. Gary. As infantry the Legion had a grit, a staying quality, and a dash that was admirable, and as cavalry it maintained its reputation as a hard fighter.
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CHAPTER II

Fredericksburg——Yorktown——Eltham's Landing
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The winter of 1861-62, in the latitude of Virginia, was one of great length and severity. The Texans, however, soon grew fairly well inured to the cold, and after the Christmas holidays there was a speedy return of health and appetite——the latter finding pleasant regalement and ample satisfaction in the abundance, variety and excellent quality of the rations then issued and obtainable. In brief, they were beginning to feel in a measure "to the manner born," and very much "at home," when, about the first days of March 1862, a rumor spread that some general movement of the Southern army was in immediate contemplation. That rumor was based on fact. General George B. McClellan, the so-called "Young Napoleon of the West," was now in command of the Federal army. Abandoning all thought of another "on to Richmond" by the Manassas route, he planned to concentrate his forces on the peninsula below Yorktown, and thence move on the Confederate capital by a route lying between the York and James Rivers. To place his army in position to meet this movement General Joseph. E. Johnston, the Confederate commander, made preparations to withdraw from the Manassas line to the south side of the Rappahannock, and in his injudicious haste sacrificed immense stores of military supplies.

The Texas Brigade bade farewell to its winter-quarters on the morning of March 8, 1862, and after a march of two days over snow-covered ground encamped four miles northwest of Fredericksburg. In the meantime, Wigfall had resigned his commission as brigadier-general, and to fill the vacancy thus created. President Davis promoted Hood to the rank of brigadier and assigned him to the command of the brigade. A few days after he assumed command, our Texas scouts reported that Federal General Sickles, with one or more brigades of infantry, had crossed the Potomac at or near Cockpit Point, and was moving toward Fredericksburg. Too ambitious to neglect so favorable an opportunity to display his generalship, and at the same time test the fighting qualities of his command, General Hood at once sought and obtained permission from his superiors to lead the Texas Brigade across the Rappahannock and teach the enemy a lesson. Our march was rapid, but not a man lagged by the wayside. It was a "wild-goose" chase, though; General Sickles not only heard of our approach in his direction in time to evade an attack, but must also have heard the threatening boasts of his presumedly bloodthirsty antagonists; at any rate, when the brigade came to the place where he was said to be encamped, he was not there, having beat a hasty retreat to the shelter of gunboats on the Potomac. The Texas Brigade, therefore, had no recourse but to return to its camp and await another chance to show its mettle.

General Magruder, who with about ten thousand Confederates was holding McClellan at bay on the Peninsula, now began to call for assistance. Magruder's line extended from the York River at Yorktown, the scene of Cornwallis' surrender to General George Washington during the Revolutionary War, to the James River on the South, a distance of twelve or fifteen miles. Because the abandonment of that line would expose Norfolk to capture, Mr. Davis insisted on holding it. General Johnston deemed such an attempt inadvisable; flanked as the narrow peninsula was by the York and James Rivers, the one navigable as high up as West Point, and the other all the way up to Richmond, it would be a trap, he argued, for the Confederate army. Heavily fortified as was Yorktown at the mouth of York River, its guns could not be relied on to block the way of gunboats into that stream. That way once opened. Federal troops might be landed at points along the stream whence by a march of a few miles they could cut the Confederates off from Richmond. But Mr. Davis was not only commander-in-chief, but insistent, and obeying his orders, Johnston moved his army to Yorktown.

The Texas Brigade moved from Fredericksburg on the 8th day of April, going by railroad to a point near Richmond, and thence marching to Yorktown. It was the first long tramp it had been called on to undertake, and as the roads were too sandy to afford firm footholds, it arrived at its destination on the 15th, footsore and tired. Fortunately for its comfort, it was assigned to no specific duty. Troops which had preceded it had relieved Magruder's weary soldiers. Its adventurous spirits, however, were not content to spend their time in idleness, and so sought sport and excitement in sharp-shooting and scouting. Armed as most of the Texans were with Minnie and Enfield rifles, and accustomed as they were to the use of firearms from their earliest boyhood, their marksmanship proved so superior to that of the Federals that it was not long before their appearance on the firing line was hailed with delight by their comrade Confederates, and viewed with apprehension by the Federals.

