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AUTHOR’S NOTE

 

This novel is an imaginative re-creation of the life and times of a Confederate raider from his escape from the Camp Douglas prison camp in 1864 to the raid on St. Albans, Vermont, the extradition trial in Montreal, and the pursuit of justice against the Ku Klux Klan for the ex-slave, George Dinning. Solid historical research went into writing this novel, which was inspired by several remarkable books: Adam Mayers' Dixie and the Dominion, Michelle A. Sherburne's The St. Albans Raid, Linda Richards’ Reminiscences of America’s First Trained Nurse, and Ben Montgomery's A Shot in the Moonlight. The novel is closely based on the historical record. The events and even the names of the characters are accurate. Of course, when the facts are not available, the writer’s job is to invent. This book remains a work of historical fiction.
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Bennett H. Young


 

 

PREFACE

 

“The bouquet of flowers thou gavest to me

I’ll keep to the last in remembrance of thee

Its beauty may wither, its fragrance depart

But the donor shall not cease to live in this heart.”

A poem by Armistead Barksdale

to his sister Bettie, September 1863

 

During the Civil War in America, thousands of poems about the conflict were written by ordinary people. They appeared in newspapers, periodicals, and broadsheets. Poetry was ubiquitous during the 19th century. Children recited poems at school. Soldiers died with poems on scraps of paper in their pockets that they intended to send home to their loved ones. 

Soldiers were lonely and bored most of their waking hours and were deeply affected by their separation from their families. Poems were a source of inspiration on both sides of the conflict and helped memorialize the dead. They were often intimate works intended for an audience of one.
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PROLOGUE

 

May, 1899

Louisville, Kentucky

 

“There was a great rejoicing in hell this morning,” said Bennett H. Young standing in front of the white jury in a Louisville courtroom. “When men of intelligence and high standing like the two lawyers who have spoken for the defendants in this case, stand in a court of justice and condone assassination and argue that a man may be murdered or driven from his home and his family by a self-constituted mob that may elect to take his life and destroy his property, all the demons smiled and applauded.”

He paused for a moment to let the words work their magic. The courtroom was packed with reporters from every major newspaper in the country. The old Confederate soldier was delivering his closing statement in the civil trial of some thirty whitecappers accused of burning down the home of the ex-slave George Dinning. He looked back at Dinning, his wife Mollie, and his daughter Eva in the audience, whose lives had been turned upside down by the mob. 

“We may in view of the brutality towards this man, his wife, and children, want to cry out. 'Is God dead?'”

The silence in the courtroom was complete. Even the usual coughing and clearing of throats from the gallery had stopped. Bennett Young was a prominent lawyer in Louisville and one of the finest orators of his generation. He was fifty-six years old with a handlebar mustache and white hair and spoke with great authority. He had the full attention of the jury, who were hanging on his every word.

“The counties of Logan and Simpson are named in honor of noble Kentuckians. Benjamin Logan defended himself against Indian attacks and Captain John Simpson was involved in the Northwest Indian War and the War of 1812."

“From these two counties, named for distinguished and heroic Kentuckians, came the men who are guilty of the cowardly and brutal conduct towards this poor, helpless negro man and his innocent family. If they are fair representations of the present type of man Kentucky is producing, we must confess that we are the degenerate sons of noble sires.”

“Far down in Simpson County on the edge of Logan and close to the Tennessee line, lived the humble, untutored negro who appears as the plaintiff in this case. By dint of industry and hard, unceasing toil, he had secured 125 acres of land for himself. It met all his wants and there in a rude, uncomfortable log cabin he had lived with his wife and eight children.”

The old Confederate soldier was suing the mob of KKK for an amount of fifty thousand dollars to pay for the damages to George Dinning whose home had been burned to the ground and whose family chased off the land. The decision was in the hands of the jury: twelve white men, all solid Louisville citizens. No one could have predicted the outcome of the case. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

One

July 5, 1863

Tebb's Bend, Kentucky

 

They waited in the waist-high weeds for the order to charge. No one said a word. They were all young cavalrymen in their twenties. Some were praying, some were chewing tobacco, and everyone was swatting away the mosquitoes and horseflies. The sun beat down mercilessly on them. Their officers stood among them and looked forward to an engagement that would bring them great honor on the battlefield. They had left their horses in the rear and advanced on foot to within striking distance of the fortified railroad depot which defended the bridge over the Green River. The men felt uneasy and awkward attacking on foot with muskets and would have much preferred to attack on horseback, blazing away with their pistols, but they had been told this would be an easy victory for them. 

A small force of 250 Union soldiers from the 25th Michigan Infantry was solidly entrenched in the narrow neck of land east of the bridge on a knoll. The only access to the bend was through the Narrows, an opening barely 100 yards wide, flanked on both sides by the river. Union Colonel Orlando Moore knew he was in a strong position. The Confederates would have to attack on a narrow front that would not allow them to use their superior numbers to their advantage. He improved the fortifications by installing rifle pits in front of the main position and using felled trees to build a breastwork with sharpened spikes in two zigzag rows in front of the abatis. He was ready and waiting for the Confederate charge.

General John Hunt Morgan had left Sparta, Tennessee, on June 11 with 2,500 Confederate soldiers and four artillery cannons, bringing the terror of war to the Union forces. He was convinced his cavalry could easily break through the Union defenses at the bridge, so he launched three regiments in a direct assault. After the long wait, the officers of the 8th Kentucky Cavalry ordered their men to charge. Private Bennett Young was among the young men caught up in the frontal assault. They ran across the field carrying their minié rifles with fixed bayonets. When they were within a hundred feet of the enemy fortification, they were ordered to throw themselves on the ground as a barrage of bullets whizzed over their heads. Bennett dropped to the ground and turned to look at his friend, who had been hit by a ball that had passed clean through his neck. He was suffering horribly from the wound and was barely conscious when he begged Young to take him off the field.

No one could survive the withering fire coming from the Union side until suddenly an opportunity revealed itself. The 2nd Kentucky Regiment launched an attack on the south side, firing on the Union soldiers with their pistols. Young stood up, lifted his friend on his back, and ran as fast as he could through his comrades to the field hospital set up behind the Confederate line. A medical officer approached as he arrived with his friend on the grassy embankment near the surgeons’ tent.

“Put him down over there,” ordered the officer. “We’ll get to him as soon as possible.” 

Bennett laid his friend on the grass and the officer came over to get a closer look. 

“He’s dead, I’m afraid,” concluded the officer after he had touched the wounded man’s neck for a pulse. 

