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  THE COURT MARTIAL OF ROBERT E. LEE


  Introduction


  Every character appearing in this story once lived and breathed in a place called the Confederate States of America, under a government which lasted barely four years. Although this is an historical novel, there are no fictional characters.


  The Court Martial of Robert E. Lee is both fact and fiction. Robert E. Lee, Commanding General, Army of Northern Virginia, was not court martialed after the disaster at the July 1863 Battle of Gettysburg. But that is the story here. General Lee was indeed recalled to Richmond five months after Gettysburg. He remained in the Confederate capital from December 9th through the 21st. This fictional court martial takes place during that period.


  All descriptions here of General Lee's private life, his stewardship of his beloved army, and all of the battles noted, including Gettysburg, are drawn entirely from fact. The citations to historians' treatises and eyewitness memoirs of these engagements are annotated in the Appendix.


  Wherever possible, the historical characters portrayed speak in their own words as recorded in their own official reports, diaries, and recollections published after the war. While some documents are paraphrased for the sake of clarity and modern syntax, most appear in their original and sometimes rather stiff language. Overly formal dialogue reflects extracts from 19th century letters and dispatches.


  A detailed bibliography and appendix of notes concludes this volume.


  The sources in the references are limited. Devoting a lifetime to blowing the dust from old manuscripts, collections of family papers, and original military reports, is left to the professional historians. This is a novel and not a research dissertation.


  With apologies to my memorable professor at the College of Wooster, Dr. John Gates, who labored mightily to teach me military history, my references are generally limited to secondary sources by historians who have already interpreted the events described here.


  This book could not have been written without Clifford Dowdey and Louis H. Manarin's The Wartime Papers of Robert E. Lee (1961) from which most of General Lee's actual words are drawn. Without the generous permission to use this source by Little, Brown and Company, Boston, this project would have been impossible. I also cite General Lee's letters compiled by his son, Robert, Jr., Recollections and Letters of General Lee (1904), and John W. Jones' Life and Letters of General Robert E. Lee (1906). The Reverend Jones tended to leave in General Lee's pro-slavery remarks which both Dowdey and Robert Lee, Jr., judiciously edited out.


  References to the weather in Richmond during December 1863 are generally drawn from John B. Jones' A Rebel War Clerk's Diary (1866).


  The portrait painted here of General Lee's family, and especially of his three daughters, is drawn primarily from Mrs. Mary P. Coulling's elegant volume The Lee Girls (1987). Her work stands alone for its eminently readable history. I am also most grateful to Mrs. Coulling for her generous time and kindness in December 1988 when she escorted me through Robert E. Lee's tomb in the Chapel of Washington and Lee University at Lexington, Virginia. She graciously hosted my first pilgrimage to Lexington and to the graves of Lee, Stonewall Jackson, and Sandie Pendleton.


  Robert E. Lee's life-long relationship with his cousin, Martha Custis Williams, known affectionately as Markie, is drawn primarily from the elegant little volume, To Markie: The Letters of Robert E. Lee to Martha Custis Williams, by Avery Craven (1933). I gratefully acknowledge the generous permission of the Henry E. Hutington Library, San Marino, California, to quote extensively from these letters.


  Permission to quote from the girlhood journals of General Lee's daughter, Eleanor Agnes, was graciously provided by the University of North Carolina Press, Chapel Hill, and the Virginia Historical Society, Richmond.


  All study of General Lee begins with the monumental works of Douglas Southall Freeman (1886-1953). His seven volumes, R.E. Lee (4 volumes) and Lee's Lieutenants (3 volumes), are relied upon throughout this story. However, like the several historical narratives by Clifford Dowdey cited widely in this story, Professor Freeman takes pains to deify Robert E. Lee while exaggerating the alleged character flaws and military shortcomings of General James Long-street—Lee's sturdy field commander and close personal friend.


  Professor Freeman devoted 19 years to the creation of R.E. Lee and perhaps seven years to the writing of Lees Lieutenants. He saluted the statue of Robert E. Lee in downtown Richmond every day he drove to his office. Dr. Freeman's genius and prejudices are reflected in his scholarship.


  My rather revisionist assessment of General Longstreet owes much to William Garrett Piston's scholarship in Lee's Tarnished Lieutenant: James Longstreet and his Place in Southern History (1987).


  The author's effort to pierce the public image of Robert E. Lee and to ferret out the genuine inner man is grounded in the controversial psychological study of General Lee by University of South Carolina history professor Dr. Thomas L. Connelly in The Marble Man: Robert E. Lee and His Image in American Society (1977). Professor Piston cited above dedicated his Longstreet text to Professor Connelly. Also useful is attorney Alan T. Nolan's Lee Considered: General Robert E. Lee and Civil War History (1991).


  No scholarly treatment of the Battle of Gettysburg will ever displace the essential references used in this story's research: Edwin B. Coddington, The Gettysburg Campaign: A Study in Command (1963) and Harry W. Pfanz, Gettysburg: The Second Day (1987).


  This book's overview of the battles of Antietam, Fredericksburg, Chancellorsville, and Gettysburg is indebted to the Army War College's battlefield guides to these engagements by Professor Jay Luvaas and Colonel Harold Nelson. I am especially honored to pay tribute to Dr. Luvaas whose father, Dr. Morten Luvaas, was my mother's beloved professor of music at Allegheny College, Meadville, Pennsylvania. She would have approved.


  For the three-day Battle of Gettysburg, the scholars cited here disagree on the number of troops engaged at any given moment and casualty figures. I have relied almost exclusively upon the epic study, Regimental Strengths and Losses at Gettysburg (1986) by John W. Busey and David G. Martin. Their scholarship will not be equalled.


  I owe a special debt to Dr. Martin, co-author of Regimental Strengths. He combed through the historical details of this story with a surgeon's precision and with abiding good cheer. The historical accuracy of this work owes much to Dr. Martin's credit.


  I am much indebted to Dr. Martin K. Gordon for his editorial insight and generous counsel. At his suggestion, I gave shoes to as many Confederates as I could.


  John Cannan of Combined Books offered wise and expert counsel to keep my history honest.


  It is difficult to express the strange attachment which a student of the war finds developing from one's study of these incredible men after 130 years. General Lee, Jeb Stuart, "Stonewall" Jackson, and their contemporaries who wore the blue or the gray, surely lived when there were giants on the earth in our bloodied country. Professor Freeman puts it best: "Lee the captain of the host, and his right arm, Jackson, are to be added to those of one's acquaintances, living or dead, real persons or the creation of literature, by whom one's personal philosophy of life is shaped beyond understanding."


