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  Appendix A


  The Transcript of the Raiders Trial


  The record is APZ 479-1865, pertaining to Dorence Atwater, Co. R, 2nd New York Cavalry.


  SUNDAY MERCURY NEWSPAPER


  The following article is taken from the August 20, 1865, issue of the Sunday Mercury. A clipping of this article is referred to in the Compiled Military Service records of Patrick Delaney, William Colling, and John Sullivan, and is located at the National Archives in Washington, DC (File APZ (EB) 1865, Entry 409, Records of the Adjutant General, Group 94). The clipping originally appeared in the appendix of the book Ghosts and Shadows of Anderson-ville: Essays on the Secret Social Histories of America’s Deadliest Prison by Robert S. Davis. A copy of the Sunday Mercury for the date in question is also held on microfilm at the New York Public Library, and the article can be found on page three of that newspaper. Although it is inaccurate on several counts, it offers one of the very few alleged accounts of what happened during the trial of the accused “raiders.”


  ANDERSONVILLE PRISON.


  Was Captain Wirz Guilty of the Enormities Charged to Him?


  A THRILLING EPISODE OF PRISON LIFE.


  How an Organized Gang of Ruffians Preyed upon Their Fellow-Prisoners.


  SIX OF THEM SENTENCED TO BE HANGED


  Detailed Statement of the Whole Proceeding, by the Official Reporter of the Court


  &c &c &c


  The treatment said to have been received by Union prisoners at the hands of the Confederate authorities at Andersonville, seems to be among the bitterest subjects now connected with the late war. Various accounts have been published describing Captain Wirz, the Commandant of the prison, as a monster, in comparison with whom Nero would not be a circumstance; others—and these the most intelligen[t] and trust-worth, and who had superior opportunities of knowing the facts, both from actual confinement for months in the Andersonville stockade, and subsequently by intimate intercourse with Captain Wirz for months have boldly come forward and defended him from the charge of cruelty to his prisoners; and while admitting the fearful suffering—which, indeed, it would be hard to overdraw—endured by the unhappy men in that wretched “d—d bul[l]pen,” to use Wirz’s own words, maintain that such sufferings were solely the result of poverty and want of resources in the Confederacy.


  Before coming to our present purpose in giving the particulars of a thrilling episode of prisoner-life, which had hitherto been but briefly alluded to by the press, we may be permitted to refer to some of the statements made against Captain Wirz, especially to one which bears upon the very subject of this trial. A person in the Washington Chronicle, who appears to have been a prisoner at Andersonville, but whose statements are as nonexistent with the facts as that a horse-chestnut and a chestnut horse mean the same thing, makes several charges against Captain Wirz. Next to malignity, stupidity is the most intolerable thing to deal patiently with. This person, who signs himself “S. H, Co. C, Eighth Pennsylvania Cavalry,” says that the “raider at Andersonville [sic] were deserters from the United States Army that they were known to be so by Captain Wirz,” and that “they received favors from the Rebel authorities that were not accorded to the loyal Union prisoners”—such as permission to go outside the stockade to work, obtain better rations than the other prisoners, and even permitted to bring plenty of wood on returning every evening.


  The writer of this article, happening to know all facts in connection with the modus operandi of the machinery in Andersonville brands every one of the foregoing statements as shameful, ignorant falsehoods.


  Again, “Wirz was aware of the existence of this gang and their depredations, and although their poor victims time and again complained of them to him, the hardened villains took no notice of their complaints, encouraging their oppressors in their inhuman barbarities.” The truth is that Wirz, whenever he heard of an act of oppression by one man—any man—toward another, would be down upon him like a thunderbolt. Wirz had his failings, but his worst fault was impulsiveness. And to charge him with contriving at raiders, is a piece of donkeyism that his most inveterate enemies in Washington, when his trial comes on, will not be guilty of.


  A long paragraph in the same article headed, “An Outbreak,” described the attacks of the raiders which brought on the trials and execution which it is our object to describe. There was no “outbreak.” It was the mere culmination of a system carried on in the camp by a set of scoundrels and thieves. If the founders of the prosecution against Wirz have no better grounds to go upon than such statements as we have referred to, the sooner they abandon their case the better.


  Captain Wirz or the authorities at Andersonville never gave the slightest encouragement to desertion. We happen to know, having seen some fifty letters per day from prisoners at Andersonville, addressed to Captain Wirz, offering to take the oath of allegiance to the Southern Confederacy. The letters were handed by Captain Wirz to use [illegible], and were destroyed, and never [illegible].


