
Chalmers Glenn 
 

13th North Carolina Infantry Regiment 
 

 
 

 

Residence Rockingham County North Carolina 
 

 30-year-old Tobacco Planter & Lawyer 
 

Enlisted on 5/3/1861 at Rockingham County, NC as a 1st Lieutenant. 
 

On 5/3/1861 he was commissioned into "I" Co. NC Thirteenth Infantry  
 

Promotions: Captain 4/26/1862 
 

Killed on 9/14/1862 at South Mountain, Maryland 
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Chalmers Glenn 
Identified sword 

 
 

This is a Boyle & Gamble Confederate Foot Officer sword identified to Chalmers Glenn (Glenn 

Chalmers) from Rockingham County North Carolina. He was a Lieutenant & Captain in the 13th North 

Carolina Infantry Regiment and was on the field of battle at the Siege of Yorktown; Lee's Mill; 

Williamsburg; Seven Pines; Seven Day Battles; Gaines Mill; White Oak Swamp; Malvern Hill; and 

South Mountain Maryland where he was killed in action. 

The sword is a copy of the open-face foot officer sword produced by Ames, but lacks the finer details. 

The black leather grip is complete with an original single strand brass wire, and the hilt and pommel 

cap are tight with a deep reddish-brown patina. The blade is unetched with an unstopped fuller and 

displays casting flaws common to Boyle & Gamble; and the original foot officer style scabbard with 

100% original leather properly fits, but is missing the ring band and ring for the top mount, and the 

drag.  It is highly probable these were lost when the sword was dropped in battle. 

On the top of the pommel cap is stamped the partial name: G L E N   C H A L M with the letter L 

being very faint, but visible with magnification and the E stamped sideways.  A search of the Civil War 

Data Base and the Fold 3 web site, found only one match: Chalmers Glenn. The first page of his 

muster sheets lists the name Glenn Chalmers, which is the closest spelling to that on the sword, with 

Chalmers Glenn or C Glenn on subsequent pages.  

Captain Glenn’s man-servant Mat, was present and watched as he was killed during the battle of 

South Mountain. Following the orders he received from his master, Mat buried him near the spot 

where he fell and gathered his belongings to be returned to his family in North Carolina.  
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Battles 
(Battles in which Glenn was with the 13th N.C) 

• Yorktown Siege (Apr-May 1862) 
• Lee's Mill (Apr 16, 1862) 
• Williamsburg (May 5, 1862) 
• Seven Pines (May 31-June 1, 1862) 
• Seven Day Battles (June 25-July 1, 1862) 
• Gaines Mill (June 27, 1862) 
• White Oak Swamp (June 30, 1862) 
• Malvern Hill (July 1, 1862) 
• South Mountain (Sept 14, 1862) 
• Antietam (Sept 17, 1862) 
• Fredericksburg (Dec 13, 1862) 
• Chancellorsville (May 1-4, 1863) 
• Gettysburg (July 1-3, 1863) 
• Falling Waters (July 10, 1863) 
• Barnett's Ford (Sept 22, 1863) 
• Bristoe Campaign (Oct-Dec 1863) 
• Mine Run Campaign (Nov-Dec 1863) 
• The Wilderness (May 5-6, 1864) 
• Spotsylvania Court House (May 8-21, 1864) 
• North Anna (May 22-26, 1864) 
• Cold Harbor (June 1-3, 1864) 
• Petersburg Siege (June 1864-Apr 1865) 
• Globe Tavern (Aug 18-21, 1864) 
• Reams' Station (Aug 25, 1864) 
• Fort Harrison (Sept 29-30, 1864) 
• Jones' Farm (Sept 30, 1864) 
• Hatcher's Run (Feb 5-7, 1865) 
• Appomattox Court House (Apr 9, 1865) 

 
 
 
 
 
 

AZSWORDS.C
OM



13th North Carolina Infantry Regiment Flag 
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Antietam  
After Battle Report 

 
Report of Lieut. Col. Thomas Ruffin, jr.,  
Thirteenth North Carolina Infantry, of the battle of Boonesborough. 
 

OCTOBER 12, 1862. 
 

In obedience to the order calling for reports of the parts respectively taken by the several regiments of 
the brigade in the battles of the 14th and 17th ultimo, I have the honor to report the action of the 
Thirteenth North Carolina Regiment. 
 
Owing to the dangerous illness and absence of Col. Scales, I was in command on the 14th at South 
Mountain. 
 
Early in the morning of the 14th we were ordered by Gen. Garland to go, in company with the 
Twentieth North Carolina, commanded by Col. Iverson, out by a road leading along the top of the 
mountain, and then to occupy a position on the left of the old Sharpsburg Road, which we did at 
about sunrise, and remained there about two hours. We were then ordered to move farther to the 
right to the support of the Fifth North Carolina Regiment, which we proceeded to do, and, being met 
by Gen. Garland, were directed to take position in an open field upon the brow of a high hill. The 
enemy, we found, were posted upon a high hill densely wooded, and immediately facing the hill 
occupied by ourselves. There was also a regiment under cover of a rail fence upon our left. Not being 
able to see the enemy in our front, our whole fire was directed upon those upon the left, and, as our 
men were cool and fired with precision and effect, they soon drove that portion of the enemy entirely 
off the field. All this, while those in our front were firing constantly into us, and it was then that Gen. 
Garland fell. Not deeming it prudent to advance down the hill in the face of an enemy so strongly 
posted, and whose force, though we could not see them, we judged, by their fire, to be very strong, 
the regiment was withdrawn about 50 yards from the brow of the hill. There I received an order from 
Col. McRae, in person, he having succeeded to the command, to move by the left flank until our left 
was brought in contact with the right of Gen. Anderson's brigade, which we did, and took our new 
position upon the road on the right of Gen. Anderson, and supposed that our own brigade was 
extended in one continuous lien on our right. The enemy advancing in our front, we became soon 
entirely engaged, and were evidently getting the advantage of him, but to our great surprise a heavy 
fire was opened upon us from the right, which we supposed to be occupied by our own brigade. Our 
adjutant was immediately dispatch to see what was the matter, and, returning, reported that the 
enemy had obtained the road on our right, and were coming down upon us from that direction. An 
order for a charge to the front was immediately given, and, the men obeying it with alacrity, we had 
the satisfaction to see the enemy give way. We pursued as far as it was those on the right; charged 
them also and drove them back. While thus engaged, the enemy appeared upon our left, which 
position had been occupied by Gen. Anderson's brigade, but which had been removed without our 
knowledge. Finding this to be so, our regiment about-faced and charged, and, as it turned out to be 
but a party of the enemy's skirmishers, there was no difficulty in repulsing them. It was then 
determined to get into position somewhere from which we could communicate with our commanding 
officer, and with this view the regiment was removed to the Sharpsburg Road, where we found Gen. 
Anderson's brigade. Not being able to find Col. McRae, and, indeed, hearing that he and his 
command had been cut off, we reported to Gen. Anderson, and asked to be taken under his 
command, to which he assented, and we remained with him the roast of the day. By him we were 
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formed in line of battle in the old Sharpsburg Road, our regiment being on the right of his brigade, and 
were moved up the side of the mountain. It is difficult to conceive a more arduous march than this 
was; but it was performed in good time, and, when we reached the top of the mountain, we found a 
road, along which we moved to the left until we came to a dense corn-field, on the right of the road. In 
this field we found the enemy in strong force, with a battery in position, which we were ordered to 
charge, and attempted to do, in conjunction with the Second North Carolina Regiment, but were 
repulsed with great loss. It then being dark, we were ordered to retire. 
 
I feel it to be due to those under my command, though so little was accomplished by their efforts, to 
say that they deserve height praise, both officers and men, for their conduct on this day. With a few 
exceptions they all acted well. 
 
