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			Epigraph

			“I have just received your note, informing me that you were wounded. I cannot express my regret at the occurrence. Could I have directed events, I should have chosen, for the good of the country, to have been disabled in your stead. I congratulate you on the victory which is due to your skill and energy.”

			

			Lee to Jackson at Chancellorsville

			
		

	
		
			

			To the Reader

			This work has been written under disadvantages which entitle it to the liberal criticism of the reader. It was undertaken without thought of the probable activity of the summer campaign, and has been composed in bivouac—by the roadside—immediately before and after engagements—amid scenes and under circumstances which have rendered deliberate writing impossible. This, and my inability to correct the proof-sheets, should excuse the errors of the work.

			All that I claim for the narrative is truth. This I think it possesses, and the merit is not trifling. Beyond its value as an accurate statement of events, derived in the main from official documents, I claim nothing for it—style least of all.

			A religious paper has made an incredibly violent and insulting attack upon the work and the author, while the former was in press and the latter absent in the field.

			To this attack I have no abusive epithets to utter in reply. The good people of the South shall judge between us.

			Some of the material of this sketch is original; but the matter illustrating the official reports has been chiefly drawn from contemporary publications. A considerable number of these slips, some of them very interesting and curious, were unfortunately captured by the enemy about a month since. No MS. was lost, however; and the prediction of friends, that the work would probably be first published in New York, was not verified.

			Constant movements, great events, and duties which could not be neglected, have made this book unequal to the great subject of which it treats. But the intention of the writer in composing it was an honorable and worthy one, as all who know him, he feels confident, will believe.

			

			CAMP ——, July 21, 1863

			
		

	
		
			

			Introductory

			“Jackson is dead!”

			Seldom have words penetrated more deeply to the heart of a great nation. The people of the Confederate states had begun to regard this immortal leader as above the reach of fate. He had passed unhurt through such desperate contests; his calm eyes had surveyed so many hard-fought battlefields, from the commencement of the combats to their termination, that a general conviction of the hero’s invulnerability had impressed every heart—no one could feel that the light in those eyes of the great soldier would ever be quenched. But that Providence which decrees all things wisely at last sent the fatal bullet: and the South is called upon to mourn the untimely death of one who seemed to his countrymen the chosen standard-bearer of liberty. After the Battle of Chancellorsville, and while the wound of the famous soldier attracted to him the warmest sympathy and drew forth the earnest prayers of many thousands for his recovery, the journals of the land contained many notices of his services and genius, and his death was alluded to as a calamity too frightful to be contemplated. Well has one of these journals in speaking of Lee and Jackson said: 

			
			
“It is an honor to breathe the air they breathe. Together, they make up a measure of glory which no nation under Heaven ever surpassed. Other great leaders we have, to whom unstinted praise is due and everywhere gladly accorded; but the rays of their fame converge and accumulate but to add to the dazzling splendor that illuminates the names of Lee and Jackson.

			“The central figure of this war is, beyond all question, that of Robert E. Lee. His, the calm, broad military intellect that reduced the chaos after Donelson to form and order. But Jackson is the motive power that executes, with the rapidity of lightning, all that Lee can plan. Lee is the exponent of Southern power of command; Jackson, the expression of its faith in God and in itself, its terrible energy, its enthusiasm and daring, its unconquerable will, its contempt of danger and fatigue, its capacity to smite, as with bolts of thunder, the cowardly and cruel foe that would trample under foot its liberty and its religion.

			“Jackson is no accidental manifestation of the powers of faith and courage. He came not by chance in this day and to this generation. He was born for a purpose. In this conviction, he rests serenely, awaiting the healing of his wounds; willing once more to hear the wild cheers of his men as he rides to the front; or, if that be denied him, content to retire from the field, a maimed, humble, simple Christian man. Civil honor, were it the highest in the gift of the country, could not add one cubit to the stature of his glory.

			“Even should he die, his fiery and unquailing spirit would survive in his men. He has infused into them that which cannot die. The leader who succeeds him, be he whom he may, will be impelled, as by a supernatural impulse, to emulate his matchless deeds. Jackson’s men will demand to be led in ‘Stonewall Jackson’s way.’ The leader who will not or cannot comply with that demand, must drop the baton quickly. Jackson’s corps will be led forever by the memory of its great chieftain.”

			
			Alas! the termination of his wound was fatal. The great soul has passed away from us: and we are left without his sagacious counsels, his splendid powers of execution; his unerring judgment, and that intuitive genius for war which made him, in his sphere, the first of living leaders, and ranked him with the greatest who have lived in all tide of time.

			It is the life of this famous general that we now propose to write—a popular and unstudied record of his career—for the satisfaction of that honorable curiosity which his countrymen feel in relation to his services. Those services need no record indeed: for they are graven in imperishable characters on the tablets of every heart. But some portions of this great career may have been obscured amid the smoke and dust of these hot days of battle: and the object of these pages is to review them succinctly and furnish some personal details of the hero’s character.