  “Well,” said Wirz, “only think of a United States soldier in prison deserting to the Confederacy. The fellows only want to get away. Damn your deserters. I don’t like them, North or South.”


  One charge against Wirz is that the stockade was only 200 yards wide by the same number long. Another, when smallpox broke out, Wirz had the men inoculated in the filthiest matter he could find.


  The stockade by measurement, was twenty nine acres in extent. When the smallpox broke out at Andersonville, the most salubrious spot outside the stockade was selected, to which the patients were removed, and the most experienced physicians appointed to attend them. The result was less than forty deaths from smallpox at Andersonville.


  As to inoculation, it can be affirmed that not a single person was inoculated at Andersonville, unless perhaps by his own desire; but the person who makes the statement we refer to must have had Belle Isle, or some other Confederate prison in his imagination.


  On this subject, we will merely say, that as Captain Wirz’s trial will, in all likelihood, take place in a few days and that witnesses are summoned from all quarters against him, it would show a higher sense of fair-play and self respect, on the part of the high-tened [sic] and honorably-[enacted? conducted?] press to abstain from publishing such stupid lies about the helpless prisoner who cannot defend himself until he appears before the bar of public jury.


  If Captain Wirz is condemned after a fair trial, and after his witnesses get a fair opportunity of telling all they know about him, let him be dealt with as his conduct deserves. But if the newspapers not so clamorous to condemn Wirz had been only one-tenth as zealous in trying to urge the Executive to exchange the Andersonville prisoners, the Federal Government would not have to answer before their God for at least 11,000 lives ruthlessly thrown away.


  The Raiders—Their Trial


  Toward the close of the month of June, 1864, when there were some 35,000 Union prisoners at Andersonville, some four of five hundred gougers, robbers, mugger, garroters, and (if in the execution of their infamous proceedings murder became necessary), murderers, banded themselves into a regular organization. Men were beaten and robbed and knocked down in broad daylight. At night, when a man retired to his poor quarters, he was awoke by finding a ruffian’s knee on his stomach, brandishing a knife over him and other ruffian holding him down by the throat, and threatening that if the poor wretch made any resistance his “bloody heart would be cut out.” A reign of terror spread itself over the prison. Men lay down in the miserable tents at night in terror; and they woke in the morning unrefreshed, the terrors of the banditti still haunting them. It was a terrible time. But what appeared to be every man’s business was nobody’s business; and no man dared grapple with this inhumane organization. Just as a compact band of guerillas may at any moment descend from a mountain upon an unsuspecting and unarmed village. At length a man named Dowd was attacked before his own tent by a dozen of the band, and all but murdered; he was robbed of money, watch, etc. He was brought next morning before Captain Wirz, and having stated his case, his appearance, broken face, eyes swollen, head strapped up, and his shins all kicked and bruised, all seconding his appeal to the captain.


  Capt. Wirz—“By God, until every scoundrel of that gang is brought out of the stockade, I swear I shall not permit a single ration to be sent into the stockade. Until you hear from me send not a ration into the stockade. The d____d cowards! Thirty five thousand soldiers and yet not have the pluck to defend themselves against the damn scoundrels, the bloody Yankee thieves, that are preying on their poor fellow prisoners. Bush, give me my pistols!”


  Bush gave Wirz his pistols, and he proceeded to the stockade; and the gang, under the pressure of hunger, began to be brought out. Some three thousand men formed themselves, after a long dead silence of hunger and thought, into a vigilance-committee, and some one hundred and three villains were taken out, amid the triumphant shouts of the poor fellows in the stockade, and placed in ball and chain.


  On the representation of the facts at headquarters, the following order was issued:


  ORDER AUTHORIZING THE FORMATION OF A COURT TO TRY THE RUFFIANS


  CAMP SUMTER, ANDERSONVILLE, Ga, June 30, 1864


  GENERAL ORDER NO. 57,


  I. A gang of evil-disposed persons among the prisoners of war at this post, having banded themselves together for the purpose of assaulting, murdering, and robbing their fellow-prisoners, and having already committed these offenses it becomes necessary to adopt measures to protect the lives and property of the prisoners against the acts of these men; and in order that this may be accomplished, the well-disposed prisoners may, and are hereby authorized to establish a court among themselves for the trial and punishment of all such vile offenders.


  II. On such trials, charges will be distinctly made, with specifications, setting forth time and place, a copy of which will be furnished to the accused.


