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EXPLANATORY NOTE T0O THE CHEAP EDITION.

FTYHIS cheap edition of “ My Story of the War ” is printed

from the same electrotype plates used for the illus-
trated, higher-priced edition. It is illustrated only with a
steel-plate portrait of the author. Owing to the great
expense of producing the fine steel plates and colored battle
flag plates inserted in the illustrated edition, they cannot
possibly be included in this low-priced edition. Inasmuch
therefore as these illustrations are omitted in this edition,
the reading matter describing them is also omitted. With
these exceptions the text of both editions is exactly the
same, and Mrs. Livermore’s narrative as contained in this
volume is given in full and is printed from the original
plates.

In the illustrated edition the illustrations are paged in
with the text, and their omission in this cheap edition, and
the omission of the reading matter describing them, will
account for an occasional skipping of pages, which, however,

in no way affects the narrative.
THE PUBLISHERS.






T the close of the war, I was importuned to publish my
experiences and reminiscences in connection with the
hospitals and the relief work of the Sanitary Commission.
But I declined to_do_so. A horror of the war still en-
wrapped the country. The salvation of the nation had been
purchased with the blood of her sons, and she was still in
the throes of anguish because of her bereavement. The
people had turned with relief to the employments of peace-
ful life, eager to forget the fearful years of battle and car-
nage. I put away all mementoes of the exceptional life I
had led, and re-entered with gladness upon the duties con-
nected with my home and family, giving my leisure, as
before the war, to charitable work and literary pursuits.
I expected this quiet and happy order of things would con-
tinue to the end.

It has been otherwise ordered. The twenty-odd years
that have passed since the bells rang in the long prayer for
peace have been unlike any of which I had ever dreamed.
They have been packed with work, have brought me in con-
tact with people and events of national importance, have

afforded me extended opportunities of travel in my own

country and Europe, and have given me a largeness and
7
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variety of experience not often gained by a woman. The
sun of my life is now sloping swiftly to the west, the years
that I have travelled lie stretching in long array behind me,
and I am approaching the time when one lives much in
memory. I have again been asked to write for publication
my story of the war and its relief work, and this time the
request has found me favorably disposed to the undertaking.

The public ear has listened eagerly to the stories of the
great battles of the war of the rebellion, told by the master
spirits who conducted them, and who led the hosts of free-
dom to victory. The plan of the campaigns, the division
of the forces, and the parts assigned to the various officers
in command, the topography of the battle-fields, the personal
prowess and heroism developed in the hotly contested
struggle, and the jubilant victory which resulted, whose
peans of joy drowned the cries of the wounded and the
wails of bereavement — of these histories the people have not
grown weary. Every detail of Fort Donelson and Vicks-
burg, Antietam and Gettysburg, and the surrender of
Appomattox is eagerly sought and devoured with zest.
Millions of readers bend over the thrilling autobiographies
of Grant, Sherman, Logan, and other great captains of the
memorable war, when, on the top wave of a nation’s right-
eous wrath with slavery, four million of slaves were lifted
to the level of freemen.

‘But there is a paucity of histories of the private soldier,
of sketches of the rank and file. These have not been
written, partly because of the modesty of the men whose
experiences were worth narrating, and partly because they
were not favorably circumstanced for extensive observation.
There is a whole world of thrilling and heroic deed and
endeavor, of lofty patience, silent endurance and sacrifice,
connected with the soldiers of the army, of which the world



PREFACE. - 9

will 1 always remain ignorant. It cannot be told. Neither
can the deeds of nobleness performed by.the people w who

— = — —

remained at home, and who stood loyally by the government

in its every hour of extremlty They measured their ready

aid by the nation’s need, and, in their consecration to the
cause of national unity and freedom, outran all outward
demands made upon them.

The patriotism of men, the solemn joyfulness with which
they gave of their possessions and of themselves, the unfal-
tering faith which no disaster could shake and no treachery
enfeeble, who has told us of these, in detail? Who has
fully narrated the consecrated and organized work of

women, who strengthened the sinews of the nation with

their unflagging eiithusmsm, and brldg___gxﬂ_thuhasm

R e L
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between_gl_y_l_l and military. life, by jnfusing homogeneousness
of feeling into the army and the people, “ keeping the men
in the field civilians, and making the people at home, of
bofﬁ'—sexes, half soldiers "2 it can never be understood
save by "those who lived through that period, when one year

counted more in the history of noble development than a
half-score of ordinary years of buying and selling, building
and furnishing, visiting and feasting. If this book shall in
any way help to supply the deﬁclency I have mdlcated my

ndies

I am largely mdebted to my husband and friends for the

materials from which this book has been made. My own
tendency is to destroy the records of my past, as soon as an
event or experience has ended. I have had little taste for
preserving records, journals, memoranda, and letters, and am
never hampered with this sort of impedimenta. ¢ Let the
dead past bury its dead!” has been one of my cherished
mottoes. The duty of the hour, the work of the “living
present,” has enthralled e, rather than contemplation of
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the past. But, in this instance, what I have been careless
of preserving, my kindred and friends have held in trust
for me.