About the first of May General Johnston received information that his opponent. General McClellan, had ordered a general advance of his army. Delaying only long enough to make sure of McClellan's intentions. General Johnston on the 3rd of May ordered the retreat of the Confederate army. But since to the Texas Brigade was assigned the honor of being the rear guard on the road leading from Yorktown to Williamsburg, twelve miles above, it did not move until daylight of the 4th. Formed into line then, it made good use of its legs, and by 10 A. M. overtook the troops under General Longstreet which had halted four miles short of Williamsburg——their object to check the advance of the enemy and give, time for the wagon trains to get beyond the danger line. But the Texas Brigade came to no halt; instead, it went steadily on, and taking a right hand road, left Williamsburg to its left——its objective point, the York River at or near Eltham's Landing, where, it was believed by General Johnston, McClellan would make a prompt effort to land a sufficient force to intercept the Confederate retreat and probably capture its wagon and artillery trains. The event proved the truth of the surmise, for on the morning of May 7 a large part of Franklin's Federal division landed there.

On the morning of the 6th the Texas Brigade encamped in the forest, within two miles of the landing. During that day and the following night General Hood located the point at which the landing would be attempted, and early the next morning led the brigade, in advance of all other troops, toward it. His own account of the battle that ensued is to be found in his book, "Advance and Retreat":

"While in bivouac opposite West Point, General Whiting informed me that a large body of the enemy had disembarked at Eltham's Landing; that our cavalry was on picket upon the high ground overlooking the valley of the York River, and instructed me to move my brigade in that direction, and drive the enemy back if he attempted to advance from under cover of his gunboats. Pursuant to imperative orders, the men had not been allowed to march with loaded guns during the retreat. On the 7th, at the head of my command, I proceeded in the direction of Eltham's, with the intention to halt and load the muskets upon our arrival at the cavalry outpost. I soon reached the rear of a small cabin upon the crest of the hill, where I found one of our cavalrymen half asleep. The head of the column, marching by the right flank, with the Fourth Texas in the front, was not more than twenty or thirty paces in my rear, when, simultaneously with my arrival at the station of this cavalry picket, a skirmish line, supported by a large body of the enemy, met me face to face. The slope from the cabin toward the York River was abrupt, and consequently, I did not discover the Federals till we were almost close enough to shake hands. I leaped from my horse, ran to the head of my column, then about fifteen paces in rear, gave the command, "Forward into line," and ordered the men to load. The Federals immediately opened fire, but halted as they perceived our long line in rear. Meanwhile, a corporal of the enemy drew down his musket upon me as I stood in front of my line. John Deal, a private in Company A, Fourth Texas, had fortunately, in this instance, but contrary to orders, charged his rifle before leaving camp; he instantly killed the corporal, who fell within a few feet of me. At the time I ordered the leading regiment to change front forward on the first company, I also sent directions to the troops in rear to follow up the movement and load their arms, which was promptly executed. The brigade then gallantly advanced, and drove the Federals, within the space of about two hours, a distance of one mile and a half to the cover of their gunboats. When we struck their main line quite a spirited engagement took place, which, however, proved to be only a temporary stand before attaining the immediate shelter of their vessels of war. Hampton's Brigade, near the close of the action, came to our support, and performed efficient service on the right."