  III. The whole proceedings will be properly kept in writing, the testimony fairly written out as nearly in the words of the witnesses as possible.


  IV. The proceedings, findings, and sentence in each case will be sent to the commanding officer for record, and if found in order, and proper, the sentence will be ordered for execution.


  By order of


  John H. Winder, Brig. Gen.


  W. S, Winder, A.A.G


  To Capt. HENRY WIRZ, commanding, etc.


  The morning on which the order was issued, about three hundred sergeants, the head of every ninety men in prison, were summoned to Captain Wirz’s headquarters, when the order was read for them. Every man of the three hundred approved of the formation of the court for the trial of the raiders, and gougers, and garroters. Twenty-four were selected from the number, from which twelve were balloted for a jury, as follows:


  Members of the Jury.


  Sergeant George W. Merwin, Fifth Michigan Cavalry, Company B, Foreman; Benjamin Bartlett, Sixty-seventh Pennsylvania, Company K; Thos. C. Hurlburt, First Connecticut Cavalry, Company B; J. Weston Dana, Fifty-sixth Massachusetts, Company K; J. S. Banks., Third Ohio Cavalry, Company I; Thomas J. Shepard, Ninety-seventh Ohio, Company E; John S. Benjamin, Sixty-fourth New York, Company E; Egbert Webb, Fifth Michigan Cavalry, Company H; Wm. C. Messick, The Michigan Cavalry, Company H; Stephen T. Brown, Seventieth New York, Company C; Henry Miller, First Michigan Sharpshooters, Company I; Samuel West, Seventh New York Heavy Artillery, Company H.


  Edward Wellington Boate, Forty-second New York, was unanimously appointed official reporter of the Court.


  Sergeant O. W. Carpenter, Seventh Michigan Cavalry was appointed to prosecute; and Private (since Major) H. O. Higginson, Nineteenth Illinois, Company K, was assigned as counsel to defend the prisoners.


  The best and most convenient arrangement that could be made at the time was to try the prisoners before the above jury, who after the verdict constitute themselves into a court of twelve and then after due deliberation decided upon the punishment to which each convicted person was sentenced.


  First Day’s Proceedings


  William Collins, alias Mosby, 88th Pennsylvania, Company D, was the first of the prisoners tried, but as it was understood that more evidence could be had than what was brought against him the first day, his case was postponed. (Mosby was subsequently tried, found guilty and hanged.)


  Patrick Murphy, 52nd NY, Company B, and John Sarsfield, 140th NY, Company C, were charged with assaulting with intent to murder (if necessary) and highway robbery. They pleaded not guilty.


  John G. Dowd, 97th NY, Company D, was the first witness. The appearance of this man excited the horror and pity of everyone present. His head and face, arms, legs, and body generally bore marks of the most brutal violence. He testified as follows—On the 28th of June, about one o’clock, I was sitting in my tent, when Sarsfield came along, crying out “Who wants to buy a watch?” (Sarsfield’s object was to find out who had money.) I asked him what his watch was worth, and he replied, twenty dollars. Sarsfield left, and soon after returned with prisoner Murphy. Sarsfield renewed the offer to sell the watch, and while doing so, the other prisoner grabbed at my pantaloons, which I had in my hand, cleaning. In the scuffle, I was struck with “brass knuckles” in the face, by Sarsfield, as I believe. I then took my knife out of my pocket to defend myself. Several others then attacked me and one of them snatched the knife out of my hand, and, in doing so, cut me across the hand. Sarsfield had a dagger in his hand, and threatened if I resisted he would cut my heart out and throw it in my face. I was frequently struck with the “brass knuckles.” I saw one of the men (not on trial) take hold of the chain of my watch and draw it out. I was then knocked down and turned over. They took hold of my watch-pocket and turned it out. It contained a pocket book containing $136, which the raiders carried off.


  Sergeant Joseph Rivers, 22nd NY. Co. M, swore that on the 26th inst., while looking for some of his boys, he was met by a man who brought him to his tent to sell him a blanket. Outside the tent they met Sarsfield, opposite his tent, who said he had a better blanket to sell; called witness a s-n of a b—h, and dragged him back into the tent and assaulted witness with a screw. Sars-field took witness by the pocket, and took of it $50.04, together with some small articles, a spoon, a comb, etc. He also took his haversack and blouse, in which there was tobacco. They then tried to knock him down, tried to pull him down by his hair. He made a struggle and ran away.