For more than a dozen years, covering the entire period
of the war, I was associated with my husband in the editor-
ship of his paper, published in Chicago. For its columns I
wrote sketches of all events, that were interesting or inspir-
ing, in connection with the Sanitary Commission. Its
readers were informed of every phase of its relief work, as
soon as it was undertaken, and of its special calls for aid.
And when I went to the hospitals on errands connected with
the sick, wounded and dying, or made trips into the army in
charge of sanitary stores, for whose disbursement I was held

responsible, I always corresponded for the press. And no
issue of my husband’s paper appeared, when I was thus
engaged, that did not contain long letters from the front,
packed with narrations of facts and events, for which I
knew its readers were eagerly looking.

I sent similar letters to other periodicals in the North-
west, wrote war sketches for magazines struggling for exist-
ence, edited the monthly bulletins of the Chicago Branch of
the Commission, which were its means of communication
with its four thousand Aid Societies, wrote its circular
letters appealing for specific and immediate aid, wrote for
its contributors a detailed history of the first great Sanitary
Falr, which proved the inspiration and model of those which
followed it, dictated and penned letters by the thousand

—— e — -

from the rooms of the Commission, which were inspired by
the emergencies of the time, and which have been largely
preserved by the individuals and societies to whom they
were addressed, answered every soldier’s letter that I
received, whether I had ever heard of him or not, wrote
letters by the hundred to their friends at home, by the bed-
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side of sick, wounded and dying soldiers, and in behalf of

those who had died —in short, notwithstanding the hercu-

lean work imposed on me, a8 on all women at the head of

the Branch Commissions, I accomplished more with my pen

during the four years of the war than during any similar emph ¢
period of time before or since. mand 2 by, woved ‘m__

Whatever of mine was published, or whatever related to
my work during the war, my husband preserved in chrono-
logical order, as he did all memoranda or diaries made by
me. And whatever letters came to me from the army, or
from civilians working in the interest of the country, he saved
from destruction. When to these were added my personal
letters to friends, which after twenty years were returned,
in response to an appeal for them, copies of circulars, bulle-
tins, reports, crude magazine sketches, synopses of addresses,
all inspired by the one absorbing topic of the time — the
war for the Union, and its brave soldiers, with their anxious
and suffering families,— I was embarrassed by the enormous
bulk of the collection. It was no small task to collate and
arrange the appalling mass of documents, and to decide
what would be of present interest, and what had been made
valueless by the lapse of years.

At last the book is completed, and is now presented to the
public. In no sense does it purport to be a history. It is
a collection of experiences and reminiscences, more interest-
ing to me in the retrospect than at the time of their occur-
rence. For then all who loved their native land, and strove
to save it from dlsmtegratlon, carried its woes on their
hearts like a personal bereavement, and only lived through
the awful anguish by the help of the mighty panacea of
absorbing work for others. No one is more keenly alive
than I to the defects of this volume. But any farther
attempt at improvement would result, I fear, in its entire
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withdrawai. And as I have something’ to say in behalf of
the common soldjers, most of them veritable Philip Sidneys
in their heroism and uhselfishness, and of that noble army
of women who worked untiringly for the riEht, while the
war lasted, “exerting a greater moral force on the nation

than the army that carried_loaded muskets,” I hasten to

save my work from destruction, by placing it beyond my

reach, in the hands of the publisher.

May it receive a warm welcome from the “ Boys in Blue,”
whose thinning ranks can never know an increase, and from
my surviving co-workers in the Sanitary Commission, whose
beloved comradeship is one of the priceless possessions of
which the covetous years have not wholly bereft me.

MW\W



THE FLAG OF OUR UNION.