			
		

	
		
			

			Chapter I

			Birth, Parentage, and Early Services in Mexico

			Thomas Jonathan Jackson was born January 21, 1824, in Clarksburg, Harrison County, Virginia. His great grandfather, an Englishman by birth, emigrated to the western portion of Virginia; and Edward Jackson, grandfather of the General, was surveyor of Lewis County for a long time, representing it in the Legislature. His son, Jonathan Jackson, father of the General, moved to Clarksburg, where he studied and commenced the practice of law with his cousin, Judge John G. Jackson, acquiring considerable reputation, and marrying Miss Neal, a daughter of Thomas Neal, of Wood County. He, however, became embarrassed in his circumstances by going security for friends, and all his property was eventually swept away. When he died, in 1827, his children were left penniless. These children were four in number—two sons and two daughters—Thomas, the subject of this sketch, being the youngest, and at the time but three years old.

			The child was thus left upon the very threshold of life to learn the hard lesson of poverty. But this lesson, thus early learned, bore ample fruits in a soil so rich and auspicious to the finer growth of the human soul. The young man was taught from the very commencement of his earthly career to make up by honest toil for the neglect of fortune, and instead of frittering away his time and faculties in the haunts of pleasure or the frivolous pursuits of youths generally, to turn his attention to the more ennobling aims of life, and fit himself for that career in which he was to secure his great fame.

			Soon after the death of his parents he was taken to the home of an uncle in Lewis County, and remained at this place—the family homestead of the Jacksons, in which his father had been born—until he reached the age of seventeen. Here he labored on the farm in summer and went to school three months in the winter, gaining the rudiments of a plain English education—what he acquired subsequently was due to his stay at West Point, and his ultimate studies at the Virginia Military Institute. His habits of life, even at this early age, are said to have been grave and serious—his discharge of every duty conscientious and complete. He assisted his uncle in the management of the farm; and soon secured among the residents of the county a high character for industry, intelligence, and probity. His orphan condition excited great sympathy among the neighbors, who knew and respected the good character of the Jackson family; and every assistance was rendered him in his struggle to carve out his own pathway in life, and secure an honorable independence. A proof of this friendly sympathy is contained in the fact that at the age of sixteen, he was elected constable of the county of Lewis, the duties of which office he discharged with intelligence and credit.

			The inclinations of the young man seem, however, to have pointed early towards arms as a profession. Some hereditary instinct of his family for war probably developed itself in the grave and serious youth—but to those who believe as we do that a mightier hand than man’s shapes all human events, this early inclination will appear to have been the means of fitting him for the grand part he was eventually to have in the assertion of Southern liberties. It is certain that young Jackson found himself impelled toward a military career, and at the age of seventeen he set out for Washington on foot, to secure, if possible, an appointment as cadet at West Point. This he was enabled to do through the instrumentality of some political friends, and he entered upon his studies there in 1842.

			In July 1846, at the age of twenty-two, he graduated with distinction, was brevetted 2nd lieutenant, and immediately ordered to report for duty in Mexico, under General Taylor. He served under that commander until General Scott took the field, when he was transferred to the command of the latter. His military career was distinguished, and his promotion rapid. In August 1847, he was made 1st lieutenant in Magruder’s Battery; brevetted captain “for gallant and meritorious conduct in battles of Contreras and Churubusco,” August 20, 1847 (Aug. 1848), and brevetted major “for gallant and meritorious conduct in Battle of Chapultepec,” September 13, 1847 (March 1849). No other officer had so distinguished himself and risen so rapidly as the young Virginian. The unknown youth had, in this brief space of time, attracted the attention of his generals, and become one of the most promising young officers of the army.

			The climate of the country had, however, told powerfully upon a frame at no time very robust. His health became so impaired that he was unable to discharge his duties—and, with the high sense of honor which marked his character, he, on the conclusion of peace, resigned his commission. (Feb. 29, 1852.) Returning to Virginia, he obtained a Professorship in the Virginia Military Institute, and continued in the performance of the important duties of this position until the breaking out of the present war. Soon after entering upon his duties at the Military Institute, he married Miss Junkin, daughter of the Rev. Dr. Junkin, principal of the Washington College. This lady and her children died, and he was afterwards married to Miss Morrison, of North Carolina—his only living child, a daughter, but recently born, being the sole issue of this marriage.

			Few records of the brief career of the young soldier in Mexico remain, tending to throw any light upon his personal character—that unique individuality which has since attracted to him the eyes of the whole world. The brief official recognition of his “gallant and meritorious conduct” remains; but beyond this we find little. His profound religious sentiments, it is however known, were at this time fully developed. He did not, like many other Christians, confine himself to barren faith, but actively exerted himself in the cause of God. He restrained all profanity in his camp, welcomed army colporteurs, distributed tracts, and endeavored to have every regiment in the army supplied with a chaplain. “He was vulgarly sneered at,” it is said, “as a fatalist; his habits of soliloquy were derided as superstitious conversations with a familiar spirit; but the confidence he had in his destiny was the unfailing mark of genius, and adorned the Christian faith which made him believe that he had a distinct mission of duty, in which he should be spared for the ends of Providence.” It would seem, indeed, that even at this early period of his life, he had fully embraced that doctrine of predestination which undoubtedly marked his character very strongly in latter years. No intelligent person has ever attributed to him the vulgar and shocking sentiment of “fatalism”—but it seems certain that from an early period in his career, he espoused the Presbyterian doctrine of Providential supervision and direction of human affairs, to the fullest extent; and had but one feeling, which may be accurately summed up and expressed in the words, “Do your duty, and leave the rest to God.”