  R. C. Spicer, 76th New York, Company E, swore that he was present at the attack on Dowd. Murphy was not there; but he recognized Sarsfield as one of the men who attacked Dowd with a knife, with which he struck him on the head. Sarsfields character is that of a thief and a robber; he goes about choking and robbing men and threatening to cut their throats if they say a word or make any resistance.


  N. Baldwin, 76th New York, Company C, while proving that Murphy did not take part in the riot, swore that Sarsfield was one of the men who attacked Dowd; witness stated that he knew Sarsfield to be a robber; the day before he decoyed five men into his tent, and, with the other, swore he would kill those five men into his tent, and with others, swore he would kill those five men if they made any noise, and then robbed them.


  Joseph Terril, 101st Ohio, Company E, swore that he knew Sarsfield, who was generally seen in company with two men, one of them named Delaney; witness saw as many as twenty or thirty men a day come out of Sarsfield’s tent, their pants nearly torn off; the first that would be heard, after these men entered the tent, would be the man gasping for breath; Sarsfield and his gang raided on witness one night.


  The result of the examination into this case was the acquittal of Murphy, and the conviction of Sarsfield, who was sentenced to be hanged.


  Second Day’s Proceedings


  William John Kennedy, 52nd New York, Company C; Patrick Delany, 83rd Pennsylvania, Company E; John Sullivan, 76th New York, Company F; Peter Gilmore, 145th Pennsylvania, Company J.; Owen Farley, news agent of the Calvary Corps, Army of the Potomac; William Holdings, 145th Pennsylvania, Company G; John Connolly, 52nd New York, Company C (Frank Connelly, 52 NY); Andrew Muir, United States steamer Waterwitch, [sic] were next put on trial.


  The chargers were similar to those in the previous case.


  The prisoners pleaded not guilty.


  N. Baldwin, of the 76th New York, Company C, swore that Sullivan’s business was that of robbing the prisoners and that he was one of those who attacked Dowd. He struck Dowd, who had his pants off, and with his tent torn down, Dowd was imploring Sullivan to let him put on his pants. Witnesses saw Sullivan rob an orderly—who had come in that evening, and was induced to go to Sullivan’s tent. Witness tented within a dozen yards of Sullivan. Next day five more men were taken at different times to Sullivan’s tent, when they were robbed by Sullivan, Delany, and Sarsfield. These men (so robbed) had only just come into the camp. Witness saw one man stretched in the tent. Sullivan and another of the prisoners were holding him down, and they threatened to cut his throat unless he lay still. This was of daily occur-rence. Delaney was generally present at these robberies. Sarsfield generally did the cutting out business, while the others held down the victims.


  Sergeant Carpenter—Why did not the men in the neighborhood clear out that gang?


  A: Well, there were so many of them, and they were all so armed with clubs, that people were afraid of them. Sullivan carried a club with an iron nut at the end of it. Saw Delany rob a watch from a man on the street a few days ago. He came up to the man, who had a stick of wood on his back, and said, “This is a good hat you have on.” The man clung to the hat. Delany then grabbed the watch and carried it off. The man dropped his wood, and some other person came up and carried it off. The prisoner, Mullings, acted as a runner for the gang. He went out, picked up, and brought to the tent the man intended to be robbed. Mullings picked up two of the five men robbed in Sullivan’s tent. Whenever a lot of prisoners came into the prison Mullings would go among them, asking if they wanted to buy blankets or rations. By this means he decoyed them into Sullivan’s tent, where they could be robbed. (The newcomers were those among whom the robbers plied their infamous trade, as they were ignorant of the robberies carried on by the band of scoundrels.) The general conversation of these men was about robbing, and how much they took from such and such a man. Heard one of the fellows say, “I got $20 out of that fellow; I got nothing out of that other son of a b—h.” Saw Muir engaged in robbing Dowd. Saw him on top of Dowd, trying to cut out his pocket and fumbling in it. The first time he saw Muir engaged in robbing was when he and the others attacked the orderly-sergeant. Muir had not the same appearance when he attacked Dowd as he had at present. Then he wore whiskers and a mustache; at present they were shaved off. Never saw Farley do anything, although he was frequently present among the gang when the robberies went on. Witnesses stated that Delaney, Sullivan, and Muir were all physically involved in the assault on Doud and other crimes. All four were found guilty and sentenced to hang.