Flag of the brave! thy folds shall fly,
The sign of hope and triumph high!
When speaks lhe signal-trumpet lone,

And the long line comes glistening on
(Ere yet the life-blood, warm and wel,
Hath dimmed the glistening bayonet),
Each soldier's eye shall brightly turn

To where thy sky-born glories burn;

And as his springing sleps advance,

Calch war and venyeance from the glance.
And when the cannon mouthings loud
Heave in wild wrcaths the battle-shroud, .
And gory sabres rise and fall

Like shools of flame on midnighl’s pall—
There shall thy meteor-glunces glow,
And cowering foes shall sink benealh
Each gallent arm thal sirikes below

Thed lovely messenger of death.

Flag of the free hearls hope and home —
By angel hands to valor given!

Thy stars have Uil the welkin dome,

And all thy hues were born wn heaven.
Forever flowd that standard sheet!

Where breathes the foe that falls before us,
With Frecdom's soil benealh our feel,

And Freedom's banner streaming o'er us!

J. RODMAN DRAKE

22
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86 “MY Qorz)l .NOW LET ME Dm!”

Every one; wzxs askmg his neighbor, “ What will be

the end.?. 2.5t there was no answer, for over the

whole Notth the par alysns of death seemed to have
sett.led

~"Fhe day after my arrival, came the news that Fort

':':-:Sumter was attacked, which increased the feverish

anxiety. The threats of its bombardment had been
- discredited, for the North believed the South to be
as deeply rooted in attachment to the Union as it
knew itself to be. All its high-sounding talk of war
was obstinately regarded as empty gasconade, and
its military preparations, as the idle bluster of angry
.disappointment.  When, therefore, the telegraph,
which had registered for the astounded nation the
hourly progress of the bombardment, announced the
lowering of the stars and stripes, and the surrender
of the beleaguered garrison, the news fell on the land
like a thunderbolt.

During those never-to-be-forgotten days of Sum-
ter’s bombardment, I vibrated between my father’s
sick-room and the bulletin-board. With his anxious
eyes asking speechless questions, he challenged
every one who entered his apartment. When the
speedy end came, and he was told that “ Sumter had
fallen! ” he turned his face to the wall with an ex-
ceedingly bitter cry: “My God! now let me die, for
I cannot survive the ruin of my country!” His ill-
ness was occasioned by mental suffering, and not by
bodily ailment. The pending calamities of the nation,
and the threatened disruption of the Union, had
smitten him with sore anguish of heart. And mis-
taking the patience of the North, which hoped to
avoid a collision with thc excited South, as acqui-
escence in its rebellion, he believed the Republic rent
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in twain. For him, every fibre of whose being was
intertwined with an almost ecstatic love of country,
all joy in life was over. '

Born just at the close of the War of the Revolu-
tion, in which his father and his kindred had served,
my father was reared in a home where the memories
of that war were sacredly cherished. ‘Its great
underlying moral cause —the defence of ¢“inalienable
human rights,” — its hardships, heroism, and undying
glory, — these were burned into him in his boyhood
by constant recital, and he grew to manhood an
enthusiast in his love for the young Republic. 'When,
in 1812, war was declared by the United States
against Great Britain, my father was more than a
willing volunteer, and he entered the naval service.

The persistent claim of Great Britain that she had
a right to search American vessels for deserters from
her navy,— a right which she exercised in the most
offensive manner, until she had “impressed” thou-
sands of American-born seamen into her unwilling
service,— was the cause of the war. My father had
been a victim of the British ¢ press-gang,” and,
although born in Massachusetts, among the Berkshire
hills, he was arrested on board an American trading-
vessel, as an English deserter, and was forced to do
duty on a British man-of-war.

I have listened, spell-bound, in childhood, to his
graphic narration of the indignities and crueltices
to which he was there subjected. Suspected of a
purpose to escape, he was degraded to menial service;
and when he refused to fight against his own coun-
trymen in time of an engagement, he was put In
irons and threatened with death. When unexpcct-
edly restored to menial service, he watched his oppor-
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tunity, and, running fearful risks, succeeded in escap-
ing from the detested British war-vessel while it was
lying at Copenhagen. After weary weeks of hiding
and watching and waiting, with experiences of danger
that afterwards were woven into many a terrible
dream of the night, a chance of return to his own
country was given him, and was gladly accepted.

Hostilities had already commenced between the
two belligerent nations, and, fired with a desire to
~ avenge his wrongs, he enlisted on the frigate ¢« Con-
stitution” and served under Commodores Hull and
Bainbridge until the end of the war. Now, fighting
under the flag of his country, he coveted hardship
and rejoiced in peril, for his early patriotism had
become a devouring flame, only equalled in its in-
tensity by his burning hatred of Great Britain. Ever
after, love of country and pride of American citizen-
ship were a vital part of his nature, dominating his
speech and his life. The dreary winter of secession,
when the nation seemed slowly disintegrating, had
brought low his pride, and consumed both life and
hope, and it seemed doubtful if he would survive the
shock of Fort Sumter’s reduction.