			It is said that while in Mexico, a battery of the enemy was pouring a storm of shot and shell down a road, along which he wished his men to advance. They remained under cover, out of the fire, shaken in nerve and fearing to venture forth. This was excessively distasteful and mortifying to their young commander, and leaving them, he advanced to the road, and calmly walked up and down among the plunging shot and shell, calling out coolly, “Come on—this is nothing—you see they can’t hurt me!”

			It will thus be seen that, either from native courage or that sentiment of predestination alluded to, young Jackson had already acquired the dauntless nerve and coolness which afterwards rendered him so famous.

			The penetrating eyes of Napoleon, had he seen that youth, calmly walking amid the heavy fire of the enemy’s artillery, and declaring coolly that it “could not hurt him,” would have discerned much in his face—would have understood that this young man would “go far.”

			
		

	
		
			

			Chapter II

			Professor at the Virginia Military Institute—Appointed Colonel in the Virginia Line

			Jackson remained at the Military Institute in discharge of his duties until the spring of 1861. Then the time for the full display of the great faculties of his soul came. Peace might have left forever hidden the profound and splendid genius of the man, but the bloody flower of war was about to burst into bloom, and the quiet, “eccentric” professor was to shape and mould the great events of a mighty period in the history of the world. Cromwell might have remained a brewer—Jackson an unknown professor; but for both of these iron souls Providence had decreed and shaped their work.

			The year 1861 opened, big with portents. The air seemed to be filled with that mysterious electricity which preludes revolution and battle. Great events were on the march, and the minds of men were aroused and excited; all hearts beat fast with the ardor of the time. In January the Star of the West was fired upon in Charleston harbor, and Mississippi followed South Carolina, seceding from the Union. Florida, Alabama, Georgia, Louisiana followed in the same month, and military movements began at many points. Early in February Jefferson Davis was elected president of the Confederate states; and on the fourth of March Abraham Lincoln was inaugurated president of the United States. State after state seceded; a permanent constitution of the Confederate states was adopted March 11, and on April 13th Fort Sumter surrendered to General Beauregard. From that moment the issue was clearly joined, and all intelligent minds perceived that it meant civil war. The Confederate states accepted it—marshalled their forces—organized for the general defence—and entered upon the great struggle with grave and serious hearts, but profound reliance on that God of Hosts who gives not the battle to the strong or the race to the swift, but upholds the righteous cause against all assailants, working its deliverance.

			Up to the 17th April the galaxy of the Confederate states wanted one of its brightest luminaries. The Southern cross was yet without the central light which was to complete its glories. Virginia, the soul of revolution in the past—the proud, defiant, chivalric sovereignty which had been hitherto the first to throw down the gauntlet of resistance to oppression—Virginia, the mother of warriors and statesmen, remained inactive, lagging in the rear. Someday the causes of this phenomenon will be investigated, the actors in that drama delineated, and “every one shall have his own.” Certain it is that the beautiful virgin of the Virginia shield hesitated long to lift the spear in defence of her chastity, and it was not until a brutal and insolent foe came in direct contact with her pure person that she woke to the danger, and raised her arm.

			The Ordinance of Secession was passed on the 17th April, and the Virginia Convention took immediate steps to operate against the enemy in the Valley. It was a matter of primary importance to drive the Federal forces from Harper’s Ferry, and secure the stores there, and this was promptly undertaken. We had only a few volunteer troops to move with against the U. S. regulars; but Virginia had a well-grounded confidence in the courage of her population, and the event of the movement was looked to with confidence.

			With this month of April 1861, again appears upon the scene the young soldier who had so greatly distinguished himself in Mexico, and since that time had been so quietly pursuing the beaten path of his duties at the Virginia Military Institute. Jackson was now thirty-seven years of age. He was scarcely known beyond the walls of the Institute in which he continued to perform his official duties with military regularity, and if the outer world heard of him at all, it was only through jests or witticisms directed against his peculiarities of character and demeanor by some of the students who, with the love of fun proverbial in their class, had much to say of the eccentricities and odd ways of “Old Tom Jackson.” The universal tendency to caricature the peculiarities of a man of original genius is well known—to make fun of those very great traits which separate such men from the commonplace mass of human beings—and Jackson received more than a fair share of this undesirable attention on the part of his students. He was a martinet in the performance of his duties—administered things in his department “on a war footing,” and no doubt caused the volatile young men whom he taught, to regard him as a most unreasonable and exacting stickler for useless military etiquette and ceremony. But he was conscientious in this extreme attention to little things, and he was clearly right. The Institute was a military school—its chief value consisted in the habits of military obedience which it impressed upon the ductile characters of the youth of the Commonwealth—and Jackson no doubt regarded any relaxation of the rules of the establishment as tending directly to strike at the intentions of its founders, and destroy its usefulness. We have heard that he once continued to wear a thick woollen uniform late into the summer, and when asked by one of the professors why he did so, replied that he had seen an order prescribing that dress, but none had been exhibited to him directing it to be changed. This was the source of some amusement to the young gentlemen who had no idea of military “orders” and the implicit obedience which a good soldier considers it his bounden duty to pay to them. But was not Jackson right? Let the thousands who, in this bitter and arduous struggle, have been taught by hard experience the necessity of strict, unquestioning compliance with all orders, to the very letter, reply to the question.