  R. E. Spicer recalled: saw Sullivan, Delaney and Gilmore rob a man the day before; he resisted, when Sarsfield came up and brandished a knife at him; Sullivan was also engaged in the attack on Dowd.; saw Delaney in Sullivan’s tent take hold of men, gag them; and take their money away. By “gagging” he meant putting something in their mouth, so that they could not cry out. While robbing on those occasions, heard them threaten men that if they made any noise they would cut their throat; one day last week, while they were robbing a man in Sullivan’s tent, witness heard one of the gang say two or three times “Here is a razor, cut his throat.” Sullivan, Delaney, and Gilmore were present at the time; Sullivan carried a club with a knob of iron at the end; a few nights previously, Delaney went to rob a man who had a watch; some of the persons in the next tent made noise, and his purpose was defeated. The next night, between 11 and 12 o’clock, Delaney came to that tent, told one of the men in it to “come here”; the man hesitated. “Are you not coming?” said Delaney; the man was lying down in his tent at the time, he rose, when Delaney struck him on the head with a club having an iron knob in the end; he then struck another of the men in the same tent; Delaney then came to a boy fifteen years of age who was lying outside the same tent and beat him with the wooden end of the stick; saying that if he heard any more noise, he would knock his brains out and “let every man mind his own business”; knew Delaney to shove men into the tent, and rob them; knew him to draw men into the tent by telling them he had something to sell them.


  Joseph Farrel, 101st Ohio, Co. B, swore that some night ago a gang came to mug him; but he could not identify any of them among the prisoners. A few days ago he saw a man go into Sullivan’s tent with a watch in his pocket, and saw him leave without the watch. While the man was in the tent, he heard a scuffle, and soon after he saw the man’s feet sticking out from under the tent, and heard him gasping for breath.


  This closed the prosecution.


  Mr. Higginson called several witnesses for the defense, the effect of whose evidence, while it left the case against the other prisoners untouched, was to clear Connolly and Mullings from the most heinous crimes of assault with intent to murder. There was no evidence against Kennedy and Farley.


  The jury, after an hour’s deliberation, returned the following verdict: Kennedy and Farley, not guilty; Connolly and Mullings, guilty of robbery; sentenced each to wear a ball and chain 25 lbs weight, for four months; Gilmore’s case suspended; Sullivan, Delaney, and Muir guilty of all the charges, sentenced to be hanged by the neck until dead.


  Third Day’s Proceedings


  Richard Allen, 83rd Pennsylvania Company E; William Wrixon, alias Curtis, United States steamship Powhattan; Thomas F. O’Connell, 9th Maryland, Company D, were put on their trial charged with the same of-fence, as those previously tried.


  Daniel Hayes, United States, Company L, swore that one day last week, Allen and his party, including Curtis, came to his tent and took a watch belonging to the witness, which was hanging up in his tent. He then forced out of the tent a man named Prentiss, threw him down on the ground and threatened his life unless he told where witness’s other watch was. Allen and Curtis did this. They then forced Prentiss to accompany them, Prentiss promising that he would tell where the other watch was deposited if they would spare his life. Prentiss pointed out where the other watch was—in the custody of a friend. Prentiss got the watch from this friend, came out, and handed it to Allen and Curtis.


  On cross-examination, it appeared that this witness was not inside his tent when this robbery was committed. He was some twenty yards from it. But he saw the watch taken.


  Mr. Higginson—Is it not singular that you and your party did not make some resistance to save your watch? A. There were upward of twenty men in the gang in that same tent, and they were all dangerous men, armed with weapons.


  William Prentiss, 16th Illinois Cavalry, Company I, the man referred to in the evidence of the last witness, confirmed the statement of Hays [sic]; adding at [sic] when Allen & Curtis demanded the second watch, he tried to escape from the tent, but was taken hold of, jerked down, four of five of the gang having hold of him and threatening that if he did not give information where the other watch was they would cut his throat. Curtis, alias Wrixon, said he would cut out his (Prentiss’s) heart. They had their knives out ready to do so, and he expected to be murdered every moment. They had him by the throat and their hands on his mouth. While accompanying them to where the second watch was deposited, they said if witness “went down there and got them into a mess, they would not give two cents for his life!”