The next day, April 14, was Sunday. The pulpits
thundered with denunciations of the rebellion. Con-
gregations applauded sermons such as were never
before heard in Boston, not even from radical preach-
ers. Many of the clergy saw with clear vision, at
the very outset, that the real contest was between
slavery and freedom; and, with the prophetic instinct
of the seer, they predicted the death of slavery as
" the outcome of the war. Some of the ministers
counselled war rather than longer submission to the
imperious South. Better that the land should be
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drenched with fraternal blood than that any further
concessions should be made to the slaveocracy. For
they were willing to disrupt the Union rather than
yield their hated purpose to extend slavery through-
out the Republic. The same vigorous speech was
heard on the streets, through which surged hosts of
excited men. There was an end of patience, and in
its stead was aroused a determination to avenge the
insult offered the nation. Conservative and peace-
ful counsel was shrivelled in a blaze of belligerent
excitement.

Monday dawned, April 15. Who that saw that
day will ever forget it! For now, drowning the ex-
ultations of the triumphant South, louder than their
boom of cannon, heard above their clang of bells and
blare of trumpets, there rang out the voice of Abra-
ham Lincoln calling for seventy-five thousand volun-
teers for three months. They were for the protection
of Washington and the property of the government.
All who were in arms against the country were com-
manded to return home in twenty days, and Congress
was summoned to meet on the 4th of July.

- This proclamation was like the first peal of a sur-
charged thunder-cloud, clearing the murky air. The
South received it as a declaration of war, the North
as a confession that civil war had begun; and the
whole North arose as one man. The Union was not
to be destroyed without a struggle that would deluge
the land with blood. The calls of the governors of
the loyal states were met with a response so gene-
rous, that ten times seventy-five thousand volunteers
could have been furnished had they been asked.
All the large cities and towns raised money for the
volunteers and their families, and it was believed
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that abundant means were placed at the disposal of
the general government for a speedy quelling of the
rebellion. .

Everywhere the drum and fife thrilled the air with
their stirring call. Recruiting offices were opened
in every city, town, and village. No stimulus was
needed. The plough was left in the furrow; the
carpenter turned from the bench; the student closed
his books; the clerk abandoned the counting-room;
the lawyer forsook his clients; and even the clergy-
man exchanged his pulpit for the camp and the tented
field, preaching no longer the gospel of peace, but
the duty of war. Hastily formed companies marched
to camps of rendezvous, the sunlight flashing from
gun-barrel and bayonet, and the streets echoing the
measured tread of soldiers. Flags floated from the
roofs of houses, were flung to the breeze from cham-
bers of commerce and boards of trade, spanned the
surging streets, decorated the private parlor, glorified
the school-room, festooned the church walls and
pulpit, and blossomed everywhere. All normal habits
of life were suspended, and business and pleasure
alike were forgotten.

To my father this uprising of the country was the
very elixir of life. The blood came again to his
cheek, and vigor to his system. And when, on the
morning of Tuesday, volunteers began to arrive in
Boston, and_Faneuil Hall, the old ¢ Cradle of Lib-
erty,” was opened for their accommodation, he in-
sisted on being lifted into a carriage, and on going to
witness their arrival and reception. As they marched
from the railroad stations, they were escorted by
crowds cheering vociferously. Merchants and clerks
rushed out from stores, bareheaded, saluting them as
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they passed. Windows were flung up; and women
leaned out into the rain, waving flags and handker-
chiefs. Horse-cars and omnibuses halted for the
passage of the soldiers, and cheer upon cheer leaped
forth from the thronged doors and windows. The
multitudes that followed after, and surged along on
either side, and ran before in dense and palpitating
masses, rent the air with prolonged acclamations.

As the men filed into Faneuil Hall, in solid
columns, the enthusiasm knew no bounds. Men,
women, and children seethed in a fervid excitement.
“ Grod bless it! ” uttered my father in tender and de-
vout tone, as he sat beside me in the carriage, leaning
heavily forward on his staff with . clasped hands.
And following the direction of his streaming eyes,
and those of the thousands surrounding us, I saw
the dear banner of my country, rising higher and
higher to the top of the flagstaff, fling out fold after
fold to the damp air, and float proudly over the hal-
lowed edifice. Oh, the roar that rang out from ten
thousand throats! Old men, with white hair and
tearful faces, lifted their hats to the national ensign,
and reverently saluted it. Young men greeted it
with fierce and wild hurrahs, talking the while in
terse Saxon of the traitors of the Confederate States,
who had dragged in the dirt this flag of their coun-
try, never before dishonored.