Bennett collapsed on the grass near his friend as the officer moved away to triage the wounded men. He was in a state of shock. He had run through a hail of bullets to save a friend, and it was all for naught. He sat near the body for a time and said a silent prayer for his friend as the embankment started to fill up with wounded men. He stood up and returned to join his unit. 

The battle raged on as the Rebels reached within feet of the Union line. At times, they occupied one side of the fallen timber while the Union soldiers occupied the other side. It was almost hand-to-hand fighting as the Rebels fell back, regrouped, and charged again. It was after ten o’clock in the morning when General Morgan decided to call it quits. He flew a flag of truce so that his men could collect their dead. It had been a costly battle with 36 dead, 45 wounded and some 20 officers captured.

For Private Young, it had been an unforgettable day. It was his first experience in combat under deadly enemy fire, and the death of his friend had shaken him to the core. The young man had been a cattle drover from Somerset in Eastern Kentucky and Bennett knew his life story. He had never understood why his friend had signed up. He had no property and no relatives in the Confederacy. He was thirty-two years old and lovesick for a woman who had refused his attention and married another man. With nothing left to live for, he mounted his horse and rode off to war. The story of his friend would haunt Bennett for the rest of his life.


 

 

 

 

 

Two

May 1864

Camp Douglas, Chicago

 

“There was no end to the sounds in the camp. The shouts of the guards, Freddy's voice as he recited his favorite poems, the sound of rotten meat hissing and popping over makeshift fires, the banging of pots and pans in the camp kitchen, the wind blowing off Lake Michigan, the dull clank of shovels and pickaxes as men dug graves, the bird song during funerals and the pitter-patter of the rain on the windowsill as I read the bible I carry in my vest pocket.”

 

Bennett Young was one of 12,000 greybacks crammed together in a miserable POW camp on the shores of Lake Michigan. The camp had been designed for half as many men. It was called ‘the eighty acres of hell’ by its inmates. It was a dangerous place for men, worse than any battlefield. Poor sanitation and overcrowding spread dysentery, smallpox, typhoid fever, and tuberculosis. One in five soldiers was dying from some disease or another in the camp. 

Corporal Young was a twenty-one-year-old veteran cavalryman with collar-length brown hair and a scraggly beard. He had fought with the 8th Kentucky Cavalry under General Morgan and gone on the thousand-mile raid through Indiana and Ohio in July 1863. Morgan's Raiders had destroyed railroad and telegraph lines, seized supplies, and taken prisoners, wreaking havoc in the Union rear. After three weeks of hot pursuit by Union troops and local militias, the Raiders had been forced to surrender at New Lisbon, Ohio. They were sent to Camp Douglas to wait out the end of the war.

Bennett was working in the cemetery one day with a dozen young men dressed in the ragged grey pants and shirts of the Confederate Army. Bennett was digging a grave with a pickaxe and shovel near his friend Reuben. Together, they worked the earth as they listened to Freddy, a chubby-cheeked poet, who tirelessly recited lines of poetry while he dug a hole. Freddy recited Henry Timrod’s A Common Thought.

 

“Somewhere on this earthly planet

In the dust of flowers to be,

In the dewdrop, in the sunshine,

Sleeps a solemn day for me.”

 

“At this wakeful hour of midnight

 I behold it dawn in mist,

 And I hear a sound of sobbing

 Through the darkness - hist! oh, hist!”

 

Freddy had lost an eye after a head injury at the Battle of Shiloh in 1862 when Union forces had overrun the Confederate line. He had spent months in a Union hospital and found respite from the tedium of daily life by reciting lines of poetry. The men put up with Freddy as long as he kept his voice down around the guards. They were often so incensed by his behavior that they threatened to smash his head with their rifle butts. 

Freddy felt the warmth of the sun on his face and smiled as he recited the rest of the poem.

 

“In a dim and musky chamber,

I am breathing life away,

Someone draws a curtain softly,

And I watch the broadening day.”

 

“As it purples in the zenith,

As it brightens on the lawn,

There's a hush of death about me,

And a whisper, "He is gone!"

 

Freddy was deep in a hole when the men heard a commotion over by the railroad tracks. The Union soldier guarding them suddenly took off on horseback as they heard screams coming from the railhead. From the desperate sounds, Bennett surmised that a man had been run over by a wagon and was probably looking down at a severed leg or arm. Accidents happened all the time at Camp Douglas. 

Bennett and the other gravediggers instantly threw down their shovels and ran for the shoreline of Lake Michigan. Bennett grabbed his grey forage cap and hauled Freddy out of the grave, shoving him along.

"Freddy, it’s time to go!" yelled Bennett as he followed his friend Reuben in a mad dash for the lake.

Reuben was barely nineteen years old and looked sickly. He feared the war; he feared the guards, and he feared the food. He had lost thirty pounds on his small frame after six months in the camp. He hurried after the men as Bennett kept an eye on the guards congregating at the Illinois Central railhead about half a mile away. The men raced for the shoreline, feet pounding on the swampy grass near Lake Michigan. Some men fell into the bays and inlets but quickly scrambled out. A shot was fired at the railhead and several guards climbed into the saddle to cut off the escaped prisoners.

“We gotta find a boat,” cried Reuben in desperation. 

The horsemen were approaching at a fast clip. A Union guard closed on Bennett, who dived into the lake at the last moment. The horseman whipped past him and went after Reuben, slashing him in the neck with his saber. Reuben dropped like a stone into the marsh water with a bloody ear and neck as the horseman pursued another man, shooting him dead with his pistol. The prisoners quickly gave up, raising their hands. Bennett saw Reuben lying in the water, bleeding out. With his arms raised, he dashed into the marsh to help his friend.

"Reuben!” Bennett cried. “Reuben!"

Bennett dropped to his knees, cradling his friend in his arms. There was a terrible gash in his neck. Bennett struggled to lift him clear when he felt a brutal shove from behind and pitched face-first into the water. When he looked up, he saw a bearded Union soldier standing over him.

“Leave him,” the man snarled. “He ain't gonna make it.”

 As the soldier turned his attention to the others, Bennett dragged Reuben over to the shore so he wouldn’t drown in the shallow water. He noticed the glint of a metal object on the bottom and plunged his free hand into the lake water. He grasped Reuben’s miraculous medal that his grandmother had given him on the day he had gone off to war. It was an antique silver medallion of Mary with open arms, standing on a globe, crushing a serpent beneath her feet. Reuben had been a very religious young man, and he had this in common with Bennett. They had often prayed together. Reuben had been a firm believer in Mary, the Lady of Graces, who dispensed God’s grace, and whose immaculate soul made her uniquely powerful with God. But Mary was nowhere to be seen in the barren landscape of the camp. By the time Bennett had laid Reuben out on the shore, the young man had bled out.