  James M. Friend, of the 16th Illinois Cavalry, Company I, stated that, last Saturday night, while he was lying in his tent, Curtis and a man named Delany came and woke him up. They asked him who was lying in the back of his tent? Witness replied “No person.” Curtis then charged the witness with having been down to their quarters and robbed them of a blanket. Having denied this, Curtis struck him in the face with a razor and cut him. The wound was a ghastly one, across the side of the cheek. Witness put up his hand, and received a gash between the thumb and first finger. They then made several passes of the razor at him, but he succeeded in creeping away from them on his all fours, and tried to throw his pocketbook into the “dead line,” but did not succeed in throwing it far enough, and so he picked it up again, when one of them grasped it from him, saying, as he did so, “God d—n you, that is all we wanted.” There were four hundred and forty nine dollars in the pocketbook. He had been trading a little.


  J. P. Erwin, 103rd Pennsylvania Regiment, Company B, swore that Wrixon, alias Curtis, had some weeks previously choked him down, when he was robbed of a watch and seventy dollars. While buying some beans he had a ten-dollar bill in his hand, which was snatched from him; Curtis, is at that moment came up, and he took him to his (Curtis’s) tent; and while there, Curtis choked him down and somebody else came up and robbed him.


  Other witnesses testified to other charges against Curtis, Allen, and O’Connell.


  This closed the prosecution.


  Witnesses were called for the defense, but the testimony was vague, and only went to prove that they never saw the prisoners guilty of any crime.


  The jury returned a verdict finding Richard Allen and Thomas F. O’Connell guilty of robbery and assault; and they were sentenced to be handcuffed and shackled during their imprisonment. Wrixon, alias Curtis, they found guilty of all of the charges preferred against him, and he was sentenced to be hanged.


  Wrixon denied that he was guilty, adding:—“I am not a citizen of the United States. I am a deserted from the United States Army, and took the oath of allegiance, and demanded to be tried by a court of Confederate officers.”


  Upon this statement, the Court ordered the official reporter to make a note of the prisoner’s objection to his trial and conviction.


  This was made out, and the prisoner brought to the headquarters under the escort of Confederate officers.


  On coming before Wirz:


  Wirz—“Well, my man, what is the matter?”


  Curtis—“I am a deserter. I wish to be tried by Confederate Officers.”


  Captain Wirz—“Take this man before General Winder, and make the official reporters not concerning Curtis’s objection.”


  Brought before General Winder:


  Winder—“Well, what do you want? Have you been tried?”


  A: Yes, sir but I am a deserter from the United States service, and I deny that they have any power to try me down there.”


  General Winder: “Let me see. What have they done to you down below?”


  Curtis: “They have sentenced me to death.”


  General Winder:—“Well, what do you want me to do?”


  Curtis:—“I want to be tried by Confederate officers.”


  General Winder:—“Very well; I cannot get Confederate officers to try you, but I shall try you myself, and from all that I have heard of your case, I shall order you to be shot. The Yankees have sentenced you to be hanged. Which do you choose?”


  Curtis hung his head, and he was brought down to the stocks.


  William Curtis [sic], alias Mosby of the 88th Penn. Company D was again put on trial on charge of robbing, assaulting, and with being the leader of a gang of thieves.


  Charles W. Ross, of the 5th Ohio Cavalry, identified the prisoner, who went by the name of Mosby, called after the celebrated Confederate raider of that name. Saw him engaged in several raids in the prison. Saw him take biscuits from a man who was peddling them in the street. Had seen him decoy men into his tent who had only come into the camp the same day. This man complained of having his watch and ten dollars taken from him. Saw Moseby instigate other men to rob the prisoners—little boys. Saw him point out where to go and and rob persons. Saw one of those men strike a little boy who had a box of peanuts for sale, and then rob the boy of his box of peanuts, and tell the boy, who began to cry, to dry up, or he would whip him.


  Cross examined—Why did you not go and raise a crowd to try to put down those men?


  A: I did not do so, as I was too much interested in keeping quiet. He had too strong a gang for me. I often heard Mosby called the head of a gang. I swear he was the head of a gang of thieves.


  George Ogleby, of the 4th Kentucky Cavalry, Company A—I know the prisoner at the bar as “Mosby.” Saw Mosby come up to a German who was buying some onions, asking the person from whom he sought them could change the bill. He said no; but said this man (pointing to Mosby) could, the onion seller passing the bill at the same time to Mosby, who carried it off and lay down in his tent. The German demanded his change. The onion seller said he knew nothing about it. Mosby came back from his tent, and the German asked him for his bill. “Get along,” Mosby said, “I know nothing of your bill.” A crowd gathered around them. Mosby told the German to clear out, or he would give him a thrashing. The German went away and did not get the bill. It appeared to me that the onion seller and Mosby were acting in concert. Both their tents joined one another.


