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			Foreword

			Sally Roesch Wagner

		

		
			this is not a generic journey through one of the most critical moments in U.S. history; you will be guided by an activist who has a major stake in the battle. Matilda Joslyn Gage, who selected these newspaper articles and put them into a scrapbook, faced the possibility of six months in jail and a fine reaching into the tens of thousands of today’s money by offering her home as a station in the Underground Railroad, a sanctuary for enslaved people who were risking everything by taking their freedom. She sent the 122 Regiment of her hometown soldiers off to war with a flag made by the women of Fayetteville and a stirring challenge to remember they were fighting to protect freedom, not the Union, as President Lincoln had timidly declared. Gage gathered supplies for the Union soldiers, but also signatures on a national petition vowing to support the war effort only if it was fought to end slavery.

			As an abolitionist, she gives you a unique fix on the events and stories of the war. That lens is doubled by her women’s rights vision, when, as a leader of the woman suffrage movement, she searches out the activities of women in the war effort.

			A natural historian, Gage knew the importance of saving primary sources, and after painstakingly clipping the articles she felt were pertinent to understanding the war, she placed them hodgepodge in a scrapbook, where they sat, seen only by the occasional few who, visiting the Fayetteville Free Library, glanced through the volume. It took a writer, more than a hundred years later, to come along and make sense of this extraordinary collection.

			Peter Svenson has done a bang-up job of creating a coherent narrative, first introducing the reader to the scrapbook maker and then providing just enough background for each piece to enable you to take this excursion through the Civil War in eager anticipation of the next stop. While allowing you to experience the Civil War as if we are living through it minute by minute, you may also find yourself exclaiming, “Why didn’t I ever learn this in school?”

			Enjoy your trip!

		

	
		
			Introduction

		

		
			in 1897, during the last summer and fall of her life, Matilda Joslyn Gage (1826–1898) created a scrapbook of newspaper clippings which today constitutes a unique view of the American Civil War, not only because of Gage’s prominence as a nineteenth-century radical feminist, but also because of her passionate devotion to the Union cause.

			With careful selection and precision, she pasted the diverse clippings in an old ledger1 that once belonged to Gage’s husband, Henry Hill Gage (1817–1884), a dry goods merchant and shopkeeper in Fayetteville, New York. While the ledger had preserved, with Henry’s calligraphic exactitude, a record of every transaction made in his dry goods store in 1857, Matilda Joslyn Gage covered over most of these entries (forty years later, long after his death) with newspaper items she chose to preserve. Utilizing both sides, more or less, of most of the ledger’s pages, 111 pages in all, Gage affixed an orderly array which presented a breadth of subject matter that quite defies pigeonholing. Many of the clippings are undated and penned by anonymous reporters, while others have a documented provenance. The scrapbook includes, but is not limited to, facts, events, documents, poems, anecdotes, stories, and statistics relating to the Civil War and its aftermath. There are several lithographic reproductions as well.

			Gage’s project remains worthy of our attention today not only because it offers important information about the Civil War era, but because it highlights Gage’s perspective as one of the most influential feminists spearheading the American suffragist movement in the nineteenth century. In building her scrapbook, Gage sought to preserve obvious as well as obscure details of history, transforming these individual news items into a collective artifact that recorded the conflicts and values which defined her own life. Taken as a whole, the clippings represent a unique trove, a scattershot testimony to the American experience, beginning with the war years of the 1860s and dovetailing with Gage’s own promulgation of feminism and equal rights, and their powerful challenge to masculine hegemony.

			Gage had the privilege of maturing from childhood to adulthood in a way most girls of her era did not experience. Gage’s father, Hezekiah Joslyn, a medical doctor and ardent abolitionist, and her mother, Helen Leslie, an educated devotee of history, saw to it that their only child was raised to “think for herself.” Growing up in Cicero, New York, in a house that was also a stop along the Underground Railroad for runaway slaves escaping to Canada, Matilda Joslyn Gage attended public education through eighth grade, as was common in New York State at the time,2 but it was her daily interaction with her parents that truly broadened her capacity for knowledge.3 Her higher education consisted of a scholastic year at the Unitarian-run Clinton Liberal Institute, a boarding school in Clinton, New York.4 She left home permanently when she married Henry at age eighteen (he was twenty-six), and settled into domestic life, raising four children (a fifth died in infancy), all the while developing a feminist dialectic that was far more radical in its scope than that of her compeers, well-known suffragists such as Susan B. Anthony and Elizabeth Cady Stanton, among others. Gage believed that the lesser status of women stemmed from the advent of Christianity (the Church). Canon law became incorporated into common law, which had been codified by the Constitution of the United States (the State).5 As citizens denied full rights of citizenship, women basically were powerless, not only because they weren’t allowed to vote, but because men dominated every economic, educational, social, and political sphere.

			Although Gage was subject to frequent breakdowns in health because of congenital heart trouble,6 she managed to complement this dialectic with activism. Her influence upon American feminism began at age twenty-six when, “trembling in every limb” and barely speaking above a whisper,7 she addressed the second annual Woman’s Rights Convention, held in Syracuse in 1852, with her six-year-old daughter beside her at the lectern. Among feminists of her era at the forefront of the American suffragist movement, Matilda Joslyn Gage was as influential as any, and perhaps even more so because she had two great gifts: she was an accomplished writer, and her grasp of history and current events, not only in the United States but throughout the world, was far-reaching and detailed. She was also an effective and forceful8 lecturer.9

			From the start, Gage’s demand for equal treatment for women under the law was uncompromising. From local victories, like insisting that the women of Fayetteville be allowed to vote in school board elections, to national confrontations, like petitioning the U.S. Congress for female citizens’ enfranchisement—which was not granted until the passage of the Nineteenth Amendment, twenty-two years after her death—she pursued the goal of full equality for all Americans, which included, of course, African Americans.10 In 1880, she attended three national conventions (Democratic, Republican, and Greenback-Labor) to lobby for a woman suffrage plank.11 She authored numerous articles and pamphlets, and late in life, one seminal book, Woman, Church and State, published12 in 1893 and considered so offensive in its attack on establishment Christianity13 that it was banned from the Fayetteville school library, although influential thinkers throughout the world, such as Count Leo Tolstoy, admired it from afar.14