In the distance, the prisoners could just make out a small fishing boat a mile out, heading away from the shore. They knew that a lot of the boats were friendly to Confederate prisoners and sometimes carried them across the bay to safe havens on the eastern shore. From there, they could sail north to the safety of Canada.

 

The camp commander waited in Garrison Square for the escapees to arrive. The guards on horseback followed the prisoners and the wagon containing the bodies of the dead men. Bennett and his friends stumbled along after the wagon. The guard who had killed Reuben was a keen young Union soldier named Corporal Keeley. He had planned to fight the Rebels on the battlefield but had been reprimanded for theft during training and sent to work in the POW camp. Keeley dismounted with a swagger and stood to attention opposite the commanding officer sitting on the porch of the HQ building. 

“Corporal, what are you doing with that fuckin' sword?” asked the officer. “Ain't nobody got a sword in this camp. I thought I told you to get rid of it.” 

“It ain't no sword, sir,” said Keeley with pride. “It's a saber." 

"OK, let's see it. Show it here."

The corporal pulled the saber from its guard and held it up so the officer could see the blood on the blade.

"You used it just now on one of them prisoners?"

"Yes, sir. It keeps down the vermin, sir," Keeley said with a sly smile.

"I'm sure it does. How many are dead?"

"Three, sir. They were all troublemakers."

"Good work, corporal. We gotta make an example. Put the others in the pit."

"Yes, sir. Thank you, sir."

After saluting, Corporal Keeley did an about-face and led the surviving men over to the camp’s fearsome 'White Oak dungeon'. The dungeon was a dark underground pit, six feet by eight feet, with a small barred window high up on the wall and entry through a hatch in the ceiling. The tiny space had a damp floor and a bucket of urine and feces in the corner. Bennett and his friends descended a ladder into the pit until a cry was heard from the men below.

"We got a dead one down here," screamed a man who had stepped on the body. 

The new arrivals grabbed the dead man and lifted him through the hatch so the guards could dispose of his body. They took no time removing the ladder and slamming the hatch back down. The ten men in the pit barely had sufficient room to stand up because the space was so small. There was little or no air, and the pit stank of fear, sweat, and urine.

Corporal Young turned toward three cadaverous-looking men who had been locked up for days.

"How long you fellas been in here?" he asked.

"A week," said a white beard wearing a forage cap. "The dead one was here when we arrived."

"So, you think we're gonna be dead in a week or two?"

"Yep," nodded Forage Cap. "That’d be about right."

Freddy has been unusually quiet and now he launched into his favorite poem, Shiloh: A Requiem, by Herman Melville.

 

“Skimming lightly, wheeling still,

The swallows fly low

Over the field in clouded days,

The forest-field of Shiloh.

Over the field where April rain

Solaced the parched ones stretched in pain

Through the pause of night,

That followed the Sunday fight

Around the church of Shiloh...”

 

"Can you tell the poet to shut the fuck up?" asked a bald prisoner in dirty clothes.

Bennett turned to Freddy, whose face was lit up with cheerful exuberance as the words filled his head. He seemed to be living on another planet, totally unaware of their predicament.

"Hey, Freddy," cautioned Bennett.

Freddy lowered his voice and continued in a whisper. After a while, he fell asleep leaning against the wall.

 

Several hours later, in the dungeon’s silence, Bennett heard muffled voices. 

“Hey, fellas. Where are those voices comin’ from?” asked Bennett of his closest neighbor.

“The hospital,” said Forage Cap.

Bennett turned his attention to the tiny barred window, which threw a pale glow into the pit. They could just make out the voices of sick soldiers and nurses talking in the smallpox ward in the hospital basement.

"Yeah, they're always talkin'," said Forage Cap. "Ain't nothin' new, Corporal. They talkin' at all hours."

Bennett pushed his way to get closer to the wall with the window as a prisoner jostled him for space.

"Fuck you, man. This is my place," complained a fat greyback.

"Step back," ordered Bennett. "I only want to have a look at the window, soldier."

“Ain’t no way to get up there, Corporal,” said the fat inmate as he let Bennett pass in front of him.

Bennett looked at the iron bars on the window. The bars looked solid enough, but the window was very dirty and no one had been up there to clean it in years.

“Hey, Freddy,” said Bennett, “give me a hand here.”

 Freddy pushed his way through the men and Bennett climbed on his shoulders. He removed a spoon from his pocket and started working it into the soft mortar around the window. He scraped away the crumbling mortar and, after a moment, he succeeded in releasing a cement block that fell to the floor. The prisoners soon focused their attention on Bennett’s work on the window. He managed to release a second cement block, which came tumbling down.

“Hey, corporal,” said Forage Cap. “Let me have a go at it.”

Bennett climbed down and Freddy lifted Forage Cap on his shoulders. Forage Cap had a metal shank which he worked into the harder sections of mortar. Slowly, small chunks of mortar came away, and the bars were loosened.

"Where's this window go?" asked Bennett.

"The basement on the south side," said Forage Cap. 

"They're gonna put us in front of a firing squad if we ever get out of here," said a prisoner with bad teeth.

"It's better to die in the open air any day than to suffocate like a rat in a hole," said Freddy, smiling at the man.

"Amen. We get outta here. I got a buddy on the far shore," said a man with untreated burns on half his face.

"He better have a boat," said Forage Cap. 

“Sure, he does. We juss gotta send him a signal.”

The work went on for hours. The men relayed one another, chipping away at the mortar.

 

In the early morning hours, the last man crawled through the tight window frame into a room in the hospital basement. They waited as Corporal Young searched a bin and came up with a dirty, blood-stained lab coat.

"We're gonna need a disguise to get out of here," said Bennett, putting on the coat. "There will be a guard at the front desk."

Forage Cap collected a second lab coat and put it on just as Freddy launched into another whispered rendition of the Shiloh poem.

"Tell this asshole to shut the fuck up or I'm gonna stuff a rag down his throat," said Burned Face.

Freddy stopped in mid-sentence and looked at Bennett.

"Please, Freddy," whispered Bennett.

Freddy closed his eyes and recited the poem silently in his head.