			Jackson thus remained a soldier as before—as strict in the performance of duty, and as exacting in regard to others, as if he was still in the field. It is certain, too, that his religious convictions had become strengthened and established as the controlling influence of his life. He had long since become a devout member of the Presbyterian Church, and was a most devoted and exemplary Christian—looking to God, and “lifting up hands of prayer” for guidance in all things from the supreme ruler of the universe. We shall have occasion, subsequently, to speak more particularly of this humble and devoted piety—of the profound submission of this great man’s heart to the will of his Maker. Never has that unwavering trust deserted him, in the gloomiest scenes of the war; and in his last moments he said calmly that he had no repinings or regrets for the loss of his arm; it was God’s will, and whether his life was spared or not, he submitted himself with humility and entire confidence to the mercy of his Redeemer.

			Such was the man to whom the authorities of Virginia looked when war threatened her frontier and a stout-hearted leader was required to drive back the enemy. Governor Letchef will live forever in history as the official who conferred the first military commission in the Southern army on Jackson. He appointed him colonel, the Virginia Convention unanimously approved the appointment, and Jackson speedily proceeded to Harper’s Ferry, and took command of the small “Army of Observation” there on the third of May, 1861. Upon the approach of this force, Lieutenant Jones, commanding the Federal forces, attempted the destruction of the armory and government works, and evacuated the place, which was immediately occupied by the Virginia troops.

			
		

	
		
			

			Chapter III

			Engagement at Falling Waters

			Jackson remained in command of the forces in the Valley until May 23rd, when General Joseph E. Johnston, formerly quartermaster general U. S. Army, and an officer of tried experience and courage, arrived and took command. The force which Jackson thus surrendered the command of to General Johnston consisted of nine regiments and two battalions of infantry, four companies of artillery, with sixteen pieces without caissons, harness, or horses, and about three hundred cavalry. All were undisciplined, several regiments without accoutrements, and the supply of ammunition was entirely inadequate for active operations.

			But the character of the men who commanded this volunteer force was a sure guaranty that all defects would speedily be remedied. Johnston was a thorough soldier, and had his whole heart in the cause; Stuart, who commanded the cavalry, was characterized by untiring energy, clear judgment, and extraordinary powers of moulding and infusing his own brave spirit into the hearts of his men; and Pendleton, who was in charge of the artillery, was an excellent officer, with a complete knowledge of military matters, derived from his early education at West Point. The deficiency in harness for the artillery was readily supplied by the use of ropes and farm gearing; the cavalry were taught that more depended upon stout hearts, strong arms and the élan of the true cavalier, than on the number or excellence of weapons; and into the ardent youths of the infantry was infused the stern courage, the unyielding fortitude, the daring, the obstinacy, the unshrinking nerve of Jackson. With Stuart in command of his cavalry, Pendleton in charge of the artillery, and Jackson to lead his infantry force, General Johnston had an auspicious augury of the splendid results which, in spite of its small numbers, the army would surely achieve. Jackson had already begun to mould his troops into that impenetrable phalanx which stood stern and unbroken afterwards, amid scenes of the most frightful carnage, and whose battle flag, pierced with balls and torn with shell, has never yet gone down before the foe. There, in the Valley, he organized and gave its character to that brigade which afterwards took his own name of “Stonewall,” and, as the “Stonewall Brigade,” is known now and admired for its unshrinking courage and unsurpassed efficiency throughout the civilized world.

			The pause in the storm did not last very long. Early in June General Johnston was advised of the advance of Patterson with a heavy force, and he made arrangements immediately for the evacuation of Harper’s Ferry. A glance at the map, and a very slight knowledge of the ground, will exhibit the necessity of this movement. Harper’s Ferry is untenable by any force not strong enough to take the field against an invading army and hold both sides of the Potomac. It is in a triangle; its only strong position, in the rear of the town, being exposed to enfilade and reverse fires from the Maryland Heights; and the place is liable to be flanked with ease by an enemy, crossing at Williamsport or other point above—Leesburg or other point below. General Johnston had information from “the indefatigable Stuart,” as he styles him, who observed the whole river front with his cavalry, from Point of Rocks to beyond Williamsport, that Patterson was within a few hours’ march of the Potomac, and McClellan supposed to be advancing from Western Virginia to form a junction with him at Romney; and, in consequence of this intelligence, he wisely determined to evacuate a position which it “perfectly suited the enemy’s views” to have him occupy, and retire to Winchester, his true base of operations, where all the great highways converged. Thence he could oppose McClellan advancing from Romney, and Patterson from Martinsburg—had the Valley to fall back along if necessary—but, better than all, the way was open to Beauregard, who might need his assistance at Manassas. The new field of operations was chosen with the eye of the true soldier—from a veritable trap General Johnston emerged into an open field, where he could advance or retire at will, free as a ranger of the prairie, to strike, or stand on the defensive; and this new position he hastened to occupy. Colonel, now Major General, A. P. Hill was dispatched with two regiments via Winchester towards Romney; and Johnston, after sending off all the heavy baggage and public property, destroyed the bridges over the Potomac, and fell back towards Winchester. A flank movement from Charlestown towards Bunker’s Hill, a small town on the Martinsburg turnpike, frightened General Patterson greatly. That commander retreated, and General Johnston marched to Winchester. He had scarcely arrived, when information reached him that Patterson was again advancing, and Jackson, with his brigade, was sent to the neighborhood of Martinsburg, to support Stuart’s cavalry. Jackson’s orders were to destroy such of the rolling stock of the Baltimore and Ohio Railroad as could not be brought off, but, if the enemy appeared, to retire before him to Winchester.