			Gage had a productive working relationship and long-standing friendship with both Susan B. Anthony and Elizabeth Cady Stanton. The latter once wrote, “[Gage] always had a knack for rummaging through old libraries, bringing more startling facts to light than any woman I ever knew.”15 The relative proximity of the three women’s homes in central New York initially contributed to their collaboration; Anthony’s was Rochester (ninety-six miles from Fayetteville) and Stanton’s was Seneca Falls (fifty-six miles) until she moved to New York City in 1862.16 Though all three women were seminal influences and past presidents of the National Woman Suffrage Association (NWSA), they eventually had a falling out over the direction the suffragist movement was taking. While Anthony was straightforwardly concerned with achieving women’s right to vote, Gage found that goal too narrow, pushing instead for comprehensive social reform. Meanwhile, the movement’s conservatives, bent on emphasizing temperance and Christian values, broke away and formed a splinter group, the American Woman Suffrage Association (AWSA). In 1889, Anthony was able to merge the two groups into a single movement, the National American Woman Suffrage Association (NAWSA), but Gage—and, more tepidly, Stanton—opposed the merger, believing it a threat to the separation of church and state. Moreover, the increasingly conservative influence within the NAWSA embraced racism and anti-immigration.17 (Stanton, for all her persuasive brilliance, was an unapologetic racist.)18 This was an influence wholly repugnant to Gage, so she broke away in 1890 to form her own national association, the Woman’s National Liberal Union (WNLU), which demanded the maintenance of the separation of church and state, and gender equality in every sphere of American life as well as full rights of citizenship. As Dr. Sally Roesch Wagner has stated:

			In the forty years of her involvement in the movement, Gage consistently worked for a radical analysis and strategy. She argued against those who believed, “If we just ask for our rights nicely enough, or explain clearly enough, or don’t offend anyone” that the battle would be won. She saw the necessity of struggle, which wasn’t always ladylike or expedient, and she saw an ultimate need to connect all freedom struggles. In the merger of 1890 she saw an end to the elements of radicalism within the organized woman’s movement. To Gage the merger signaled the death of the woman’s movement and its replacement by a movement for woman suffrage. She had always been clear that suffrage was only a tool and, as such, it carried with it no inherent quality of progress.19

			The WNLU’s platform was too far to the left of mainstream feminist thought to be upheld by either Stanton or Anthony. Stanton, who had momentarily allied herself with Gage (for a while they considered themselves kindred spirits),20 was lured back into the NAWSA when Anthony offered her its first presidency, which Stanton accepted. The rift widened when both Anthony and Stanton began speaking publicly against Gage. Moreover, Anthony reacted to Gage’s independence by essentially “writing her out of history.”21 Editing out most of Gage’s contributions to the first three volumes of History of Woman Suffrage, Anthony also neglected to mention, in the fourth volume, published in 1902, that Gage had co-edited the first three volumes. In the fourth volume’s preface, by Ida Husted Harper, Gage is only credited as being “one of the most logical and fearless writers of her day,”22 who Anthony and Stanton “called to their aid for historic facts”23—the implication being that Gage’s influence was long past, and her status had been merely that of a fact-checking historian.

			The loss of Anthony’s and Stanton’s friendship embittered Gage.24 The fact that these two members of the former “triumvirate” also outlived Gage (Stanton died in 1902, and Anthony didn’t die until 1906) further minimized Gage’s contributions to the suffrage movement in the public eye. Gage’s own national association, the WLNU, withered on the vine, so to speak, a year after its formation. Not until the resurgence of women’s rights scholarship in the latter part of the twentieth century was Gage “rediscovered.”

			The “War Scrap Book” sheds light on Gage’s uncompromising political and social philosophy. In her choice of newspaper clippings, she positions herself as an ardent pro-Unionist and abolitionist, but she also exhibits a tender side, one that is not immune to sentimentality. Although Gage family tradition had it that Matilda, not Henry, was “the dominant person in the marriage,”25 she was also known as a compassionate person: warm, witty, and full of humor. She is remembered as “dressing stylishly, helping to offset the popular impression that a feminist could be feminine.”26 In 1854, a male reporter describes her as a “medium-sized, and lady-like looking woman, dressed in tasty plaid silk, with two flounces.”27

			But fashion and niceties aside, Matilda Joslyn Gage made full, unapologetic use of her formidable intellect. From the onset of adulthood, this often entailed a struggle. Writing to her son, she confided:

			I look back with intense loathing to some parts of my life, and a feeling of resentment toward those who, having power to make my life different, failed to do so. You have heard me say that whether or not I received benefit, my life should be spent working for the emancipation of women.28

			Near the scrapbook’s beginning are clippings specifically relating to war armament and army protocol, as well as clusters of statistics describing marching distances and Union war gains. In this way, a reader is drawn into the great conflict of 1861–1865, not in an orderly, textbook-worthy approach, but in an intuitive way that weaves many diverse strands of history—history Gage lived through—into a uniquely personal presentation that only someone of her comprehensive grasp could have accomplished.

			“Newspapers are the great educators of our day,”29 Gage once proclaimed. Within the “War Scrap Book” is plenty of evidence to back this up. President Lincoln’s proclamations, official government correspondences, first-person accounts from battlefields and field hospitals, sundry statistics and historic comparisons, thumbnail portraits of worthies and rogues, essays that shaped public opinion, reportage of diplomatic intrigue and political skullduggery, clippings relating to the breakaway movement to deny Lincoln a second term as well as the aftermath of Lincoln’s assassination, and, increasingly, news items, both short and long, that show the influence of women upon the conduct of the war in every way imaginable.

			How did Matilda Joslyn Gage manage to find all this material, much less paste it into a semblance of order upon the pages of her deceased husband’s superannuated ledger?

			The answer calls for a certain amount of conjectural scrutiny. To begin with, Gage was no novice at scrapbooking, having already compiled, or was in the process of compiling, four volumes of “Woman Suffrage Scrap Books,” a collection of newspaper accounts from the 1850s onward.30 (Gage’s erstwhile friend Susan B. Anthony also compiled movement-related scrapbooks.) In addition, Gage compiled at least one family-related scrapbook.31

			The value Gage placed on her scrapbooking can be readily seen in her Last Will—written in July 1897 while she was working on the “War Scrap Book”—in which she directs the division of her household possessions between her children, but specifically gives Maud, her youngest, “all of my woman suffrage papers, books and documents of whatever character except my scrap books, which latter I desire that she shall deposit in some permanent public library.”32

			In a letter Gage wrote to her daughter Helen Leslie near the end of that final summer in Fayetteville, she mentions the “handwork” she had been engaged in, likely referencing the creation of the “War Scrap Book” itself.

