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			Those who profess inviolable truthfulness must speak of all without partiality and without hatred.
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			Prologue:

			The Indian Map and the White Man’s Map

			This story follows two men who fought for more than twenty years. They fought over land in the American South, which is where they lived, though some said it wasn’t big enough for the two of them.

			One man was Andrew Jackson, who became a general, then president, then the man on the twenty-dollar bill. Those honors merely hint at the scale of his outsize life. The other man was John Ross, who was Native American, or Indian as natives were called. He became principal chief of the Cherokee Nation, though this title, too, fails to capture his full experience.

			Before he was chief, and before he met Jackson, Ross was a young man navigating his complex and perilous world. That is how we first encounter him. At the age of twenty-two, he bought a boat. It was a wooden flatboat, essentially a raft with some housing on the deck. And on that boat, near the end of 1812, he set out on the Tennessee River. Starting somewhere around the site of present-day Chattanooga, the boat and its crew floated westward with the current, a speck on the water, dwarfed by riverside cliffs that marked the river’s passage through the Appalachians.

			Ross was traveling several hundred miles, toward a band of Cherokees living west of the Mississippi. He intended to sell them the cargo on his boat: calico, gingham, buttons, beaver traps, and shotguns. But the westward course of the Tennessee River had a way of testing travelers. Ross struggled to navigate currents so perilous that they had ominous names such as Dead Man’s Eddy and the Suck. He grew so frustrated after days on the water that he stopped at a riverside settlement to sell his boat, trading for a keelboat that was narrower and more maneuverable. His crew heaved their cargo from one boat to the other. Then Ross and crew crashed through forty miles of whitewater known as Muscle Shoals, scraping on shallows and passing islands piled with driftwood. At last the water calmed, and the boat followed the river’s great bend northward toward the Ohio.

			Anyone covertly studying the boat would have seen four men on board. Ross was black-haired, brown-eyed, slight but handsome. Each of his three companions could be described in a phrase (a Cherokee interpreter, an older Cherokee man named Kalsatee, and a servant), but Ross was harder to categorize. He was the son of a Scottish trader, whose family had lived among Cherokees for generations in their homeland in the southern Appalachians. Ross was an aspiring trader himself. Yet he also had a solid claim to his identity as an Indian. A man of mixed race, he had grown up among Cherokee children and, in keeping with Cherokee custom, received a new name at adulthood: Kooweskoowe, said to be a species of bird.

			Whether he was a white man or an Indian became a matter of life and death on December 28, 1812. In Kentucky, as Ross later recorded in a letter, “we was haled by a party of white men.” The men on the riverbank called for the boat to come closer.

			Ross asked what they wanted.

			Give us the news, one called back.

			Something bothered Ross about the men. “I told them we had no news worth their attention.”

			Now the white men revealed their true purpose. One shouted that they had orders from a garrison of soldiers nearby “to stop every boat descending the river to examin if any Indians was on board as they were not permitted to come about that place.” Come to us, the men concluded. Or we’ll come to you.

			Ross didn’t come.

			“Damn my soul if those two are not Indians,” one of the men shouted, referring to two of Ross’s crew. The man added that he would gather a company of men to pursue and kill them.

			Ross came up with an answer: “These two men are Spaniard,” he called back.

			The white men demanded the “Spaniards” prove their identity by speaking Spanish. Peter, the servant, actually could, but the white men still “insisted it was an Indian boat & mounted their horses & galloped off.”

			Ross had to assume the white men were serious. The United States had declared war on Britain that year, and some native nations had joined the British side, killing white settlers, fighting alongside British troops, and throwing the frontier into turmoil. The white horsemen would not pause to find out that Ross’s Cherokees were loyal to the United States. The Cherokees could travel in only one direction, and would have little chance to escape if the men on horseback arranged an unpleasant reception downstream.

			Ross decided on a precaution: he whitened the boat. He had told the horsemen there were no Indians on board, and the best chance of safety was to make this claim appear true. He modified the racial composition of his crew, leaving only those who could pass as non-Indian. Ross could pass, as could the Cherokee interpreter, who like Ross was an English speaker and a “mixed-blood,” parlance for part white and part Indian. The servant, who may have been a black man, would be ignored. Only old Kalsatee was a full-blooded Cherokee with no chance to fool anybody. His mere presence might even cause the others to be perceived as Indians. This, apparently, was Ross’s thinking, because as he confided later, “we concluded it was good policy to let Kalsatee out of the boat.” The old man would have to set off overland and meet the craft later. The remaining crew put their poles in the water and shoved the keelboat toward whatever lay ahead.

			Ross spent two anxious days on the water, and Kalsatee had “a disagreeable walk of about thirty miles,” probably along the bank opposite from where they’d seen the horsemen. Finally the old man rejoined the boat downstream, and they all floated to a safe haven, Fort Massac on the Ohio River, manned by professional soldiers who could tell friend from foe. The horsemen never reappeared. Reflecting on this afterward, Ross said he was “convinced” that “the independent manner in which I answered” the horsemen had “confounded their apprehension of it being an Indian boat.” Indians were supposed to be children of the woods, in a common phrase of the era: dangerous but not too bright, and expected to address white men respectfully as elder brothers. Ross had talked back to the men in clear and defiant English. The future leader of the Cherokee Nation had passed as white.

			 • • • 

			That was John Ross: careful with his language, resourceful, willing to do what was necessary to survive. Also persistent, because after leaving Fort Massac, he made it to his destination west of the Mississippi as planned, offering his gingham and shotguns for sale to the band of Cherokees living there. When he finished trading in 1813, he made the long journey back to the southern Appalachians, the ancient homeland of the bulk of the Cherokee Nation. It is upon his return that our story truly begins, because that is when he first encountered Andrew Jackson.

			Jackson was a soldier at the time. He was a longtime Tennessee state militia general, recently elevated into federal service to help fight the British and hostile Indians in the War of 1812. The government in Washington authorized him to recruit Tennessee volunteers to serve under his command. Though his force initially consisted of twenty-five hundred white frontiersmen, it was expanded to meet an emergency in the fall of 1813. Jackson accepted the services of several hundred friendly Indians, mostly Cherokees, who organized their own regiment under the command of a trusted white officer. The Cherokee Regiment included John Ross, and from the moment he enrolled, his destiny and Jackson’s were linked. They were fighting on the same side, at least at first, but they were bound for a historic collision. Each man rose to supreme leadership of his nation, and struggled for control of millions of acres.