  But this author's fascination with Robert E. Lee does not exclude the darker aspects of Lee's temperament: his profound and nearly life-long depression, his tendency to feel unfulfilled by his pre-war army career, his desperate homesickness, and his overwhelming sadness. Very few authors have dared to dabble into Lee's thoughts.


  The "real Lee" remains lost in myth and glorification. As Professor Connelly lamented:


  
    The real nature of Robert Lee has remained an enigma.... None of his biographies tells of the drives that shaped his life. Many writers have been content to describe Lee only in terms of his character traits, and have closed the book on his inner soul.

  


  Through the artifice of historical fiction, I have labored to convey the character and the personality of these Confederate citizens who gave all they had for the "Lost Cause" in spite of its battlefield holocaust and its despicable cornerstone of human slavery which still haunts the country's collective mind. As is fitting, Professor Freeman laid down the challenge best in Lee's Lieutenants:


  
    A writer of biography can ask for nothing more interesting than to begin with a score of names on printed, military dispatches and then to work over the historical materials of many sorts until names become personalities, characteristics emerge, and reports take on the sound of a voice. At first, one had the feeling that these Confederates had ridden so far toward oblivion that one could not discern the figures or hope to over take them before they had passed over the horizon of time. In the end, there was the sensation of reaching their camp, of watching the firelight in their faces, and of hearing their brave and genial conversation.

  


  Douglas Savage

  Canton, Ohio

  September, 1993


  A soldier’s hearty you know, is divided between love and glory.


     — Robert E. Lee


  Chapter One


  Wednesday Morning, December 9, 1863


  
    My heart and thoughts will always be with this army.


    Robert E. Lee

  


  No louder sound had ever been made by men in North America.


  Colonel Porter Alexander, age 27, returned his watch to his gray vest. It was seven minutes past one o'clock on a stifling hot Friday, the third day of July 1863. The youthful colonel barked an order and the massed batteries of the Army of Northern Virginia opened with a roaring cloud of sulfur. Along the two-mile front at Seminary Ridge, as many as 170 Confederate cannon lobbed six- and 12- pound shot across the valley of death toward the east.


  Along the opposite ridge, artillerymen heaved powder and ball down Federal cannon. From Cemetery Ridge, over 200 Federal cannon replied. Red hot shot flew westward from the battlements of the Army of the Potomac.


  Shot and shell whined across the valley criss-crossing the hot July sky with trails of smoke from hissing fuses. Batteries pounded each other across the one-mile wide valley. The ground trembled, dyed black with blood. Well over 30,000 men and boys wearing blue and gray had already fallen during two days of combat across the Pennsylvania countryside.


  The cannonade rattled glass and cracked walls in the tiny village four miles north of the awful artillery duel. Citizens were huddled in damp stormcellars and beneath corn cribs as the bombardment uprooted their dead fathers and mothers. Ancient bones were unearthed where Rebel shot fell on the town graveyard atop Cemetery Hill on the far right center of the Federal line along Cemetery Ridge.


  The stricken civilians caught between two armies and 170,000 men called their sleepy college town "Gettysburg."


  On the field were 192 Confederate regiments of 55,000 men from 12 states facing 270 Union regiments of 75,000 Yankees from 18 states.


  For over an hour the cannonade continued. Survivors would remain half-deaf all their days from the ungodly concussion. Farmers in rich Pennsylvania fields 140 miles away shook their heads. They could hear the distant thunder from Gettysburg and they looked to the sky for storm clouds. But the summer sky was clear.


  Atop Seminary Ridge, the Old Man paced anxiously. All day he had watched for his troops in homespun uniforms dyed brown with butternut oil to assault the Federals across the valley. What could be delaying Lieutenant General Longstreet? Three times the white-bearded chief had trotted on his warhorse Traveller the full length of his lines for evidence of the advance. As was General Robert E. Lee's way when angry, his neck grew redder by the minute as Colonel Alexander's bombardment continued. The general's head and neck twitched nervously as always when struggling to control the temper so rarely seen.


  One mile to the east, the hail of Confederate cannon landed long. Shot exploded behind Union breastworks down the far side of Cemetery Ridge. Rebel shells exploded well behind their targets: the batteries of Union cannon. Confederate cannon balls plowed into General Meade's headquarters at the Widow Leister's house. Federal chief of staff. General Daniel Butterfield, was slightly wounded. Instead of softening the enemy guns, the exploding artillery rounds fell upon the Federal reserves and upon the horse-drawn ambulances. From burning hospital tents pitched between piles of amputated limbs sawed off wide-eyed men, the cries of the twice-wounded rose into the sky full of sulfur clouds.


  At 2:30 in the afternoon, Colonel Alexander ordered his gray batteries to cease fire in response to slackening enemy fire. After over an hour of the cannon barrage, the Army of Northern Virginia was nearly out of artillery ammunition.


  In the valley between the armies where 300,000 eyeballs burned and watered from the stinking smoke, the sickly yellow clouds rolled silently toward the boulder-covered Round Tops. Colonel Alexander stood nervously by his cannon. He penned an urgent dispatch to General Pickett: "If you are coming at all, you must come at once or I cannot give you proper support."


  Lieutenant General James Longstreet—"Old Pete" to his men— conferred with George Pickett well behind Alexander's cannon.


  Between the ridges a strange stillness lingered in the smoky valley. Old Pete nodded to Rebel General George Pickett, one-time captain in the United States 9th Infantry. The absolute bottom man at West Point, class of 1846, George Pickett shined in his polished boots and gold spurs. George Pickett would never have gotten into West Point at all had not his uncle, Andrew Johnston of Quincy, Illinois, pulled strings with his close friend—a Springfield, Illinois, lawyer named Abe Lincoln. By Mr. Lincoln's influence, Virginia-born Pickett went to West Point on an Illinois appointment. Pickett and General Longstreet had known each other for many years. They had served together eight years earlier in the U.S. 8th Infantry at Fort Bliss. General Pickett's long hair was worn in perfumed ringlets and his curls bounced as he hurried to his division. The dandy was a 38-year-old major general. His hour had come at last.


  At Seminary Ridge, General Lee—Number Two man at West Point, class of '29—remained edgy. He waited for his generals Longstreet, Pickett, and Hill to assault Cemetery Ridge. Neck red with anger, Lee was exhausted. A week of dysentery and acute diarrhea had left him weak, pale, and sorely irritable. Lee had been out of sorts since his first coronary attack only four months earlier when a serious sore throat was accompanied by severe chest pains. His face, always ruddy, had been even redder than usual during the week ending April 6th when he had been confined to an ambulance. The terrible chest pain lasted until April 16th, only two and a half months ago.