I noticed particularly the gallant bearing of Capt. [J. H.] Hyman, acting as major; Capt. [E. B] Withers, 
of Company A; Capt. [L. H.] Hunt, of Company C; Capt. [H. A.] Rogers, of Company D; Capt. [G.] 
Foster, of Company F; Lieut. [T. A.] Martin, commanding Company E, and Lieut. [R. L.] Watt, 
commanding Company K. Lieut. [J. C.] Joyce, commanding Company H, led his men into action 
bravely and coolly, but was killed by the very first fire. Capt. Glenn, of Company I, led his company 
all day, through all the engagements, with great spirit, but was killed by the last shot fired at 
us. Lieut. C. N. Cavalier acted as adjutant to the regiment, and did all that a brave an patriotic soldier 
could do. He also was dangerously wounded in the last charge, and Lieut. [H. B.] Fowler, of Company 
A, behaved with great coolness and courage. I hear the conduct of other officers spoken of in high 
terms, but I have mentioned only those whom I had the opportunity to observe. 
  
Of the privates whose conduct came under my observation, I take occasion to mention particularly 
Frank Scales, of Company H, as the bravest man in battle I ever saw. I should have recommended 
him for promotion, but that, unfortunately, he was wounded and left on the field in the battle of the 
17th. John R. Neland, of Company E, acted particularly well, and is respectfully mentioned as worthy 
of promotion, as is Sergeant Smith, of Company B. I feel it to be just that I should acknowledge the 
fact that we were joined by a small party of the Twelfth North Carolina Regiment early in the morning, 
who continued with us throughout the day and rendered us very efficient aid.  As to their names and 
other particulars, I refer to the commanding officer of that regiment, to whom I have reported in full the 
action of his men. 
  
Owing to an accident, I was not able to command the regiment on the 17th, and, therefore, have the 
honor to call your attention to the accompanying report form Capt. Hyman, who commanded on that 
day. 
 
I have the honor to be, your obedient servant, 
 
T. RUFFIN, JR., 
Lieut.-Col., Comdg. Thirteenth North Carolina Regiment 
 
Lieut. J. M. TAYLOR, 
Acting Assistant Adjutant-Gen.  
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13th North Carolina Infantry Regiment 
Confederate Regiments & Batteries * North Carolina  

(Engagements in which Glenn served) 

1861 

May 27 The 13th North Carolina Infantry Regiment was organized as the 3rd Regiment 
Volunteers at Garysburg under the command of Colonel William D. Pender, 
Lieutenant Colonel W.S. Guy, and Major D.H. Hamilton. Assigned to the 
Department of Norfolk. 

Company A – Caswell County – Captain John A. Graves 
Company B – Mecklenburg County – Captain A.A. Erwin 
Company C – Caswell County – Captain James T. Mitchell 
Company D – Caswell County – Captain John T. Hambrick 
Company E – Alamance County – Captain Thomas Ruffin, Jr. 
Company F – Davie County – Captain Jesse A. Clement 
Company G – Edgecombe County – Captain J. H. Hyman 
Company H – Rockingham County – Captain Alfred M. Scales 
Company I – Rockingham County – Captain Thomas Settle 
Company K – Rockingham County – Captain G.P. Bailey 

June 1 
Mustered into Confederate service at Suffolk, Virginia and stationed there for the 
month. 

June – April 
Stationed at Suffolk until the end of April, then posted to the north side of the 
James River until April. 

October 11 
Colonel Pender was promoted to brigadier general. Captain Alfred Scales was 
elected colonel and took command of the regiment. 

November Assigned to Colston’s Brigade, Department of Norfolk. 

November 14 
Redesignated as the 13th North Carolina Infantry Regiment when North 
Carolina consolidated their list of state and volunteer troops. 

1862 

February 27 
Captain Erwin of Company B resigned, and W.W. Robinson was elected captain. 

March 14 New Bern 

April-June 
Moved to the Richmond area and assigned to Colston’s Brigade, Longstreet’s 
Division, Army of Northern Virginia. The regiment mustered 575 men. 

April-May Siege of Yorktown 
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April 5 Lee’s Mill 

April 26 

Reorganized for the duration of the war. Colonel Scales was reelected. Captain 
Thomas Ruffin, Jr. of Company E was elected lieutenant colonel and John T. 
Hambrick was elected major. Second Lieutenant John Murray was elected 
captain of Company E. Corporal George Foster was elected captain of Company 
F. Captain Thomas Settle of Company I was unanimously reelected but refused 
to accept and returned home, and Chalmers Glenn was elected in his place. 

May 5 

Battle of Williamsburg 

The regiment’s first action was a sudden but brief hand to hand fight. 

1st Lieutenant Joseph Thompson of Company B was killed. 
First Lieutenant R.L. Watt of Company K was mortally wounded. 
Captain A.A. Erwin of Company B was wounded and Second Lieutenant G.L. 
Brown of Company G and Captain G.P. Bailey of Company K were wounded.  
Second Lieutenant John Driver of Company F was wounded and disabled. 

May 31-June 1 Battle of Seven Pines 

June-
September 

Transferred from Colston’s Virginia Brigade to Garland’s North Carolina Brigade, 
D.H. Hill’s Division, Army of Northern Virginia. 

June 25-July 1 

Seven Days Battles 

The regiment lost 29 men killed and 80 wounded.  

June 27 

Gaines’ Mill 

Lieutenant Wiley P. Robeson of Company A was killed. Captain Seward Hunt of 
Company C and First Lieutenant G.W. Anderson of Company K were wounded. 

June 30 White Oak Swamp 

July 1 

Malvern Hill 

Captain Elbridge Cook of Company E was killed. 

September-
October 

Assigned to Garland’s Brigade, D.H. Hill’s Division, Jackson’s Command, Army of 
Northern Virginia. 

September 14 

Battle of South Mountain 

The regiment was commanded by Lieutenant Colonel Thomas Ruffin, Jr. while 
Colonel Scales was absent, badly ill. Lieutenant John C. Joyce of Company H 
and Captain Chalmers Glenn of Company I were killed. 
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September 17 

Battle of Sharpsburg (Antietam) 

Lieutenant Colonel Ruffin suffered an accident and was unable to command the 
regiment. Captain Joseph H. Hyman of Company G took over the regiment. The 
regiment lost 41 men killed and 149 wounded at South Mountain and Antietam. 
Captains W.W. Robinson of Company B and Henry Rogers of Company D were 
wounded. 

From the War Department marker for Garland’s Brigade on the battlefield: 

On the night of September 16, Garland’s Brigade bivouacked in the fields 
southeast of Roulette’s house. Early on the 17th, it moved to the support of Ripley 
and Colquitt, crossed the Smoketown Road a few feet east of this point, made 
effort to form on Colquitt’s right, but was thrown into confusion and halted in the 
woods, under cover of boulders, rock ledges and rolling ground, a few yards in 
advance of this. The advance of Greene’s Division, Twelfth Corps, struck it in the 
flank and caused it to retire in disorder across the Mumma fields; a part of the 
Brigade rallying in the west end of the Sunken Road and joining a remnant of 
Colquitt’s Brigade, the remainder retreating to Sharpsburg, where it was partially 
rallied and assisted Evans’ Brigade in checking the advance of the Federals on 
and south of the Boonsboro Pike. 

October 
Transferred to Pender’s Brigade, A.P. Hill’s Division, 2nd Corps, Army of Northern 
Virginia, as Lieutenant Colonel Ruffin of the 13th and Colonel McRae 
commanding the brigade were not on good terms. 

October 15-16 
Major Hambrick resigned after being badly bruised when his horse was killed 
under him by an artillery shot. Captain Hyman of Company G was promoted to 
major. First Lieutenant J.A. Fuqua was promoted to captain. 