			Their story is a prequel to the Civil War, and a prelude to the democratic debates of our era. It established the physical landscape and defined the political culture for much that followed. At the time they met, the United States was very different from what it soon became. Reading about it today feels like falling into a dream, exploring territory at once foreign and familiar. The nation was barely a generation beyond its founding. The chief executive was one of the original Founding Fathers: President James Madison, a member of a small governing elite. From a capital under construction, Madison presided over eighteen states with only a handful of notable cities. The population of the entire United States was about seven million, smaller than the modern-day populace of greater metropolitan Chicago. The future site of Chicago was a lonesome military post called Fort Dearborn, which had recently been burned by Potawatomi warriors. Immense territories from the Appalachians westward were native domains, as they had been since long before Europeans arrived. But settlers were pushing westward, and the War of 1812 spurred greater change, weakening natives and strengthening the movement of white farmers, who often brought along black enslaved laborers. In the decades after that war, young men such as Jefferson Davis, Abraham Lincoln, and Stephen Douglas were coming of age on the frontier, while the United States was swelling into the form they would inherit by the time of the Southern rebellion in 1861. This was the era when Jackson and Ross became national figures. They rose with the country and the country with them.

			Jackson emerged from the War of 1812 as a hero, a full-time army general, and later the founder of the Democratic Party, whose election to the presidency came in 1828. No man of such a humble background—an orphan from an Appalachian valley—had ever risen so far. Proclaimed to be a champion of common people, he smashed what he considered elitist institutions and permanently altered American politics. Throughout his career he also constantly pressed Indians to surrender land. He used reason, intimidation, bribery, duplicity, and force. As president he codified a policy known as Indian removal, saying both races would benefit if natives moved westward to make room for white settlement. Ross rose in opposition to Jackson. He emerged from the war as a veteran officer, who soon became a Cherokee diplomat, and in 1816 temporarily blocked one of Jackson’s great land acquisitions. Later, hoping to halt Cherokees’ constant losses of land, Ross presided over the creation of a Cherokee constitution, which declared that the boundaries of the Cherokee Nation “shall forever hereafter remain unalterably the same.” His election as Cherokee principal chief in 1828 required him to obey that mandate never to cede another foot of land.

			In theory this duty was straightforward. Treaties with the United States had affirmed the Cherokees’ sovereignty. They were not regarded as U.S. citizens, but as citizens of an independent nation that had every right to control its remaining territory. Yet the same treaties placed the Cherokee Nation under the “protection” of the federal government. In practice Cherokees were under U.S. authority and dependent on Washington’s good faith. The Cherokee government relied on annual payments from the federal government—annuities that had been earned through past land sales, but that made Washington the Cherokees’ paymaster. Cherokees were overseen by a federal “Indian agent” who lived among them and wielded great influence, like an ambassador from a colonial power. Ross, like every Cherokee, was caught in the United States’ embrace—and his innovation was to embrace it back. He never followed the example of native leaders who rose in hopeless rebellion. “We consider ourselves as a part of the great family of the Republic of the U. States,” he wrote, “and we are ready at any time to sacrifice our lives, our property & every thing sacred to us, in its cause.” His strategy was to insist on Cherokee rights within the great family. He fought Jackson within the democratic system just as that system was taking shape. Each man came to personify a basic democratic value: Jackson, the principle of majority rule; Ross, the principle of minority rights.

			Many excellent histories describe the early nineteenth century from Jackson’s point of view, with Indians as ill-fated minor characters. Many powerful works explore the same period from the vantage of Ross or other natives, with Jackson as a terrible destructive force. Weaving the stories of both men together casts them in a different light. When we judge them as players on a democratic stage, it becomes easier to understand their actions, even when we disapprove. Jackson, sometimes portrayed as a hot-tempered man of narrow intelligence, deeply understood strategy and power. Ross, often criticized for his epic stubbornness, was also creative and subtle. The Cherokees were more than mere victims: they were skilled political operators who played a bad hand long and well. Their resistance to Indian removal forced much of the nation to take sides, foreshadowed modern movements for the rights of racial minorities, and added to our democratic tradition.

			This book follows the story in the order it unfolded. Titanic figures step onto the stage. They range from Jackson’s great rival Henry Clay of Kentucky to his steady ally Lewis Cass of Michigan, and from the storytelling frontiersman Davy Crockett to the crafty Supreme Court chief justice John Marshall. Other characters are less famous today than they deserve to be: Elias Boudinot, a Cherokee newspaper editor; Major Ridge, his wealthy and powerful Cherokee uncle; George Troup, a ruthless Georgia governor; and Catharine Beecher, who helped to organize the first mass political campaign by women in American history.

			 • • • 

			The tangible thing over which all of them fought was real estate. We already have the land in sight, because the Tennessee River on which Ross was traveling in 1812 was a major highway through it. Our story will take us many times past the white water at Muscle Shoals. Other times we will pass the riverside settlement that today is Chattanooga: in Ross’s time it was a Cherokee settlement that he developed as a ferry crossing called Ross’s Landing.

			Whenever land is discussed in this book, it will be vital to keep in mind that in the early nineteenth century, the same place could be represented on two different and mutually exclusive maps. There was a white man’s map and an Indian map. The white man’s map, the map of the United States, divided the region into states and territories, often bounded by straight and imaginary lines. The Indian map divided much of the same landmass into native nations, commonly bounded by landmarks such as rivers or ridgelines. On the U.S. map, for example, Ross lived in a house in north Georgia, within a moment’s walk of the Tennessee line. By the Indian map the same house was in the heart of the Cherokee Nation, an enclave that spread across parts of several states. On the U.S. map his 1812 river journey wound several times in and out of Tennessee; on the Indian map it passed the Cherokee, Creek, and Chickasaw nations. Each map was like a parallel universe, though both were recognized by the government in Washington, which had its reasons to embrace ambiguity.

			I call this book Jacksonland because Jackson strove to make the map his own. “The object of the Govt,” he wrote once while serving as a major general, “is to bring into markett this land & have it populated.” He did that in more ways than one. This book documents, perhaps more fully than before, Jackson’s personal dealings in real estate that he captured as a general. While still in military service he bought and operated slave plantations on former Indian land that he had opened to white settlement using doubtful means. He worked in concert with friends who bought even more land than he did, and colonized the newly acquired territory. The names of Jackson, his friends, and his relations appeared on the purchase records for at least forty-five thousand acres sold in the Tennessee River valley from 1818 onward. Jackson mixed public and private business in ways that would be considered scandalous today, and were criticized even in the nineteenth century, when notions of ethics were different and not all details of his acts were known.