“Let's go find a gurney,” said Bennett.

Forage Cap nodded, and they left the other men near the stairs. After a moment, Forage Cap returned and signaled for the others to follow him.

In the long corridor leading to the front door, Bennett put a man on a gurney and covered him with a sheet before heading down towards the front desk. Luckily, there was no one at the desk as they passed by. Bennett sent Forage Cap and the man on the gurney out the front door and hurried back to the basement to collect Freddy and the remaining men.

 

An hour later, Bennett and his fellow prisoners had found their way to the shore of Lake Michigan. It was two o'clock in the morning and a chill, off-shore breeze was blowing off the lake. Forage Cap had stolen an oil lamp from the hospital and lit its wick. With his hand covering the flame, he signaled the international distress signal in Morse code: dot-dot-dot, dash-dash-dash, dot-dot-dot.

“You think they saw it?” asked Bennett.

“Maybe they did, maybe they didn't. We wait ten minutes and start again,” said the man.

The men laid down on the sandy beach and waited. No one moved. It could be hours before a boat came for them, but that was their only hope of rescue. Bennett closed his eyes and whispered a prayer. He was joined by Freddy and another man.

“Our Father in heaven, hallowed be your name,” murmured the men.

“Ah, shut up,” said Forage Cap. “Ain't no God gonna save us on this damn beach.”

“Leave ‘em be,” said Burned Face. “Let ‘em pray. You don't know nothin'.”

“Your kingdom come, your will be done, on earth as it is in heaven,” murmured Bennett and the other men.


 

 

 

 

 

Three

It was an hour before dawn when a Union patrol passed along the shore with a lantern looking for escaped prisoners. There were five soldiers on the patrol, telling stories and joking among themselves.

Bennett and the others lay motionless in the reeds along the marsh, hoping to avoid a confrontation with the soldiers who had stopped only yards away, to light up their cigarettes and help themselves to whiskey from a flask.

“What’s the difference between a bedbug and a man sleeping with snakes under his bed?” asked one soldier before he took a slug of whiskey.

“No more of your jokes, Johnny,” said a bearded corporal.

Johnny smirked and looked at his buddies.

“One of ‘em creeps over the sleepers… and the other sleeps over the creepers,” said Johnny.

There was laughter all around before the men moved on along the shore. Five minutes later, Bennett and his fellow prisoners were back on the beach, watching for movement in the fog on the lake. As time passed, the lake fog got thicker until it was almost impossible to see anything on the water.

A whispered voice called across the water.

“Hey, you Rebs?”

Bennett sat up to listen to the sound, as did Forage Cap, Burned Face, and the others.

“How many you got?” came the voice.

“Ten,” whispered Bennett. 

“Walk out into the water so we can see you,” ordered the voice. 

Bennett and the men stepped into the cold lake water and headed out. When they got a hundred yards from the beach with the water up to their chests, a small skiff accosted them. They were hauled one by one into the skiff by two large men and told where to sit. One man had a pistol and kept it pointed at them until they were all seated. For a moment, Bennett wondered whether they had just been recaptured by Union forces.

“No worries, fellas. We’re friends, Johnny Rebs, just like you. You’re gonna be free soon.”  

A sailor raised the mainsail, and the skiff moved east through the fog. The dawn came up, and the boat sailed on, arriving at Benton Harbor on the other side of the lake around noon. As they came near the mouth of the St. Joseph River, a fishing boat appeared and joined them. Bennett and the men thanked the crew and transferred over to the fishing boat, which quickly headed north to South Haven.

 

Two days later, the men climbed onto the Detroit train in Kalamazoo. They had ditched their tattered Confederate kepis and gray uniforms, shaved off their beards, and wore old clothes and hats. They sat in small groups on the train and disembarked in Detroit. There they found their way to the address of a known Confederate sympathizer. The next day, the man took them in a wagon north to Sarnia on the border, where they crossed the St. Clair River into Canada.

 

July 1864

Toronto, Ontario

 

Bennett, Freddy, and two friends from Camp Douglas walked through the crowds in the market stalls along Front Street towards the Queen's Hotel, opposite the main railway station. As was his custom, Freddy was reciting a new poem as he followed his friends through the crowd. The market was a popular spot for Americans to get together and exchange information about the war. The boys had been in Toronto for over a month and were living hand-to-mouth in a barn behind the house of a Confederate sympathizer. They were penniless and spent their days looking for work or begging for food. After several weeks of misery, they decided to see what the Confederate Secret Service could do for them.

They entered the luxurious lobby of the hotel and asked for Jacob Thompson at the front desk. The boys looked scruffy in their rough clothes and long hair, among the well-dressed customers and the hotel staff in their elegant uniforms. There was a telegraph office off the main floor and a shop that sold the latest American newspapers. As the men waited in the lobby, Bennett went into the shop and bought a copy of the Chicago Tribune. The front page announced General Robert E. Lee’s victory at Cold Harbor against a superior force of Union soldiers under the command of General Ulysses S. Grant. 

Bennett passed the newspaper around to his friends, who were elated by the news. A young man in a dark frock coat and top hat arrived at their table and introduced himself as Captain Thomas Hines, military attaché to Colonel Jacob Thompson. He had short black hair, a thin face, and a bushy mustache. After the men had discussed the Cold Harbor victory and made small talk, Hines invited Young to join him and Thompson in the dining room.

“Wait here a moment, Corporal,” said Hines as he went off in search of appropriate clothes for Bennett, who was still wearing a threadbare Confederate Army coat with missing buttons. He returned with a black frock coat loaned for the occasion by a friendly hotel porter. Bennett removed his coat, which he left with Freddy, and put on the black frock coat.

“Good,” said Hines. “That fits you well. Let’s go, Corporal.” 

At Thompson’s table in the richly decorated dining room, Hines made the presentations and Bennett was introduced to Colonel Thompson, who was clean-shaven with patrician good looks and wore an impeccable frock coat and vest. He was having lunch with an older man and an attractive young woman. They had just finished their meal and Thompson’s guests stood up as Hines and Young sat down. They shook hands and said their goodbyes to Colonel Thompson in the accent of the deep South. Toronto was full of rich Southerners who had come north to avoid the vicissitudes of war.

“Corporal Young, what have you been up to in this lovely city?” asked Thompson as a waiter arrived and refilled his wineglass. 

“I was thinking of studying law at the university, sir.”

“The law. Excellent idea, young man. You know I was a congressman for many years, so I can recommend a career in law. We need well-trained lawyers in the South.”