  Along the slopes of Seminary Ridge, men in butternut began falling in. They formed two parallel lines, each over a mile long. The parade forming across Seminary Ridge warmed Lee's dull spirits.


  Division commanders, Generals George Pickett, Dorsey Pender, and Johnston Pettigrew (substituting for wounded Henry Heth) straightened their troops. Men and boys stood shoulder to shoulder in the blinding sunshine.


  On command, some 14,000 infantrymen rested their heavy rifles with the weapons' butts between their feet, many bare. With bayonets fixed, the Enfield, Springfield, or Mississippi rifles were longer than all but the tallest soldier. Regiment upon regiment executed the "Load in Nine Times" maneuver: (1) Take out a paper cartridge with its 120 grains of powder behind one, thimble-size.58 calibre bullet; (2) Rip open the paper cartridge with the teeth—hence the blackened lips on the swollen corpses; (3) Pour the black powder down the rifle barrel; (4) Drop the lead Minie ball into the barrel; (5) Drive the bullet down with the rifle's iron ramrod; (6) Reseat the ramrod into its sockets, called thimbles, along the barrel; (7) Ear back the hammer above the iron nipple at the breech; (8) Press a tiny percussion cap onto the hollow nipple; and, (9) Fire! The last step must wait until the infantrymen were closer to the enemy whom General Lee called "those people."


  The weapons were primed. The men stood tensely under the terrible sun behind Seminary Ridge. Close by, Robert Lee looked on, tired, impatient, and proud.


  Beyond the crest of Seminary Ridge, the valley was quiet. Across the valley, 40,000 blueclads waited. Their chief waited: Major General George Gordon Meade—"Old Snapping Turtle" to his Federals. Mounted astride his horse Baldy, which would be wounded in battle four times, General Meade—West Point, '35—may have been thinking of those days 70 years earlier when his father had ridden at the side of another General Lee to help George Washington crush the Whiskey Rebellion. That old Virginia patriot was General Henry "Light Horse" Lee. Now, Henry Lee's youngest son wore three gold stars on his gray collar and he paced Seminary Ridge in ill temper.


  The Army of the Potomac crouched behind low stone walls. They tensely waited for the Rebel assault sure to follow the 90-minute cannonade. At the extreme Federal right, men lay low atop Cemetery Hill among the uprooted bones of the long-dead and the fly-covered cadavers of their newly dead messmates. Nervous boys wise-cracked about the ancient stone archway at the entrance to the Gettysburg town cemetery. The gate bore an inscription on the cold stone flecked with bullet and shrapnel holes: "ALL PERSONS FOUND USING FIREARMS IN THESE GROUNDS WILL BE PROSECUTED WITH THE UTMOST RIGOR OF THE LAW."


  Along the Union line, eyes squinted into the afternoon sun high above the Confederate lines. Something was astir.


  Behind the long brown line, General Pickett shouted to his regiments: "Up men! Don't forget that you are from old Virginia!" At the head of one brigade was Brigadier General Lewis Armistead from North Carolina. General Armistead set his gray hat atop the point of his uplifted saber so his men could see it and could follow him. Before going over the top, General Armistead took off his ring and gave it to his friend George Pickett. Armistead asked Pickett to give the ring to Sallie Corbell, Pickett's young and beautiful fiancee, should Armistead fall in the grim valley.


  The ranks opened as they advanced between the line of cooling cannon. They closed up past the cannon and continued into the calm valley.


  Thirteen hundred yards away, one long gasp rose from behind the low stone walls along Cemetery Ridge. The blueclads had never seen such a grand Confederate parade. In the valley, 14,000 Southerners were arrayed in two lines, each line one and one-half miles long. The two Rebel lines were separated by 150 yards.


  In the blinding sun, the hot breeze filled 47 regimental battleflags from the Army of Northern Virginia. So quiet was the valley that the Federals could hear the snapping of the Confederate banners: 19 bearing Virginia regimental colors, 14 from North Carolina, 7 from Alabama, 4 from Mississippi, and 3 regimental ensigns from Tennessee. In the calm afternoon, the Federals could hear the clatter of 14,000 Rebel canteens, many made from cedar wood because the Confederacy had no tin.


  They marched in two lines across the valley with three-quarters of a mile separating the opposing armies. On the Confederate right, the brigades of Generals Richard Garnett and James Kemper led the brigades of Generals Wilcox and Armistead. Back in the "Old Army," Brigadier General Cadmus Wilcox was a groomsman at the wedding of his old friend Ulysses S. Grant. Brigadier General Kemper's grandfather was a colonel on the staff of George Washington.


  The lines wheeled slightly to their left to cross the quiet valley's diagonal en route to the Yankee entrenchments on the high ground. On the Confederate left were the four brigades led by Colonels Robert Mayo, J.K. Marshall, and Birkett Fry, and General Joe Davis (the President's nephew), all from Heth's Division. Behind them in the Confederate center were the brigades of General James Lane and Colonel W. Lee Lowrance from Pender's Division.


  In the valley, both lines turned a quarter turn to the left to cross the dirt road running between Gettysburg to the north and Emmittsburg toward the south. This put the Confederate far right flank within the sights of the Federals on Little Round Top on the southern tip of Cemetery Ridge. Behind the Rebel lines, a brass band played as the brigades of Kemper, Garnett, and Armistead marched off.


  For two hundred yards, the two lines of Southerners advanced in perfect parade order. Hardly a shot greeted them.


  "Fire!" was the hoarse cry atop Cemetery Ridge, behind those low, stone walls.


  A wall of white sulfur smoke rolled down from the Union line as Federal cannon opened along the mile-long crest.


  The Southerners in front wavered and dropped. Union cannoneers were firing double loads of the dread "canister": gallon size cans of iron marbles. But the bloodied butternut lines marched doggedly forward even though men were falling ten yards from where their severed arms and legs were bouncing upon the red earth.


  Above the boom of cannon, 40,000 Yankee rifles opened with the crack crack crack of dry twigs snapping.


  Every fourth Confederate dropped upon the wet field. Some rolled on the warm ground and clutched hysterically at emptied sleeves and at emptied trouserlegs.


  In the iron hailstorm, the wavering lines closed up and marched up the hillside.


  A roar of musketry plowed into the Rebel right flank. Men fell with thumb-size holes in their backs and exit wounds in their chests the size of a fist. They were raked by flanking fire from behind and from the side where riflemen had opened along the Round Tops.