			Jackson, more than any other single person, was responsible for creating the region we call the Deep South. In a larger sense Jackson was filling out the wider American South, which has persisted ever since as a powerful cultural and political force. Maybe it all would have grown the same way without him—great historical forces were at work—but his contemporaries understood that Jackson did the work, and did it his way. Not for nothing did they bestow his name on Jackson, Mississippi, Jacksonville, Florida, and Jackson County as well as Jacksonville, Alabama. Those were the three states he did the most to establish.

			On the Indian map, of course, the future Deep South was mostly Cherokee land, or Creek land, or Choctaw or Chickasaw or Seminole land. These were the five large tribal groups remaining in the region in Jackson’s day. They would become known as the Five Civilized Tribes because they were adapting their ancient cultures to white society. Despite internal resistance, many Cherokees changed their clothing, their agriculture, their religion, and the relationship between men and women. They embraced literacy and written laws, and even adopted the practice of owning slaves. They acted like immigrants assimilating to a new country, except that the new country was coming to them. Just as John Ross altered the appearance of the people on his boat in 1812, Cherokees were altering their nation in ways they considered necessary for their safety and well-being. It was also to ensure their safety that they turned for leadership to a man with the skills of John Ross. Maybe the Cherokee story would have read the same way without him—here too great forces were in motion—but when the crisis arrived, he chose a different path than other native leaders, and even other Cherokee leaders. Right or wrong, his choices are part of what makes the Cherokee story so meaningful and moving. Ross wanted to stay on the map, and find an enduring place for his people in Jacksonland.

		

	
		
			PART ONE
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			Horseshoe

			1814

		

	
		
			One

			Every Thing Is to Be Feared

			On March 14, 1814, General Andrew Jackson began to compose a letter. He did it at his headquarters, an open-sided tent, or marquee, at a camp called Fort Strother in what is now Alabama. The letter was addressed to a man in the same camp. Jackson could have easily summoned the man for a talk, but wanted his message to be written for posterity.

			This letter omitted the flourishes of courtesy that were common in his writing and characteristic of the age. Even when he sent a note filled with vituperation, Jackson might sign off humbly as “Respectfully your Most Obedient Servant.” He began letters to his close friend and military subordinate John Coffee by addressing him as “Sir,” and signed his first and last name when writing home to his wife, Rachel, but his note on March 14 wasted no ink on a show of respect. He did not call the recipient “Private,” which was his rank in the Tennessee militia, nor even check the spelling of his name, which other documents recorded as John Wood.

			John Woods,

			You have been tried by a court martial on the charges of disobedience of orders, disrespect to your commanding officer, & mutiny; & have been found guilty of all of them.

			Andrew Jackson was supreme commander at this camp, and Wood was at that moment the very lowest of his lowly soldiers.

			The court which found you guilty of these charges has sentenced you to death by shooting

			A firing squad from the Thirty-Ninth Regiment was awaiting the order to carry out the sentence.

			Any soldier who glimpsed Jackson working with his aides that morning might have seen the general’s gold epaulettes, with gold fringe, covering the shoulders of his blue shirt. His cold, steady eyes were set beneath bushy eyebrows in a narrow face; his gray hair was so unruly it could have been a fur hat. He was six feet two inches, 145 pounds, so thin that according to an old story his gaunt frame once saved his life in a duel, when his antagonist misjudged the narrow target inside Jackson’s bulky overcoat. A stick man in uniform.

			He surely wasn’t any thicker after the events of the past five months. In the fall he’d ridden with his army from their homes in Tennessee, fording rivers and bypassing mountains to establish Fort Strother in the woods. Jackson made that punishing journey with his left arm in a sling, having been shot in a gunfight in a hotel in the center of Nashville. The lead ball was still in his body. Since the southward march, supplies had arrived so rarely that his army had little food; one soldier recalled later that they “lived on any thing we could get from meat and Bread down to Acorns nutts herbs & some dry cowhide.” Jackson gave his soldiers his own food, which he could hardly eat. His stomach gave him constant trouble. He did contortions to ease the pain, sometimes draping his body over a sapling that had been knocked sideways for the purpose.

			He was using Fort Strother as his base of operations against a rebellious faction of the Creek Nation, the largest and most important Indian confederation in the region. The Creek rebels had risen up against their own nation’s leaders as well as against the United States, fighting on the same side as the British in the War of 1812. Fort Strother was near the northeast corner of a vast region known as the Mississippi Territory—present-day Mississippi and Alabama lumped together into one—though this territory was mostly a notion. Some of its borders had not even been surveyed. In reality, Fort Strother was on the Indian map, facing tens of thousands of square miles of Creek territory where virgin forest reached toward the sky and wet leaves carpeted the hillsides. The main signs of civilization near Fort Strother were Creek towns and plantations, and many of those were lifeless piles of ashes, since Jackson’s troops had been ranging out to burn them. At the fort most of the men lived in tents, arranged beside parade grounds like the one where General Jackson’s letter would soon be read aloud to John Wood.

			The offenses of which you have been found guilty are such as cannot be permitted to pass unpunished in an army, but at the hazard of its ruin.

			He went on writing for several pages. This was “the second time” that Wood had committed mutiny, Jackson claimed. The private violated “all the principles of honor,” had a mind “totally dead, to every honorable sentiment,” and was “perversely & obstinately bent on spreading discord.” Wood’s actions betrayed

			an incorrigible disposition of heart—a rebellious and obstinate temper of mind, which, as it cannot be rectified, ought not to be permitted to diffuse its influence amongst others—

			An army cannot exist where order & subordination are wholly disregarded.

			Order and subordination were on the general’s mind, for his army was as undisciplined as a bear rug with the bear still in it. Only one portion of his force consisted of regular army troops: the few hundred professional soldiers of the Thirty-Ninth Regiment, established the previous year. They were Jackson’s reliable men—the ones he could count on to form a firing squad, for instance. This regiment included a charismatic and theatrical young officer named Sam Houston. The rest of Jackson’s force of three thousand or so had done nothing in their lives to put them in the habit of following orders. Hundreds were friendly Indians, including the Cherokee Regiment, some of whom came and went as they pleased—one, John Ross, until recently had been away on business in the Cherokee Nation. The Cherokees were prepared to fight for Jackson, but had a tradition that a warrior could refuse to go to war if he did not want to. The white men who formed the remainder of Jackson’s force were also independent thinkers. These were Tennessee volunteers, who neither acted nor looked the part of professional soldiers.