			I am very tired as I have done a great deal of handwork since my return. My very bones are tired.33

			“Handwork” accurately describes the effort required by Gage to produce the scrapbook, time-consuming in its process and its length.34 Nevertheless, Gage may have felt compelled not to mention the project specifically, fearing a negative reaction from her children, since they knew her fragile state of health.35

			Where did she get the clippings? A number of them had been already collected for the first chapter of Volume II of History of Woman Suffrage, published in 1882, and woven into the text under the rubric “Women’s Patriotism in the Civil War.”36 Ida Husted Harper’s preface to Volume IV of the History of Woman Suffrage, published twenty years later, credits Gage alone with writing this chapter.37

			So, in 1897 these clippings may have been sorted and set in a semblance of order in a desk drawer or filing cabinet—or possibly just thrown in a box. But there were other clippings too—many others—whose provenance is not so easily traced. In all probability, these were harvested from old newspapers that were either stored or just lying around. Still other clippings were sent to Gage, or sent back to her (Gage regularly sent clippings to her grown children).38 Wherever and however the clippings were found, the act of organizing, then trimming and pasting so many small rectangles of newsprint must have been physically demanding for an enervated woman of seventy-one, who had been protractedly invalided the year before.39

			Gage alludes to collecting the clippings in a letter to her forty-nine-year-old son, Thomas Clarkson on July 15, 1897.

			Your Father’s papers in the little black trunk in your bedroom were overhauled and some of them taken into the library and the trunk carried off. All of Charley’s40 papers in a hogshead in the barn are scattered upstairs and down. I shall try to get rid of all that I can.

			It can be surmised that these “papers” included newspapers. Neither Gage’s husband Henry nor her son-in-law Charley were literary in the least, nor did they amass correspondences. But they probably collected newspapers. And these very newspapers, these “great educators of the day” contained news items that Matilda Joslyn Gage wanted to preserve for posterity—and so she did.

			From its multiple sources, then, the “War Scrap Book” can be considered Gage’s final significant contribution: a time-consuming handmade creation, the humblest of repositories, yet something to pass down through the ages.

			In that same letter to her son, Gage again refers to sorting through “papers” and other items in the household.

			I shall try to get papers in order and get rid of a quantity of things that no one but me can see to. Mr. Moody41 wants the files of the “New York Tribune” and “Independent” through the war, and my autograph letters of prominent people that I can spare.

			One can imagine that as Matilda Joslyn Gage clipped and collated and arranged and pasted, each newspaper scrap possessed the power to unleash a flood of memories. These brittle testaments, lengthy or brief, described the times she lived through, the times she influenced, the times in which the nation struggled desperately to shape a better and more just future.

			Author’s Note

			What follows is a page-by-page transcription of the material in Gage’s scrapbook. In reproducing it, however, I have diverged from the original source by dividing it into fifty-two chapters. I have made this methodological decision in order to facilitate a modern-day reader’s engagement with Gage’s project. While every educated person knows about the Civil War, comparatively few know details such as Gage incorporated in this compendium. It is hoped that my editorial intrusion will help make sense of Gage’s entire project by pointing out its looping timelines, as well as highlighting its recurring themes, poetic diversions, and other odd morsels of information. Some chapters begin when there is a discernable shift in topic; other chapters begin where readers are likely to need a “breather.”42 A headlong rush through the clippings would not be conducive, in my estimation, to grasping the breadth of their historical revelation.

			Therefore, with the addition of brief explications, I transcribe the clippings verbatim43 from start to finish—a reproduction of the contents of the scrapbook in the order that Gage originally assembled them. The only clipping that is out of place is the poem listed in the appendix, which, having been published after Gage’s death, was inserted in the scrapbook at a later point by someone else, perhaps one of Gage’s daughters.

			Facts and dates pertaining to the Civil War have been carefully corroborated, and thus are presented without footnotes. Where sources aren’t clear—as in a lot of the clippings—I say so, and at times hazard an educated guess as to their year of publication. Overall, I have tried to keep my prose inclusions to a minimum, neither offering lengthy exegeses nor overwhelming the scrapbook with heavy-handed editorial intervention. By taking this approach, I trust that glimmers of Gage’s personality, and her reasons for presenting certain subjects, show through.
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			Two

			gage pastes two more clippings from 1894, both from The New York Tribune. The first is about the much-fêted Union sloop of war, USS Kearsarge, which fought and sank the Confederate commerce raider CSS Alabama near Cherbourg off the coast of France on June 19, 1864. Heavily damaged but refitted, the Kearsarge saw three more decades of duty until she struck a reef off Nicaragua in early 1894. Although Congress appropriated $45,000 to refloat the Kearsarge, she was deemed unsalvageable. At the very end of the war, Raphael Semmes (1809–1877), captain of the Alabama and a diehard Rebel, actually held two ranks simultaneously, as rear admiral in the Confederate Navy and brigadier beneral in the Confederate Army. The letter quoted below is written by his son.

			RAISING OF THE KEARSARGE.

			A Relative of Admiral Semmes Contributes to History.

			The Memphis Appeal-Avalanche has the following letter from Major B.J. Semmes, of that city, which, in view of the fact of his relationship to the commander of the Alabama and the letting of the contract to raise the Kearsarge, adds picturesqueness to the history of that beloved old ship. Major Semmes writes: “I was pleased to see that the House of Representatives had unanimously passed the bill appropriating a sufficient sum to save the wrecked man-of-war, the famous Kearsarge, and I trust the Senate will at once pass the bill. The spring gales are now close at hand, and unless the work is speedily done the ship, being of wood, may go to pieces. As the oldest surviving relative of Admiral Semmes, who commanded the Alabama, which was sunk by the Kearsarge, and a veteran of the Confederate army, I heartily approve of the effort to save the wreck of the latter, and hope that she may be put in good order and kept permanently at some naval station for the benefit of the public. There is nothing left of the Alabama but the 100-pound shell now at the Navy Department in Washington, which if it had exploded in the stern part of the Kearsarge, where it lodged, would have changed the result of that famous engagement. Admiral Semmes, by the way, told me that when he observed the white smoke of the guns of the Kearsarge and the thick, black smoke from his own guns, he realized how much his ammunition had been injured by his long cruising at sea, without a chance to ‘dry out,’ and then feared he would not be able to injure his enemy so as to capture her, which was his main object in making the fight. I have a photograph, taken at the Cape of Good Hope, representing the Admiral on the quarter deck of the Alabama, and know of no other picture of the ship.”

			B.J. Semmes

			The second article, a mere squib, or filler, in the Tribune, must have caught Gage’s antiquarian eye:

			Archaeological Triumphs in Prospect.