“Corporal Young and his friends fought with John Hunt Morgan, sir,” said Hines in a whisper to his boss.

“Perhaps I misunderstood your interest,” said the colonel, looking flustered. “We’re looking for men with your kind of experience.”

Bennett Young later learned from Hines about the colonel’s military background. Thompson had a horse shot out from under him at the Battle of Shiloh and later joined General Pemberton when he took over as commander in the West. The colonel had been promoted to Inspector General and had taken part in the Battle of Vicksburg. The loss of Vicksburg had been a major blow to the Confederacy, cutting off the lifeline of goods and supplies traveling by steamboat up the Mississippi River.

 

The following day, Corporal Young was invited to a meeting with Thompson’s associates at the Queen's Hotel. He met Thompson’s partner, Clement Clay, who was a friendly lawyer with long hair and a full beard from Alabama. He had served as a U.S. senator but felt that he was not cut out for the life of a Confederate agent in Canada. He missed his wife and family, and his life back home.

Captain Hines invited Bennett to examine a map of Johnson's Island near Sandusky in Lake Erie. There was a drawing of the prison camp on the island which housed 2,500 men, mostly officers in the Confederate Army. The fourth man at the meeting was John Beall, who was to be responsible for the attack on the prison.

“Tom and I want your opinion, Corporal,” said Clay. "We thought you might have some useful insights with your experience at Camp Douglas."

“Well, thank you, sir,” said Bennett, happy to be invited to the meeting.

Bennett looked at the camp drawing and the map. There were twelve prison barracks inside a wooden stockade that ran along the water's edge where boats could come in to deliver prisoners or remove them.

“What do you want to know, Captain?” asked Bennett.

“How high would you estimate the stockade walls to be, Corporal?”

“See the barracks over there and then look at the second floor of this building? They are about the same height. The stockade wall must be at least fifteen feet high. You won't be able to climb over it easily.”

Hines looked up at the young corporal and then at Beall.

“We estimate eight to ten feet, Corporal,” said Beall. 

“With all due respect, sir,” said Bennett. “Prison camps are built to keep people inside their walls. You can jump over an eight-foot wall, but not over a fifteen-foot wall.”

“How high were the walls at Camp Douglas?” asked Clay.

“It was a fence, sir. I would say about 12-feet high.”

Beall was still not convinced his estimate was wrong. He looked disapprovingly at the corporal, who had neither the rank nor the experience in his view, to be at the meeting.

“Have you talked to Major Winston and Captain Davis, sir?” asked Bennett. “They would know.”

“Pardon me,” said Clay. “Who are these men?”

“Well, sir. They were POWs at Johnson's Island until they escaped back in January. There were four of them who made it out. I met them here when I arrived in May.”

“This is the first time I've heard of an escape,” said Hines.

“The story goes that they were able to climb the stockade wall during a change of the guard and set out across the ice to the peninsula north of the island.”

Bennett pointed to the area on the map.

“From there, they went on to Port Clinton and then to Detroit. They crossed the river into Canada by jumping from ice floe to ice floe.”

“What an amazing story! Thank you, Corporal,” said Clay. “We must find those men, Captain.”

“I hope they're still in town, sir,” said Hines.

“How far is the Marblehead Peninsula from the island?” asked Beall.

“Less than a mile,” said Hines, “but the problem is how to get our prisoners across that stretch of water? That's why we need a boat.”

“Even with the best of plans, sir, you won't be able to release a lot of prisoners,” said Bennett.

“Why is that?” asked Clay.

“Many will have amputated limbs,” said Bennett, “and will be suffering from dysentery just like we did at Camp Douglas.”

“He's right,” said Hines. “We can only remove the fittest.”

“If you could release a thousand men and get them across to Marblehead,” said Bennett, “you could arm them and they would become an unstoppable force. You could seize Toledo or Detroit.”

Hines and Beall smiled at one another.

“Thank you, Corporal,” said Clay. “You’ve been most helpful.”

 

"Course, I remember Cynthiana," said the old British soldier of fortune. Colonel George St. Leger Grenfell stood six feet tall in a dirty red shirt and forage cap. He had blue eyes and a beard with shoulder-length hair. 

It was a lovely summer day, and the men were having drinks at an open-air café on the wharf near several wooden lake schooners.

"We charged the railroad depot, which was the last enemy stronghold in the town. We had it surrounded and Morgan was blasting away with two cannons, but the Union forces wouldn't give up. Lt. Colonel Landram was holed up inside, so I was ordered to lead the cavalry charge and exterminate the bastard. It could have gone either way. They had a lot of firepower."

"They say you were shot eleven times, you and your horse," said Godfrey Hyams, an impoverished Englishman who served as Thompson's courier.

"They talk a lot of rubbish. It wasn't too bad for me. The horse got the worst of it," said 'St. Lege' as he was called by his friends.

There was laughter all around, and a man brought over a bottle of scotch to refresh the old warrior’s drink. St. Lege was a mythic character, having fought in Morocco, Algeria, India, Crimea, and even South America before coming to the United States in 1862 and enrolling in the Confederate Army under John Hunt Morgan. He later served under Braxton Bragg and J.E.B. Stuart.

Colonel Thompson had convened the commissioners, Clement Clay and James Holborne, and their Confederate friends to the informal meeting at the lakeside café. Holborne was a law professor at the University of Virginia. The only man absent from the meeting was George Nicholas Sanders, a political fixer who had once served as the U.S. Consul to Britain during the Pierce presidency. He was known as a man who got things done. He was away at Niagara Falls attempting to put together peace talks with the U.S. government.

It was this group of Confederate politicos, lawyers, and fixers whose job was to bring the war to an end either by peace negotiations, by a revolt in the Northwest combined with attacks on military prisons, or any other means at their disposal. Unfortunately, none of them had any experience in organizing clandestine wartime operations. Along with the commissioners were Captain Thomas Hines, Captain John Castleman, and Lt. George Eastin, who would soon be involved in several Confederate Secret Service operations in the US.

Corporal Young sat quietly in a corner with Godfrey Hyams, listening to the war stories. After the men tired of the idle chatter, Thompson took over and explained the details of his plan to free 5,000 prisoners at Camp Douglas and recruit the Copperhead groups in the Midwest. The Copperheads, known as the 'Peace Democrats', were opposed to the war and wanted an immediate peace settlement. They were ripe for rebellion against the Union and Thompson believed they could be used to bring an end to the war. The operation would be staged in Chicago.