  Not since last December had so many men committed such a grand, mass suicide. Then, it had been Fredericksburg, Virginia, when Union Generals Burnside and Sumner had sent human waves up the bloody hill toward the Confederate entrenchments. In one afternoon, 13,000 Federals dropped like rows of bloody corn.


  "Fredericksburg," a Federal whispered through a crack in the stone wall close to his powder-blackened mouth. He remembered. Down the line, another blueclad looked over the wall into hell and shouted, "Fredericksburg!"


  By now, the two Rebel lines had merged into one line with great gaps where whole regiments of mothers' sons had been mowed down by canister as if by a red hot wind. The Confederates shrieked the ferocious Rebel Yell born of the Confederacy's Celtic heritage. They stormed Cemetery Ridge and the line of hot Federal cannon. Leading them was old Armistead, his bullet-riddled hat now a gray rag atop his flashing saber. These men from the land of cotton were close enough to hear the blood-thirsty shouts from the Yankees behind their walls:


  "Fredericksburg!"


  "Fredericksburg!"


  "Fredericksburg!"


  Climbing up Cemetery Ridge, the Rebels took waves of canister and a wall of Minie balls directly in their faces. Federal flanking fire ripped them open from the Round Tops to their right.


  Brigadier General Armistead led 150 survivors over the Yankees' stone wall as he shouted, "Give them cold steel, boys!" Then he dropped into a pool of his own blood and bowels between two enemy cannon. He and his boys had made it to the top of the Union position. Down the line somewhere, a solitary North Carolina boy stumbled over the wall to plant his regimental colors between the Federal cannon. The men in blue held their fire out of bloody respect and a terrible pity.


  From his post 1,700 yards away, General Lee could barely see his men enter a mile-wide wall of smoke.


  Gradually, General Lee was able to distinguish shadows of gray and butternut brown running from the smoking hill in the distance. They stumbled down the hill and fell over the torn bodies and the dismembered limbs of their fine parade.


  Pickett's Charge was over.


  The long gray line crumbled. Muskets were thrown to the red ground. Into the valley 14,000 men had marched gamely. Now, fewer than 7,000 ran or crawled back.


  The survivors struggled back toward Seminary Ridge. They were met behind the ridge by Generals Pickett and Longstreet, and by the sick commanding general. There was no covering fire from Porter Alexander's Rebel cannon. The limber chests of shot were empty.


  Across the valley, the firestorm of molten lead stopped. Along Cemetery Ridge, the Union guns ceased fire.


  "Fredericksburg! Fredericksburg!" rang between the ridges.


  The valley heard its own song. The wounded cried "Water, Water!" in the frenzied thirst which comes in nauseating waves from sudden hemorrhage. Other bodies were perfectly still with their thin faces tranquil and calm. Drying eyeballs looked to the July sky so far away. Around two years worth of campfires, how often had these eyes blinked back boys' tears when some grizzled Rebel veteran filled the night with the sad sweet melody "Lorena," the Confederate soldier's most beloved ballad:


  [image: The years creep slowly by, Lorena. The snow is on the ground again.]


  Between the cooling Federal cannon, General Armistead lay dying. In the arms of a Yankee cannoneer, the bleeding Rebel asked that his pocketwatch and his spurs be given to his life-long friend Union General Winfield Hancock, to be sent south to the Widow Armistead. The Union man nodded. Armistead smiled and died among the bodies of 42 Rebels who had made the climb with him.


  [image: The sun s low down the sky, Lorena. The frost gleams where the flowers have been. But the heart throbs on as warmly now As when the summer days were nigh.]


  The sweating survivors hobbled down the backside of Seminary Ridge. Old, old men would one day remember how the little stream behind the ridge flowed brown with blood where thousands of men and boys bathed fresh wounds in the cool water.


  Across the valley, Northerners looked down their hill at 30 Rebel battleflags lying among 5,675 dead and dying Confederates cut down within thirty minutes. General Garnett's brigade lost 948 of 1,459 men who joined the charge. General Richard Garnett, West Point '41, died with his men, his riddled body being interred in an unmarked, mass grave. The 18th Virginia and the 47th and 13th North Carolina regiments were all but exterminated on the slopes of Cemetery Ridge.


  These shattered bodies brought the number of Southerners to fall at Gettysburg within three days to at least 22,000 killed, wounded, and missing. Six Confederate generals were dead, 3 captured, and 8 wounded. Eleven colonels were dead with another 7 missing. Of 35 officers above the rank of captain who had gone over the top in Pickett's division, only one was not bleeding.


  [image: A hundred months have passed, Lorena, Since last I held that hand in mine Andfelt that pulse beat fast, Lorena, Though mine beat faster far than thine.]


  Behind Seminary Ridge, George Pickett was devastated by his stunning defeat. General Lee, his red face stricken, comforted his general with the perfumed hair. Lee sadly mourned, "It's all my fault."


  The shattered Confederate line braced behind its battlements for a countercharge sure to come. They dared not send the stretcher-bearers down the hillside to fetch their broken friends who still cried, "Water! For God's sake, water!"


  Behind Cemetery Ridge, General Meade sat astride Baldy. He had no plans to attack the bloodied Rebels. He did not have to win at Gettysburg; he had only not to lose. Nearby, a Federal band struck up "Hail to the Chief' for General Meade. The brass band drowned out the pitiful cries which rose from the far side of the stone wall.


  [image: A hundred months 'twas flowery May, When up the hilly slope we climbed To watch the dying of the day And to hear the distant church bells chime.]


  The following night in torrential rains and high water with mud up to the axles of the wagons, Robert E. Lee would lead his bleeding army out of Pennsylvania and the Confederacy's last invasion of the enemy's heartland. Confederate ambulance wagons would form a train of misery seventeen miles long between Gettysburg and Maryland.


  Nothing would be left but a long retreat through 21 more months of ferocious bloodletting.


  The pursuit would end in Virginia at an obscure widening in the dirt road called Appomattox.


  *   *   *


  "My heart and thoughts will always be with this army," General Lee scrawled in a long hand note to young Jeb Stuart, the brash, 30-year-old general of Confederate cavalry. He dated the dispatch Wednesday, December 9, 1863.


  A freezing fog hugged the banks of the Rapidan River where the Army of Northern Virginia shivered in winter camp near Orange Court House, Virginia, 50 miles northeast of Charlottesville.


  General Lee sat in his command tent with its spartan fixtures: a single wooden table, three chairs, a cracker box, and a cot with two blankets. He sat with Colonel Walter Taylor and Colonel Charles Marshall, his sole administrative staff.