December 13 

Battle of Fredericksburg 

The regiment lost 37 casualties. First Lieutenant George Foster of Company F 
was wounded. Colonel Scales took command of the brigade as senior colonel 
when Brigadier General Pender was wounded.  

1863 

March 2-6 
Major Hyman was promoted to lieutenant colonel. Captain Henry Rogers of 
Company D was promoted to major. 

May 1-4 

Battle of Chancellorsville 

The regiment lost 216 casualties. Most of these were lost on May 3 when the 
regiment began the attack before dawn and fought for three and a half hours, 
firing every round they took into the fight. Colonel Scales was wounded in the 
thigh. 
First Lieutenant Samuel R. Thornton of Company G was mortally wounded. 
Captains J.A. Fuqua of Company G, H.L. Guerrant of Company K, and R.H. Ward 
of Company I, Lieutenant W.B Chandler of Company C, Second Lieutenants 
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William Thompson of Company F, G.L. Brown of Company G, and William 
Winchester of Company I were wounded. 

May 
Transferred to Scales’ Brigade, Pender’s-Wilcox’s Division, 3rd Corps, Army of 
Northern Virginia. 

June 

Colonel Scales was promoted to brigadier general. Lieutenant Colonel Hyman 
was promoted to colonel and took command of the regiment, Major Rogers was 
promoted to lieutenant colonel, and Captain E. Benton Withers of Company A 
was promoted to major. Captain John Graves of Company A was transferred to 
become the major of the 47th North Carolina Infantry, and Corporal L.B. 
Henderson was elected captain to replace him. Captain George Foster of 
Company F resigned due to disability and First Lieutenant Frank Williams was 
promoted to captain. 

July 1-4 

Battle of Gettysburg 

Colonel Hyman was wounded, and Lieutenant Colonel Henry A. Rogers took over 
the regiment. The regiment brought 232 men to the field and lost over 75% 
casualties. 

Killed: 1st Lieutenant W.M. Nunnally of Company K. 
Mortally wounded: First Lieutenant W.T. Brandon of Company C, First Lieutenant 
W.T. Brandon of Company G and First Lieutenant William Winchester of 
Company I. 
Wounded: Captain George Foster of Company F, Second Lieutenant S.V. Driver 
of Company F, Second Lieutenant Mecklin J. Smith of Company H and Second 
Lieutenant W.R. Totten. 
Wounded and captured: First Lieutenant William G. Woods of Company D. 
Missing: Second Lieutenant H.J. Walker of Company B. 

From the monument to Scales’ Brigade on the Gettysburg battlefield: 

July 1. Crossed Willoughby Run about 3.30 P. M. relieving Heth’s line and 
advancing with left flank on Chambersburg Pike took part in the struggle until it 
ended. When the Union forces made their final stand on Seminary Ridge the 
Brigade charged and aided in dislodging them but suffered heavy losses. Gen. A. 
M. Scales was wounded and all the field officers but one were killed or wounded. 

July 2. In position near here with skirmishers out in front and on flank. 

July 3. In Longstreet’s assault the Brigade supported the right wing of Pettigrew’s 
Division. With few officers to lead them the men advanced in good order through 
a storm of shot and shell and when the front line neared the Union works, they 
pushed forward to aid it in the final struggle and were among the last to retire. 

July 4. After night withdrew and began the march to Hagerstown. 

July 10 Falling Waters 

AZSWORDS.C
OM

https://gettysburg.stonesentinels.com/


September 22 Barnett’s Ford 

October-
November 

Bristoe Campaign 

November-
December 

Mine Run Campaign 

1864 

May 5-6 

Battle of the Wilderness 

Captain Ward of Company I was wounded and disabled. 

May 8-21 

Battle of Spotsylvania Court House 

Captain T.C. Evans was wounded. 

May 22-26 Battle of North Anna 

June 1-3 Battle of Cold Harbor  

June Siege of Petersburg 

August 18-21 Globe Tavern 

August 25 Reams’ Station 

September 29-
30 

Fort Harrison 

September 30 Jones’ Farm 

1865 

February 5-7 Hatcher’s Run 

April 9 

Appomattox Court House 

The regiment surrendered 22 officers and 193 men with Lee’s army under the 
command of Colonel Hyman. 

The field officers were Colonels William D. Pender, Alfred M. Scales and Joseph H. Hyman; Lieutenant 
Colonels W.S. Guy, Thomas Ruffin, Jr., Henry A. Rogers, and E. Benton Withers; and Majors D.H. 
Hamilton, Jr., John T. Hambrick, and T.A. Martin. 
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13th North Carolina Infantry Regiment 
 

 

[On November 14, 1861, all volunteer regiments were "re-designated" to have ten more added to 
their regiment number, thus the 3rd NC Volunteers Regiment became known as the 13th NC 
Regiment (State Troops); however, this was not embraced by any of the regiments until their one-year 
enlistment was up and the officers were allowed to elect new leaders.] 
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Immediately after the re-organization of the 3rd NC Volunteers into the 13th NC Regiment, 
the army which had been under the command of Maj. Gen. John B. Magruder (VA), but then 
placed under the command of General Joseph E. Johnston (VA), and began our march up the 
Peninsula. We left the works on Saturday night and marched all night through the mud, in 
many places knee deep, and at dawn we were several miles on the road leading to 
Williamsburg, VA. At a large church, where another road crossed ours, we could see to the 
right, toward the York River, that the road was packed with troops. Just coming in sight on the 
left, towards the James River, we saw troops in large masses, which a little later on we found 
to be the enemy, but at the time, in the early twilight, we supposed to be our troops. We were 
being pushed on at a rapid rate. Finally, we reached Williamsburg, and notwithstanding a 
torrent of rain was then falling, the lusty cheers that went up from the wet and ragged troops 
would have terrified the enemy had they been a little nearer. Our brigade was in the rear, and 
we could not imagine what was the trouble in the front, but as we entered that ancient burg 
we joined in the yells too, for it seemed to me that there were more young ladies and prettier 
ones than we had ever seen. 
 
Brig. Gen. Raleigh E. Colston's (VA) Brigade and the 13th NC Regiment were marched into a 
small lot near the old female college and were trying to make fires as the rain was falling in 
sheets. A courier came dashing up and called for Brig. Gen. Colston. His brigade was ordered 
right back through the town the way it had just marched in. We were run about one mile to a 
piece of wooded land on the left. In a little spot of cleared land we passed our Brigadier sitting 
on his horse saying: "Hurry up! Hurry up!" The 13th NC Regiment was double-quicked across 
a little flat, up a knoll, into an old fortification said to have been made by Lord Cornwallis. Lt. 
Col. Thomas Ruflfin was in command of the left wing of our regiment. As stated, it was a dark 
and rainy day. The writer of this sketch noticed troops advancing through the woods in our 
front, and called to Lt. Col. Ruffin to know if they were not "Yanks." Some wanted to fire on 
them. Lt. Col. Ruffin said: "No; hold on until you get orders." He looked and satisfied himself 
and called to his regiment to commence firing. 