			The two men who have since attracted so many eyes to their great deeds, and whose friendship remained close and warm to the moment when one of them passed away, were now thrown together in front of the Federal army—Stuart with his cavalry, and Jackson with his infantry!—a dangerous combination, whatever the force of the enemy; and so, indeed, it proved. Stuart, living in the saddle, and watching the enemy with lynx-eyed vigilance, suffered no movement of Patterson’s to escape him, and, on one occasion, surprised a whole company, who were so much startled and alarmed by the officer’s stentorian command to “Throw down their arms!” that the men, too, fell on their faces. Finding the enemy advancing in heavy force, Jackson, in obedience to orders, fell back before him. It has never been the habit of General Jackson, however, to omit any opportunity of striking a blow at the enemy. Whether in advancing or retiring, one of his cardinal maxims has been to inflict all the injury possible upon his foe; and this practice he inaugurated at Falling Waters. At that point he turned upon the heavy column of Patterson, posted the 5th Virginia and Pendleton’s Battery in a skilfully selected position, and engaged the advanced force of the Federal army in an obstinately contested fight. The artillery was handled admirably, under the direct supervision of Jackson, and the 5th Virginia fought like veterans. The ground was held stubbornly, heavy loss inflicted on the enemy, and the Federals held completely in check. It was only when he was about to be outflanked that Jackson slowly retired, bringing off forty-five prisoners, and scarcely losing a man.

			The engagement at Falling Waters was the first which took place between the two armies, and the augury of future success was auspicious. Jackson had retired in a way peculiar to himself, had felt the enemy with a roughness which gave them little desire for a repetition of the ceremony, and his men saw that in their silent leader they had to do with a thorough soldier, whose nerve and judgment were equally admirable, and in whose hands the force would be fought with consummate courage and skill. Jackson was always Jackson—in small things as in great—in the skirmish as in the great battle—and the same eagle eye which chose the ground at Kernstown, Port Republic, and Groveton, ran along the thin line and saw that all was right at Falling Waters.

			
		

	
		
			

			Chapter IV

			Battle of Manassas

			But we linger too long amid these early scenes of the great soldier’s career. Mightier events were on the march, and the Federal government was marshalling its huge masses to hurl them upon the main body of the “rebels” at Manassas. Here Jackson was to display in their fullest extent those heroic qualities of stubborn courage and dauntless resolution which characterized him; to win the name of “Stonewall” which will cling to him forever; and to arouse that enthusiasm which in the latter months of his life rendered him the idol of the popular heart. He continued to march and countermarch in front of Patterson, whom Johnston was never in a condition to attack—the Federal force amounting to about eighty-two thousand; until, on the eighteenth of July, a dispatch reached Winchester, announcing that the Northern army was advancing on Manassas. General Johnston was directed, if practicable, to send his sick back to Culpepper Courthouse, and go to Beauregard’s assistance.

			The good judgment shown by General Johnston in his evacuation of Harper’s Ferry now became apparent. The road to Manassas was open, and he speedily took steps to reinforce the army of the Potomac. To be able to do this it was necessary first to defeat Patterson, or to elude him. The latter course was chosen, and entrusting the disposition of the cavalry to Stuart to cover the movement, Johnston left Winchester to be defended by the militia of the region in earthworks, and commenced his march by way of Ashby’s Gap, toward the east. Stuart, posting a cordon of pickets from Smithfield, along by Summit Point and Rippon to the Shenandoah, completely concealed the change of base; and Johnston’s little army wended its way towards Manassas.

			The Valley region will long be alive with the traditions of this great flank movement, and the spirit exhibited by the men. They had so often formed line of battle in front of Patterson, only to retire afterwards without fighting, that the troops nearly broke out in open murmurs against their commander. They did not know that frequently, when his bristling guns threatened the foe with their grim muzzles from every hillock, those guns were without a single round of ammunition; and that no one could be more disappointed at the necessity which existed for retiring than their general. Now, however, when the order for a rapid march came, the troops perceived in the air, so to speak, the long looked-for odor of battle. They snuffed it up eagerly; and went on their way actually dancing for joy, and with deafening cheers. Through Frederick and Clarke, past Millwood, wading the Shenandoah and toiling up the rough pathway at Ashby’s Gap, they went upon their way, without rations, ignorant of their destination, but knowing one thing only, that the moment for action had arrived. On the way a message from Beauregard reached Johnston by an officer who killed his horse to carry it—“If you wish to help me, now is the time.” Johnston hastened on—his troops half famished, but “game” to the last. Stuart drew in his pickets; slowly put his little column in motion to cover the rear, and having passed last through the mountains, pushed on to the front again. At Piedmont the exhausted infantry was placed upon a train of the Manassas Gap Railroad—the cavalry and artillery continuing their march. General Johnston reached Manassas about noon, on the 20th July, preceded by the 7th and 8th Georgia and Jackson’s brigade—the president of the railroad assuring him that the remainder of his force embarked on the cars should arrive during the day.