  Joseph Ackers, of the 14th Connecticut, Company I, testified that he knew the prisoner. Knew a man to be robbed one night in his tent. It was midnight. Heard the man cry in his tent. Just before the cry he saw Mosby creep along the tent and then get inside. I know Mosby did not take part in the robberies himself, but I know him to be a planner of robberies for others. I know it because I heard him lay the plans to rob persons. When any person came along who had things for sale, Mosby’s gang would go along, he leading the way, and take the articles from the owners by force and violence sometimes. Saw the gang attack parties selling articles, when a fight ensued, Mosby taking part in the fight. Heard Mosby tell his men to be ready to go round at night, and take boots or shoes or any other articles they could find.


  James Keating, of the 42nd New York, Company [?], was called for the defense. Said: I heard Mosby say he would not go hungry while he could steal anything. He was called a raider, a name which he deserved.


  Mr. Higginson said that after he had heard of Mosby’s character, he declined to address the jury in his defense.


  The jury found Mosby guilty of robbing and assaulting his fellow-prisoners, and with being a leader of an organized band of thieves, robber, and garrotters, and he was sentenced to be hanged.


  There were several others tried, and found guilty, and sentenced to wear ball and chain for terms varying from ten days to the remainder of their imprisonment, but the six convicted and sentenced to death were regarded as the ringleaders of the organization.


  There were about ninety others remaining untried, all well known thieves, but it was considered that the execution of half a dozen would be sufficient to strike terror in the hearts of the other evil-doers; and the smaller fry were, after a warning, turned into the camp.


  In the meantime, the report of the proceedings was prepared, amply setting forth the pros and cons—the evidence for the prosecution and that for the defence [sic]. When prepared, it was sent forward to General Winder.


  In the meantime, the convicts were placed in stocks, awaiting the decision at Headquarters.


  It would be impossible to describe the feeling which pervaded the camp at this moment. Wagers were offered by every man who had a dollar, whether or not the convicts would be ordered for execution. It was evident that the culprits themselves did not believe they were to die; although a worthy priest named Father [Peter] Whelan, from Florida, who had been attending the prisoners for several months before was unceasing in his labors in trying to impress upon them the real nature of their position.


  APPROVAL OF THE SENTENCE BY THE COURT


  At length, after a suspense of three or four days, as everybody began to think the sentences would not be put in execution, an orderly from General Winder entered Captain Wirz’s office with the following document:


  HEADQUARTERS POST ANDERSONVILLE, GA.,


  July 10, 1864


  GENERAL ORDERS, No., 61


  The Court authorized by General Order, No 57, June 30, 1864 having tried and sentenced the following men named the following men to the punishment attached and set opposite their respective names, the Court is authorized to execute the sentence in the above cases:


  Patrick Sarsfield, to be hanged; John Sullivan, to be hanged; Patrick Delany, to be hanged; Andrew Muir, to be hanged; William Wixon [sic], alias Curtis, to be hanged; William Collins, alias Moseby, to be hanged. By order of


  Brig Gen. JOHN H WINDER. Robt. W. Brown, Lt. Col and Adjt.


  THE EXECUTION


  Capt. Wirz had the convicts brought to his headquarters, and informed them of their doom; telling them that before sunset the next day, they would be in eternity. He told them therefore to prepare themselves for their fate; and that he would send for whatever clergyman they might desire should be with them at their last moments.


  Next morning, a scaffold was commenced to be erected in the prison on a spot where every prisoner in the camp could have a sight of the execution, which was ordered to take place at 4 o’clock in the afternoon of Monday, July 11.


  A detachment of Confederate soldiers, with Captain Wirz at their head, rode toward the stocks where the six unhappy men were held. The stocks were unlocked and the six convicts were led back into the prison, preceded by Father Whelan (the only clergymen who could be had to attend them), who offered up fervent prayers as the cortege moved in. Having arrived at the foot of the scaffold, Curtis made a bolt through a cordon of Union prisoners several ranks deep, with staves in their hand, being a portion of the vigilance-committee detailed for the duty to keep order during the execution. Curtis was soon brought back and pinioned. The convicts, having ascended the scaffold, Father Whelan begged of the crowd to forego the execution—to have mercy on them. But not a single voice of the thousands were raised on their behalf. The prisoners begged for mercy; but the cry was, “The mercy you showed to your fellow prisoners.” After half an hour’s delay, mealbags were drawn over their heads and faces, and they were launched into eternity, amid the stillness of death which reigned over the awe-stricken camp, with its thirty-eight thousand spectators of the terrible set of retributive justice which had fallen over the miserable criminals.