			Jackson, no professional soldier himself, had only begun recruiting his force in late 1812. He had offered to enroll Tennesseans and organize them to fight for the United States, and the War Department in Washington had accepted. The federal government needed states like Tennessee to help generate soldiers, having declared war at a time when the regular army had only a few thousand men. Without the resources to equip his volunteers, Jackson told them to bring their own weapons and even their own uniforms: “dark blue or brown,” his orders said, “homespun or not, at the election of the wearer.” One private was later described, perhaps a bit fancifully, as “a tall delicately framed youth . . . habited in a hunting shirt of some dark hue, set off with a fringe of yellow, a belt around the waist—in which he carried a dirk knife and tomahawk, and with his hat—these formed his equipment.” That youth, Richard K. Call, had walked out of his studies at a boys’ school called Mount Pleasant Academy to join a company being formed in his neighborhood. The bulk of the volunteers were frontier farmers. For a time the force had included Davy Crockett, a hunter and storyteller with a beloved if neglected wife at home.

			It was a wildly unrealistic way to raise an army. Jackson’s white men had enlisted for specified terms as short as three months, nowhere near the time his campaign required. Proud citizens of a republic, jealous of their rights and with business back home, they agitated to return as soon as their enlistments expired. Back in December Jackson had prevented a mass of troops from marching away only by having artillery aimed in their direction. Later he wrote the Tennesseans a letter saying they were free to go home if they were craven enough to abandon duty and country. Most, including Crockett, shrugged off this effort to shame them and departed, leaving Jackson with a small and motley collection of loyalists, including his friend John Coffee and Richard K. Call, that “delicately framed youth” with the tomahawk. Eventually fresh recruits arrived from Tennessee, Private Wood among them. But Coffee declared that the new men were “very clamorous and I fear will not do much good.” With such a raw force “it was not to be expected,” in the words of another Jackson aide, “that any thing short of the greatest firmness in its officers could restrain that course of conduct and disorder, which had hitherto so unhappily prevailed.”

			Then a man arrived at General Jackson’s tent to inform him of Private Wood’s crime. Wood ignored an officer’s order to pick up some bones that other militiamen had thrown on the ground after breakfast. When the officer shouted at him, the private became enraged, and brandished his rifle before submitting to arrest. No one was hurt. Days later, the swiftly convened court-martial sentenced Private Wood to the maximum penalty allowed under the Articles of War, U.S. military law. As Jackson’s aide later put it, the arrest of John Wood offered “a fit occasion” to set an example and subdue the army’s “mutinous spirit.” It was nevertheless a hard case. It was rare that American soldiers were executed. Wood had been with the army only a few weeks. What made the situation even more extraordinary was that Wood was believed to be underage, a little short of eighteen. In the three days following his conviction his fellow soldiers had asked the general to spare his life. Jackson’s letter provided his answer.

			This is an important crisis; in which if we all act as becomes us, every thing is to be hoped for towards the accomplishment of the objects of our government; if otherwise, every thing is to be feared. . . . Between [the] law & its offender, the commanding General ought not to be expected to interpose, & will not where there are not circumstances of alleviation. There appear to be none such in your case; & however as a man may deplore your unhappy situation, he cannot as an officer, without infringing his duty, arrest the sentence of the court martial.

			Andrew Jackson

			Major Genl.

			Jackson’s secretary wrote out a copy of the text in a letter book before sending the original on its way. The execution was scheduled for noon. Jackson and his aides completed other work that morning, appointing an assistant topographical engineer for the campaign Jackson was planning to launch against the Creeks. He also received news that one of his soldiers had died that morning, as men often did in this place with its temporary shelter, sketchy hygiene, and uncertain supplies. Jackson’s staff gave orders to bury the man “with the honors of war” at two o’clock in the afternoon. Maybe by then the gravediggers would be done with John Wood.

			 • • • 

			The bushy-haired general may not have known that he was making a signal decision of his life that day, but he knew his act would be scrutinized. The proof lay in his letter to John Wood. It was Jackson’s justification for an exceptional act, including its statement that the militiaman was condemned after committing mutiny for “the second time.” A copy of the letter soon made it to Nashville, where it became, in effect, a press release printed in newspapers.

			After the war General Jackson’s supporters added to this account. Two Jackson aides authored a biography of the general that praised the execution. No doubt reflecting Jackson’s view, his aide John Eaton said the death of John Wood was a “sacrifice, essential to the preservation of good order,” and that it worked as intended. “A strict obedience afterward characterized the army,” producing “the happiest effects.”

			Years later, when Jackson was running for president, the story resurfaced in far less flattering form. His political opponents tracked down former members of Private Wood’s unit. These men did not talk of Andrew Jackson imposing control on his army, but of Jackson losing control of himself. In their version of the story, the general heard that Wood was defying an order and emerged from his tent screaming, “Shoot the damned rascal! Shoot the damned rascal! Shoot the damned rascal!” Although he paused long enough for the formality of a hasty court-martial, Jackson plunged ahead with his brutal impulse, having resolved in advance that “by the Eternal God” he would not pardon the youth. The execution became the subject of political pamphlets and newspaper articles, pursuing Andrew Jackson throughout his career and even staining his legacy beyond the grave.

			So there were two competing interpretations of events. Historians have been left to pick and choose between them ever since, which is unfortunate, because the evidence shows that neither version is true.

			Jackson was wrong to call it Wood’s second mutiny. There had been an earlier altercation involving Wood’s unit, but before he joined it, according to his comrades.

			Jackson’s critics were wrong to suggest that the general lost control of himself. If he had truly screamed to “shoot the damned rascal,” one of his loyalists surely would have done it. A surviving fragment of the court-martial record contains a far more plausible statement. Upon learning that Wood was defying arrest, Jackson gave instructions that would “make it easy” to end the standoff: tell Wood a final time to give up, and “shoot him if he does not.” This threat was justified, since Wood was armed and defiant, and it also worked, since Wood surrendered peacefully. Jackson had a fierce temper, but also the ability to channel it toward his goals.