  No one could really be intimate with the commanding general other than his family in Richmond. Even 34 years ago at West Point, Cadet Lee was so elegant and so guardedly austere with his emotions that his classmates dubbed him "The Marble Model."


  The exhausted chief was particularly fond of Walter Taylor from Norfolk. Only 25 years old, Taylor had been promoted to lieutenant colonel two months ago and was adjutant general for Lee's legion. Colonel Taylor's mission was to steer General Lee through the paper burden of administering an army of 70,000 men when all three corps were operating together.


  General Lee sat quietly, his ruddy face dark with continuous grief. The last two months in Virginia had only added disappointment to his anguish after Gettysburg. The October 1863 campaign at Bristoe Station, the November debacle at Kelly's Ford, and the dry hole of the Mine Run operation just completed had accomplished nothing except to plant more hungry Confederates in unmarked graves by the side of the road. During the five months since fleeing Pennsylvania, General Lee had suffered his second and third heart attacks. His chest pain creased his dark face and was written in his brooding eyes.


  On September 20th, the chest and back pains were so severe that General Lee was confined to an ambulance until October 10th. His sore chest was then free from angina pain for only three weeks. A third coronary seizure on October 31, 1863, had laid him up in an ambulance until November 5th, hardly a month ago. Four months ago to the day, General Lee had tendered his written resignation to President Jefferson Davis.


  President Davis declined to accept the August resignation. But Robert E. Lee was now old at age 56. His hair and beard were completely white. The last two months of futile engagements and continuous chest pain had taken a terrible toll on the solemn general.


  The Army of Northern Virginia had been pursued by General Meade who slowly pressed them out of Pennsylvania. The Federal army was spread out near Culpeper, Virginia. On October 9th, the Confederate's III Corps led by Lieutenant General Ambrose Powell Hill—"A.P." to headquarters, but "Little Powell" to his troops— marched from Orange toward Madison Court House. General Richard Ewell—"Old Bald Head" to his boys who loved their eccentric bug-eyed commander—joined the march with his II Corps.


  Both Rebel corps reached Culpeper two days later as Baldy Ewell rode strapped awkwardly to his saddle. At Groveton in August 1862, a Yankee bullet had blown off Lieutenant General Ewell's leg. Jeb Stuart's cavalry covered the Confederate right flank. The cavalry of General Fitzhugh Lee, Robert Lee's nephew, provided the rearguard. General Meade and his blue columns were in motion northward just ahead.


  By early afternoon, Wednesday, October 14, 1863, A.P. Hill was on the high ground at Bristoe Station. Little Powell could see the enemy regiments marching for the railhead at Manassas Junction.


  General Hill saw his chance to cripple the Federals. He opened with his cannon. When III Corps saw their Little Powell wearing his familiar red "battle shirt," they knew it was time. Three brigades rushed the Union rear.


  But Little Powell had been lured into a deadly trap. Concealed Federal guns opened along the railroad. The Confederate brigades of Generals Cooke and Kirkland were ripped into a bleeding heap. After a brief but fierce clash, 1,361 Rebels lay dead and dying upon the rail tracks. Generals John Cooke (a Harvard graduate engineer) and William Kirkland (a West Point dropout) fell with their men. Another 520 Southerners were captured. Brigadier General Cooke was the brother of Jeb Stuart's wife.


  By October 17th, the Army of Northern Virginia was back in winter camp along the banks of the Rappahannock. On October 31st, General Lee was abed with his third coronary attack. He could not take horse until November 5th. Then, in great pain, he inspected a grand cavalry review staged by Jeb Stuart at Brandy Station, six miles east of Culpeper.


  General Lee knew Brandy Station. Here, five months earlier, his son Rooney Lee fell wounded in a June clash. Rooney, age 26, remained a prisoner of war. Rooney's beautiful young wife, Charlotte, was on her deathbed near Richmond. Rooney had married Charlotte Wickham, a distant cousin, at Shirley Plantation in March 1859 in the same great hall of the Lee ancestral home where General Lee's parents were married.


  Saturday, November 7th, one month ago, a Federal force had been spied at Kelly's Ford five miles downriver from the Confederate camp along the frigid Rappahannock. Ill Corps and A.P. Hill were upriver to the west. Rappahannock Bridge downriver was held by Ewell's II Corps with grim-faced Jubal Early's troops dug-in at the bridge. "Old Jube" to his boys was 46, a confirmed bachelor, a Viking in battle, a former prosecuting attorney, and graduate number 18 from the Point's class of'37. Six feet tall, stooped by crippling arthritis, General Early was known for his habit of turning his perpetual tobacco chaw over and over in his mouth when he was agitated.


  Old Jube had good reason to fuss with his chaw that bloody Saturday afternoon. A fierce Federal attack had crushed Early's position and both Rappahannock Bridge and Kelly's Ford had fallen to waves of blueclad infantry. By nightfall, the bloodied butternut columns were retreating south from the river toward Culpeper. They left 2,023 men behind. Of those losses, 1,674 were sacrificed by General Early at the bridge.


  For two weeks, the graybacks shivered beside the freezing river. Then, on Thursday, November 26th, Union infantry columns were in motion along the Rapidan River. General Lee saw a chance to strike General Meade. II and III Corps advanced to cut the Federals off and to protect the Rebel right flank.


  Next day, blood flowed all afternoon at Locust Church, 14 miles east of Culpeper. The fire did not slacken until darkness. Upon the cold ground were 545 Southerners, motionless.


  On the 28th of November, Federals and Confederates were camped along Mine Run Creek north of Verdiersville in freezing rain.


  When the Federals refused to climb out of their works on Tuesday, December 1st, General Lee said of General Meade to his field officers, "They must be attacked!" Two Confederate divisions then crunched upon frozen ground all night through the thickets to turn the Union left and to roll up the long blue line. During the nighttime march, it had been so cold that water froze in the cedar canteens of the Southern infantry. The grand offensive to crush General Meade once and for all was set for daybreak.


  But dawn on Wednesday, December 2nd, found the Union entrenchments deserted. While the Rebels were marching all night, General Meade had been moving his troops northward.


  General Lee had been sorely disappointed. The two months from Bristoe Station to Mine Run had cost 4,255 Confederate casualties. All for nothing.


  General Lee sighed toward Colonel Marshall, "I am too old to command this army. We should never have permitted those people to get away."


  "It was the weather, General," Colonel Marshall consoled his anguished chief.


  "Perhaps," General Lee shrugged.


  "At least, General, you will be home in Richmond for Christmas this year."