 

“What do you think?” asked Clement Clay at the end of the long evening. The men were back to telling tall tales about their victories on the battlefields, and most of them were drunk.

“Sounds like a plan, sir,” said Bennett, who wasn't impressed by Thompson's optimistic assessment of the forces at play in Chicago.

“You don't drink, Corporal?” asked Clay.

“No, sir. I'm not much of a drinker.”

“How'd you get mixed up with John Hunt Morgan and his men?”

“I joined up after some friends of mine were attacked by Union troops near our home,” said Bennett. “I thought it was time to teach the Yankees a lesson.”

“Why don't you join us?” asked Clay, who seemed to be taken with the young corporal.

“I don't know, sir. I was thinking of going to Richmond to get a commission and returning to the fight, but I have no money.”

“I understand it is hard to live on a corporal's pay in Canada.”

“Eleven dollars a month is nothing in this country, sir. If I get the commission as lieutenant, I will earn almost ten times as much.”

“You’re not married, are you?”

“No, sir.”

“Then go to Richmond, get the commission, and come back to us. We’ll pay your travel expenses, Corporal.”

“Well, thank you, sir.”

 

The following day, Bennett set off for Richmond by way of Halifax. Clay drove him to the train station on Front Street and they sat in a café for a while before it was time to board the train for Montreal.

"Are you returning to St. Catharines, sir?" Bennett asked.

"Yes, I like it there. Sanders is in Niagara Falls, so we talk quite often. When was the last time you saw your parents, Corporal?"          

"It's been two years now, sir. I write to them often."

"Do you have any brothers and sisters?"

"Yes, sir. I have an older sister and three brothers."

"I will pray for your safe return, Corporal," said Clay.

"Thank you, sir," said Bennett as the train conductor called for boarding. 

Clay followed Bennett along the platform to the passenger car and shook his hand before he climbed on board.


 

 

 

 

 

Four

"Days passed and nights, and then the

beautiful Bermudas rose out of the sea, we entered

 the tortuous channel, steamed hither and thither

 among the bright summer islands, and rested at last

under the flag of England and were welcome...

Bermuda was a paradise, but one had

to go through hell to get there." Mark Twain

 

St. George's Island, Bermuda

 

It took Bennett two days to get to Bermuda from Halifax. He lodged in a boarding house in St. George's Town at the Eastern point of the archipelago. He was strolling along the boardwalk when the blockade runner Condor steamed into the port. An admiring crowd appeared out of nowhere as the ship came up the channel. It was a sleek vessel built for stealth and speed to slip past naval blockades. It was over 200 feet long with a shallow draft and could do up to 16 knots on a good day. It had a distinctive appearance, with its three funnels and two paddle wheels amidships designed for clandestine river operations. The steamer had been built on the Clyde River in Glasgow and was on its maiden voyage to North America. It would take Bennett to Wilmington, North Carolina, where he would take the train on to Richmond.

Wilmington was the main port of entry for supplies into the Confederacy during the war. It traded cotton and tobacco for munitions, clothing, and foodstuffs. British steamers came and went loaded down with war materiel for General Robert E. Lee's forces in Virginia. The ships sailed from the British colonies in Bermuda, the Bahamas, and Nova Scotia, and had to be fast enough to avoid the Union's gauntlet of blockading ships.           

Suddenly, a large group of well-dressed ladies and gentlemen arrived on the boardwalk in buggies and carriages and cheered the arrival of the Condor. Among them was an elegant fifty-year-old Washington socialite named Rose O'Neal Greenhow, the famous 'Wild Rose' as she was called in the Confederacy. She had been a spy in Washington during the early years of the war and provided invaluable intelligence on Union troop movements. She had been arrested and imprisoned along with her daughter and later exchanged. She was returning from London with dispatches for the Confederate cause after having spent a year overseas. The Confederate States had strong commercial ties with Britain and France.

While in London, Greenhow had had an audience with Queen Victoria and had become engaged to a British diplomat. She had been invited to the court of Napoleon III in France and had discussed the commercial interests of the country. She had published a prison diary entitled My Imprisonment and the First Year of Abolition Rule at Washington, which sold throughout the British Isles.

An older gentleman joined the festive group on the boardwalk with a bottle of champagne and glasses. He popped the cork and poured drinks for Rose and her friends as the Condor put into port.

 

The following morning, Bennett followed Rose Greenhow and several porters loaded down with luggage up the gangway to the Condor. The ship steward was waiting to greet Mrs. Greenhow and take her to her cabin when a crowd of passengers on the deck surged forward to get a look at the famous Washington socialite. It was not long before she was comfortably installed in the dining room, drinking tea and surrounded by admirers.

“What about Bull Run?” asked an older man.

“Well, there was a time back in 1862,” said Rose, “when we had intelligence coming in from all kinds of sources. It’s not so easy now, gentlemen.”

“I heard that the Rebel commander, General Beauregard, had a copy of the Union commander's orders to his troops before the battle.”

“Our people gave us great intelligence,” added Rose quietly.

“I heard that you were thanked by Jefferson Davis himself,” said one woman.

“Yes, that’s true, my dear.”

As the ship was leaving the port, Bennett left the dining room and retired to his third-class berth in the bowels of the ship. It wasn't until much later in the evening that he was to meet the famous spy.

 

After dinner was served, Bennett was invited by Captain Hampden to sit at his table for a brandy along with several diplomats and their wives, the Wild Rose, and her admirers. It wasn’t long before Rose interrupted the questions of her admirers by asking the young corporal a question.

“So, Mr. Young, where are you going?”

The group of admirers turned to have a look at the young corporal, who hadn't said a word all evening.

“Well, ma'am. It’s no secret. I'm from Kentucky. I fought with Morgan's Raiders in '63 and was imprisoned at Camp Douglas. I’m on my way to Richmond.”

“How did you get out of that hellhole? I've heard it is one of the worst prisons in the Union.”

“I escaped, ma'am, and made my way to Canada.”

“Good for you, young man.”

“So why are you returning now?”

“I’m going to Richmond to get my commission, ma’am, as a lieutenant in the Confederate Army.”

“They need good officers, Mr. Young. I'm sure they’ll be happy to have you.”

A richly dressed gentleman asked Rose about her own time in prison.

“You were arrested and locked up in the old Capitol prison and still you were able to send out coded messages?” asked the man, enthralled.

“I was exchanged in a prisoner swap in June 1862 and was reunited with my daughter in Richmond. But now, ladies and gentlemen, it's getting late,” said Rose, standing up. “It’s been a long day. Time for bed.”