  The rope on which Mosby hung, broke when he was swung off, and he fell heavily to the ground. Some voices said, “Don’t hang him,” but they were unheeded, and he was soon once again on the scaffold, and he shared the fate of his companions. After the execution, a man could take a dollar on the tip of his finger, and no one would dare touch it. No more beating, gouging, garroting, or mugging was experienced, and every man slept at night without apprehension.


  NOTES ON APPENDIX A


  A person in the Washington Chronicle—It is not known what piece in the Washington Chronicle Boate is referring to.


  George W. Merwin—A sergeant with the 5th Michigan, Company B, Merwin was also known as George Kelly, the surname of his stepfather. He survived the war but died shortly after from chronic diarrhea on April 9, 1865, in Vicksburg, Mississippi.


  Benjamin Bartlett, 67th Pennsylvania, Company K—This man’s name appears on the regimental rosters, but no further information is available.


  Thos. C. Hurlburt, First Connecticut Cavalry, Company B—Actually Thomas E. Hurlburt. He was a quarter-sergeant with the First Connecticut Cavalry, he was captured at Old Church, Virginia, on June 10, 1864, just 19 days before the arrests of the raiders. He was exchanged on November 19, 1864, and died April 8, 1879.


  J. Western Dana, 56th Massachusetts, Company K—James Weston Dana is listed as a sergeant with the 55th Massachusetts, and having been taken prisoner at Petersburg on June 17, 1864, just 12 days before the arrests of the raiders. He was paroled at Vicksburg, Mississippi, on April 27, 1865. He mustered out on May 12, 1865.


  J. S. Banks, Third Ohio Cavalry, Company I—Private John S. Banks was a private with the 3rd Ohio Cavalry. He enlisted on September 2, 1861, and survived Andersonville, mustering out on May 24, 1865. He died on June 7, 1920.


  Thomas J. Shepard, 97th Ohio—No information on this man can be found.


  John Benjamin, 64th New York Company E—Benjamin enlisted in the army as a corporal on September 10, 1861, in Ithaca, New York. He was promoted to sergeant a year later, on December 16, 1862. He was wounded in action on May 12, 1864, at Spotsylvania and was captured on June 18, 1864, just eleven days before the raiders’ trial. He survived Andersonville and mustered out at Elmira on July 6, 1865.


  Egbert Webb, Fifth Michigan Cavalry, Company H—Egbert Webb was a sergeant with the 5th Michigan Cavalry when he was taken prisoner at Trevilian Station, Virginia, on June 11, 1864, just 18 days before the arrests of the raiders. He survived the war and made it home, applying for an invalid’s pension in 1882. He died in Monroe, Michigan, on June 22, 1906.


  Wm C. Messick, 7th Michigan Cavalry, Company H—He survived Anderson-ville and was still living as of 1889.


  Stephen T. Brown, 70th New York, Company C—Brown, a 34-year-old farmer from Shelly, New York, enlisted on September 18, 1861, and reenlisted on January 4, 1864. He was captured at Petersburg, Virginia, on June 16, 1864, just 13 days before the arrest of the raiders. He also appears on company rolls as Stephen T. Brown and W. Brown. He survived Andersonville and applied for an invalid’s pension on July 24, 1874.


  Henry Miller, First Michigan Sharpshooters, Company I—Henry H. Miller was a private with the First Michigan Sharpshooters, Company I. A note on his Civil War Service index card says to also see USSS (US Sharpshooters) and 117 USCT (117th Regiment, US Colored Troops). Company K of the First Michigan Sharpshooters is noteworthy because it was the largest all-Indian regiment in the Union army. It is not known what Henry Miller’s race was.


  Samuel West, Seventh New York Heavy Artillery, Company H—The 21-year-old enlisted on August 12, 1862, was promoted to corporal six days later, and to first sergeant on June 1, 1864. He was captured in action on June 16, 1864, at Petersburg, Virginia, just 13 days before the arrest of the raiders. West was paroled on February 27, 1865, at Northeast Ferry, North Carolina, and mustered out on May 21, 1865.


  Edward Wellington Boate, 42nd New York, Company K—An Irish immigrant, Boate enlisted under the name Edward Bates on July 11, 1863. He was captured in action on October 14, 1863, at the Battle of Bristoe Station, his first military engagement. Like raiders Sullivan, Collins, and Delaney, he
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