I had never seen anything like this before. I had
never dreamed that New England, slow to wrath,
could be fired with so warlike a spirit. Never be-
fore had the national flag signified anything to me.
But as I saw it now, kissing the skies, all that it
symbolized as representative of government and
emblematic of national majesty became clear to my
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mental vision. It was honored on all seas —it af-
forded sanctuary in all lands —it represented the
authority and protection of a united pegpple. It
signified an advance in human government, for it
had been adopted by millions of men, who stepped
out before the on-looking world, and wrote out a
declaration of human rights as the basis of national
life, pledging to its maintenance life, fortune, and
sacred honor” — a pledge they kept so nobly that
the world learned a new meaning to the word, conse-
cration. It was this holy flag that had been insulted
— it was this mother country, the grandest on earth,
with all its faults, that the South were determined to
slay — it was this nationality of which they would
bereave us. And all in the interest of human
slavery! I knew the full meaning of slavery, for I
had lived two years on a plantation in Southern
. Virginia, twenty years before, and had seen its woe
and shame. “If it be a question of the supremacy
of freedom or slavery underlying this war,” was my
mental ejaculation, ¢ then I pray God it may be set-
tled now, by us, and not be left to our children.
And oh that I may be a hand, a foot, an eye, a
voice, an influence, on the side of freedom and my
country!” I was weak with the new tides of feeling
coursing through my being.

That day cartridges were made for the regiments
by the hundred thousand. Army rifles were ordered
from the Springfield Armory. Fifteen hundred
workmen were engaged for the Charlestown Navy
Yard. Enlistments of hardy-looking men went on
vigorously, and hundreds of wealthy citizens pledged
pecuniary aid to the families of the soldiers. Mili-
tary and professional men tendered their services to
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the government in its present emergency. The
Boston banks offered to loan the state three million
six hundred thousand dollars without security, while
banks outside the city, throughout the state, were
equally generous in their offers. By six o’clock on
the afternoon of Tuesday, April 16, three regi-
ments were ready to start for Washington, and new
companies were being raised in all parts of the state.
On the afternoon of the next day, the Sixth Massa-
chusetts, a full regiment one thousand strong, started
from Boston by rail, leaving the Fourth Massachu-
setts to follow.

An immense concourse of people gathered in the
neighborhood of the Boston and Albany railroad
station to witness their departure. The great crowd
was evidently under the influence of deep feeling,
but it was repressed, and the demonstrations were
not noisy. In all hands were evening editions of
the daily papers; and as the record of the disloyal
behavior of Maryland and Virginia was read aloud,
the comments were emphatic in disapproval. With
the arrival of the uniformed troops, the excitement
burst out into a frenzy of shouts, cheers, and ringing
acclamation. Tears ran down not only the cheeks
of women, but those of men; but there was no falter-
ing. A clergyman mounted an extemporized plat-
form, to offer prayer, where he could be seen and
heard by all, and a solemn hush fell on the excited
multitude, as if we were inside a church. His voice
rang out to the remotest auditor. The long train
backed down where the soldiers were scattered
among mothers, wives, sweethearts, and friends utter-
ing last words of farewell.

“ Fall into line!” was the unfamiliar order that rang
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out, clear and distinct, with a tone of authority. The
blue-coated soldiers released themselves tenderly
from the clinging arms of affection, kissed again,
and again, and again, the faces upturned to theirs,
white with the agony of parting, formed in long lines,
company by company, and were marched into the
cars. The two locomotives, drawing the long train
slowly out of the station, whistled a shrill “ good-
bye ” — every engine in the neighborhood shrieked
back an answering farewell —from the crowded
streets, the densely packed station, the roofs of
houses, the thronged windows, and the solid mass of
human beings lining both sides of the track, further
than the eye could see, there rang out a roar of good
wishes, and parting words, accompanied with tears
and sobs, and the waving of hats and handkerchiefs
—and the Sixth Massachusetts was on its way to
‘Washington. Ah, how little they, or we, foresaw the
reception awaiting them in the streets of Baltimore!