It was not until two days later, as the Condor was fighting a storm, that Bennett saw Rose briefly in the dining room as the ship was being hammered by the waves. Captain Hampden had come below to announce to the frightened passengers that they would soon be in the Cape Fear River.

Bennett stood on the deck with several passengers whipped by the wind and spray, watching as two Yankee ships pursued them into the mouth of the river. It was a close-run thing as the ship was tossed about on the waves. They had almost arrived at Fort Fisher and the protection of the Confederate guns when the ship ran aground on a sandbar two hundred yards from the beach.

"We've run aground, ladies and gentlemen," announced the British captain as he assembled the passengers in the dining room.

"Are we safe here?" asked a gentleman who feared falling into the hands of the Union soldiers.

"For the moment," said the captain.

"I need to get ashore," said Rose. "Can you lower a boat for me, captain?"

The captain looked at the woman as if she were mad.

"No, ma’am. It’s way too dangerous. No one should be out in this storm."

The captain consulted with a crew member and then returned his attention to the passengers.

"Put on your life vests and stay inside. That’s an order."

Rose Greenhow was not having any of it. She stood up and went over to talk to the captain.

"Captain, I must insist. I cannot stay on board and run the risk of a Yankee ship taking me hostage. Please, sir. I beg of you."

"Madam, I would be sending you to your death if I put you out in a boat in this weather."

"I’ll take that risk, captain, but I must go."

 

Cape Fear River, North Carolina

 

Half an hour later, as the ship was being pushed and pulled by the waves, the captain agreed to put out a boat for Rose. Bennett offered to join her along with four sailors to man the oars. It was touch and go for the first hundred yards, but it looked like the tiny boat was almost at the beach when a huge wave lifted it high into the air and flipped it over. Bennett fought his way to the surface and clung to the overturned boat, as did the four sailors, but the Wild Rose had disappeared. The sailors and Bennett plunged again and again into the murky water to try to locate their illustrious passenger but to no avail. The boat drifted slowly toward the shore and the men were saved.

It was several hours later, after the wind had slackened, that the sailors found the body of Rose Greenhow. She had hidden a small notebook on her person, along with a copy of her memoir. Inside the book, there was a note to her daughter. The rumor had it that Rose drowned because she had sewn $2,000 worth of gold coins into her underclothes and around her neck. Her body was taken to Wilmington, where she was honored with a military funeral.

The next day, after attending the funeral, Bennett bought a ticket on the Wilmington & Weldon Railway, which ran through Goldsboro and Petersburg on its way to Richmond, Virginia. The trains in the South rarely arrived on time, because the steam locomotives ran out of fuel and had to send out work crews to cut firewood. Nevertheless, Bennett was happy to be on dry land again after the frightening ordeal in the Cape Fear River.


 

 

 

 

 

Five

Richmond, Virginia



Bennett Young left his rooming house and crossed the street to avoid a dozen amputated veterans demanding money from the passersby. There were drunks asleep in the back streets near the whiskey shops and furloughed soldiers sprawled out on the wooden sidewalks. Women were selling themselves from doorways and youngsters were engaged in every criminal act imaginable. He had never thought the Confederate capital could be in such dire straits. Bennett came from a small town in Kentucky where he had never seen such misery.

In the summer of 1864, the outlook for the Confederacy was very bleak indeed. Of the eleven states that had seceded from the Union in 1861, only six remained relatively intact. The Confederacy had given up hope that Britain and France would provide diplomatic recognition for the independent country. General Ulysses S. Grant was putting pressure on Richmond from the North while in the South, General William Tecumseh Sherman was getting ready to march through Georgia. The Union victories at Gettysburg in the East and Vicksburg in the West seemed to have sealed the fate of the Confederacy.

Richmond was a gloomy place as the Union brought its forces to bear in a total war. Lincoln planned to grind down their spirit and break their will to fight. In April 1863, there was a bread riot in the streets of Richmond because of the rising cost of food and other necessities. The rioters had looted the shops for two hours before the military authorities had put a stop to it. The citizens of Richmond were suffering and were desperate for the necessities of life. Throughout the war, Richmond had been the medical front line for wounded soldiers arriving from the battlefields. As he walked along the street, he could see the largest hospital of the Confederacy on a hill in the eastern part of the city. The Chimborazo tended to the wounded and had one of the lowest mortality rates in the South. It was overflowing with some of the 20,000 wounded men from the Gettysburg disaster.

Bennett noticed the large numbers of black workers cleaning the streets, hauling supplies, and doing grunt work. He wasn’t aware that Virginia had the largest number of slaves in any southern state. They were the backbone of the Confederate workforce. They worked on cotton and tobacco plantations, in iron works, in field hospitals, and in the building of fortifications while the whites went off to war. He passed the Virginia State Capitol with its Corinthian marble columns, where both the Confederate Congress and the Virginia State Legislature met. It was a magnificent building, and Bennett was mightily impressed. This was where Jefferson Davis and his ministers voted on the laws that governed the Confederate States. He walked around the building twice before he made his way to an obscure office building behind the capitol.

 

The Secretary of War James Seddon was in his office handling urgent business when the young Kentucky corporal climbed the wooden stairs in the old building. Surprisingly, Seddon was in good spirits when he greeted Bennett. 

“Corporal Young. I've been looking forward to meeting you. Clement Clay has written to me about your projects,” said Seddon. “Please come into my office. We have a lot to discuss.”

They sat down in leather armchairs before a wide bay window overlooking the street.

“You’ve heard about Rose Greenhow, I suppose,” said Seddon. “Everyone is talking about her.”

“Yes, sir. I was on the Condor.”

“So you just arrived from Wilmington? How was she?”

“I hardly knew her, sir, but I think she was an amazing woman. I was in the lifeboat with her when it flipped over.”

“My God. You are lucky to be alive, Corporal.” 

“She was very brave to risk going out in a lifeboat in a storm like that.”

“You know the Wild Rose was the public face of the Confederacy for quite some time. She was an invaluable asset. We’re sorry to see her gone. What is this plan of yours for raiding the Northern towns?”

“Well, sir. I only mentioned it briefly to Mr. Clay, but the plan would be to recruit a small Confederate force in Canada to attack the border towns, sack and burn them to the ground.”

“It is right that the people of New England should feel the pain of war. Their officers and troops are responsible for some of the worst atrocities committed in recent months.”