			More important was the context of the confrontation. Jackson was engaged in a contest of wills over Private Wood, one that apparently involved other members of the young man’s unit. By the admission of one of Wood’s close comrades, General Jackson offered the offender a way to save himself: “He could have the opportunity of enlisting,” joining the regular army, which would bind him to service for some time. His fellow militiamen were outraged, struggling as they were with Jackson over how long they should serve. “Without any apprehension of the sad catastrophe which was to follow,” they urged Wood to call Jackson’s bluff and refuse. They did not believe Jackson would execute a teenage militiaman. When Wood briefly seemed ready to enlist, his friends “opposed it violently.” Once the young man declined the offer of clemency, General Jackson surely understood the seriousness of the threat to his authority. Jackson showed he was not bluffing, but his resolve did not end the conflict, and “a strict obedience” did not afterward characterize the army. On the very day of Wood’s execution, Jackson’s staff ordered a court-martial for another soldier accused of mutiny. Eight days later he ordered yet another court-martial for mutiny. Later in the year, as fresh recruits kept arriving, entire units fell apart: sixty-two of a hundred men from a single company were marked as having deserted, and several men were accused of mutiny and executed.

			Jackson was fighting simultaneously against the Creeks, against his own army, and against his political enemies back home in Tennessee. He was certain that the troops who’d marched home against his wishes were telling nasty stories about him. Having come from all over the state, they were spreading back to their homesteads like an infectious disease. “I have no doubts but you hear a great deal of stuff about Tyranny, etc., etc.,” his friend and subordinate John Coffee wrote home to his wife, urging her to be patient until the public learned the truth. Jackson, whose regular job as major general of militia was an elected one, also served with an elected governor, and he could not ignore the risk of losing public support. He had been documenting his military victories, assuring Coffee that proof of success would “kill dead our enemies,” adding in his uncertain spelling, “The snarling curs may grin—lie—and falsely swear but the[y] will die with their own bit[e]—all we have to do is perform our duty, and they are politically doomd.” That, at least, was his confident prediction in mid-February, although the language and timing of his letter—he scrawled it at “12 oclock at night,” by the light of some flickering flame at Fort Strother—suggested how much the topic gnawed at him.

			And so on March 14 Jackson threw down a marker. He would not send home another complaining soldier, nor would he let his army fall apart. At midday the general had his entire force assemble “on an elevated piece of ground, in front of the fort,” as an eyewitness reported, and the prisoner was led before them. Jackson’s letter was read aloud, followed by “the performance of divine service.” The firing squad took one step forward. They shot Private Wood on schedule. Understanding at the end that he truly would be killed, Private Wood had dictated a farewell message to his parents, which a fellow soldier took down for him; perhaps young Wood had never learned to write. According to the soldier who wrote and mailed it, Wood’s farewell was composed in rhyme.

			Jackson was beginning to impose his will on a new democratic society. He was channeling the energy of that society toward a great goal that even he probably did not yet fully see: the complete reorganization of the southern United States. Natives in that region had been on the defensive for centuries, but in 1814 five southern Indian nations still held their heartlands. The parade ground at Fort Strother, at noon on March 14, was where Andrew Jackson first demonstrated how far he would go to change that. Neither his enemies nor his own men would be allowed to stand in his way.

		

	
		
			Two

			Urge On All Those Cherokees

			The burial of John Wood was a last bit of business for Jackson’s troops to complete before the army began to move. If his men were still “clamorous,” most would for now march in the direction he ordered. He intended to leave Fort Strother and follow the southward course of a nearby river, the Coosa, one of several streams that radiated out from Mobile Bay like the gnarled fingers of an old man’s hand. Jackson was far out on this finger, and now pointed his army in the direction of the palm.

			Jackson was concentrating his scattered forces for this move. A messenger had gone to summon Jackson’s friend John Coffee, who often kept his horsemen to the north. Other messengers searched out the six hundred or more Cherokees and friendly Creeks who were serving as part of Jackson’s army. At least one messenger departed the Mississippi Territory, traveling northeastward up the Coosa and into the northern part of the state of Georgia. This was Cherokee country, where the courier found Second Lieutenant John Ross, an adjutant, or assistant to a senior officer, in the Cherokee Regiment.

			When the summons arrived, the first thing Ross did was to pass on the news. He sat down to compose a note. He wrote to Return J. Meigs, the federal Indian agent—the government’s representative to the Cherokee Nation, as well as Ross’s elderly friend and patron.

			Sir

			I have this moment received by Express a letter from Colo. Morgan dated Ft. Armstrong 1st March—intimating that he had just recd. Marching orders & would march this morning for Fort Strother with all the Cherokees with him. 

			A detail of this letter suggests that Ross, like so many in Jackson’s army, insisted on doing his duty in his own way. The summons said the march had already begun, meaning Ross must be needed urgently, but Ross informed Meigs without apparent concern that he did not intend to leave Chickamauga for three or four days. It’s not certain what business detained him. He could have been performing the time-consuming rituals that Cherokee tradition required before going to war, although it is just as likely that Ross had more prosaic concerns. He had a wife at home, Quatie, who later that year would bear their first child. He may also have had a duty to gather supplies, which the army was so terrible at providing. Ross, after all, was a trader, and his trading firm had signed a contract to supply the Cherokee Regiment with everything from blankets to corn. There was no doubt, however, that Ross would go. He was hoping Meigs would send reinforcements from among the Cherokee Nation.

			All those who wish to signalize themselves by fighting & taking revenge for the blood of the innocent will now step forward & you will be good enough to urge on all those Cherokees that have been delayed . . . I am Sir yrs respectfully

			Jno Ross.

			When he was ready, Ross started back toward his unit.

			John Ross was twenty-three years old. He was a good deal shorter than many Cherokee men, and was almost certainly wearing white men’s clothes. Traveling with his brother Lewis and perhaps other Cherokees, Ross began the ride of a little over a hundred miles, likely heading south until they struck the Coosa. They would have followed its winding course toward the army. Somewhere along the Coosa they crossed the border from Georgia to the Mississippi Territory—it was impossible to know just where, for the state line imagined by white men had never been marked.

			The Cherokee Regiment they rejoined included Pathkiller, the tribe’s aged principal chief, but in practice a white officer gave the orders. Colonel Gideon Morgan—well known to Cherokees through his Cherokee wife—was the commander who had sent the message to summon Ross. Morgan in turn was under Jackson’s command, and the regiment was on the federal payroll. General Jackson had promised that the Cherokees would receive the same pay and benefits as white soldiers, including benefits to their families if they were killed.