			The complicated and exciting details of the first great battle of Manassas need not be given in this memoir of one of the actors therein, prominent as he was among the heroic souls who upon that day rolled back the great tide of invasion, pillage, and rapine. General Johnston being the senior in rank, took command of the entire forces, but owing to General Beauregard’s superior knowledge of the ground, approved all his plans, and directed their execution under Beauregard’s command.

			Jackson with his brigade was placed in rear of General Longstreet near Blackburn’s Ford, the scene of the battle of the eighteenth. Let us look at the composition of this force which was on that day to win the name of the “Old Stonewall Brigade,” and niche itself in history forever. It consisted of the 2nd Virginia, Colonel Allen; the 4th Virginia, Colonel James L. Preston; the 5th Virginia, Colonel Harper; the 27th Virginia, Lieutenant Colonel Echols; and the 33rd Virginia, Colonel Cumming. It embraced the flower of the young men of the Valley of Virginia—the best and bravest youths of all the land—and was to show by its decimated ranks, and the entire disappearance finally of every one of its original officers, with what heroic courage it opposed its bosom to every danger. It was 2,611 strong; and was on the morning of the twenty-first posted, as we have said, in rear of Longstreet, behind the skirting of pines near Blackburn’s and Mitchell’s Fords. From this position, however, Jackson was, at seven in the morning, ordered to move more to the left, between Bonham’s left and Cocke’s right, to support either in case the enemy attacked. He remained here until ten or eleven, when he rapidly pushed forward with his brigade to support Bee, Bartow, and Evans, whose commands, exhausted by their desperate contest during the whole forenoon, were mingled and in disorder. Taking position below the brim of the plateau, nearly east of the Henry House, and to the left of the woods occupied by the weary commands above mentioned, Jackson opened with his artillery, with great effect, and held the enemy in check until General Johnston came up, with General Beauregard, and took direct command of the shattered forces, which he led in person to the charge, the colors of the 4th Alabama at his side.

			The presence of Johnston and Beauregard acted upon the forces like a charm. As they galloped up and down the lines, the men cheered wildly and seemed burning to renew the contest. A new line of battle was instantly formed—with Bee and Evans on the right; Jackson in the centre, with four regiments and thirteen pieces of artillery; and on the left, Gartrell, Smith, Falkner, Fisher, and other commanders of regiments or battalions. The force which thus confronted the overwhelming columns of the enemy consisted of about 6,500 infantry and artillerists, and two companies of Stuart’s cavalry. The enemy’s force which now bore hotly and confidently down on the little band of Southerners, was by their own official history of the day, 20,000 infantry, seven companies of regular cavalry and twenty-four pieces of improved artillery, most of it rifled, while ours were nearly all smooth bore. Heavy reinforcements were held in reserve by the Federal commander; and as far as human intelligence could estimate the future, it seemed certain that the thin line of Southerners would be broken and annihilated by the mere weight of their opponents. But one serious element was left out of the calculation. The cause in which the men of the South fought—and the character of those forces, from the highest officer to the humblest private. On one side, the demoniac lust of spoil and rapine—a mad and infamous invasion of a great people’s homes and firesides, with “Booty and Beauty” for the watchword: subjugation the result aimed at by their legions. On the other, a great race fighting in defence of their soil, their families—the very little ones at their knees—for freedom and home and sacred honor. They were led by Johnston, Beauregard, Jackson—those noble types of the mighty Anglo-Saxon race; and with such a cause and such leaders, the little band of Southerners were more than a match for their swarming foes.

			It was now two o’clock in the afternoon. The enemy had full possession of the plateau upon which Robinson’s and the Henry House were situated. It was necessary to drive them from it; and General Beauregard gave the order for the entire right of his line, with the exception of the reserves, to advance. The Southerners rushed forward with wild cheers, and gained the plateau in face of a tremendous fire, Jackson’s brigade piercing the enemy’s centre, with the determined courage of veterans and carrying all before them. They suffered heavily, and the ground was strewn with some of the noblest youths of the South; but the plateau was recovered, and the Federal lines broken and swept back at all points. The splendid courage of the Southerners covered them with glory; but their triumph was short-lived. The enemy threw forward heavy reinforcements—attacked our exhausted lines; and by pure weight of numbers drove the Southerners back, retaking their guns and recovering all the ground which they had lost.