In closing his account, General Hood says: "This affair, which brought the brigade so suddenly and unexpectedly under fire for the first time, sensed as a happy introduction to the enemy." To that statement he might have added that it was also the first time that he himself commanded in battle a larger force than a single regiment, and had an opportunity to display his generalship. To do justice both to himself and the Texas Brigade, he should have gone more into detail. A private of the Fourth Texas gives the following particulars:

"We marched out of camp that morning, at daylight, each of us wondering where we were going, and not a soul of us suspecting that an enemy was near. We went about a mile and a half, and the Fourth Texas in advance, were passing through a field dotted with pine stumps, and approaching a house situated on the crest of the hill overlooking York River Valley. Hood and some member of his staff, and perhaps a courier or two, rode about fifty yards ahead of Company A, the leading company. To the left of the road, and about forty yards from the house, sat a cavalryman, apparently fast asleep on the back of his steed. Hood rode on by him, but had not gone ten steps when a party of Federals, fifteen or twenty in number, sprang from behind the house, and fired a volley at us. For a second, consternation prevailed. Not a man of us had his gun loaded, and there was a pell-mell scattering to take shelter behind the many stumps. Hood wheeled his horse, and shouting, "fall into line, men——fall into line," came dashing back at full speed toward us. Half way to us, he noticed that nobody was paying any attention to him, and he shouted, "Get into line, men——get into line. Fourth Texas! Is my old regiment going to play hell right here?" Just then a Yankee stepped out from behind the house, and seeing him, John Deal——the one and only one of us that had a loaded gun——dropped to his knees, took careful aim and laid the daring fellow low. In another second every gun in the command was loaded, and the men began moving into line, and having formed a semblance of one, rushed forward to the crest of the hill and commenced firing at the Yankees now in swift retreat across an open field in the valley between us and heavily timbered land. The other regiments of our brigade moved quickly up on the right of the Fourth, and within five minutes such of the Federal skirmishers as were not killed or wounded had fallen back to the protection of the timber.

"Hood then ordered forward a skirmish line, and following it, we crossed the open field in the valley and gained the timber beyond. Then, the Fourth Texas, the only regiment whose movements I know anything about, began hunting for the enemy. But although there was an abundance of Yankees near us, as was evident from the firing on our right and left, not one of them appeared in front of the Fourth. Its only loss was from the volley fired at us on top of the hill. By that, one man was seriously wounded. The same volley, I have always understood, killed Captain Denny, the commissary of the Fifth Texas. As to that, I cannot speak positively; I was having my first experience in being shot at, and was therefore observant of only what occurred in my own regiment, and near at hand. In saying that the other regiments of the brigade moved quickly up on the right of the Fourth Texas, I may be in error, for one or the other of them might have formed on its left."

As adjutant of the Fifth Texas, Lieutenant Campbell Wood should be good authority concerning the movements of his regiment. Writing of the events of the day, he says:

"I am positively certain that the Fifth Texas was assigned to the duty of opening the battle. I am equally certain that no other regiment went in with us, or was at any time during the battle aligned with us. The Fifth was drawn up in line in an old field or meadow back of a little village, when, riding out in front of it. Colonel Archer said: "Fifth Texas, I have sought and obtained permission for you to open the ball this morning." Then he gave the orders, "Right face, file left Forward! March!" We moved across the opening, and soon struck the timber, taking a road on each side of which was a dense thicket of undergrowth in full leaf. No skirmishers or scouts advanced in front of us, and judging from that fact, I could not believe a battle was imminent. I forgot to say that before giving the command, "Forward," Colonel Archer ordered the men to load their guns, but not to cap them.

"We marched down the road toward West Point in column of four ranks, Colonel Archer and Captain Denny rode at the head of the regiment, and I trudged along on foot, immediately behind Archer. Archer and Denny rode slowly, and the men kept close up, talking a little as was usual on a march. Just as we approached quite near to an old shack of a house, a Federal sergeant and eight men jumped from behind it and fired a volley at us. All their bullets excepting one went wild, but that one struck and killed Captain Denny, and he fell from his horse. Archer immediately ordered the men to cap their guns. Many of them, however, had capped theirs when they loaded them, and these men sprang from the ranks and fired at our assailants, killing and mortally wounding every one of them.