			The University of Pennsylvania has the largest collection in the world of Babylonian inscriptions. On the top of this comes the news to the university archeologists that the excavations at Nippur, in Assyria, which have been in progress throughout the entire past year, have unearthed the great temple of Bel from its top to its foundation. The ancient temple is about 140 feet in height, and is not almost completely uncovered. All its annexes and shrines will soon be thoroughly explored. Already many inscribed stones, cuneiform tablets and other objects illustrative of the temple service and life of Babylonian people 4,000 years before the Christian era have been uncovered. Discoveries of permanent value to archaeological sciences will, it is expected, be made upon this oldest of Semite sites during the coming year.

			The scrapbook’s next page begins with an undated announcement from an unnamed newspaper:

			ARKANSAS AID.—I hereby acknowledge that [sic] the receipt of a box of clothing, from the Ladies’ Arkansas Aid Society in Fayetteville, valued at one hundred and eight dollars ($108), which is forwarded to Chicago. Also, $15.08 in cash from the same source.

			R.G. Wynkoop

			This is followed by a clipping that Gage may have included as a moral self-reminder:

			THE HIGHER LAW

			Here you have it. What say you to it? Is it right? What will come of the man or woman that tramples it under their feet; or the nation that laughs it to scorn and practically says there is no God? Where are we as individuals as a nation? We have all gone astray. Where will the end be, and that speedily if we do not turn from our profanity, our drunkenness, our robbery, our idolatry? We will try to keep this text before the people. We will try to have some of this law in our politics, however much it may offend the devil.

			EXODUS 20: 3-17

			
					THOU SHALT HAVE NO OTHER GODS before me.

					THOU SHALT NOT MAKE UNTO THEE any graven image, or any likeness of anything that is in heaven above, or that is in the earth beneath, or that is in the water under the earth; thou shalt not bow down thyself to them, nor serve them; for I the Lord thy God am a jealous God, visiting the iniquity of the fathers upon the children unto the third and fourth generation of them that hate me; and showing mercy into thousands of them that love me, and keep my commandments.

					THOU SHALT NOT TAKE THE NAME of the Lord thy God in vain; for the Lord will not hold him guiltless that taketh his name in vain.

					REMEMBER THE SABBATH-DAY to keep it holy. Six days shalt thou labor, and do all thy work; but the seventh is the Sabbath of the Lord thy God; in it though shalt not do any work, thou nor thy son, nor thy daughter, thy man-servant, nor thy maid-servant, nor thy cattle, nor thy stranger that is within thy gates; for in six days the Lord made heaven and earth, the sea and all that in them is, and rested the seventh day; wherefore the Lord blessed the Sabbath-day, and hallowed it.

					HONOR THY FATHER AND THY MOTHER, that thy days may be long in the land which the Lord thy God giveth thee.

					THOU SHALT NOT KILL.

					THOU SHALT NOT COMMIT ADULTERY.

					THOU SHALT NOT STEAL.

					THOU SHALT NOT BEAR FALSE WITNESS against thy neighbor.

					THOU SHALT NOT COVET THY neighbor’s house, thou shalt not covet thy neighbor’s wife, nor his man-servant, nor his maid-servant, nor his ox, nor his ass, nor anything that is thy neighbor’s. (See Deut. 6: 6-9; Prov. 6: 7: 8)

			

			Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy heart, and with all thy soul, and with all thy mind. This is the first and great commandment. And the second is like unto it. Thou shalt love thy neighbor as thyself. On these two commandments hang all the law and the prophets.

			Directly below this, Gage finds room on the page to paste the following compilation:

			BATTLES OF THE REVOLUTION.—The following table of the comparative losses of life sustained in the battles of the Revolution is valuable also for the dates of the several battles:

			
				
					
					
					
				
				
					
							
							
							British Loss. 

						
							
							American Loss.

						
					

					
							
							Lexington, April 19, 1775. . . . 

						
							
							273 

						
							
							84

						
					

					
							
							Bunker Hill, June 17, 1775 

						
							
							1,054 

						
							
							450

						
					

					
							
							Flatbush, Aug. 12, 1776 

						
							
							400 

						
							
							200

						
					

					
							
							White Plains, Aug. 25, 1776 

						
							
							400 

						
							
							400

						
					

					
							
							Trenton, Dec. 26, 1776 

						
							
							1,000 

						
							
							9

						
					

					
							
							Princeton, Jan. 5, 1777 

						
							
							400 

						
							
							100

						
					

					
							
							Hubbardstown, Aug. 17, 1777 

						
							
							800 

						
							
							800

						
					

					
							
							Bennington, Aug. 16, 1777 

						
							
							800 

						
							
							100

						
					

					
							
							Brandywine, Sept. 11, 1777 

						
							
							500 

						
							
							1,100

						
					

					
							
							Stillwater, Sept. 17, 1777 

						
							
							600 

						
							
							350

						
					

					
							
							Germantown, Oct. 5, 1777 

						
							
							600 

						
							
							1,550

						
					

					
							
							Saratoga, Oct. 17, 1777* 

						
							
							5,752 

						
							
							—

						
					

					
							
							Red Hook, Oct. 22, 1777 

						
							
							500 

						
							
							32

						
					

					
							
							Monmouth, June 25, 1778 

						
							
							400 

						
							
							130

						
					

					
							
							Rhode Island, Aug. 27, 1778 

						
							
							260 

						
							
							214

						
					

					
							
							Briar Creek, March 30, 1779 

						
							
							13 

						
							
							400

						
					

					
							
							Stony Point, July 15, 1779 

						
							
							600 

						
							
							100

						
					

					
							
							Camden, Aug. 16, 1779 

						
							
							375 

						
							
							610

						
					

					
							
							Kings Mountain, Oct. 1, 1780 

						
							
							950 

						
							
							66

						
					

					
							
							Cowpens, Jan. 17, 1781 

						
							
							800 

						
							
							72

						
					

					
							
							Guilford, C.H., Mar. 15, 1781 

						
							
							532 

						
							
							400

						
					

					
							
							Hobkirk Hills, April 25, 1781 

						
							
							400 

						
							
							460

						
					

					
							
							Eutaw Springs, Sept. 1781 

						
							
							1,000 

						
							
							550

						
					

					
							
							Yorktown, Oct., 1781* 

						
							
							7,072 

						
							
							—

						
					

					
							
							Total……………………………

						
							
							25,481

						
							
							7,913

						
					

					
							
							*Surrendered.