			This was the turning point of the whole contest. If the enemy were left in possession of this vantage ground thus gained the struggle was over, and nothing remained for Beauregard but to withdraw his shattered and defeated columns in the best order possible before their victorious assailants. But such a thought never entered the brain of that great soldier or his comrades. It was “do or die”—victory or death; and the broken lines were again marshalled for a desperate and final struggle. Just as Beauregard had ordered forward his entire line, including all his reserves, and galloping forward, had taken command of them in person, reinforcements pushed forward by Johnston appeared upon the field, and a general attack of the whole force was made all along the line. The fighting which ensued was desperate—terrific. All thought but victory seemed to be discarded by the Southerners, and they charged madly over piles of dead, with a vigor and desperation which no opponents could resist. Jackson was everywhere in the thickest of the fight, cheering on his noble brigade, and holding it steady under the terrific fire which mowed down whole ranks of them and their comrades. A more desperate struggle has perhaps never occurred in the history of the world-than that which took place on that field near Manassas, between the hours of half past two and four o’clock, on the twenty-first of July, 1861—and the occasion was one to try the nerves of the stoutest heart that ever beat. The Southern leaders saw with irrepressible anguish the exhaustion of the troops, the waning fortunes of the day, and the countless reserves which the enemy hurled incessantly upon their thin and weary lines. Among these was the heroic General Bee, in command of the 4th Alabama and some Mississippians who were nearly worn out by the terrible ordeal through which they had passed. Bee rode up and down the lines cheering on the men and beseeching them by all they held dear not to give way, when he met Jackson and said in the bitter despair of his heart, “General, they are beating us back.” The face of the stern silent soldier betrayed no answering emotion. The keen eye glittered for an instant; the lips opened; and in the curt, peculiar tones of the speaker he said: “Sir, we will give them the bayonet.” Bee seemed to gather new inspiration from the words; he galloped back to the remnants of his command, and pointing to Jackson, called out to his men: “There is Jackson standing like a stonewall! Let us determine to die here, and we will conquer! Follow me!”

			The words echoed like a bugle blast in the ears of his brave troops—they rallied; and taking the head of the column, Bee charged the enemy, falling mortally wounded in the front.

			It was just at this time that General Kirby Smith arrived with his fresh troops, which he had disembarked from the cars, and rapidly pushed forward towards the battlefield; and with his batteries he opened a destructive fire upon the enemy’s right and centre. At half past three the Federal forces were driven back on their left and centre, but formed a new and formidable line of battle in the shape of a crescent, from the Carter House across the turnpike to Chinn’s house. They had lost heart, however, in the long and bloody struggle. Their leaders could not bring them up again to the contest. Before the resolute advance of our troops, mainly directed against their right flank and rear, they gave ground, were driven over the narrow plateau into the fields beyond, and the rout became general. Their torn and bleeding columns were pursued by our cavalry which, earlier in the day, under Colonel Stuart, had made a splendid charge upon a regiment of Zouaves, scattering and riding them down; and had this cavalry force been sufficient, but few of the routed forces of the Federals would have escaped to tell the tale of their reverses to the gaping citizens of Washington.

			Thus terminated the hard-fought Battle of Manassas, in which the army of the Shenandoah gained undying laurels. Jackson’s men had fought with that matchless daring which has since made the name of the first brigade immortal; and, though painfully wounded in the hand, their great leader was filled with joy and pride. The country had gained a splendid victory against enormous odds; and although he did not then know it, Jackson had gained a name with which he is forever inseparably identified. When the heroic Bee exclaimed: “There is Jackson standing like a stone wall. Let us determine to die here, and we will conquer,” he unconsciously employed a term which thenceforth clung to Jackson more closely than his baptismal appellation. From that hot day of battle the leader of the men of the Valley was known as “Stonewall Jackson”—his command as the “Stonewall Brigade.” Many are ignorant, and few recall the fact that the great soldier was christened “Thomas Jonathan.” His veritable christening in the popular heart was on that evening of Manassas, when Bee, about to surrender his great soul to his Maker, baptized him, amid blood and fire, “STONEWALL JACKSON.”

			
		

	
		
			

			Chapter V

			Jackson’s Farewell to the Old Brigade

			Such was the part taken by the thenceforward famous leader in the great Battle of Manassas. He had held a subordinate position in the contest, and the force under his command was small; but the masterly handling of his troops, and the obstinate stand which they made, justified Jackson in the statement which he proudly made in taking leave of them soon afterwards: that they had decided the fate of the battle.

			The morning of Jackson’s fame had scarcely dawned, however. He had secured that immortal name which will forever characterize him; but the arena had been too limited for the full display of his splendid faculties, and few suspected the existence of those inexhaustible resources of strategy and daring which lay hid beneath the calm exterior of the silent Virginian. The time was soon to come, however, when these great faculties would blaze out before the eyes of the world, surrounding their possessor with a halo of almost dazzling splendor, and when the deeds of the man, Stonewall Jackson, would ring throughout the civilized world, making his very enemies bear tribute to the matchless genius which struck and overwhelmed them.

			After the Battle of Manassas, Jackson remained with his brigade near Centreville until the early part of October, having during that time made but one movement—in the direction of Fairfax Courthouse, when General Beauregard, by advancing and then falling back, endeavored to draw McClellan out of his earthworks. About the month of September, Jackson, who had been made a brigadier general before he left the Valley, was advanced to the rank of major general, and assigned to the command of the troops in and around Winchester, then threatened by a large Federal army under General Banks. To his great sorrow, the old 1st Brigade, which he had so long commanded, was to stay behind with the main army, and there took place, at the camp of the brigade, near Centreville, on the fourth of October, one of those scenes which irresistibly excite the deepest emotions of the heart, and light up the page of history which records them.