"Breaking into a double-quick, and following close on the heels of two or three men Archer had ordered to keep well in advance of us, we went forward several hundred yards and halted. Here we caught a glimpse of some troops in line to the left of our front, and some of our men began to fire at them. Colonel Archer put an instant stop to the firing, being uncertain whether the parties aimed at were friends or foes, and ordered me to take the first platoon of Company D and deploy it in skirmish line to the right of the road. He also, I think, ordered Lieutenant W. T. Hill, or Captain Powell, to deploy the second platoon of the same company on the left of the road. Just at this juncture a couple of young fellows came running to us from our left, to tell us that it was Hampton's Legion that was out there. Archer told me that he thought the First Texas was somewhere on our right, and cautioned me not to fire on it.

"But the First Texas was not on our right, as I soon ascertained and reported; it was the Ninety-fifth Pennsylvania Bucktails. Archer ordered me to give them h—-ll and the boy's of my platoon did it, for when formed in line of battle the Fifth was struggling through the undergrowth, it passed and counted forty dead buck-tails, killed by my platoon in its first volley. The undergrowth was so thick that we could see but a little way ahead. While the regiment was thus advancing, I located the whereabouts of the First Texas by the sound of Colonel Rainey's voice, but whether it came from the right or left, I am not sure. I did not see him, or the First Texas, but I heard him call out to his men, in the shrill, penetrating voice that was so peculiar to him: "G——d d——n it, boys! Swing around there on the right! The Je-e-e-sus! Did you hear that bullet?"

"The Fifth continued its advance to the river, where the men now pretty well exhausted by their long run over and through the undergrowth, laid down in a cedar thicket, so near the gunboats that we could see the smoke from their smokestacks, and hear the puffing of the steam from their boilers. The fire of their guns, of course, passed over us.

"While lying in the cedar thicket, some troops came up within thirty yards of our right flank, and formed in line facing the river. Thinking they were one of the regiments of our brigade, I walked up pretty close to them and asked what regiment it was. "Eighteenth Ohio," came the reply, clear-cut and distinct. I immediately reported the fact to Colonel Archer, and when he had taken a near enough look at them to see they wore blue, he ordered the regiment to move as quietly as possible to the rear, which they did, and an hour later the Fifth got in line with the other regiments of the brigade."

Lieutenant Wood's account is not so widely at variance with that of General Hood as to require any effort to reconcile them. At best. Hood's is but a partial account, many things having happened that day which are unmentioned. General Hood owed Colonel Archer a good turn. At the time he was promoted to a generalcy. Archer ranked him by seniority, and was thus entitled to the promotion in preference to Hood. But as Hood gracefully says in his "Advance and Retreat," when Archer learned of Hood's advancement, he went immediately to that officer's tent, and warmly congratulating him, expressing his entire willingness to serve under him. It was in appreciation of this self-abnegation on the part of Colonel Archer, that Hood gave him, at Eltham's Landing, the privilege of "opening the ball" with the Fifth Texas.

However, " Man proposes and God disposes." Even if the Fifth Texas was first to advance, and went further than other regiments, it was the First Texas that bore the brunt of the battle of the day; for it was the only regiment that came squarely up against a battle line of the Federals, and face to face with it, struggled for and won the victory. Its greater loss than any other regiment attests the greater risk it encountered, and the courage it exhibited. While the Fourth Texas lost but one killed and one wounded, and the Fifth Texas two killed, five wounded and two missing, the First Texas lost fifteen killed, nineteen wounded more than three times as many as both the other Texas regiments. Among its killed was Lieutenant-Colonel H. H. Black.

What part in the affair the Eighteenth Georgia took, and whether it suffered any loss, cannot be stated. It is probable that it was held in reserve.
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CHAPTER III

Richmond——Seven Pines——Gaines' Mill
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Two hours before dawn of the 8th of May, the Texas Brigade was quietly awakened by its officers, and ordered to form in line as quickly and silently as possible, in readiness for rapid marching. No noise was to be made, for during the night the Federals had landed in large force and pushed forward to the hilltops, and only by the stealthiest of movements could we hope to escape without a fight against overwhelming numbers. In checking the landing and the advance of the enemy on the previous day, we had accomplished all that was desired. Our wagon and artillery trains were far on their way to Richmond, and the troops under Longstreet, whom we had passed beyond Williamsburg, had held McClellan's main army at bay long enough to secure their own safe retreat. The Texas Brigade only was still in danger.