The enemy all had oil-cloth over their uniforms, which made it difficult to determine to which 
side they belonged. So, when they heard the order to commence firing and the men leveled 
their guns on them, the officer in command stepped forward with uplifted hands and cried out: 
"Hold your fire, for God's sake! We are your friends." We did so. The officer who stepped out 
gave the command "Right half wheel!" which threw his left wing to the center of the 13th NC 
Regiment, and at the same time they charged us after discharging their guns. It was a hand-
to-hand fight, which lasted but a few minutes. Only those from the center to the left were 
engaged. Capt. Giles P. Bailey, of Company K, was shot and stabbed. Thomas Loftis, who is 
still living, was shot and bayoneted too, but his Captain said that Loftis gave three of the blues 
"their furloughs" before he fell. I do not know the casualties of the engagement. It was short 
but hot while it lasted. This was the first engagement the 13th NC Regiment had been in, and 
I suppose no regiment ever met an enemy cooler. Not a man moved except to the front. We 
were withdrawn from that position late in the night and followed the retreating army of General 
Joseph E. Johnston (VA) and General Pierre G.T. Beauregard (SC) all night through mud 
from ankle-deep to waist-deep. The wagons mired down and a great amount of our baggage 
had to be thrown off into the mud before they could be got out. 

Some very amusing things happened. My company had a man named Josiah K. McCoy who 
was a sergeant. He got stuck in the mud so deep that he could not move. He looked up and 
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saw Lt. Col. Ruffin dragging through the mud on his horse. He called out: "Oh! Colonel, don't 
leave me here, the Yanks will get me." "Who are you?" said the Lt. Colonel. "Sergeant Josiah 
K. McCoy," said the poor fellow. Lt. Col. Ruffin called out: "Company I, send a detail back and 
pull Sergeant Josiah K. McCoy out of the mud!" When the detail reached him, he was in up to 
his belt. On we came; on and on; finally, we reached Richmond, VA, on Saturday night, the 
exact date I do not remember, but we were one week on the road, or in the mud. 

After a few days Federal Maj. Gen. George B. McClellan threw a corps of his troops across 
the Chickahominy River on the Charles City Road and advanced to Seven Pines. About this 
time the army was re-organized. The troops of each State were brigaded together. The 13th 
NC Regiment was taken from Brig. Gen. Raleigh E. Colston's Virginia Brigade and placed 
under Brig. Gen. Samuel Garland (VA), who was in command at the battle of Seven Pines. 
Brig. Gen. Garland was leading his brigade forward across the field, when Maj. Gen. Daniel 
H. Hill (NC), dashed up and ordered him to deploy his brigade and rush forward, stating that 
the enemy was strongly entrenched just below "that natural fence in front of you," and added 
"there is a Virginia brigade just from Norfolk that has refused to advance beyond the fence; 
run over the cowards." The 13th NC Regiment rushed forward under Colonel Alfred M. 
Scales. About two hundred (200) yards in front we found a ditch thrown up, with a hedge of 
mock-orange on the embankment, which made a splendid natural defense. There were the 
Norfolk troops. We did as ordered. I remember stepping on a broad-backed fellow where he 
lay, and he gave a good nudge and over the hedge I bounded. About this time, I looked 
around and saw that the whole regiment was clear. 

We dashed down the slope. The enemy turned loose their cannon, grape, canister, bombs, 
rifle shot, and, in fact, it seemed like the air was full of lead and cast-iron. When the enemy 
saw our determination, they beat a hasty retreat. We slept on the battlefield that night. I was 
not in a position to learn the number of casualties. Next morning the enemy were all on the 
east side of the Chickahominy River, and we, the 13th NC Regiment, in Brig. Gen. Samuel 
Garland's Brigade, were withdrawn to within sight of Richmond. In a few days the enemy 
recrossed the river and advanced up the Charles City Road. Brig. Gen. Garland's Brigade 
was sent out to meet them. The enemy commenced shelling us up the road. While the 13th 
NC Regiment was lying in a ditch, Brig. Gen. Garland came up leading his horse along behind 
the works and stopped just behind the 13th NC Regiment and immediately where I was. Soon 
the enemy got the range and sent a bomb which passed between the General and his horse, 
then another passed and exploded in his rear. We begged him to come in, but he smiled and 
said: "You boys take care of yourselves; never mind me." 

He immediately ordered the 13th NC Regiment forward, and we went about two hundred 
(200) yards, when we were halted and ordered to send videttes forward into the thicket to 
reconnoiter. Lt. Robert H. Ward, of Company I, asked if anyone would volunteer. I offered my 
services, provided someone would give me a canteen of water. I think there were at least a 
dozen canteens offered me at the same time. The only Yank I saw down there all day was in 
the top of a tall pine tree and I would not have seen him if he had not called to me with a 
bullet from his rifle. The bullet struck the ground just behind me, which made me know that he 
was above me. I looked, and finally he shot the second time, and I found him by the smoke 
from his gun; he was astride a limb near the top of a long-leaf pine. I waited for him to present 
arms the third time; then I was ready also, and I took the first shot at a range of one hundred 
and fifty (150) yards. He dropped his gun, threw up his hands, reeled back and fell some 
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seventy-five (75) feet, and I heard him strike the ground. After dark I was sent for and rejoined 
my regiment near Richmond again. 

The next morning (June 26th) it was evident that the enemy was advancing all along the line. 
The whole of the army was marching and counter-marching and taking positions. I am entirely 
at sea with regard to dates, but will say that Maj. Gen. Daniel H. Hill's (NC) Division was sent 
around on the Mechanicsville Road to join Maj. Gen. Thomas J. "Stonewall" Jackson's Corps 
on the enemy's right flank. At that time Brig. Gen. Samuel Garland's Brigade of North Carolina 
Troops, with the 13th NC Regiment, was under Maj. Gen. Daniel H. Hill. We pushed along the 
line to the extreme left. When we reached the Richmond and Mechanicsville Road, we heard 
heavy firing from musketry and cannon. We advanced slowly down a long hill to the bottom. 
The 13th NC Regiment halted just where the road started up grade. The firing was terrific 
down the creek just below us. We heard the rebel yell. Within a few minutes a courier came 
dashing up and reported that Col. William W. Pender, who was in command of a North 
Carolina brigade, had made a gallant charge and driven the enemy across the creek at 
Gaines's Mill. Just at this time Maj. John T. Hambrick, of the 13th NC Regiment, was sitting 
on his horse across the road. The enemy had taken position on top of the hill in front of us 
and turned loose some solid shot right down the road which we occupied. The Major was 
reminded of his danger, but said: "Attend to your business." About that time a twenty-four-
pound shot struck in the road some distance from where we were, and the second bounce, 
struck the horse just behind the Major's thigh and knocked the horse from under him into the 
ditch, among us boys, as "dead as a door-nail." The Major was badly bruised from the jar. He 
was sent back to Richmond, where he resigned, and Capt. Henry A. Rogers, of Company D, 
was elected in his place. [not accurate - Jesse H. Hyman replaced Hambrick, Rogers 
replaced Hyman] 

The 13th NC Regiment advanced slowly all night and skirmished with the enemy, who were 
falling back very stubbornly Next morning, June 27th, if memory serves me, we found Maj. 
Gen. Stonewall Jackson's old command, which had fought and won three grand victories over 
Federals Maj. Gen. Nathaniel P. Banks, Brig. Gen. James Shields, and Maj. Gen. Robert H. 
Milroy in the Valley, and had left them to wonder while he slipped up in Maj. Gen. George B. 
McClellan's rear. The 13th NC Regiment, then under Brig. Gen. Samuel Garland (VA) and 
Maj. Gen. Daniel H. Hill (VA), was with Maj. Gen. Jackson. He led us directly south to what is 
known as the Cold Harbor battlefield. We encountered the enemy about 1 o'clock. They 
began shelling the road. This was the first thing we knew; but, of course, Major Generals 
Jackson and Hill knew where they were. Brig. Gen. Garland's Brigade was double-quicked to 
the right of the road, behind a clump of woods, to the head of a small boggy branch and 
crossed over into a small cleared patch of land. Here Col. Afred M. Scales formed the 13th 
NC Regiment, ready to advance. The enemy found us out and commenced shelling us 
terribly. B. B. Styers, of Company I, was killed by a shell at my left hand. 