			On that day Jackson took leave of his old “1st Brigade.” The officers and men were drawn up as though in line of battle, and their commander appeared in front, as he had so often appeared before, when about to give the order for a charge upon the enemy. But now, no enthusiasm, no cheers awaited him. All knew for what purpose he came, and the sorrow which filled every heart, betrayed itself in the deep silence which greeted his approach. Not a sound along the line—not a hand raised in greeting—not a murmur, even, going to show that they recognized their beloved captain. The bronzed faces were full of the deepest dejection, and the stern fighters of the old brigade were like children about to be separated from their father.

			Jackson approached, and mastering his emotion by an effort, said, in the short abrupt tones with which all were so familiar:

			
			
“I am not here to make a speech, but simply to say fare well. I first met you at Harper’s Ferry in the commencement of this war, and I cannot take leave of you without giving expression to my admiration of your conduct from that day to this—whether on the march, the bivouac, the tented field, or on the bloody plains of Manassas, where you gained the well-deserved reputation of having decided the fate of the battle. Throughout the broad extent of country over which you have marched, by your respect for the rights and the property of citizens, you have shown that you were soldiers, not only to defend, but able and willing both to defend and protect. You have already gained a brilliant and deservedly high reputation throughout the army of the whole Confederacy, and I trust in the future, by your deeds on the field, and by the assistance of the same kind Providence who has heretofore favored our cause, you will gain more victories, and add additional lustre to the reputation you now enjoy. You have already gained a proud position in the future history of this our second war of independence. I shall look with great anxiety to your future movements, and I trust, whenever I shall hear of the First Brigade on the field of battle, it will be of still nobler deeds achieved, and higher reputation won!”

			
			Having uttered these words, Jackson paused for an instant, and his eye passed slowly along the line, as though he wished thus to bid farewell individually to every old familiar face, so often seen in the heat of battle, and so dear to him. The thoughts which crowded upon him seemed more than he could bear—he could not leave them with such formal words only—and that iron lip, which had never trembled in the hour of deadliest peril, now quivered. Mastered by an uncontrollable impulse, the great soldier rose in his stirrups, threw the reins on the neck of his horse with an emphasis which sent a thrill through every heart, and extending his arm, added in tones of the deepest feeling:

			
			
“In the army of the Shenandoah you were the First Brigade! In the army of the Potomac you were the First Brigade! In the second corps of the army you are the First Brigade! You are the First Brigade in the affections of your general; and I hope by your future deeds and bearing you will be handed down to posterity as the First Brigade in this our second war of independence. Farewell!”

			
			As the last words echoed in their ears, and Jackson turned to leave them the long-pent-up feeling burst forth. Three prolonged and deafening cheers rolled along the line of the old brigade; and no sooner had they died away, than they were renewed, and again renewed. The calm face of the great leader flushed as he listened to that sound, but he did not speak. Waving his hand in token of farewell, he galloped away, and the old brigade deprived of its beloved chief, returned slowly and sorrowfully to camp.

			
		

	
		
			
			Chapter VI

			The Winter Expedition to Romney

			Jackson proceeded to Winchester, and taking command of the forces there, applied himself energetically to the work of organizing the raw levies from the surrounding country. General Loring’s command from Western Virginia was subsequently assigned to him—and he succeeded in regaining his Old Stonewall Brigade, which returned to him, and went into camp near Kernstown, in the latter days of November.

			On the first of January, 1862, General Jackson sent out an expedition to Bath and Romney, where the Federal forces were committing the most wanton depredations, and ruling the whole region with a rod of iron. The day was exceedingly bright and beautiful—the air soft and balmy—and the men left behind them their overcoats, and even their blankets, expecting the wagons to follow and join them before these articles were needed. The wagons did not come up, however; and on the third day of the march, when, after winding about among by-ways and paths they had reached Unger’s crossroads, the weather suddenly changed, and a freezing snow storm came on. From Unger’s three roads radiate—one to Romney, another to Martinsburg, and a third to Bath, better known as Berkeley Springs. The latter road was the one which Jackson now pursued.

			This expedition is only remarkable for the great powers of endurance which it betrayed in the men; peremptory orders from the War Office at Richmond having arrested his further advance, almost before he had commenced the execution of the design which he had in view. The weather was really terrible. It has been truthfully said that Napoleon’s passage of the Alps scarcely surpassed the march. Rain, snow, hail, sleet, beat upon the troops who were without tents, overcoats, or blankets, as has been stated; and had it not been for bivouac fires many of the soldiers must have perished. Subsequently, from the close proximity of the enemy not even fires were allowed, and the feet of some of the men froze to the soles of their boots. “I built a big fire,” says a gallant young soldier whose notes of the march are before us, “and went to sleep by it; but waked up about twelve o’clock at night and found the fire out, and about three inches of snow over me.” He, like the rest, had left his blankets, and this winding sheet covered that night the whole slumbering army.

			The difficulties of the march were fourfold for the trains. The roads were covered with ice two inches thick, and so thoroughly glazed by the sleet that horses and men kept their feet only with the greatest difficulty. Men were slipping and their guns going off all along the line—“thousands fell fiat every day,” says an eyewitness—and both men and horses were often seriously hurt. The knees and muzzles of the horses were terribly injured—they were seen limping along, crippled and streaming with blood—but still Jackson pressed on. Wagon after wagon slid off and turned bottom
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