  "Yes, Colonel." The officer rose painfully from his hard chair. He still had chest pain this December 9th.


  In his blue greatcoat and slouch hat, General Lee led Colonel Marshall into the overcast morning by the river. Colonel Taylor joined them. Outside, an orderly had Traveller saddled and ready beside a mounted escort of cavalry. The two staff officers and their chief mounted.


  The little caravan turned southeast toward Richmond. After a short ride, they planned to meet the train for the trip by rail to the capital city of the Confederate States of America. The Old Man called it "taking the cars."


  As the escort and General Lee rode slowly through camp, little clusters of thin hungry men stood silently beside small fires where they huddled to keep warm. When General Lee passed, not a head remained covered. The weary general on the great gray horse belonged to them, and the ragged boys to him. The affection ran deep in these sunken, pale faces for their general whom they lovingly called Uncle Robert or Marse Robert behind his back.


  Lifting his hat to his tattered men, the commanding general disappeared into the snowy trees. Battalions of homesick boys blinked wet eyes toward the back of their Uncle Robert, their Robert E. Lee, General, the Army of Northern Virginia.


  Chapter Two


  Wednesday Evening, December 9, 1863


  
    But year after year, my hopes go out and I must be resigned.


    Robert E. Lee

  


  The most striking feature on the soldier's face was his eyes. Sad and worn, General Lee's brooding eyes blinked at the snowy Virginia countryside passing quickly outside the train's dirty window. His beard touched the window fogged by his breath. He had stopped shaving two years ago, in September 1861, during his first excursion into the field of the War Between the States. In the aborted campaign of Cheat Mountain in the new Unionist state of Western Virginia, General Lee's new beard came in dark gray. Now, the beard and his thinning hair were white.


  The train was chilly. A single pot-bellied stove in the far corner kept the uniformed passengers from freezing. Although the winter camp of the Army of Northern Virginia at Orange Court House, Virginia, was only 75 rail miles from Richmond, the train ran only 20 miles per hour due to a shortage of firewood and coal for the steam engine.


  General Lee and his party caught "the cars" at Orange Court House for the seven-mile ride to Gordonsville on a short spur of the Orange and Alexandria Railroad. Major General Jeb Stuart of Lee's cavalry boarded the train at Gordonsville. From Gordonsville, the train made 42 miles southeast on the Virginia Central Railroad to Hanover Junction. At Hanover, Lieutenant General A.P. Hill, commanding III Corps, climbed on board. The train then clattered southward on the 24-mile leg of the Richmond-Fredericksburg-Potomac Railroad line from Hanover toward the center of Richmond an hour away.


  Warming his hard and chapped hands on the sides of a tin coffee cup, Robert Edward Lee studied the heavy clouds full of snow. His weary mind wandered through the years and across many ghastly fields of hopelessly broken men.


  By the time Abraham Lincoln had taken the oath to become the divided nation's sixteenth President on March 4, 1861, Jefferson Davis had been sworn in as first President of the Confederate States of America in Montgomery, Alabama, the seat of the new government before the capital was moved to Richmond. On Inauguration Day 1861, Lieutenant Colonel Robert E. Lee still accepted his pay from the army of the United States. General-in-Chief Winfield Scott—"Old Fuss and Feathers"—promoted Lee to full colonel on March 16, 1861. Twelve days later that commission was signed by Abraham Lincoln. When Virginia left the Union the next month, Colonel Lee resigned his Federal commission and went home to Virginia. His sister, Ann Lee Marshall, living in Baltimore, remained loyal to the Union.


  To General Lee's ancestors, the age of Pilgrims in the New World was a matter of living memory. His great-great-great-grandfather had owned 16,000 Virginia acres by 1642—hardly half a lifetime removed from Plymouth Rock. Richard Lee had arrived in America from Worcestershire, England, in 1639. He served in the colonial Virginia legislature, was a colonel in the colony's militia, and was a leading slave-trader. Richard's son, Richard "The Scholar" Lee, also served in the legislature. Henry Lee II, Robert Lee's grandfather, was the third generation of Lees in the Virginia House of Burgesses and also served in the state senate. Thomas Lee, Robert's great-great-uncle, had served as Acting Governor of Virginia 25 years before the Revolution. During the decade before the Revolution, five Lees (three brothers and two cousins) were in the Virginia legislature at the same time.


  General Lee's father, Henry Lee, had been a lieutenant colonel in a Virginia regiment during the Revolution. He managed to get himself court martialed twice.


  Henry Lee embodied all the manly weaknesses which his son found repulsive. Henry was sufficiently picturesque during the Revolution to have earned his cherished wartime moniker "Light Horse Harry Lee." All of his son's 56 years were devoted to being better than Light Horse Harry and to driving from his soul the character flaws which terrified the chief of the Army of Northern Virginia.


  The general struggled not to cave in to baser instincts which he feared were in his very bones, deposited there by his sire. Perhaps in Robert Lee's devotion to his troops was his dark recollection of his father. In 1781, Light Horse Harry had hanged a North Carolina deserter from his Revolutionary regiment and had sent the dead man's severed head with rope still attached to General Washington.


  General Lee winced as he moved toward the cold window and toyed with his tin cup.


  Robert Lee's entire homelife had been devoted from his earliest childhood to caring for sickly womenfolk—from his fragile mother to his now crippled wife. This too was more than one man's fireside duty. Perhaps it was atonement for his father's uncanny gift for using women.


  Henry Lee's first wife was a Lee cousin, Matilda Lee, whom the Revolutionary hero married in 1782. After watching Light Horse Harry piddle away her family fortune, Matilda Lee retained an attorney to put her remaining assets into a trust for their two children to prevent Henry from squandering what money was left. After Matilda's sudden death which devastated Henry, the 37-year-old widower married 20-year-old Ann Hill Carter in 1793. Her father disapproved of his new spendthrift son-in-law.


  The Carters were one of Virginia's wealthiest families and had owned the sprawling Shirley Plantation since 1610. Ann Carter Lee bore her husband a brace of children, the last of which came January 19, 1807: Robert Edward Lee, named for Ann's two brothers. But neither children nor "marrying up" for the second time could change Light Horse Harry. In April 1809, he went to prison for one year for failure to pay his debts.


  Henry Lee was not above passing a bad check to George Washington. In 1806, he sold a parcel of Kentucky land to his own brother although Henry had already sold it to someone else. Henry's brother was sued over the land fraud.


  When young Robert was six years old in 1813, his floundering father fled the country. The children never saw his face again. Light Horse Harry died on the voyage home in March 1818. His body returned no further than Cumberland Island, Georgia, where his old friend from the Revolution, General Nathanael Greene, provided a corner of the family cemetery plot for Henry Lee's destitute remains.