						
							
							
					

				
			

			Changing the subject once again, Gage begins the middle column by pasting a clipping about the biblical parameters of slavery:

			Hebrew Slavery

			Some years ago—in the good old days of peace and slavery—Senator Hammond, of South Carolina, sent to the Rev. Henry Ward Beecher a few texts of Scripture, neatly printed on silk, in reference to the practice of slavery among the Jews, and its supposed sanction by Holy Writ. These Scriptural extracts were entitled “God’s Higher Law” and they were extensively reprinted by the daily press of the country. A correspondent of the Watchman and Reformer suggested some additions thereto in this wise:—

			There are some things about this “higher law” which Senator Hammond did not present.

			
					The only way to make a slave under the Hebrew Commonwealth was by purchase. “Of the heathen round about shall ye buy,” &c., Leviticus 25: 44.

					To obtain a bondman by kidnapping or stealing, was death. “He that stealeth a man” &c, “shall surely be put to death,” Ex 21: 16.

					A slave could not be sold under Hebrew laws. There is no evidence that a Hebrew ever sold a slave. There is no slave mart or auction block in Palestine.

					A runaway slave could not be returned. “Thou shall not deliver unto his master,” &c., Deut. 23: 15.

					The Hebrew code secured total emancipation at certain periods; for Hebrew servants every seventh year, Exodus 21: 2; Deut. 15: 12; Jer. 34: 14; and for all the slaves every fiftieth year; “Liberty throughout all the land unto all the inhabitants thereof,”. . . “ye shall return every man unto his possessions,” &c., Levit. 25: 10,11. This was statute law, and set a limit to the word “forever” in Levit. 25: 46, just as the same word when applied to the Hebrew servant, (Ex. 21: 6) was limited by the seventh year emancipation law.

					All slaves, under the Hebrew code, had a large amount of time to themselves, reckoning every seventh day, and every seventh year, and the national festivals and religious feasts, they had about twenty-three years in fifty of cessation from labor.

			

			The following provisions, restrictions and limitations, all belong to “God’s Higher Law.” They ought to have been adopted into the Southern Slave code.

			No slave stolen;—that would have ended the Inter-State trade.

			No fugitive slave returned;—that would have opened a passage to freedom, and wound up the quarrel about personal liberty laws.

			Total emancipation once in fifty years;—making it a difficult matter to start anew. Four or five such chasms in our slave history, with neither foreign nor home traffic, would have created a tremendous call for free labor all through the South.

			And lastly, a third or more holiday time to all the oppressed, while awaiting the jubilee.

			Such was God’s method with slavery, in the Hebrew Commonwealth. Every law provision and restriction looked to the extinction of the system. And it was extinguished. There was but little of it at the time of the prophets. What little there was, was terribly denounced, and when Christ came not a vestige of the barbarous system remained in Palestine. There is no evidence that Christ ever saw a slave or a slave-holder.

			It seems that Senator Hammond has not carefully examined the whole of the Hebrew Statute Book, and, as a consequence, does not fully understand God’s Higher Law.

			Right below this is another clipping, untitled, from a different newspaper:

			Dr. Graves told the tragic story of Calvin Fairbanks, the minister who was connected with the underground railway in slavery days. This man was imprisoned for seventeen years in Kentucky, and is said to have received 35,000 lashes during his imprisonment. The great-hearted Lincoln, hearing his sad story, and lacking the power to pardon him, contrived to detain the governor of Kentucky in Washington until the Lieutenant governor, who was a friend of Fairbanks, was able to act and issue his pardon. The conference moved by the story subscribed generously to a fund for the erection of the Calvin Fairbanks University, which it is hoped may be erected on the site of his old prison.

			In the rightmost column on the scrapbook’s third page, Gage pasted three short clippings, beginning with homiletic advice from Napoleon Bonaparte.

			THE ART OF WAR

			July 28, 1806.—All the art of war consists in a well-arranged and extremely circumspect defensive, and a bold and rapid offensive.

			July 30.—To succeed one must be sometimes very bold and sometimes very prudent.

			July 13.—You have coasts to defend, it is true, but so have I in every direction; and if it were the fact that their ships gave such an advantage to the English, it would follow that with their fifty thousand disposable men they might hold in check a much greater number of my troops; but for everything you must have a plan. I told you long ago that you disperse your troops too much. Keep them assembled, and you will experience what has happened in France: the English have often landed, but they have been well beaten, and they no longer venture to disembark.

			St. Cloud, Aug. 9.—The art of distributing troops is the great art of war. Place them always in such a manner, that whatever the enemy may do, you may be able to have your forces united within a few days.

			St. Cloud, Aug. 16.—Success in war is not obtained by having a great many troops, but by their being well organized and well disciplined.

			The second clipping, probably from 1863, reads as follows:

			It is asserted by an English newspaper that “Within the ten years that have elapsed since the outburst of the war in the Crimea [1853-1856], the improvements and discoveries in the construction of firearms and projectiles have exceeded, both in number and importance, all that occurred since the reign of Henry VIII.” Sir J.E. Tennent, author of the great work on Ceylon, has lately published “The Story of the Guns,” which presents a popular narrative of the progress of the discoveries in military science.

			Although Gage pastes these words in 1897, they seem eerily prescient of the stalemated carnage that will begin, less than two decades later, in World War I.

			The last clipping on the page is hand-dated, in black ink, in Gage’s handwriting, “1897.”1

			LINCOLN’S INAUGURATION.

			There were Fears of Assassination and He Was Carefully Guarded.

			In the Ladies’ Home Journal Stephen Fiske recalls the excitement and apprehension and the condition of the country “When Lincoln Was First Inaugurated.” He tells of the incidents of the memorable journey to the capital, of Mr. Lincoln’s reception, and gives a rather grewsome [sic] picture of the inaugural ceremonies. “As I walked up to the capitol the wide dusty streets were already crowded,” he writes. “Regular troops were posted at intervals along Pennsylvania Avenue. Sharpshooters were climbing over the roofs of the houses. A mounted officer at every corner was ready to report to Gen. Scott the passage of the procession. Detectives in plain clothes squirmed through the masses of people. The policemen had been instructed to arrest for ‘disorderly conduct’ any person who called Mr. Lincoln an opprobrious name or uttered a disloyal sentiment. There was much suppressed excitement, and the prophetic word ‘assassination’ was in every mind.