As I turned to leave the station, my attention was
attracted by little groups, in the centre of which
were sad men and weeping women. A woman had
fainted, and I waited till restoratives and kind offi-
ces had brought her back to life. She apologized
for her ¢ weakness,” saying she was not very well,
and her son’s departure was sudden. One of the
company added that ¢ Mrs. didn’t know that
Andrew had enlisted till to-day noon, and she hadn’t
got over the bad news received a week ago; for
Clement, her only other child —and a good boy he
was, too — was drowned last week in the Bay of San
Francisco.” My heart went out to the poor woman,
and I tried to say something comforting to her.

“ He has only gone for three months, you know,”
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I said, “and probably will not be called to do more
than police duty. I hardly think there will be any
fighting — certainly nothing more than skirmishing.”
My speech took counsel of my wishes, for I did not
believe what I said. But thcre was a general feel-
ing that the rebellion would be suppressed speedily,
and that the determined attitude of the North would
end very shortly the hostile bluster of the South.

The pallid middle-aged mother was weak in body
only. ¢“Ifthe country needs my boy for three months,
or three years, I am not the woman to hinder him,”
was her answer. ¢ IHe’s all I’'ve got, now that Clem-
ent is drowned; but when he told me he’d enlisted,
I gave him my blessing, and told him to go — for if
we lose our country what is there to live for?”

My father’s condition was so improved that there
was no longer any need of my remaining in Boston.
He lived, active and vigorous, and with perfect mental
clearness, until within a few weeks of the surrender
of Lee, in April, 1865 — always admonishing me,
whenever we met, that “ the severest years of a war
are the twenty-five that succeed it, when the demor-
alization which it has engendered is found in every
department of business, society, and government.”
He had had experience in war and its demoralizing
influence.

My husband’s letters from Chicago were full of the
war excitement of the West. The more than doubt-
ful position of Missouri, and the fact that the lower
tiers of counties of Illinois and Indiana were allied
to the South by kinship, trade, and political sympathy,
caused great anxiety. The banks of Illinois were
based on Southern state bonds, and secession had
caused suspension, failure, and financial distress. My
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husband was editor and proprietor of a prosperous
weekly paper, whose subscribers were scattered
throughout the Northwest, and I was associated with
him. I knew that a large proportion of them sympa-
thized with the secessionists, and would immediately
discontinue the paper, and become its active, open
enemies, if its editors came out decidedly loyal to the
Union, as he had written me we must do in the very
next issue. I must hasten home to Chicago. But,
before leaving, I coveted an interview with Mr. Gar-
rison or Wendell Phillips. For many years they
had been to me prophet and king, and I now sought
them, as, of old, the oracles were consulted.

I found Mr. Garrison in his office on Washington
Strect, with composing-stick in hand, setting up
matter for the next week’s Liberator. He was as
calm and serenc as a summer morning. No one
could have divined, from his passionless face and
manner, that a hurricane of feeling was raging in the
moral and political world.

“ Mr. Garrison,” I inquired, ¢ what is your opinion
of this Southern rebellion? Will it be a ¢sixty days’
flurry,” as Secretary Seward prophesies, or are we to
have war?”

“We are to have war—a bloody, merciless war —
a civil war, always more to be dreaded than onc with
a foreign nation.”

“ Do you think it will be a long war?”

“ No one can tell. It may last as long as the War
of the Revolution. The North underrates the power,
purpose, and ability of the South, over which it ex-
pects an easy triumph. Instead of this, it will be
plunged into a desperate struggle, of which it does
not dream.”
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“ What will be the result? How will the war end
—in dissolution of the Union?”

“No one can answer that question. Of one thing
only am I certain— the war will result in the death
of slavery!”

“Do you believe that, Mr. Garrison? Theodore
Parker has predicted that slavery would go down in
blood, but it has never seemed possible that his
prophecy would be verified.”

At that moment Mr. Phillips entered, with the
morning paper in hand, glowing with the account
it gave of the magnificent ovation accorded the Sixth
Massachusetts in its passage through New York.
How impassioned he was, and yet how self-poised!
If Mr. Garrison appeared the incarnation of serenity,
Mpr. Phillips seemed aglow with sacred fire. In the
first pause of the conversation between the two men,
I interrogated Mr. Phillips as I had Mr. Garrison.

“Mr. Garrison tells me that he is confident the
war will result in the destruction of slavery. Do
you share this confidence with him, Mr. Phillips?”