  Despite Light Horse Harry's weaknesses for rich women and financial speculation, the Lee name remained an honorable part of civilian service. Robert E. Lee's uncle Charles Lee served President Washington as attorney general.


  But there were other Lee men whose stock Robert Lee shared with mortification. General Lee's worn face became hard when his sleepy mind wandered to his half-brother, Henry Lee, Jr., the son of Light Horse Harry and Matilda Lee. If the elder Henry Lee managed to violate most of Southern manhood's sense of worth, then his son and namesake desecrated all the rest. Robert E. Lee looked down glumly at his raw fingers on the cold tin cup.


  Henry Lee's son earned the nickname "Dark Horse Harry" for his 1820 indiscretion which tainted the Lee name for a generation. When young Robert Lee was 13 years old, half-brother Henry, Jr., bedded his wife's 19-year-old sister, Elizabeth. The tryst produced a child dead at birth. The scandal went public ten years later when President Andrew Jackson repaid his Virginia political debts by naming Dark Horse Harry United States emissary to Morocco. After a public airing of the story, the United States Senate defeated the nomination and a disgraced Dark Horse Harry left the country. In 1839, he died in France.


  Only in his black-eyed mother, Anne Carter Lee, did Robert Lee find abiding love, integrity absolute, and the peaceful memories of childhood which would warm him on a lifetime of battlefields. A tight smile illuminated General Lee's face in the rickety train to Richmond. Even with his manly vigor sapped by war and by three heart seizures in two years, Robert Lee knew that all he was or hoped to be he owed to this long-gone and frail woman.


  General Lee had adored his mother and she him. Always sickly, her great heart broke when young Robert went off to West Point in 1825 at age 18. He returned from the United States Military Academy after his 1829 graduation in time to repay her fidelity at her bedside. Anne Carter Lee refused to die until her Robert could be at her side. Family legend recalled that during her last weeks, she would turn the dark eyes in her thin, pale face toward the closed door whenever Robert had to leave her room. And she watched the door until it was filled again with her handsome broad-shouldered son of 22 .


  Anne Carter Lee looked at his face when she closed her eyes for the last time on July 10, 1829.


  Swaying with the movement of the train, General Lee blinked up at the bearded face of A.P. Hill who stood silently beside his general's wooden bench.


  Hill's grandfather, Henry Hill, 48 years dead by 1863, had been a soldier in the Revolution who served in Light Horse Harry's command. A.P. Hill was a seventh generation Virginian and perhaps even a direct descendant of King Henry II. At 38, A.P. Hill now commanded III Corps in General Lee's army. When he had made major general in May 1862, he was the youngest division commander in the Army of Northern Virginia and his division was the largest in the South. So impressive was his reckless bravery on the battlefield that he had advanced from colonel to major general in exactly ninety days.


  The frail lieutenant general of III Corps sat down in the wooden seat which faced the commanding general.


  "It will do you good, General, to see your children in Richmond," Hill smiled warmly.


  "My heart aches to be with them," General Lee nodded with a weak smile.


  "Yes, General. I am also anxious to see my family in Richmond."


  General Lee thought of his children. He and Mary Custis Lee during their 32 years of married life had borne seven children. Sons William Fitzhugh (called "Rooney" or Fitzhugh), age 29, George Washington Custis ("Custis"), 21, and Robert, Jr., 20, all wore the gray. Unmarried daughters Mary, 28, Agnes, 22, and little Mildred, 17, were all waiting with Mrs. Lee in Richmond. Daughter Annie was one year dead; she would have been 24 now.


  Staring out the window at the dismal landscape of wintertime Virginia, General Lee smiled when he thought of his eldest son Rooney. Perhaps General Lee loved Rooney most of his three sons only because he had to love Rooney the hardest. Almost from birth, Rooney was troublesome. Adventuresome and fearless, an eight-year-old Rooney managed to whack off two fingertips when the Lee family was stationed at Fort Hamilton in New York City's harbor. Before and since, the brawny child, who became a brawny youth, tried his father's patience sorely—not least of all when he had dropped out of Harvard College ten years ago to join the Army.


  Now the problem son of General Lee lay gravely wounded in a Federal prison hospital, a prisoner of war. After falling wounded at the Battle of Brandy Station in June, just before Gettysburg, the invalid Rooney was carried bodily from his farm at Hickory Hill by Union cavalrymen. His crippled mother and his hysterical wife, Charlotte, had watched in horror as Rooney was hauled with his bloodied mattress into a wagon. Only one month before this frigid train ride to Richmond, Rooney had been transferred to the prison camp at Fort Monroe, Virginia, and then to Fort Lafayette. There was always the chance that Rooney Lee would be transferred again to the prison camp for Rebel officers on Johnson's Island in Lake Erie.


  As Lee and Hill looked out the filthy window, General Lee's exhausted mind wandered to other family sorrows which lay so heavily upon the heart still sore from three coronary attacks since spring.


  The commanding general thought of his daughter Annie. "My Sweet Annie" was the only name he had ever used for her. When Annie was two years old, she had nearly put an eye out with a scissors. She was self-conscious about her scared face after that and refused all her short life to allow her photograph to be taken. Because she always felt ugly around her attractive sisters, General Lee had lavished special affection upon her.


  A year ago October, Annie suddenly took sick. Wasted from either typhoid fever or diphtheria, she had died at Jones Springs, North Carolina, on October 20, 1862, one month after the terrible battle beside Antietam Creek, Maryland.


  On July 5, 1862, one year to the day before General Lee gave the order to retreat from Gettysburg, Rooney and his fragile wife, Charlotte, buried their first child dead from pneumonia in Richmond. The two-year-old infant was General Lee's first grandchild— Robert E. Lee III. Five months later, Rooney and Charlotte buried their month-old daughter, Annie, next to their son. Charlotte never recovered from her grief at losing two children within months of each other and from her terror at seeing Rooney dragged on his own bed to prison.


  General Lee turned his anguished face toward A.P. Hill who rocked with the train in the wooden seat.


  "It has been a wearisome year, General," Hill said with gentleness in his voice. Like his general, A.P. Hill took great care of his men and they loved him for it. A voice of compassion was not at all out of place on the green-eyed warrior from Culpepper, Virginia.


  "Yes, General," Lee sighed. "I was thinking of the burdens that my poor wife has had to bear alone during the last two years." He faced the moist window. "She buried our granddaughter a year ago this week."