			Here among the gathering regiment was a man named George Guess, known to fellow Cherokees as Sequoyah. Here were other Cherokee men who, in accordance with custom, were known by names that reflected their exploits, attributes, or a wry sense of humor: the Mouse, the Broom, Club Foot, Old Turkey, Old Brains, Whiteman Killer. Before long John Ross would be recording some of these names on a list of the wounded and dead. Here also was a great fighter known in Cherokee as Tahseekeyarkey, and in English as Shoe Boots, after the high European-style boots he wore. He was a company commander, and also a free spirit. Sometimes on the march he would stop, crow like a cock, and continue on his way. It was alleged that he met Jackson once, and told the general that while he crowed like a cock, he was not a “chicken heart.” Jackson was not segregated from the Indians: at least one, known as Tobacco Juice, was among a unit of “spies,” or scouts, who had been detailed to serve as General Jackson’s bodyguard. In such a small army it is reasonable to think that Ross, as an officer, had his first conversation with General Jackson; even if not, he would certainly have spotted the general on his horse, his face grim and wrinkled either from determination or from pain, and would have come to know the hint of a brogue in Jackson’s voice.

			Why was Ross fighting on Jackson’s side, the side of the United States? Things had not always been so. Within living memory, the Cherokees’ fathers and grandfathers had been at war against the very sort of white settlers who made up the bulk of Andrew Jackson’s army. When the American colonists declared their independence in 1776, the Cherokees of the Appalachian interior remained loyal to Britain. John Ross’s grandfather, a Scottish trader, helped to arm and organize the Cherokees to fight on the British side against the new United States. The Cherokee conflict against their white neighbors continued even after the American War of Independence ended in 1783. They were still at war when John Ross was born in 1790.

			All that had changed by the time the Cherokee Regiment was formed in 1813. Cherokees had a new outlook, which was visible as the regiment prepared to move south with the army. There were, for example, the white man’s clothes favored by John Ross, and the famous footwear of Shoe Boots. Much of the nation had adopted European-style clothes, or mixed white and native styles. It was still possible to find a man dressed in the old style, his ears slit and weighed down by heavy earrings, as well as a breastplate and wampum around his neck if he was a man of authority, but many another man would wear a buckskin hunting jacket, once disdained as a symbol of white settlers. John Ross, among others, was sometimes spied wearing a Middle Eastern–style turban. Cherokee women, for whom it was once socially acceptable to walk about half-naked, now commonly wore modest full-length dresses, the cloth for which they had often spun themselves. This outward change in clothing reflected deeper changes in Cherokee society. Despite the resistance of traditionalists, many Cherokees had been adapting to the culture of the great white tribes that increasingly surrounded them. They had been encouraged to do so ever since a peace treaty was signed in 1791 between the Cherokees and President George Washington’s administration. Washington vowed that he would respect the rights and borders of Indian nations, and his approach was enshrined in a series of laws known as the Indian Intercourse Acts. The federal government, not states or individuals, would manage relations with the tribes. Government trading posts would sell Indians the goods required for civilization—whether plows for modern agriculture, or books, or boots for Shoe Boots. This was all part of Washington’s sophisticated effort to keep the peace, which he considered “honorable to the national character” as well as “sound policy.” Cherokees were particularly adept at seizing the advantages offered.

			The very same Cherokee leaders who advocated change were the ones who went on to establish the Cherokee Regiment. These leaders included the most imposing man in the regiment, who was known as the Ridge. Barrel-chested, thick-faced, with curly hair that was starting to go gray, the Ridge was in his mid-forties. He had grown up in the old Cherokee ways, without the slightest formal education and with an early introduction to the rituals of hunting and war. More than a few men had died by his hand. Yet as he matured, the Ridge had chosen another way. He began to rise in Cherokee leadership in the 1790s when he spoke against the tribal law of revenge, which called for a family to respond in kind when one of its members was killed. The law was eventually abolished. The Ridge also took up agriculture. Now he was a planter, ferry operator, store owner, and slave owner. He never learned to speak English well, but was a powerful advocate for modernizing his nation.

			It was the Ridge who, with two other leaders, promoted the idea that Cherokees should raise a force to defend the United States in the War of 1812. Ridge argued before the Cherokee leadership council that they must fight to ensure their own survival. If Cherokees remained neutral, they inevitably would be seen as enemies, because trigger-happy white men would categorize all Indians as either with them or against them. The leadership council agreed. By then Meigs, the old Indian agent, had already recommended that the army enroll Cherokees: “They are real horsemen, they are remarkable for the ease with which they ride . . . they are like blank stationery on which may be written anything.” General Jackson soon filled in the blank. The Ridge was given the rank of lieutenant and later promoted to the rank by which he would always afterward be known—Major Ridge.

			When John Ross joined this unit, he could give different meanings to his service depending on how he defined his identity. As a white trader’s son who was close to the Indian agent, Ross could think of himself like his loyalist grandfather during the Revolution—a white man organizing friendly Indians to put down a rebellion. But as the descendant of Cherokee women, he could also think of himself as a Cherokee who risked his life for the United States in order to ensure his rights within it. This latter meaning is the one Ross voiced after the war was over.

			Now, in March 1814, Ross and other men of the Cherokee Regiment were departing Fort Strother along with Jackson’s main force—Coffee’s horsemen, the Thirty-Ninth Regiment, and the clamorous Tennessee militiamen. Somewhere in the crowd was Jackson himself, wild-haired, high on his horse, and soon to be overcome with frustration. So long as the troops had been spread out, they were easier to feed, since smaller units could live off the land, but when several thousand were concentrated, the specter of starvation returned. Army contractors had sent Jackson a letter announcing their success in depositing food at an outpost of friendly Creeks called Talladega, but the army found no supplies when it arrived. Jackson wrote the contractors, and the courtesy of his wording barely contained his rage: “What could have occasioned you to the erroneous belief on which you felicitate yourselves . . . I am quite at a loss to conjecture.” He would have eight days’ rations for the troops’ next move, barely enough to reach their ultimate destination and return if nothing went wrong.

			Straight downriver, roughly midway between the army and Mobile Bay, was the heart of the Creek Nation, although Jackson was in no rush to get there. It was far more important to destroy Creek forces, so the general planned a detour. The men left the Coosa behind, marching eastward through the woods. They approached a river called the Tallapoosa, the next finger on that gnarled hand of rivers running down to Mobile Bay. The rude path his army was following was familiar to Jackson. Back in January, learning of a large Creek encampment, he had raced along this same route toward the enemy with nine hundred newly arrived militiamen, only to realize that the Creeks were so numerous, and so well fortified, that if he attacked, he would fail. He chose instead to back away—and then the Creeks attacked him. Dozens of his men were killed before he drove off the assault. Now Jackson was returning with his enlarged force, including a couple of small artillery pieces, determined to finish the job.