“Yes; slavery has taken the sword, and it will
perish by the sword. Flive years hence not a slave
will be found on American soil]”

The next morning I left for Chicago. All along
the route were excited groups of people, eager for .
news from Washington, and everywhere was dis-
played the national flag. At Albany, where we
halted for dinner, we learned the reception given the
Massachusetts Sixth in their passage through Balti-
more the day before. A vast and angry crowd had
opposed their progress, showers of stones and other
missiles were hurled at them from the streets and
house-tops, the soldiers had defended themselves and
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fired into the mob, and the dead, dying, and wounded
lay in the streets. So read the telegram. It was
startling news, and blanched the cheeks of those who
listened while the exaggerated accounts of the
papers were being read. The war had indeed begun.
The dead silence was broken by a tall, stern, sinewy,
and grizzled Yankee, who had listened standing with
both hands deeply plunged in his pockets.

“ Waal, now, them Southern fire-eaters have gone
and done it — that’s a fact!”

The quaintness of the speech, with the peculiar
tone and manner, spoke volumes. The breach between
the North and South was fast becoming irreparable.
‘War had begun in Baltimore, and its streets were
reddened with fratricidal blood. The bodies of the
Massachusetts fallen were ¢“tenderly sent forward ”
to Governor Andrew, in obedience to his telegram.
The whole city joined in the obsequies of these first
martyrs of the new revolution, and, linking their
memories with those of the early patriots who fell at
Concord and Lexington, the drums that had done
service at the battles of Lexington and Bunker Hill,
were beaten at the head of the funeral escort.

I was detained en roufe over Sunday in Auburn,
N. Y. The war spirit was rampant there, as every-
where. A newly recruited company of volunteers
werc to leave on Monday morning for New York,
and they were honored with a public leave-taking in
one of the churches that evening. The spacious
church was crowded to suffocation, — as large an au-
dience waiting outside as was packed within. The
pulpit was decked with the national colors. Bunting
festooned the walls and the sides of the gallery.
The great audience rose, clapping and applauding,
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~ a8 the soldiers filed into the pews reserved for them.
The very air was electric with patriotic feeling.
The sermon stirred the pulses like the blast of a
bugle. It was a radical discuurse, and recognized
slavery as the underlying cause of the outbreak,
which, it predicted, would result in the freedom of
the Southern serfs.

The choir sang patriotic odes, the audience joining
with one voice in the exultant refrain, < It is sweet, it
is sweet, for one’s country to die!l” The great con-
gregation without caught it, thrilling the evening air
with the spirit of the hour, ¢ It is sweet, it is sweet,
for one’s country to die!” So intense was the feeling
that when an appeal was made from the pulpit —
transformed by the excitement into a recruiting office
— for volunteers to defend the country, some half
dozen rose, who were afterwards mustered into the
service. |

In Chicago there was more stir and excitcment
than I had seen elsewhere. The war spirit, war
news, and war preparations engrossed everybody.
The day presented scenes of din and bustle, and
the night was scarcely less tranquil. The streets
were thronged with eager men and women rushing
here and there as incidents called them.

On the evening of the very day that Fort Sumter
capitulated, an immense meeting of citizens was held
in the great ¢ Republican Wigwam,” erected espe-
cially for the accommodation of the convention which
nominated Abraham Lincoln to the -presidency, less
than a year before. It was now re-baptized, and
called “ National Hall,” and was consecrated afresh,
not to “ party,” but to ¢ patriotism.” Every inch of

standing room was utilized on the ground floor, and
T
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the gallery was packed to the ceiling. Men of all
religious creeds and party affiliations came together
—a unit now — to deliberate on the crisis of the
hour.

The gentleman chosen to preside had voted against
President Lincoln. “But,” he said, ¢“the Administra-
tion, which I did not help elect, shall have my sup-
port now to the last, for this is a just and holy war on
which we are entering.”

Hon. George Manniere, eminent and popular, ad-
ministered to the assemblage the oath of fealty to
the government. Never was there a more impres-
sive scene. The vast multitude rose, numbering
nearly ten thousand, and, reverently baring the head,
and raising the right hand, — old men and youths, ma-
trons and maidens, and even young children, — they

repeated solemnly after Judge Manniére the words of
the following oath :

“I do solemnly swear, in the presence of Almighty God, that
I will faithfully support the Constitution of the United States,
and of the State of Illinois. So help me God.”

All the speeches of the evening were short and to
the point. The time for harangue was over — the
time for action had begun.

“1 did not vote for Abraham Lincoln,” said Hon.
John Van Armen, “but I will sustain him to the last
drop of my blood.”