			“President Buchanan, whose term expired at noon, was engaged until half an hour later in signing the bills that had been hurriedly passed, but the congressional clock had been put back to legalize the transaction. At last he drove down to Willard’s and the procession was formed. The president and president-elect rode in an open barouche. But the confidence in the people was more apparent than real. On the front seat were Senators Baker and Pearce. A guard of honor of the regular cavalry surrounded the carriage. Beyond were mounted marshals four files deep. From the sidewalks no one could accurately distinguish Mr. Lincoln. Close behind marched regiments of regulars and marines fully armed. It seemed more like escorting a prisoner to his doom than a president to his inauguration. Little cheering and no enthusiasm greeted the procession. Every now and then an arrest for ‘disorderly conduct’ was quickly and quietly made in the crowd. The sunshine was bright but the whole affair was as gloomy as if Mr. Lincoln were riding through an enemy’s country—as indeed he was.

			The scrapbook’s fourth page begins with a poem by John Greenleaf Whittier (1807–1892), a Quaker and abolitionist whose work was influenced by Scottish poet Robert Burns.

			THE PEACE AUTUMN

			Thank God for rest, where none molest,

			And home can make afraid,

			For peace that sits as Plenty’s guest,

			Beneath the homestead shade.

			Bring pikes and guns, the sword’s red scourge,

			The negro’s broken chains,

			And beat them at the blacksmith’s forge,

			To ploughshares for our plains.

			Alike henceforth our hills of snow,

			And vales where cotton flowers;

			All streams that flow, all winds that blow,

			Are Freedom’s motive powers.

			Henceforth to Labor’s chivalry

			Be knightly honors paid;

			For nobler than the sword shall be

			The sickle’s accolade.

			Build up an altar to the Lord,

			O grateful hearts of ours!

			And shape it of the greenest sward

			That ever drank the showers.

			Lay all the bloom of garden there,

			And there the orchard fruits;

			Bring golden grain from sun and air,

			From earth her goodly roots.

			There let our banners droop and flow,

			The stars uprise and fall;

			Our roll of martyrs, sad and slow,

			Let sighing breezes call.

			Their names let hands of horn and tan

			And rough-shod feet applaud,

			Who died to make the slave a man,

			And link with toil reward.

			There let the common heart keep time

			To such an anthem sung,

			As never swelled on poet’s rhyme,

			Or thrilled on singer’s tongue.

			Song of our burden and relief,

			Of peace and long annoy;

			The passion of our mighty grief

			And our exceeding joy!

			A song of praise to Him who filled

			The harvests sown in tears,

			And gave each field a double yield

			To feed our battle years!

			A song of faith that trusts the end

			To match the good begun,

			Nor doubts the power of love to blend

			The hearts of men as one.

			Below the poem, Gage pastes a short clipping:

			THE DEAD OF THE WAR.—The Provost Marshall-General has completed a careful compilation, from the muster rolls, of all the deaths in battle from wounds and from disease, in every regiment and company of every loyal state from the beginning to the close of the war. From it, it appears that 280,739 officers and men have lost their lives in the service. Of this number 5,221 commissioned officers and 90,886 enlisted men have been killed in action, or died of wounds, while 2,321 commissioned officers and 182,329 enlisted men have died of disease, or, in a few cases, from accident.

			The print is tiny, much smaller than in a modern newspaper. Clippings the length of this one don’t take up much space. Two more are pasted below:

			Visit of British Officers to Gen. Grant’s Army

			The Washington Chronicle says:

			Two British officers, who served with high distinction in the Crimean war, one of them now commanding a regiment in Quebec, having lately returned from a visit to our armies before Richmond, have given most satisfactory reports of their observations. They speak of their visit to our armies as the most instructive in their military experience. The works of defense and attack are regarded as constructions of the highest science, and are equal to any in the world. These officers were astonished at the achievements of such vast and perfect military organizations by a people who, four years ago, knew nothing of war. The morale of the army, as compared with that of European armies, was a matter of admiration. In those armies, when in the field, the camp-followers are more numerous than soldiers, and drunkenness among the soldiers was an evil which no precaution could prevent. They remarked that they saw not a soldier under the influence of liquor, or a place where liquor could be obtained. They conversed with the private soldiers, and found them, not like European soldiers, more automatous, but intelligent as to the policy and plans of the war. They were peculiarly impressed by the high tone of the officers, whom they regarded as comparing most favorably in intelligence, culture and courteousness of manners, with those of the best European armies.

			THE UPRISING.—Among the evidence of aroused patriotism in Philadelphia, may be mentioned the fact that over a thousand clergymen enrolled themselves to work on the trenches; the brokers subscribed $11,000; the Baptists of Philadelphia, at one meeting, raised $25,000, and other denominations were rapidly following this good example. The rebels never did the Union cause so great a service as when they touched the free soil of Pennsylvania.

			The center column on the scrapbook page begins with a hymn that is approximately the same length as Whittier’s poem to its left.

			NATIONAL THANKSGIVING HYMN

			APPROVED BY THE PRESIDENT

			_____

			Under the approval of the President of the United States and several distinguished clergymen, and by permission of the publishers, the following Hymn is offered for Thanksgiving services in this and in future years:—

			THE RETURN OF PEACE

			By Harris Howard.

			Tune ‘Webb,’ or the music of the Hymn commencing—“The morning light is breaking.”

			O praise the God of nations,

			Praise him from shore to shore;

			Now, grateful, bring oblations—

			The fearful strife is o’er.

			‘Tis he the tempest stifleth,

			Who maketh war to cease;

			‘Tis God preserves our nation;

			Praise him who giveth peace.

			Let the deserved chastising

			Turn all their hearts to Thee,

			And through Thy wise devising,

			May all be truly free;

			Bless Thou our wounded heroes,

			Cure pride that brought the curse;

			True to Thy Kingdom make us,

			King of the Universe.

			O gently sooth the spirits

			That loved the noble dead,

			And lightly o’er the fallen

			Let coming ages tread—

			See, in her host of martyrs,

			A nation’s sacrifice!

			For Freedom’s land united;

			And Union ever prize.

			With orators and statesmen,

			Through darkest hours to cheer—

			With mothers, wives, and sisters

			Were faith, and trust, and prayer,

			Through Washington or Lincoln,

			Or men to lead our braves—

			‘Tis God alone who gave them,

			‘Tis He our country saves!

			O bind these States—ONE NATION!

			Firm held by law and love,

			The earth’s bright constellation,

			While stars shall shine above,

			To shed true light on others,

			Till light and love increase,

			And all mankind as brothers

			Praise him who giveth peace.