Just then Maj. Gen. Hill came riding up and told Col. Scales that the enemy were advancing 
on us through the field, just over the fence, and to advance at once. At the top of a steep hill, 
which was about ninety yards, there was a high new fence. Maj. Gen. Hill ordered us not to 
climb it, but to tear it down, run over it, and to charge the enemy. We marched steadily up the 
bluff to the fence, every man seized the fence and rushed against it and it fell as if a tornado 
had struck it. Down the hill we went, yelling and shooting like mad men. The enemy ran like 
sheep before a pack of dogs. We were pursuing them in a southerly course. Maj. Gen. Hill 
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had come up where we had torn the fence down; there he saw the enemy on our left flank 
advancing and about to enfilade Brig. Gen. Garland's Brigade. Brig. Gen. Garland ordered a 
change of front. Col. Scales rushed in front of the 13th NC Regiment, as cool as if we had 
been on drill; his voice rang clear. He gave the command "Battalion, left half wheel!" The old 
13th NC Regiment swung around like a door on its hinges. By the time we fronted our new 
position the enemy were within one hundred and fifty (150) yards of us at a large dwelling 
house and in position behind a fence along the road, with their guns poked though the fence. 
There we met the most galling storm of lead. We charged the fence up a long slant and 
poured lead back at them as fast as we could load, shoot and charge. 

Here again I am not able to give the number of casualties of my regiment, but it was 
something terrible. I know that in my company, which was Company I, at the foot of the little 
hill one of my file at the right of the company, Yancey Coleman, fell, and next his brother 
Milton. Next, I saw Noel Rhodes fall. They were all killed. Ingraham Rhodes fell wounded in 
the thigh, Mat. Apple was killed, Micajah Warren fell. It seemed that all would be killed before 
we could dislodge the enemy. But on we went. When we were within fifty feet of the fence a 
bomb exploded over our heads so close to us that the concussion stunned me; I fell, and was 
unconscious for three hours. When I regained my senses, the sun was setting and the enemy 
gone from the fence. The dead and dying were all around me. 

Will Pinnix, of Company A, was lying across my legs, shot through the lungs, and was crying 
for water. I gave him some and got up to leave, but fell again; I found that my limbs were for 
the time paralyzed. I crawled down the hill, where I found the 13th NC Regiment, or what was 
left of it. Willie Stone, of Company H, was lying on the field next morning seemingly dead. The 
ball went in at one temple just behind his eyes and out at the other. His eyes were both 
pushed out of their sockets. We marched that day down to the Chickahominy River. We left 
Stone lying on the ground. It was Saturday morning when we left; the battle was Friday 
evening, June 27th. Wednesday following the man who owned the place went back to his 
home to see what had been done by the army. He heard a strange noise in the swamp. When 
he went down there, he found young Stone crawling through the thicket hunting for water. 
Stone had revived and found that his eyes were out and took his fingers and put them back, 
but he was blind. F. J. Stone, at Stoneville, NC, is his brother. 

Sunday, all day, we were on the north side of the Chickahominy River; the enemy had 
destroyed the bridge and we had to build one of logs, which took all day Sunday and all 
Sunday night. During the day Maj. Gen. James Longstreet (VA) was swooping down on Maj. 
Gen. George B. McClellan's troops to the south of the river. We could hear the cannon, 
musketry and the yells, but could do nothing until the bridge was done. Monday morning, 
June 30th, we crossed over and hurried on. When we struck the road where Maj. Gen. 
Longstreet fought Sunday it was indeed a woeful sight to behold; for acres and acres untold 
the enemy were lying in heaps. We passed by a nice-looking country house and before it was 
a stile or uplifting block and on it sat a Union soldier with his feet crossed and his gun 
between his legs, but he was dead and as stiff as the stone upon which he was sitting. He 
was wounded the evening before and came running with his gun in his hand and dropped 
down on the step, crossed his legs and died. We pushed on and overtook the enemy at 
Malvern Hill on July 1st. 
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The position that Brig. Gen. Garland's Brigade, and especially that of the 13th NC Regiment, 
occupied was one of the most difficult and dangerous that I was ever in up to that time, or 
even after it. We were marched across a large field of bottom land, across a creek, through 
briers, vines, and every kind of obstacle, along up an old plantation cartway to the top of a 
high hill. As soon as we passed through the woods, we were confronted by the strongest line 
of works I ever faced—with cannon so thick that it did not seem that a wagon could more than 
pass between them. We were only about one hundred and twenty-five (125) yards from them. 
Col. Scales saw the situation, and ordered the 13th NC Regiment to charge the works. At first 
sight it seemed that the enemy was massed between their cannon in double column closed in 
mass. The enemy opened the most terrific and destructive fire in the face of the old 13th NC 
Regiment that ever any troop met since the world began. Within five (5) minutes it was 
impossible to distinguish one man from another on account of the smoke and the dust caused 
from the cannon in our immediate front. The men would rush forward as they were urged, and 
then it seemed as though the whole line would sway back as a field of corn would before a 
wind. Though the sun was shining bright, when we went in everything was soon so dark one 
could scarcely see. Men were falling like leaves in an autumn wind. 

I had my gun shot in two in my hands, one finger taken off and five (5) bullet holes through my 
clothes; some three (3) of them drew blood. It was a useless undertaking at that point. When I 
got wounded, I retired two (2) miles in the rear. Bombs were falling and bursting in many 
places from Maj. Gen. George B. McClellan's gunboats on the James River. I fell back to the 
road leading from Richmond to Yorktown and found hundreds of troops from different States 
yelling "Fifth Alabama!" others, such and such a regiment. I called out "Thirteenth North 
Carolina, Garland's Brigade!" A voice from a little flickering light, for it was now dark, said: 
"Here!" I went up, and to my surprise and delight, I found Brig. Gen, Samuel Garland and one 
of his staff sitting there broiling a piece of fat Nassau meat and catching the grease on one of 
those old "hardtacks." He looked up at me and said: "I see you are wounded?" I told him I 
was. By this time, he had the meat broiled. He laid it on the cracker and handed it to me. I 
begged to be excused, but he insisted, stating that he would cook more for himself. When I 
had eaten the ration, he said: "Lie down here; I am going to stay right here and see if I can 
reorganize my poor skeleton of a brigade." Next morning I was awakened by the rain falling in 
my face and got up. He told me to go and report to Dr. John H. McAden and get my wound 
dressed. I speak of this to show the reader what a kind and good-hearted man Brig. Gen. 
Garland was. And I regret to say this was the last time I ever saw this brave and good man. I 
was furloughed sixty (60) days, the army made its tour into Maryland and Brig. Gen. Samuel 
Garland fell in battle at South Mountain (aka Boonsboro Gap), MD. 

The 13th NC Regiment during the remainder of the war fought with Lt. Gen. Stonewall 
Jackson's Corps, Maj. Gen. A. P. Hill's (VA) Division. The whole world knows that the troops 
under Jackson did hard fighting and made many long marches when other troops were in 
quarters. The 13th MC Regiment participated in the battles of Second Manassas, Harper's 
Ferry, Boonsboro Gap, and Sharpsburg. I met the shattered remnant of the old 13th NC 
Regiment at Bunker Hill, VA, just after the army recrossed the Potomac River, and a most 
pitiful sight it was to behold. I found Company I in command of the Fourth Sergeant, and he 
was barefooted. Lt. Col. Thomas Ruffin was in command of the regiment. He appointed me 
Second Sergeant and told me to take command. Col. Duncan K. MacRae, of the 5th NC 
Regiment, was in command of Brig. Gen. Garland's Brigade. He and Lt. Col. Ruffin were not 
on good terms, and General Robert E. Lee transferred the 13th NC Regiment to Brig. Gen. 
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William D. Pender's (NC) Brigade; then the boys were happy, as we were again with our first 
colonel. Brig. Gen. Pender's Brigade then was composed of the 13th, 16th, 22nd, 34th, and 
38th NC Regiments, one of the best brigades in the army, with one of the bravest and coolest 
generals in the world. 