“ As long as this war lasts,” said E. W. McComas,
of the Chicago Z%mes, a Democratic journal, «I
will stand by the flag of my country. Intimations
have been thrown out that I shall not be truc to my
country, because I am of Southern birth. I came
here of my own free will. Your allegiance is my
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allegiance. I am no longer a Virginian, but a citizen
of Illinois and of the United States.”

On Sunday night, eight days after the fall of Sum-
ter, troops were despatched from Chicago to Cairo,
the southern terminus of the state, and a point of

great strategic importance. At that time a muddy

little town, it is situated at the confluence of the
Ohio and Mississippi rivers, and is the key to the
navigation of both. It is also the southern terminus
of the Illinois Central railroad, whose northern ter-
mini are Dubuque and Chicago. Its importance as
a military post at that time could not be over-esti-
mated. Had the South seized it, it could have con-
trolled the railway combinations of the Northwest,
and closed the navigation of the Ohio and Missis-
sippi. Southern leaders were well aware of its value
as a railway and river centre, and were hurrying
preparations to take possession of it.

They were forestalled in their action by Chicago.
In less than forty-eight hours a force of infantry and
a company of artillery were ready to march from that
city. It was a citizen-corps, made up mainly of
young men, most of them belonging to the best
families of the state. Not only were these youths
surrendered to the service of the country, but, aided
by requisitions on the stores of Chicago, they were
equipped with such munitions of war as they carried.

They left in haste, little time being accorded to leave- °

taking or indulgence in grief. The long train of
twenty-six cars stood waiting them at the station,
with two powerful engines attached, which panted
and puffed and shrieked as if eager to be off. As
the precious train moved slowly out along the pier, the
tens of thousands who lined the lake-shore bade

»
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them farewell with deafening cheers. Round after
round rang out over the Prairie City, and were sec-
onded by the. prolonged shrill shricks of all the
locomotives waiting at the numerous railway sta-
tions.

They were none too soon in their occupation of
Cairo. Many of the inhabitants were credited with
a leaning towards secession, and would have been
glad to welcome Southern instead of Northern troops.
But they found the arguments of four brass six-
pounders, accompanied by men with power and
authority to use them, quite irresistible, and the
town stiffened into undoubted loyalty immediately.
“ Them brass missionaries converted a heap o’ folks
that was on the anxious seat, now I tell ye!l” said a
plain, loyal man of the town, with a knowing wink of
the eye, when narrating these events.

If the North had been skeptical as to the proba-
bility of war with the South, it was swiftly unde-
ceived. For the President of the Southern Confed-
eracy had also called for volunteers, and for persons
to take out letters of marque as privateers, to destroy
the commerce of the North, and his proclamation
was received with an enthusiastic response. To
meet this, President Lincoln declared all Southern
ports blockaded, and denounced as pirates the com-
missioned privateers. Nothing daunted by the
dreary prospect before them, the Southern leaders sent
messengers to Europe, to obtain a recognition of their
government as an equal nation contending with the
North, and to get the blockade broken by promising
England free trade and an ample supply of cotton.
The South was in earnest, and the North began to
believe it.
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On the 3d of May, President Lincoln issued another
proclamation, calling for forty-two thousand and
thirty-four volunteers, at the same time increasing
the regular army. In six weeks from the fall of
Sumter, over half a million of men had volunteered
to support the Union, nearly two hundred thousand
of whom had been accepted, or were on the march,
or were drilling preparatory to active service. More
than one hundred thousand were organized by the
different states, who were not accepted.

The two hostile armies were rapidly nearing each
other on the Potomac, for the South was intent on
capturing and holding Washington, and boastingly
proclaimed its determination to do this. This would
give the Confederacy prestige in the eyes of the -
‘'world; and when once in occupation of the capital
city of the nation, it could demand the recognition of
foreign powers with a probability of success. Now
its position was anomalous. Its seat of government
was at Montgomery, Alabama, ¢“a capital without a
capitol. It had a Secretary of Treasury without any
treasury; a Secrctary of Navy without any navy;
a Secretary of the Interior without any interior; a
Secretary of Foreign Affairs without any foreign
affairs; a Postmaster-General without any post-
office; a dJudiciary without any judgment, — in
short, an Administration with nothing to administer.”

To protect Washington was the one agony of the
Northern people. Regiments were hurried forward
without proper preparations for their care, which
caused them great privation and suffering. They
were quartered in the Capitol; they camped in
the public squares; they were even accommodated
in the house of the President. Arms were stacked














































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