			Below the poem is a postwar consideration of the origin of surnames of prominent Union military commanders:

			THE ANGLO-SAXON ELEMENT.—We talk at random a great deal about the Anglo-Saxon race. Look at the names in the list of our American Commanders-in-Chief, from the first commissioned by Washington, in 1791, down to the present time. Here we have Gen. Arthur St. Clair, a Scotch Celt; Anthony Wayne, an Irish Celt; James Wilkinson (Saxon or Gothic); Henry Dearborn, a Welsh Celt; Jacob Brown, a Welsh Celt; Alexander McComb an Irish Celt; Winfield Scott, Scotch; George B. McClellan, Scotch; H.W. Halleck, Saxon; U.S. Grant, Scotch. Thus we have eight out of the ten Commanders-in-Chief of our armies during the last seventy-five years, whose origin is no more Anglo-Saxon than it is Tartar. Look at the Celtic names, moreover, that stand in the fore front of the late war: Grant, Meade, Sheridan, McPherson, Gillmore [sic], Anderson, Terry (Welsh), Sherman (Welsh), Thomas (Welsh), McClellan. It is a matter, perhaps, of minor consequence whether our great martial heroes have more Celtic than Saxon blood in their veins or the reverse, so long as they were all true Americans. But it is not out of place to let the Celt have a fair show, in the field of human exertion where he is so clearly entitled to pre-eminence.—

			N.Y. Times.

			Pasted below this, as if in ironic rebuke, are some mortality statistics:

			—Official statements carefully made up in the War Department show, it is said, that the number of soldiers in our service who have died since the war began, reaches the startling number of two hundred and forty thousand, or very nearly a quarter of a million. Of these two hundred and twenty-one thousand have actually died in the service from wounds or sickness in the field and in hospitals. The authorities estimate the number of deaths from wounds or disease contracted in the service, which did not prove fatal till after discharge, and do not therefore appear in the foregoing statement; at twenty thousand more.

			At the very bottom of the page’s center column is another postwar tidbit:

			—The Secretary of War, appreciating the importance of collecting and preserving the records of the war, has issued an order establishing a new bureau, of which Dr. Francis Lieber has been appointed chief, with the pay of Cavalry Colonel, for the collection, safe-keeping and publication of rebel archives that have come into the possession of the Government.

			The third, or rightmost column begins with a report that “humanizes” the war:

			A Rabbit in a Battle

			AN INCIDENT OF THE BATTLEFIELD OF MALVERN HILLS

			________

			A full grown rabbit had hid itself away in the copse of a fence, which separated two fields in the center and most exposed portion of the battle ground. Rabbits are wont to spend the day almost motionless, and in seeming dreamy meditation. This one could have but little thought—if rabbits think—when choosing its place of retreat at early dawn, that ere it was eventide, there would be such an unwonted and ruthless disturbance.

			During all the preparations made around its lair throughout the forenoon, it nevertheless remained silent. Early, however, in the afternoon, when the rage of battle had fairly begun, and shot and shell were flying thick and fast in all directions, a shell chanced to burst so near Mr. Rabbit’s hiding place, that he evidently considered it unsafe to tarry longer. So, frightened almost to death, out he sprang into the open field, and ran hither and thither, with the vain hope of finding a safe retreat. Whichever way it ran, cannon were thundering out their smoke and fire, regiments of men were advancing or changing position, horses were galloping here and there, shells bursting and solid shot tearing up the ground. Sometimes it would squat down, and lie perfectly still, when some new and sudden danger would again start it into motion. Once more would it stop and raise itself as high as possible on its hind legs and look all around for some place of possible retreat.

			At length that part of the field seemed open which lay in the direction opposite from where the battle raged most fiercely. Thither it accordingly ran with all its remaining speed. Unobserved by it, however, a regiment was in that direction, held in reserve, and like Wellington’s at Waterloo, was lying flat on the ground, in order to escape the flying bullets. Ere the rabbit seemed aware, [it] had jumped into the midst of these men. It could go no further, but presently nestled down beside a soldier and tried to hide itself under his arm. As the man spread the skirt of his coat over the trembling fugitive, in order to insure it all the protection in his power to bestow, he no doubt feelingly remembered how much he himself needed some higher protection, under the shadow of whose arm might be hidden his own defenceless head from the last multiplying missiles of death scattered in all directions.

			It was not long, however, before the regiment was ordered up and forward. From the protection and safety granted, the timid creature had evidently acquired confidence in man—as the boys are wont to say, “had been tamed.” As the regiment moved forward to the front of the battle; it hopped along tame, seemingly as a kitten close at the feet of the soldier who had bestowed the needed protection. Wherever the regiment went, during the remaining part of that bloody day and terrible battle, the rabbit kept close beside his new friend. When night came on, and the rage of battle had ceased, it finally, unmolested and quietly hopped away, in order to find one of its old and familiar haunts.

			One last clipping finishes the page. Major General George B. McClellan (1826–1885), recently relieved of his command by President Lincoln for not winning battles, sojourns with his family in Italy, where an American tourist makes his acquaintance and reports how McClellan underestimates the success of his compatriot, Major General Sherman, in his “March to the Sea” (which effectively cut the South in half). McClellan cites Publius Quinctilius Varus (46 B.C.), a Roman general and politician who lost three legions through ineptitude, whereupon he committed suicide.

			—In a recent speech Senator John Sherman, of Ohio, made this statement:—“A friend of mine, whose daughter is now at Rome, received a letter from her, written while General Sherman was visiting North Carolina. She wrote, ‘O father, how fortunate you are: you know where Sherman has gone, but we are in deep distress, for our next door neighbor, General McClellan, is croaking and saying that Sherman and his army can never march through that country, and will be destroyed as the Roman legions were destroyed under Varus.’”

			Note

			1. This inscription definitively dates the “War Scrap Book” to 1897.

		

	
		
			Eleven

			this portion of the scrapbook continues with clippings from the war years, beginning with a quotation attributed to the nation’s sixth president, John Quincy Adams, who served from 1825 to 1829. The friction between North and South over the slavery issue bedeviled the cohesion of the United States from its inception in the late eighteenth century. Although Adams died in 1848, he feared—if not predicted—the eventual rupture of the Union.

			“Proclaim Liberty throughout all the land, to all the inhabitants thereof.”