After the army recrossed the Potomac River, there was but little fighting the remainder of the 
summer and fall of 1862, except now and then a little cavalry skirmish. In the month of 
November of 1862, the 13th NC Regiment was at Darksville, VA, watching the Yanks. We got 
orders to cook three days' rations and be ready at a moment's notice to march. The order 
came; we marched down the Valley Turnpike, crossed the mountains at Snicker's Gap and on 
to Fredericksburg. We marched the distance in thirteen days and many of our boys were 
barefooted. I saw blood in many places. We waded all the streams except the Rappahannock 
River; we crossed that on a pontoon bridge. The weather was cold indeed. We had been in 
the vicinity of Fredericksburg but a few days when Federal Maj. Gen. Abrose E. Burnside 
commenced crossing the river at Fredericksburg. Brig. Gen. William D. Pender's (NC) 
Brigade, with his five North Carolina regiments, including the 13th, was drawn up on the west 
side of the railroad behind Cutts' Battalion of artillery, which was posted on a knoll southeast 
of the city. Brig. Gen. James H. Lane's Brigade of North Carolina troops was on Brig. Gen. 
Pender's right, along the railroad, up in the direction of Guinea Station. We got there in 
position before daylight on December 13th. 

The snow lay on the ground some six or seven inches deep. Men had not drawn their winter 
shoes, clothes, or blankets. Our suffering was beyond description. There was a dense fog 
which enveloped the whole plain. One could not see eighty (80) paces away. About 9:30 
o'clock a.m. our picket line was heard firing in front. Soon they came in and reported the 
enemy advancing. Our batteries opened fire and the enemy responded vigorously. The 13th 
NC Regiment was immediately behind the battery and the enemy who had taken a position 
on a knoll beyond the railroad, above the city, got the range at once, and shells began to plow 
the ground. The shells came in showers after the first duel. I raised my head out of the snow 
and looked to see what had happened. Just at that time they renewed the shelling. I saw one 
strike a sergeant in Company G, from Edgecombe County, in the breast and explode. It blew 
him all to atoms. Another struck one of Company B, from Mecklenburg County, just above his 
eyes; it uncapped his head. He stayed up on his knees and hands for at least a minute. His 
brains stayed intact and quivered; finally, he sank down on his face in the snow. There were 
some twenty (20) others of the 13th NC Regiment killed within ten minutes. 

Just then the sun, which we had not seen that day, burst through the fog. We looked across 
the plain and saw five (5) columns of Federal troops advancing. The first column was within 
one hundred (100) yards of the railroad, where Brig. Gen. Lane's Brigade was posted. He let 
them advance within sixty or eighty paces and gave orders to commence firing, which they 
did, and it seemed that the front column melted away. The second column charged, but met 
the same fate at that point. But in front of Cutts' Battery, where we were, they succeeded in 
driving out the strong picket line in the railroad cut and commenced killing the gunners and 
horses. Just then Brig. Gen. William D. Pender (NC) came riding down his line among the hail 
of shot and shells, his left hand hanging down and blood streaming down his fingers. A ball 
had gone through his arm between the bones. Col. Alfred M. Scales bounded up out of the 
snow and said: "General, I see you are wounded." He said: "Oh, that is a trifle; no bone is 
broken. I want you to send at least two companies down to the railroad and drive those 
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scoundrels out. They are killing Colonel Cutts' men and horses." Col. Scales called out to 
Capt. Robert H. Ward, of Company I, and Capt. Leonard H. Hunt, of Company C, to go. It was 
about two hundred (200) yards, in a plain, open field. When we got up from our snow beds, 
we were so stiff we could scarcely walk, but the Yankee bullets soon made us forget that. We 
double-quicked right down the hill, through the shower of lead, until we were within twenty-five 
(25) yards of the cut, before we fired a gun. We gave them what we had frozen in our guns 
and charged bayonets, and out they went. We reloaded and kept pushing them on over the 
first banks of the plain. We held our position until dark, when we were recalled to the brigade, 
which was in the woods in rear of where we had been during the day. 

We found the boys with good fires, warming themselves. One of my company, George 
Lowder, had gotten so badly frozen that he died that night. I lost four toenails from the cold. 
We had a "snack" to eat and were told that Lt. Gen. Stonewall Jackson was going to take his 
corps, put white strips on their arms, charge through to the river and cut loose the pontoon 
bridges and bag the whole of Maj. Gen. Burnside's army, but that idea was abandoned, and 
we bivouacked around the fires until morning. Then we found the enemy had, sure enough, 
crossed the river during the night, and we boys were glad; but it was said that old Stonewall 
was mad because he was not allowed to carry out his plan the overnight. After two (2) days 
we marched down some twelve miles below Guinea Station to a large timbered tract, some 
four (4) miles from the river, and established our winter quarters and named our camp after 
Brig. Gen. Maxcy Gregg, of South Carolina, who had fallen in battle at Fredericksburg. 

The only battle we had that winter was with Brig. Gen. Samuel McGowan's Brigade of South 
Carolina. In the month of January there came a heavy snow. The South Carolina brigade 
attacked Brig. Gen. William D. Pender's (NC) Brigade, with colors flying, for a snowball battle. 
The Tarheel boys, in that, as in the other, did not see fit to retreat, so they met them at the 
branch and it was a hard fight, and finally the Tarheels charged them, ran them into their 
quarters and on through camp, demolished a goodly number of shanties, and returned to their 
own quarters with but one casualty— that was the red-headed Adjutant of the 13th NC 
Regiment, who was struck in the eye with a snowball nested with a flint rock. 

The writer of this sketch was elected 3rd Lieutenant by a unanimous vote of his company, 
December 28th, just after going into winter quarters. During the month of April, 1863, the 13th 
NC Regiment was sent up near Gordonsville on a kind of provost duty. We were having a 
nice time, but on Friday night, May 1st, a courier came dashing into camp with orders for the 
13th NC Regiment to join its command, which was then marching. We fell in about 8:30 
o'clock p.m. The courier acted as a guide. We marched all night and all day next day through 
plantations, along rough country roads, until about three o'clock we fell into what was called 
the Old Mine Road, and exactly struck the head of Lt. Gen. Stonewall Jackson's Corps (VA), 
with Jackson at its head. We commenced cheering him. He ordered it stopped. We began to 
smell a mouse. Then, very soon, we struck the Orange Court House and Chancellorsville 
Road, turned at a right angle, advanced down same a mile or more. Brig. Gen. Wiliam D. 
Pender's (NC) Brigade and the 13th NC Regiment filed to the left of the road about four 
hundred (400) yards through the wilderness, were halted and came to a front. "Forward!" was 
next. We went about two hundred (200) yards and came to a field which was white as snow 
with Yankee tents; we leaped the fence and charged them before they knew that we were 
there. Some were writing letters, some were playing cards, some were shaving, some were 
cooking beef and, in fact, everything usually done in an army camp was going on. Their guns 
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were stacked and their accoutrements hanging on the stacks, and we gave them no time to 
get them, but chased them through the field. They circled around and hit the Chancellorsville 
Road and made the dust fly. We followed as rapidly as we possibly could, fell into the same 
road in column and were double-quicking at a rapid rate. Lt. Gen. Jackson and staff came 
thundering down the road by us, and as he passed the head of Brig. Gen. Pender's Brigade, 
which was the 13th NC Regiment, he called out to halt and throw out a strong skirmish line to 
protect the column and to "press the enemy until nightfall." 