  A.P. Hill lowered his head as his own family grief rushed over him.


  "You know, General, that I can understand the loss of a child—or a grandchild." One year ago, Hill's wife buried their two-year-old daughter Henrietta who had died from diphtheria one week before the Battle of Fredericksburg.


  General Lee spoke so softly about his dead granddaughter that Hill had to lean forward to catch his words over the rattle of the train.


  "I have grieved over the death of that little child of so many hopes and so much affection and in whose life so much of the future was centered." Lee's subdued voice cracked and his sore chest heaved. "But God's will be done. It is a bright angel in heaven, free from the pains and sorrows of this world."


  Hill could say nothing.


  "You gentlemen are a happy lot!" a stocky man smiled broadly in the narrow car's aisle. Generals Lee and Hill looked up at the massive, black beard and smiling blue-gray eyes of Major General Jeb Stuart. James Ewell Brown Stuart looked much older than his 30 years. Two years in the saddle at the head of General Lee's cavalry had aged his face.


  With a genuine smile, General Lee nodded for Major General Stuart to share General Hill's wooden bench. Hill scooted toward the window to make room.


  Jeb Stuart had been most uncomfortable at the summons to join the army's high command in Richmond. He still stung from his dreadful performance at Gettysburg—the only time he had earned General Lee's censure. General Lee never publicly reprimanded anyone, least of all anyone as generally reliable and courageous as Stuart. But Jeb understood the message during the recent September reorganization of the cavalry service when the cavalry was made a two-division corps with Stuart nominated as corps commander.


  By law, all corps were led by lieutenant generals. But when his promotion came down for corps command, he remained a major general—a typical Lee rebuke without a single word of recrimination. If Jeb Stuart of the dashing blade and plumed hat felt any twinge of acrimony toward his chief, it evaporated in his genuine affection for Lee. When General Lee was superintendent of West Point ten years earlier, Jeb was one of his favorite cadets and a favorite of all the Lee household. (He graduated 13th in the Class of '54.) He sat down beside Hill opposite General Lee.


  "I am afraid we are not as cheerful a company as we would prefer, General Stuart," Lee smiled warmly. "We seem to have gotten sidetracked remembering the losses of our poor families at home without us."


  Jeb Stuart's ruddy face darkened. His mind went back eleven months to the death of his first child, five-year-old Flora, named for Mrs. Stuart. The child died November 3, 1862, within one month of Annie Lee's death and the death of little "Netty" Hill.


  The cavalryman sniffed and blinked at General Lee. "You lost your daughter when I lost my precious Flora."


  General Lee nodded toward the steamed window.


  "I have always counted," the commanding general sighed, "if God should spare me a few days after this civil war was ended, that I should have her with me. But year after year," General Lee was whispering now, "my hopes go out and I must be resigned."


  "Ah, yes, General," Hill had to break the somber tension. "But the living endure as do our children old and new....My little Lucy waits for us in Richmond."


  General Lee smiled. He knew that Hill's five-week-old daughter Lucy Lee Hill had been named for himself and for Hill's sister, Lucy, whom A.P. cherished as his beloved "Lute."


  On the train to Richmond, only Lieutenant Generals James Longstreet and Richard Ewell were needed to complete the general staff of Lee's army. The one-legged "Baldy" Ewell was ordered to oversee the army during Lee's absence. Old Pete Longstreet would be arriving in Richmond in a day or two. Having spent the last several months with his I Corps detached in Tennessee, Longstreet had already departed Knoxville for the Confederate capital.


  General Lee missed having Old Pete's solid presence. Although sometimes slow to deploy his divisions when his heart was not quite committed to an elaborate field maneuver, Longstreet was as dependable as comfortable shoes once he engaged the enemy. General Lee regarded James Longstreet as a friend. "My Old Warhorse" Lee had called Longstreet at Sharpsburg. Longstreet could also understand the father's grief which wounded Lee's sore heart. The January 1862 epidemic of scarlet fever which ravaged Richmond had killed three Longstreet children in a matter of days.


  Jeb Stuart felt a little uncomfortable intruding into Lee and Hill's private moment. The object of every Southern girl's fondest dreams, Stuart did better in noise than he did in quietude. Jeb was a strange combination. He raised flirting with the ladies to a high art form, yet to his devoted wife he was faithful and loving. In camp, no day was complete until his personal banjo player, Sam Sweeney, had entertained the cavalry's mess. But Stuart never drank nor smoked. He had foresworn strong drink as a teenager for his mother.


  Like Lee and A.P. Hill, Jeb Stuart was a Virginian and professional soldier. Stuart was the seventh child of Archibald Stuart who had represented Patrick County, Virginia, in the state senate and the United States House of Representatives during 1837-1839.


  General Lee looked at Stuart, whose burly face made Hill appear even more diminutive than he was, and the commanding general had to smile. Jeb and Lee had soldiered together before this war. When Lieutenant Colonel Lee of the U. S. Army crushed John Brown's raid at Harper's Ferry in 1859, Lieutenant Stuart led the charge against Brown's armory hideout. When Virginia left the dividing Union on April 17, 1861, Stuart resigned his Old Army commission by May 3rd.


  "You will be home soon, General," Lee said to Stuart. The familiar countryside outside was the outskirts of Richmond. He knew that Stuart had family in the capital.


  "Yes," Stuart smiled. "Flora will be waiting at her sister's."


  Lee nodded. "I know that Mrs. Lee also looks forward to seeing you. She remembers you fondly from your West Point years."


  "Mrs. Lee was like a mother to me," Stuart smiled.


  The train rumbled around the bend where the rail bed joined the Deep Run Turnpike entering Richmond from the west. On the north side of the pike, the railroad followed Broad Street into the center of town.


  Freezing rain on the window took General Lee back to a kinder time. It had rained violently on the day of his June 1831 marriage to Mary Custis. One of his wedding party's groomsmen was young Joe Johnston. When General Joe Johnston was gravely wounded in May 1862, command of the army protecting Richmond fell upon Robert Lee. Like all the Lee men, Lee had married up, not just to wealth but into the family of the hero of his life, George Washington.


  Lee and Mary Custis had played together as children and each had married a life-long friend on that long-ago June 30th. Mary's father was George Washington Parke Custis, the grandson of Martha Washington, the second wife of General Washington. Parke Custis always regarded himself as George Washington's stepson.


  Mary Custis Lee had abandoned her pampered life as the "Child of Arlington" for the far
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The sun’s low down the sky, Lorena.
The fros gleams where the flowers have been
But the heart throbs on as warmly now

As when the summer days were nigh.
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