			________

			“I lay this down as the law of nations. I say that military authority takes, for the time, the place of all municipal institutions, and SLAVERY AMONG THE REST; and that, under that state of things, so far from its being true that the States where slavery exists have the exclusive management of the subject, not only the President of the United States, but the Commander of the Army, HAS POWER TO ORDER THE UNIVERSAL EMANCIPATION OF THE SLAVES. . . . From the instant that the slaveholding States become the theatre of a war, civil, servile, or foreign, from that instant the war powers of Congress extend to interference with the institution of slavery, IN EVERY WAY IN WHICH IT CAN BE INTERFERED WITH, from a claim of indemnity for slaves taken or destroyed, to the cession of States, burdened with slavery, to a foreign power. . . . It is a war power. I say it is a war power; and when your country is actually in war, whether it be a war of invasion or a war of insurrection, Congress has the power to carry on the war, and MUST CARRY IT ON, ACCORDING TO THE LAWS OF WAR; and by the laws of war, an invaded country has all its laws and municipal institutions swept by the board, and MARTIAL POWER TAKES THE PLACE OF THEM. When two hostile armies are set in martial array, the commanders of both armies have power to emancipate all the slaves in the invaded territory.”—J.Q. Adams.

			A series of battles were fought around Richmond and Petersburg during the last year of the war, from June 9, 1864, to March 25, 1865. These were begun after a Confederate cavalry division commanded by Fitzhugh Lee attacked Wilson’s Wharf, a Union supply depot near Charles City, on the James River, on May 24, 1864. A Civil War “first” occurred at Wilson’s Wharf: this was the first battle in which Confederate troops were successfully repulsed by African American Union soldiers (led by white commanders). Six weeks earlier, on April 12, a Union garrison at Fort Pillow in western Tennessee, consisting mostly of “colored” troops of the 6th U.S. Artillery, was brutally massacred in the aftermath of an attack upon the fort by Confederate Lieutenant General Nathan Bedford Forrest (it will be remembered that Forrest was the first Grand Wizard of the postwar Ku Klux Klan). The following clipping dates from June or July 1864.

			WHETHER NEGROES WILL FIGHT.

			There is a complete concurrence of testimony as to the superb courage of the negro troops at the storming of the Petersburg intrenchments on Wednesday. The dispatches to the War Department refer to them as “assaulting and carrying the rifle-pits with great gallantry,” and add: “The hardest fighting was done by the black troops. The forts they stormed were the worst of all. After the affair was over, Gen Smith went to thank them, and tell them he was proud of their courage and dash. He says they cannot be exceeded as soldiers, and that hereafter he will send them into a difficult place as readily as the best white troops. They captured six out of the sixteen cannon which he took.” The accounts of all the newspaper correspondents are of the same tenor. The facts are beyond question. The division which earned this praise was the division of Gen. Hinks, part of Gen. Butler’s command.

			We recite these facts with particularity, partly because all prominence is due to the heroism of the black troops, partly to put to shame the men and papers which have persisted in denying courage to the negroes. And we call attention to the fact that the blacks in every instance in which they have been tested in this war have fought courageously. There is no record of cowardice against them.

			But there are papers which even the valor of such a day as Petersburg cannot shame into decent acknowledgement of their wrongs to the blacks. The Copperhead papers generally are silent, like the Copperhead Congressmen, who heard the news of the victory read on the floor of the House without one expression of regret for their slanders or of joy for a Union victory. They cannot contradict official statements; they wait, for the most part, till their readers shall forget. But the Journal of Commerce is an exception. It cannot tolerate praises of negro troops, and falls savagely upon the account of Gen. Sturgis’s defeat and the good conduct of the negroes, which went far to redeem the disaster. The facts are “nauseous and intolerable,” the laudation is “fulsome,” the story is of a piece with “the travels of Lemuel Gulliver or Baron Munchausen.” We only know concerning the report that it came through a channel that is usually unfriendly to the negroes, whence we presume the truth in this case was not overstated. But suppose it were, The Journal might have found ample justification for all the “glorifying negro troops” of which it complains, in the official accounts from Petersburg. “Nobody grudges a word of praise for the negro troops which they honestly deserve,” says The Journal. Then why suppress all mention of their bravery at Petersburg; why deny them even the contemptuous “word” which “nobody grudges!” Why throw contempt and disparagement on an account which may or may not be true, and omit wholly that affirmation of the negroes’ courage which it is impossible to question or cavil about? It is honest, it is just to the men who, though with black skins, give their lives in defense of the country which you are helping to destroy? Have you so often denied that black troops will fight that you are ashamed to let your readers know they will and do?

			There is nothing new or surprising in the brilliant conduct of the blacks at Petersburg. They fought with desperate courage at Port Hudson, charging across a field and into defences which it was unsoldierly madness to order them against; yet they went to sure death without a murmur. At Milliken’s Bend, they repulse an attacking force of more than twice their numbers. At Fort Wagner, the 54th Massachusetts won a renown such as no single white regiment has yet attained in this war. At Olustee it was the blacks, the 1st North Carolina and the Massachusetts 54th again, that covered the retreat and saved the remnant of a defeated army. A few weeks since, at Wilson’s Wharf on the James, a black garrison defeated the chivalry of Virginia, the horsemen of Fitz Hugh Lee. At Paducah it was part of a black regiment which, under the brave Col Hicks, drove Forrest from the fort and town. At Fort Pillow 400 black troops defended their works to the last moment against 2,000 white Rebels—and their massacre is yet unavenged by this Government.

			We do not exhaust the list of their achievements, but we mention more than enough to vindicate the claim of the black troops to stand by the side of the best white troops in the army. Nor do the latter reject them. The Army of the Potomac believes in men who will fight—welcomed with cheers its brave black comrades. The day of sneering at negroes is past in that army. Whether it will ever end among disloyal and snobbish newspapers, we are yet in doubt, and save for the credit of our white Saxon race, we do not particularly care.

			Raised in an Abolitionist household, and taking a principled anti-slavery stand in her writings and speeches, Matilda Joslyn Gage did not countenance derogatory treatment of African Americans, whether they were enslaved or free. She must have manifested particular ire when a worthy Union soldier was wronged just because of the color of his skin.

			EXCITEMENT IN BALTIMORE—A NEGRO MAJOR HAS HIS STRAPS TORN OFF. An excitement of the liveliest character transpired yesterday, caused by an attack upon Alexander Augusta, a negro major in the service of the United States. He was first observed in a car at the President street depot, en route North, being dressed in full uniform. There naturally was a great commotion to look upon the first negro officer that passed through our city. A police officer, finding that trouble would ensue if the negro did not remove his straps, advised him to obtain another seat, and hide his rank. He instantly replied, “I do not claim anything but what my rank and position entitle me to.” In a moment afterwards, a rush was made for
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