The detail was made from the 13th NC Regiment. I was detailed to command it. I deployed 
my men and pushed forward; we had gone about one-half mile; it was getting in the twilight 
fast, when all of a sudden, the enemy in front, and not over a quarter of a mile away, turned 
loose a battery immediately up the road; grape and canister were scraping the ground, and at 
the same time musketry mixed in; bullets were coming up the road thick. My skirmishers were 
deployed on both sides and I was in the road; but when the Yankee bullets and grape were 
turned loose, I jumped to the right of the road and fell behind a log that lay there on a little 
knoll. A loose horse came from the direction of the shooting. As he passed me, he neighed. I 
thought very strange of this. In about a minute another horse came from the same direction. 
The firing ceased; I heard behind me Brig. Gen. Pender call out: "Forward, battalion!" I cried: 
"Forward, skirmishers!" When I slid down into the road, I observed an object which seemed to 
be wabbling along towards me; I stooped low and peeped; I called: "Who comes there?" and 
expected to be answered with lead, but was told "Friends." By this time, we had met. I could 
see that it was someone on a litter, and he was groaning heavily. I asked: "Who is this 
wounded?" They answered: "A Confederate officer." I did not dream that it was our so much 
beloved chief, Lt. Gen. Thomas J. "Stonewall" Jackson, nor did I learn it until after the battle 
of Chancellorsville was over with next day. 

This may seem to the reader to conflict with the statement sent out by the Richmond papers 
at that time; also of the statement of the author of the "Wearing of the Gray" and "Surry of the 
Eagle's Nest"; but I have only intended from start to finish not to write a single line or word 
that I did not know to be the truth; and I do positively know that not a single gun had been 
fired by my detail on that memorable night of May 2nd, on which our noble and matchless 
leader was sacrificed. We had not advanced over one hundred and fifty (150) yards after 
meeting the latter before the enemy began to pelt us. Brig. Gen. Pender's Brigade filed to the 
left of the Chancellorsville Road, until it cleared the road. I found later that Brig. Gen. James 
H. Lane's (NC) filed to the right. Brig. Gen. Pender rested at the right wing, which was on the 
bank of the road. The 13th NC Regiment was at the extreme left of the brigade and deep in 
the wilderness of brush wood. 

We advanced within one hundred (100) yards of the enemy's line and there we lay down with 
our heads to the enemy and rested on our arms. We could hear them digging and chopping 
down the small undergrowth all night. Capt. Robert H. Ward and I lay on my oil cloth, side by 
side, but sleep was far from us. The moon shone beautifully all night and the whip-poor-wills 
kept time to the Yankee axe and pick. Capt. Ward, every now and then, would chunk me and 
say: "What time is it now?" I would look at my watch by moonlight and tell him. At half past 
four he asked me again. I told him. He said: "Let's get up and get ready, for hell will be to pay 
as soon as it gets light." We rolled up my cloth; I swung it about my neck and sat down. In a 
few minutes the men were roused, roll called and three hundred and forty-two (342) men of 
the old 13th NC Regiment said "Here." Just as we could see day was opening, while it was 
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red in the east, I heard that keen, shrill voice of Brig. Gen. William D. Pender, down on the 
right of the brigade, scream out: "Attention, forward, guide center!" The 13th NC Regiment 
stepped forward as though it was battalion drill. We were so close to the enemy that they 
opened fire on us immediately. 

It was a beautiful morning, the first Sunday in May, when nature everywhere is always so 
beautiful. It was calm as could be and it did look like a pity to disturb its hallowed name; but 
such is war. It was so still; not a bit of wind, but soft and warm. When the enemy commenced 
firing on us—one solid sheet of blaze—I well remember patting men on the shoulder and 
telling them to shoot at the blaze. They did so; so, we supposed that they were shooting over 
the top of their works; but we charged them, and in five minutes we had carried their works 
which they were all night in building, and when we leaped over them, we found a bank of 
them in the ditch; we thought they were prisoners, but found they were killed. They had 
placed two logs in parallel lines, put on cross-ties, floored them and built on top of that, and 
were lying behind shooting under the works. If we had not charged them before the sun rose, 
they would have killed every one of us; but our boys were told to shoot at the blaze, and they 
had done the work admirably well. Our men were shot in the legs, while theirs were shot in 
the head and shoulders. 

On we charged about one hundred and twenty-five (125) yards, where we found another line 
lying down awaiting us. We charged them, on and on, until we had routed the fifth line. By this 
time our line was getting very thin. Our officers called on the men so often to aim low that I am 
sure that very few shot over the enemy, judging from the number of dead and wounded left on 
the field. My company was the right center company and rested on the colors. My position 
was on the left wing; as file closer, I saw the colors fall five (5) times after we had crossed the 
first line at the works. Three times out of the five I picked them up and rushed forward with 
them. The last time I picked them up Col. Alfred M. Scales passed up his line and saw me, 
and said: "Detail a man to carry them." Just as I had complied with his order, he, Col. Scales, 
reeled and fell, shot through the thigh. He called me and asked me to run back and order the 
litter bearers after him. I ran back through the woods about one hundred and fifty (150) yards 
and met two of them and hurried them to my Colonel. I had been hearing a terrible howling, 
and thought at first that it was our re-enforcements coming, but found it was the howling of 
bullets going through the air a few feet above my head. I wheeled and ran my best toward the 
front. I found that there was more danger at a distance than there was close up. When I 
overtook my regiment, which was still pressing hard down upon the enemy, in sight of the 
cleared land at Chancellorsville, the enemy were, it seemed, being recruited, and were 
making a desperate stand. 

Brig. Gen. Henderson (?), of the Union side, with some of his staff, attempted to lead a 
charge on us. We stood for him, and two privates of Company E, Sandy Andrews and Dan 
Weden, rushed forward and seized his horse by the bridle and asked him to surrender. He 
indignantly replied: "If you don't turn my horse loose, I'll kill you both." Weden, I believe it was, 
leveled his gun on him and said: "D—n you, dismount, or I'll kill you." He obeyed promptly. 
Just at that time I did hear the rebel yell. It was Brig. Gen. Edward L. Thomas' Georgia 
Brigade, which had been in reserve, coming to relieve Brig. Gen. William D. Pender's (NC) 
Brigade. The 13th NC Regiment was out of ammunition; they had shot sixty (60) rounds each 
and had been in from 5 o'clock to 8:30 a.m. As before stated, the 13th NC Regiment went in 
at 5 o'clock with three hundred and forty-two good men. When we fell back to the enemy's 
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works, filled up cartridge-boxes, and at one o'clock each company called the roll, one hundred 
and thirty-nine (139) men answered to their names. 

There were killed, wounded, and missing two hundred and three (203). In the language of 
Col. Alfred M. Scales, "That 3nd day of May, 1863, at Chancellorsville, was one that tried 
men's souls." Capt. Robert H. Ward, of my company, was wounded badly in the leg; 1st Lt. 
William H. Winchester took command; Abner F. Neal, 2nd Lieutenant, and myself 3rd 
Lieutenant. When Brig. Gen. Thomas' Georgia Brigade struck them with their fresh, full line 
the enemy vanished like snow in the sunshine on a warm spring day. They pressed the 
enemy so hard that by some means the wilderness was set on fire, and we all had to fall back 
across the road. We had gotten our wounded all off, but the poor Federal wounded were left 
to the ravages of the forked tongue of the blaze, and there never was a more ghastly sight 
than after the fire had done its work. 