“I would need money and resources to do such a thing, sir. My Confederate friends in Canada are living hand to mouth. They want to help, but...”

“Of course, Corporal. You will have it, but first, you will need to visit each of the border towns you wish to attack and make a report to Thompson and Clay.”

“Yes, sir.”

After an hour, Bennett emerged from Seddon’s office with papers signed and full support of the Secretary of War for the raids against the Northern cities. The trip had been a success. He would be returning to Canada as a new lieutenant in the Confederate Army.

 

Wilmington, North Carolina

 

Bennett couldn't wait to get out of Richmond. The misery of the people was just too much for him. He went directly to the train station and was soon traveling south in relative comfort. It took him less than two days to make the journey back to Wilmington, even after a layover of five hours, while the chief engineer sent out a crew of woodcutters to feed the boiler. He arrived on the coast just in time to book passage on the Thistle, a fast blockade runner going to Bermuda with a heavy load of cotton on board.

Among the passengers, there were diplomats, businessmen, sales agents, and even a few families heading to Europe. The ship left Wilmington in the evening and descended the Cape Fear River as far as Fort Fisher, where it waited for several hours in the shadow of the fort for a Confederate naval ship to arrive. In the early morning, the Thistle followed in the wake of a Confederate ironclad ram, which took it out through the new inlet into the open sea. The ironclad had armor-plated casemates with sloping sides to deflect enemy fire, and its bow was fitted with a massive iron ram, enabling it to smash through the Union cruisers. The ironclad acted as a decoy, engaging with the enemy ships of the blockade while the Thistle raced north, parallel to the shore before heading east to Bermuda.

When the boom of distant guns was heard, the passengers were sent below. The muzzle flashes lit up the sky but did little damage to the Confederate ironclad, which fired back at the enemy ships while the Thistle threaded her way north through the blockade. After an hour or two, the Thistle found herself alone on an open sea, heading east at a fast clip.

The passage to Bermuda went smoothly, and Bennett soon caught a ship on its way to Halifax. He was happy to return to a peaceful life in Canada. It was a lovely summer day when he arrived at the port and looked up at the stone fortress of Fort George on the top of Citadel Hill. Halifax had ruled over British North America for over 100 years and the town was home to Britain's North American and West Indian naval squadrons. With the war on, Halifax was a busy place for trade and war materiel. Ships from England bound for New York and Boston often stopped in Halifax for fuel and provisions, as did other vessels heading east. 

Bennett walked around the town watching happy families strolling along the streets without a care in the world. Husbands weren't rushing off to the front and abandoning their wives and children. No amputated veterans were begging in the streets. It was refreshing to see people enjoying their lives and living for the moment. The next day, Bennett left Halifax by coach for the Bay of Fundy, where he would take another boat to St. John, New Brunswick. From there, he would travel up the St. John River valley to Rivière-du-Loup before taking a train to Montreal. The only fast rail link for points west at the time went through Portland, Maine, and was denied him.

 

Montreal

 

In a cabaret on St. Catherine Street, a soprano was singing Beautiful Dreamer by Stephen Foster, accompanied by a pianist. The new lieutenant entered the smoke-filled room and stopped near the stage to listen.

 

“Beautiful Dreamer, wake unto me,

Starlight and dewdrops are waiting for thee;

Sounds of the rude world heard in the day,

Lull'd by the moonlight have all passed away!

Beautiful Dreamer, queen of my song,

List while I woo thee with soft melody;

Gone are the cares of life's busy throng,

Beautiful Dreamer, awake unto me!

Beautiful Dreamer, awake unto me!”

 

The entire room was captivated by the singer. At the back of the room, a tall, sun-burned man surrounded by several attractive women stood up to applaud the singer. Lt. Bennett Young soon spotted his contact among the men at the table. They were all expat Confederate soldiers, working for Clement Clay and having a good time.

Bennett went over to them and shook hands with Clay and the Confederate agent George Sanders, a squat man with a goatee. Clay invited the lieutenant to join them in a private room away from the crowd. The piano player launched into When Johnny Comes Marching Home.

 

“When Johnny comes marching home again

Hurrah! Hurrah!

We'll give him a hearty welcome then

Hurrah! Hurrah!

The men will cheer, and the boys will shout

The ladies they will all turn out

And we'll all feel gay

When Johnny comes marching home.”

 

In the private room behind the bar, George Sanders wanted to know everything about Bennett’s trip to Richmond.

“I was only there for three days, sir, but the situation is critical,” Bennett told him. “People are starving and beggars fill the streets.”

"I've heard the same things, George," said Clay.

"So, Lieutenant, you came back here," said Sanders with a sly grin, “to lead an attack on the northern cities.”

"Yes, sir. Secretary Seddon approved my plan."

“Your plan?” asked Sanders.

“Sorry, sir. Our plan.”

“You will be under my command, Lieutenant. I’ll be running this operation,” Sanders said. “We don't want you going off and doing something foolish, now do we?”

With that said, Sanders set off on a long tirade, telling the young lieutenant what needed to be done and how to do it. Clay remained silent as Sander’s droning voice sucked all the air out of the room.


 

 

 

 

 

Six

October 25, 1864

Saint- Jean, Quebec

 

Six weeks later, Lt. Bennett Young was under arrest in a rooming house in a small Canadian city located on the Richelieu River some twenty-five miles southeast of Montreal. A constable stood by the parlor door while forty-year-old John Abbott, QC of Montreal, conducted an interview with the lieutenant. Abbott was a clean-shaven lawyer with a dour expression and immaculate clothes. He sat opposite the lieutenant in his muddy civilian clothes.

“What’s Colonel Thompson like?”

“He’s a big talker, sir. Jefferson Davis chose him to lead the Confederate mission in Canada. He was a big shot back in Mississippi, a rich landowner and a congressman. I heard he worked for President Buchanan as Secretary of the Interior before he resigned.”

“Clay promised you a position when you returned from Richmond?” asked Abbott.

“Yes, and no. I wanted to be back in the fight and Clay paid my expenses to go to Richmond as a courier.”

“You carried documents to Richmond?” asked Abbott.

“Yes, sir. I carried letters for the Secretary of War from Thompson and Clay, supporting my request for a commission.”

“What is Mr. Sanders’ role?”

“He’s a fixer, sir. He has spent most of the summer working on a peace initiative at the International Hotel in Niagara Falls. He’s had talks with William Jewitt and Horace Greeley, the editor of the New York Tribune, and the occasional emissary for President Lincoln.”

"I never heard anything in the newspapers about
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