			Sometimes along the march, the general stopped and climbed down from his horse. A subordinate would hack down a sapling and Jackson would drape himself over it in the only pose that relieved his abdominal pain. Then he’d mount again, hardly more than a cadaver on a horse, with his bodyguard eyeing him. They continued toward the enemy’s camp, tucked in a curve of the Tallapoosa River. It was a place the Creeks called Tohopeka, and white men called Horseshoe Bend.

		

	
		
			Three

			Stamping His Foot for War

			Ross and Jackson were alike that late winter of 1814 in that they were not yet figures of legend. Jackson was a Tennessee politico with a checkered reputation. Had his precarious health collapsed on March 15, his forty-seventh birthday, he would have been buried somewhere near John Wood without a single achievement that later generations would recall. Ross was hardly more than a youth, slim of both stature and achievement, probably known even within the Cherokee Nation mainly as a descendant of notable traders. Now the two men were about to begin their long engagement with history. To understand how the country changed during their time, it is useful to glimpse the United States as they found it.

			In 1814 the American frontier, the farthest western point of consistent white settlement, was roughly where Jackson lived. It was Middle Tennessee. Farther west than that the Indian map was the governing map, and the map of the United States became more imaginary with every mile. In fact Middle Tennessee formed a salient, a peninsula of settlement. Other parts of the frontier were not so far west. In 1803 the Louisiana Purchase extended the nation beyond the Mississippi, but except for a few cities such as New Orleans and St. Louis, the Purchase too was almost entirely the domain of Indians. Thus when Americans spoke of “the West” in Jackson’s day, they usually referred not to Oregon or the Rockies, but to Nashville, or Lexington, Kentucky, or “the Ohio country.” That was the frontier.

			This early version of the West was attracting migrants. The national population was exploding—from about four million in 1790 to more than seven million in 1810—and many were shifting westward. New roads and technology encouraged their movement. A traditional westward route led by horse or stagecoach over the Alleghenies to Pittsburgh, at the headwaters of the Ohio River, from which the Mississippi Valley became accessible by boat. It could take many weeks to float with the current to New Orleans, and it was challenging to return, but in September 1811, associates of Robert Fulton completed a steamboat at Pittsburgh and sent it downriver and back again. Trade was increasing on many rivers, such as the Cumberland, on the banks of which Andrew Jackson for years operated a store offering supplies such as butcher knives, cotton hoes, coffee, “Segars,” chocolate, brimstone, and pink ladies’ hats. The store was near the Hermitage, the farm he bought in 1804, which would remain his home and headquarters for the rest of his life. On the cash-poor frontier, farmers often paid Jackson with cotton, which he shipped downriver toward New Orleans and the wider world.

			Industry was growing as the nation spread. A census report in 1810 found that manufacturers were forging so much out of iron—wagon wheels, stoves, firearms, machinery, hammers, steam engines—that they were desperate for miners to produce more iron ore. Pennsylvania each year was making “nine pounds of nails for each person in the state.” Since nails were used to fasten everything else, the production of seven million pounds of nails in a single year by a single state suggested the scale of construction and manufacturing. Southern states were expanding cotton production so rapidly that it would soon become “the most considerable of our manufactures,” often woven into cloth on “family looms,” for the greatest of the New England textile mills had yet to be built. The cotton was grown largely on plantations run with slave labor. Slavery, though gradually disappearing in the North, was increasing in importance below the Ohio. Many westbound settlers brought the slave economy with them. Some Indians adopted the practice of slave owning. White owners also complained that escaped slaves found refuge within Indian nations.

			Farmers in every state produced distilled spirits—rye whiskey, corn whiskey, applejack, rum—a total of 25,804,792 gallons of hard liquor in a year: more than three and a half gallons for every man, woman, and child. It was such a hard-drinking nation that the census report gently promoted the health benefits of beer, ale, and malt liquor, said to be more “moralizing” and “salubrious” than the hard stuff. Few people followed this advice, the report admitted. It was hard to find a “foaming” cold beer in the summer. Many a man, Andrew Jackson among them, found it “salubrious” instead to mix a little gin with the water he was drinking. And when Jackson mortally wounded a man in a duel in 1806, there was only one thing to do for his antagonist as he lay dying: to comfort the man in his final hours, Jackson sent a bottle of wine.

			Some percentage of alcohol sales went to Indians. They were said to be especially susceptible to drink. Accounts of alcoholism among white men in that era suggest that natives may not have handled their liquor worse than anybody else. (The Choctaws noticed this, and when they imposed prohibition on themselves, they wryly noted in a public letter that “ardent spirits have been banished from among us, and have been compelled to take up their abode among our civilized white neighbors.”) But there was no doubt that when Indians drank, it was a curse. Drunkenness led to violence and allowed white men to cheat Indians out of trade goods or land. The federal government banned the sale of alcohol on Indian territories, which merely caused natives to travel to the nearest white towns. The trade grew so pernicious that in 1808 President Thomas Jefferson urged state governors to crack down on white sellers. The long-term effectiveness of his appeal can be measured by a French traveler’s account from 1825. Spending the night in a white settlement at the edge of the Creek Nation in Alabama, the traveler found the town “almost entirely inhabited” by “avaricious wretches” who had “assembled from all parts of the globe” to “poison the tribes with intoxicating liquors, and afterwards ruin them by duplicity and overreaching.”

			General William Henry Harrison, the governor of the Indiana Territory in the early years of the century, noticed a difference between Indians in close contact with white people and those who were not. The man from a more distant tribe “is generally well-clothed, healthy, and vigorous,” while an Indian nearby was more likely “half-naked, filthy, and enfeebled by intoxication.” The tribes closest to Harrison were “the most depraved wretches on earth.” Harrison’s awareness that Indians were suffering from their interaction with white society did not change his view of his duty. Rounding up some “depraved wretches,” he negotiated treaties in 1804, 1805, and 1809, purchasing millions of acres of Indiana land at nominal prices.