It moved at a lively gait, and by noon overtook the main army, and passing within the picket lines came to its first halt during the day in a thicket of laurels, about three miles from Long Bridge, across the Chickahominy. Here it rested until about 10 P. M. of the 9th, when under a torrential downpour of rain, in a darkness that was almost impenetrable, and over a road knee-deep in mud, and in places waist-deep in water, it straggled to and across the bridge named——each man, as he reached the high ground beyond the Chickahominy, dropping to the ground, and without effort to find his company or regiment, going to sleep. But by 9 A. M. of the next day, order was restored, each soldier with his command, and late afternoon found the Texas Brigade in camp about five miles from Richmond.

The war was now on in good earnest. The over-sanguine, fire-eating secessionists who at the outset predicted that but one battle would be needed to conquer a peace and independence, had withdrawn from the public gaze, and were now busy in search of such governmental employment in their respective States, or under the Confederacy, as would exempt them from military service. Every port in the South was blockaded, and its communication with Europe cut off. Federal troops were stationed or in active movement in every State of the Confederacy except Texas and Louisiana. Union successes marked the beginning months of 1862, both in the East and in the West. Roanoke Island and Fort Macon, in North Carolina, and Fort Pulaski, near Savannah, Georgia, had been captured; Fort Henry on the Tennessee River and Fort Donelson on the Cumberland had both fallen, and with them Nashville had been lost. The battle of Shiloh had been fought, but although claimed as a victory by the Confederates, accomplished but little for the Southern cause. As said by a Southern historian, "To the Confederates, Shiloh did not seem to be a defeat, but rather, the disappointment of a hope almost realized."

As offsets to these reverses to, or failures to win on the part of the Confederates, Stonewall Jackson in the Shenandoah Valley of Virginia had been keeping the Federal forces there, under Banks, Milroy, Fremont and Siegel, constantly on the go——winning battle after battle from them, and capturing large stores of military supplies much needed by the Southern armies. Jackson's victories, though, were not on a sufficiently large scale to inspire the thoughtful mind of that day with any great confidence. Indeed, much of the confidence inspired by them was lost when it was known that General Johnston was retreating from the peninsula. This retrograde movement insured the loss to the Confederacy of Newport and the navy yard there, and thus put an end to any sanguine hope of building a Confederate navy, for by it the nucleus of that navy would be hemmed up in James River.

There was no corresponding loss of confidence, though, among the (Confederates actually in the field in Virginia. They were "built of sterner stuff" than were the many who sought either exemption from any military service or such service only as could be performed in places where the missiles of war were not likely to reach them. Having enlisted as soldiers in a cause they believed just, and having implicit faith in the generals then in command of them, they let no reverses discourage them and remained not only firm and unshaken in determination, but optimistic. As for the Texas Brigade, it had come altogether too far in search of a fight to allow itself to be discouraged. It had tested its mettle at Eltham's Landing, had smelled the smoke of battle, and heard the screech of shells and the hissing of bullets, and had shrunk from none of the dangers, and with Hood in command of it, and Joe Johnston, of the army, why should it fear disaster?

General Johnston placed his army in position south of the Chickahominy to guard all the approaches to Richmond on the north side of James River. McClellan advanced with cautious and seemingly timid deliberation to the north bank of the Chickahominy, and in a few days set his pioneer corps to work repairing the partially destroyed bridges across that stream——in the meantime calling insistently for reinforcements. He then had a force of over 100,000, but Johnston, he claimed, had still more men. He particularly insisted that the large force of Federals at Fredericksburg, under command of McDowell, should be ordered to move over and take position on his right flank. But Mr. Lincoln and his advisers at Washington, although promising much, did little. Least of all would they, for quite a while, consent that McDowell should go farther from Washington than he then was. To let him do so would be to expose the Federal capital to capture by Stonewall Jackson.

Over one of the bridges across the Chickahominy, at last in tolerable repair, McClellan threw two corps of his army which immediately took position at Seven Pines and Fair Oaks station, points east and about eight miles from Richmond. About the same time he extended his right to Mechanicsville, a hamlet about northeast from Richmond, placing it under command of Fitz-John Porter, and protecting it by earth and timber works, abattis and fallen timber. This was about the 24th of May. Learning of it, and also of Jackson's retirement toward Staunton in the Shenandoah Valley, Mr. Lincoln consented that McDowell should march to the assistance of McClellan. Informed of the state of affairs. General Johnston decided to attack McClellan before McDowell could arrive, and therefore planned an attack on the Federal right at Mechanicsville by a flank movement. The troops were marching to their positions when intelligence came that Stonewall Jackson had won a great victory at Winchester, and that McDowell was already marching north and away from Richmond, and Johnston abandoned the flanking movement.

Then Johnston planned the battle of Seven Pines——an attack on the two Federal corps then on the Richmond side of the Chickahominy. His orders obeyed in letter and spirit and with proper concert of action, the success promised would undoubtedly have been achieved. But they were not so obeyed. The scene of operations was a wilderness of swampy, heavily timbered pine land, made almost impenetrable by tangled undergrowth, and traversed by dim roads of which there were no maps accessible; the guides secured were incompetent; jealousy was rife among commanding officers of brigades and divisions, and there was no concert of action; and the upshot was a victory fruitful only in the loss of life. General Johnston needlessly exposed himself, and was wounded just when his presence on the field might have accomplished most good. The command devolved upon General G. W. Smith as next in rank, but before he could thoroughly acquaint himself with the position of his troops, was conferred by Mr. Davis, the President, on General Robert E. Lee, and by his command the assaulting forces withdrew from the field.

Since crossing the Chickahominy, the Texas Brigade had not, as a command, been called into active service. Its men, however, did not remain entirely idle. Occasionally, scouting was ordered; frequently it was volunteered by individuals, by couples and by parties large and small. When the Federals first got foothold on the Richmond side of the Chickahominy, General Johnston himself called for a detail of one hundred and fifty men from the brigade, and sent them forward into the swamps to feel of the enemy and ascertain his position. Going farther and taking greater risks than similar parties from other commands, the Texas scouts not only engaged in several heavy skirmishes and inflicted considerable loss on the Federals, but also secured the only accurate information obtained.

It was intended that the brigade should bear a prominent part at Seven Pines; but although on the ground in proper place and time, and for the better part of two days exposed to artillery fire and several times to that of musketry aimed at compatriot commands in its front, the most diligent efforts of General Hood failed to secure it an opportunity to meet the foe, face to face. Nevertheless, eighteen of its men were wounded more or less seriously.

General Lee was no sooner in command of the army than he commenced scheming to raise the threatened siege of Richmond before it was fairly under way. The plan fixed upon was to reinforce Stonewall Jackson, who was still in the Shenandoah Valley, and thus impressing the Federal authorities with the belief that an attack was contemplated on Washington City, cause them to withhold reinforcements from McClellan. That accomplished, Jackson was to make a sudden descent, with his whole force, upon McClellan's right flank and rear in the vicinity of Mechanicsville——his attack to be joined in by the Confederate troops around Richmond.