			These land cessions set off a chain of events that reverberated for years, eventually helping to spark Andrew Jackson’s military campaign in 1813–14. An eloquent and idealistic Shawnee, Tecumseh, used the injustice of Harrison’s 1809 treaty to build opposition to the white man’s land grabs. With his brother, said to be a prophet, he was uniting western tribes in a great confederation. He said the United States must never sign another treaty unless it was with all the tribes, for the land belonged in common to all. Harrison’s army drove off Tecumseh’s men in an early-morning battle at Tippecanoe, Indiana, in 1811, but Tecumseh missed the fight. He was off to the south, on a journey to find allies among the Creeks of the Mississippi Territory.

			Tecumseh’s speeches, or talks as they were called, caused a sensation in the Creek Nation. The most prominent Creek leader, known as Big Warrior, warned his people that “it was easier to begin a war than to end one.” But there were fault lines in the Creek Nation, caused by the federal policy of encouraging Indians to civilize. Some Creeks resisted adopting white culture, and their resistance meshed with Tecumseh’s call to defend their ancient hunting grounds. Although Tecumseh failed to win the allegiance of the divided nation, he left the Creeks with a memorable prediction. As one Creek writer recalled, Tecumseh said he would “ascend to the top of a mountain . . . and raise his foot and stamp it on the earth three times. By these actions he could make the whole earth tremble,” and all the nations of the earth would feel the power of his cause.

			What happened next can be seen through the eyes of a very young witness. Margaret Eades Austill was probably under ten years old, but had an eye for detail that she wrote down years later. In 1811, the same year that Tecumseh made his disappointing visit to the Mississippi Territory, Miss Austill arrived. Her family had moved westward from Augusta, Georgia, in just the kind of migration that was beginning to transform the region. They joined two other families in a westward journey with “about one hundred slave men, women and children,” including a servant named Hannah, who was “black or rather blue black, with clear blue eyes.” (If Margaret contemplated the sort of master-slave relationship that may have produced a woman with such a “peculiar appearance,” she did not mention it.) On the way to Mississippi, the families passed by Cherokees, who “were kind and friendly,” then entered domains that seemed more threatening. “As soon as we entered the Creek or Muskogee Nation, we could see the terrible hatred to the whites. . . . At night the wagons were all fixed around the encampment, the women and children and negroes in the center, the men keeping guard with the guns, so we made a formidable appearance of defense.” Indians trailed the wagon train as it lumbered across the landscape.

			One night after a fearful day, the Indians had followed us for miles [and] we camped in an old field. Just as supper was announced, a most terrific earthquake took place, the horses all broke loose, the wagon chains jingled, and every face was pale with fear and terror. The Indians came in numbers around us looking frightened, and grunting out their prayers, and oh, the night was spent in terror by all but the next day some of the Indians came to us and said it was Tecumseh stamping his foot for war.

			It was the New Madrid earthquake of December 1811, which shook the whole Mississippi Valley and beyond with such force that the great river briefly flowed backward. Tecumseh had just received a divine endorsement.

			When the war finally came in the summer of 1812, it would not end well for Tecumseh. After a stunning early success—he helped British troops capture the American fort at Detroit—he was killed by William Henry Harrison’s troops at the Battle of the Thames. But he had put a jolt into a faction of the Creeks, who rose in revolt, first against their nation’s leaders and then against white men. The traditionalists became known as the Red Sticks, apparently because of the red war clubs held by their prophets. A Creek writer of the era said the traditionalists formed encampments where they conducted “fanatical riots of shaving their heads and painting them red for distinction.” By July 1813 the Creek Nation was in a state of “civil war,” according to John Ross. The Cherokee trader heard news of the trouble when traveling in the Mississippi Territory, and wrote a federal Indian agent with “intelligence” that “this present crisis is very serious,” and the whole Creek Nation could be conquered by “the Superior force of the rebels.” Some of the rebels were traveling to Spanish-controlled Florida for gunpowder. Local white forces tried to intercept the gunpowder shipment, fighting an inconclusive battle that only seemed to increase the Red Sticks’ resolve.

			By now the family of Margaret Eades Austill had made a homestead in the Mississippi Territory, north of Mobile Bay. “One morning,” she recalled, “mother, sister and myself were alone except [for] the servants. Father had gone to the plantation when a man rode up to the gate and called to mother to fly for the Creek Indians had crossed the Alabama [River] and were killing the people. Mother said ‘where shall I fly to, in God’s name?’” The man advised the family to retreat to a place called Carney’s Bluff, where settlers, “all hands, negroes and whites,” were building a makeshift fort.

			When we arrived at the river it was a busy scene, men hard at work chopping and clearing a place for a Fort, women and children crying, no place to sit down, nothing to eat, all confusion and dismay, expecting every moment to be scalped and tomahawked . . . I went to mother and told her I was tired and sleepy she untied her apron and spread it down on the ground and told me to say my prayers and go to sleep. So I laid down but could not go to sleep the roots hurt me so badly. I told mother I had rather jump in the river [than] lie there. She replied “Perhaps it would be best for us all to jump in the river.”

			Carney’s Bluff was not attacked, though the settlers were not wrong to worry. They were fortunate the Red Stick leaders were choosing a different target.

			 • • • 

			The Creek uprising was not Andrew Jackson’s business at first. He was occupied elsewhere on fool’s errands. When he first organized twenty-five hundred volunteers in the snow at Nashville in December 1812, they were placed at the disposal of the War Department in Washington for service wherever in the country they might be needed. It was presumed that their enemy would be British invaders, not Indians, and Jackson was ordered to move toward New Orleans in case a British fleet appeared at the mouth of the Mississippi. His little army made it as far as Natchez, Mississippi, before falling victim to the administrative chaos that characterized the war. He received orders from the War Department saying his force was no longer needed. He was told to disband his unit immediately, leaving the men to find their way home to Tennessee by themselves.

			Inexplicable though the order was to Jackson, it fit a pattern: Americans were learning how to fight a war, and it showed. The United States had sent undersized and undertrained forces on grandiose missions, such as invading British Canada, with predictable results. A progression of disasters (with some heroic interruptions) would continue right up to August 1814, when British forces strolled into Washington and set the president’s house and the Capitol on fire. That Jackson would be ordered to disband his force in the middle of such a war was no worse than might be expected. Jackson’s response to this order proved him to be very much like the men he struggled to control, from Private John Wood to Adjutant John Ross: he would not follow an order that made no sense to him. Considerably modifying his instructions, Jackson kept his unit together long enough to march them back to Tennessee. Only then did he send them to their homes, and even then he left an expectation that he might call
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