The plan was brilliant in conception, but was audacious in the extreme. At the date its execution began, Lee had but 57,000 men. With these he must hold at bay McClellan's 115,000, near 80,000 of whom were then strongly entrenched on the south side of the Chickahominy, with outposts within five miles of the Confederate capital, and not only in sight of the city, but in hearing of its church-bells. But Lee did not hesitate; aware that McClellan's bump of caution was of abnormal development, and knowing how insistently and persistently he was appealing for reinforcements, Lee felt confident he would make no immediate advance. On the 11th of June, Whiting's division, composed of his own and the Texas Brigade——the latter strengthened since Eltham's Landing by the transfer to it of Hampton's South Carolina Legion marched into and through the streets of Richmond with banners flying and drums beating, and boarding trains, set out by way of Lynchburg for the Shenandoah Valley, there, as was proclaimed publicly by officers high in rank, to join Jackson in an "on to Washington." Federal spies communicated the tidings to the Federal authorities at once; McClellan knew them two days in advance, and Jackson, never happier than when deceiving an enemy, aided the deception by arranging that Federal surgeons within his lines, but on the eve of departure, should overhear a conversation between certain of his officers in which they spoke of the reinforcements coming and of Jackson's desire to essay the capture of Washington.

Arriving at Lynchburg, Whiting's division remained there two days. Then boarding the cars again, it went on to Charlottesville, where it rested another day, and thence proceeded by train to Staunton, at the head of the Shenandoah Valley. General Whiting, a brave and capable officer, but with, perhaps, a rather exaggerated sense of his own importance, went in person to General Jackson to report the arrival of his division, receive orders, and incidentally, secure information as to plans and purposes. "Hold yourself and command, sir, in readiness to march at six o'clock Monday morning," was the only order given him, and it was given in the curt tone habitually employed by "Stonewall" when issuing his commands. For two-seconds. General Whiting sat silent, waiting for the information that he thought would surely be vouchsafed him. Then with an assurance born of the consciousness that in the old regular army of the United States he ranked the man in whose presence he was, he asked, "In what direction will we march, General?'' "That will be made known to you, sir, at the proper time," answered Jackson, and with that, Whiting had, perforce, to be content.
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John M. Pinckney

Company G, Fourth Texas Regiment
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Monday morning came, and to the surprise and mystification of officers and men alike, instead of moving down the Shenandoah Valley, the division marched eastward along the road leading across the Blue Ridge from Staunton to Charlottesville.

"Where are we going, Captain?" asked a Texas private, sidling up to the commander of his company. "Damn if I know," was the reply; "but I'll mosey along up to the head of the regiment, and ask the colonel." "Where in the mischief and Tom Walker are we going. Colonel?" queried the captain of the colonel, as after considerable fast walking he overtook that mounted officer. "I'll be dumed if I know," answered the colonel; "General Hood hasn't told me yet, but I'll let you know as soon as he does." But when the colonel applied to Hood for the desired information. Hood said, "I don't know," as promptly as did General Whiting when Hood propounded the now burning question to him. Meanwhile the division marched on until, high up on the mountain side, a halt was called. What was said to the regiments of Whiting's Brigade is not known, but to each of those of the Texas Brigade General Hood made a short speech in which he said that the division was now subject to the orders of General Jackson, to whom alone its destination was known, and that to all questions asked, it was Jackson's order that the men should answer, "I do not know." "But, fellow-soldiers," said Hood in conclusion, "while I myself do not know where we are going, I can assure you that such of you as keep up with your command, will witness and take part in stirring and glorious events."

That Hood's words but added to the mystification and increased the curiosity already prevailing, needs not the telling. All that day, and indeed until the morning of June 26th, an "I don't know" preceded the answer given to any question asked, the boys falling into the humor of the thing and making a joke of it. As it was the invariable answer they gave to each other, so it was often that which they gave to officers, and occasionally it served as a means of evading punishment; as, for instance, when General Jackson himself discovered one of them in a tree by the roadside, busily engaged in stuffing alternate handfuls "of the fruit thereof" into his mouth and haversack, and apparently, reckless that such depredations were forbidden. It is an old and oft-told story of the war, and readers will remember that growing angry at the "I don't knows," flippantly uttered in response to each of his questions, Jackson finally asked why it was he was so answered, and the impudent fellow replied: "Because them's ole Stonewall Jackson's orders, an' I'm goin' to obey 'em, or bust."

Previous to the halt of the Texas Brigade and his speech to each of its regiments, General Hood had an experience that was amusing enough to be told by himself. There were many stills in the secluded nooks of the Blue Ridge, and by 9 A. M. many of the boys were in a good humor, more than a few were staggering, and applejack brandy could be had out of dozens of canteens. To prevent any straggling for the purpose of replenishing empty canteens. Hood authorized the statement, which was industriously circulated and really believed, that smallpox was raging among the citizens living along our route. Riding by himself, half a mile in rear of the brigade, he discovered, lying in the middle of the road and obviously very drunk, a member of the Fourth Texas.

Checking his horse, the general asked: "What is the matter with you, sir.'' Why are you not with your company?" The stern and peremptory voice brought the culprit to a sitting posture, and looking at the general with drunken gravity, he said: "Nussing much, I reckon. General——I jus' feel sorter weak an' no account." "So I see, sir," said Hood; "get up at once and rejoin your company." The fellow made several ineffectual attempts to obey, but each time fell back on the ground, and a few sober stragglers coming along just then, Hood ordered them to take him in charge and conduct him to his company. But as they approached to carry out the order, the fellow found voice to say between hiccoughs: "Don't you fellers that ain't been vaccinated come near me——I've got the smallpox tha's wha's the masser with me."

The stragglers shrank back in alarm, and the general, laughing at the way his own chickens had come home to roost, said, "Let him alone, then——some of the teamsters will pick him up," and rode on.

That day——-it was the 16th of JuneWhiting's division marched twenty long miles, halting, shortly after dark, in the vicinity of a station on the railroad leading from Staunton, via Charlottesville, to Gordonville, known as Meechuam's. Thence, on trains and on foot——riding ten miles and footing it twenty, in alternation with other troops——we proceeded by way of Gordonsville to the neighborhood of Frederick's Hall, distant about ninety miles from Richmond——arriving there in the afternoon of June 21, and camping in a dense woodland. By dark every regiment and brigade under Jackson's command was on hand, and lest information of their presence be carried to the enemy, were surrounded by a line of cavalry and infantry pickets whose orders were to allow the passage of neither soldier nor citizen beyond their line, unless he had a pass signed by Jackson himself. In addition, and in aid of the outside picket line, around each separate command a guard was stationed whose duty it was to prevent all straying from camp. Such restrictions upon freedom of movement were not resented, however; the troops had been constantly on the move for ten days or more, and rest was not only needed but gratefully enjoyed.

At midnight of the 22nd——he would not start sooner lest he violate the injunction, "Keep the Sabbath day holy"——Jackson mounted his horse, and accompanied by a single courier, rode at a gallop toward Richmond, to report the whereabouts of his command to General Lee, and to plan for concert of movement between his own and the troops then near Richmond He reached the city at 2 P. M. of the 23rd, and an hour later had made his report to General Lee and was in conference with him, Longstreet, A. P. Hill and D. H. Hill The plan agreed upon was, briefly, this: Jackson was to march from Ashland at 3 A. M. of June 26th——the date and hour set by himself——and following the dividing ridges between the Pamunkey and Chickahominy Rivers, place his command in rear and flank of the right wing of the Federal army, and turn and dislodge it; A. P. Hill, upon notification that Jackson had crossed the Virginia Central Railroad, to move his command across the upper Chickahominy, and approaching Mechanicsville, attack the enemy there at sound of Jackson's signal guns; Longstreet and D. H. Hill, when A. P. Hill had driven the enemy from Mechanicsville, to find passage across the bridge at that place to the north side of the Chickahominy Longstreet's troops taking position on the right of A. P. Hills command, between it and the river, and assisting it to drive the Federals down the river——D. H. Hill's forces to march eastward and find position on Jackson's left. Jackson was enjoined to bear well to the left, "Press forward toward the York River Railroad, close upon the enemy's rear, and force him down the Chickahominy, and if possible, cut him oft from his base of supplies at the White House on the Pamunkey River."

[image: image]
d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image013.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image018.jpg





d2d_images/image005.jpg





d2d_images/image004.jpg





d2d_images/image009.jpg