In the afternoon this writer was put in command of a detail of thirty (30) men to hunt through 
the burnt woods which we had fought over that morning and bury the dead of the 13th NC 
Regiment. We found forty-two (42) charred corpses, brought them to the old plank road and 
buried them all in one long grave and labeled them on boards at their heads. While I was 
looking through the woods, I found a young man with both arms and both legs broken. His 
clothing was burned to a coal, his hair was nothing but a char, his eyelashes were burned off. 
He heard me walking, and called to know who I was. I told him that I was one of the 13th 
North Carolina. He then said: "Will you please kill me out of my misery?" I told him I would 
not, but said to him: "What are you fighting against us for, you negro?" He put up a pitiful cry, 
and said: "Before you all shot me, I was as, white as any man." He then asked me if I had any 
water. I told him yes; I knelt down, put my arm around his neck, raised him up and gave him 
all the water I had. He again asked me to please kill him. I refused. He then asked me to see 
if I could get a ring off his finger, and if I ever had a chance to send it to his sister, stating that 
she put it on there the second Sunday in the last July, when he started from his home in some 
town in, I think he said, New Hampshire. He said: "My father is dead; I have a mother and one 
sister living, but I will never see them again." I left the poor fellow and hurried around as soon 
as I could to get more water, but, alas, he was dead. As to the ring, his hand was so badly 
burned and swollen it was impossible to take it off. I have always regretted that I did not write 
down his mother's address, so that I could have written her concerning him since. 

Well, we held the field, or woods, that night. Next morning it was reported that the enemy was 
showing signs of renewing the engagement. We fell to work and threw up breastworks, and 
such a rain as fell seldom has been seen. The army then meandered here and there for 
several days. This writer was taken severely sick and sent to Richmond Hospital and lay there 
very ill for four weeks. During that time General Robert E. Lee made, I think, the mistake of 
his life, and invaded Pennsylvania. 

The 13th NC Regiment was in every battle where Lt. Gen. Stonewall Jackson's old corps 
(then under Lt. Gen. A. P. Hill) was. It was at 2nd Manassas, Harper's Ferry, Chancellorsville, 
2nd Winchester, Gettysburg, and in many skirmishes. I met it near Bunker Hill again, camped 
in a piece of woods, a mere handful of barefoot, ragged, worn-out soldiers. 

My cousin, William H. Winchester, 1st Lieutenant of Company I, fell in the charge up 
Cemetery Hill. His right foot was shot off at the ankle, except the heel-string. He was seen 
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crawling back down the hill at Gettysburg, one of the company found him, as they retired, at 
the foot of the hill. He had his knife out and asked the man to cut the heel-string so he could 
crawl farther. The man told him that he could not. He told the man to hold.it for him; he held it, 
and he cut off his own foot and continued to crawl, but was finally overtaken by the Union 
troops and died in the hospital among the enemy. 2nd Lt. Abner F. Neal then came in 
command of the company and was with it when I met them this side of the Potomac River. He 
was very sick and was sent off the same day to the hospital and returned late in the fall to 
Orange Court House. This writer then fell in command of Company I in the month of July of 
1863, and continued in command until Lt. Neal returned. Soon after his return he resigned, 
and on account of Lt. Winchester's death and Lt. Neal's resignation this writer was promoted 
to 1st Lieutenant during the spring of 1864. 

When Lt. Gen. Thomas J. "Stonewall" Jackson died, A. P. Hill was promoted to Lieutenant 
General to fill his place; Brig. Gen. William D. Pender was promoted to Major General; Col. 
Alfred M. Scales was promoted to Brigadier General; Joseph H. Hyman, from Edgecombe 
County, was promoted to Colonel, Maj. Henry A. Rogers was promoted from Major to 
Lieutenant Colonel, and Capt. Elijah Benton Withers was promoted to Major. At some point 
soon after, Withers was promoted to Lt. Colonel, records not available. 

I have brought the reader, with the 13th NC Regiment, to Orange Court House, VA, into 
winter quarters. We built a plank road from the Court House to the camp, graded or 
macadamized the streets, and two days before Christmas our time came to beat rock into the 
street. It was cold enough almost to shave a man— the wind was blowing from the snow-
capped mountains from the north side. The boys were almost nude, squatting down pounding 
rock. The officers got sorry for the poor fellows. We found a groceryman who had a barrel of 
good old apple-jack; we thought we would warm them up. Company after company was 
called up and "set up" to what we thought was about right. The boys went back to crushing 
rock with hand hammers; they soon began to sing and rejoice and cut all sorts of capers. The 
Irish Battalion, which was known to all the soldiers as the rear guard on all marches, was 
called up to see if they couldn't quiet the old 13th NC Regiment. The boys became indignant 
at the thought of having the Patrick O'Flanigans over them, so they armed themselves with 
broken stone, charged the Irish Battalion and drove them clean out of town. As they returned 
from the chase, they tore down a settler's hut or two. Lt. Col.. Elijah Benton Withers, who was 
in charge that day, managed to march them back to camp. The next morning, he placed 
about six (6) officers and twenty-five or thirty (25-30) men under arrest. 

The next day was Christmas Eve. Col. Joseph Hyman received a very nice box from a friend 
at Tarboro, NC, and in the box were five gallons of North Carolina brandy, turkey, hams, 
sausage, cake, etc. Well, he was something of a "turnip" himself; he invited every 
commissioned officer to come up to his tent and partake of his hospitalities. After a few smiles 
at the demijohn, he then sent for the brass band, treated them and made them play until 
midnight. About this time his heart had gotten soft. He called Lt. Col. Withers and ordered him 
to go and tell all the officers that got tipsy at the Court House to come to him at once, and to 
also tell every man that was in the guardhouse that he pardoned him. He wound up by 
saying: "D—n a man that will punish others for the thing he will do himself." 

Christmas passed by; the New Year ushered in; 1864 had come; Capt. Robert H. Ward had 
returned to Company I. The writer had applied for a furlough to visit his dear old mother and 
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sisters and the "other dear," whom he had not seen for nineteen (19) months. A big snow was 
on the ground; the furlough was handed in, approved, and respectfully returned by R. E. Lee, 
General. The reader can imagine that this boy was feeling good, for soldiers do feel good 
sometimes, and this was one of those times. All of a sudden, the regiment drum began: 
"Shatter, vatter, vatter, vatter!" What's that? "Fall in, Thirteenth!" The Yankee cavalry had 
charged the pickets at the mill ford and were crossing by thousands. Capt. Ward said: "If I 
were you, I would go to Orange Court House; I would not go into battle with a furlough in my 
pocket." I said: "Well, I will do what Colonel Hyman says." I went in a run to his quarters, and 
said: "Colonel, I have just received my furlough; do you wish me to fall in?" He turned around 
and bawled out: "Yes, G— d— n it, fall in; fall in, and that d— n quick." That ended it for the 
time. 

By this time the 13th NC Regiment was formed. We double-quicked every step for two and 
one-half miles. As we went over a hill, we came in sight of a brigade of infantry from toward 
the Court House that had beat us a little and had the cavalry on the run. We got to the ford in 
time to see a few of them floating down the river. We took position in the little picket 
entrenchment. The Federal cavalry was reforming at the edge of the woods on the Culpeper 
Road. The miller said the distance had been measured from the farther bank to the woods 
and was one thousand seven hundred and eighty (1,780) yards. Col. Joseph Hyman called 
Monroe Roberson, of Company A, who had a globe-sighted rifle, captured from the enemy in 
Maryland the summer before. The Colonel was looking through his field glass and saw an 
officer at the woods who seemed to be forming his men to make a dash. He told Roberson to 
lay his gun across the works and see if he thought he could get him. He looked, and said: 
"Yes, sir; he doesn't look to be more than two hundred yards off." "Try him, then," said the 
Colonel, "and I will watch." Monroe pulled down. The Colonel snapped his finger, and said: "I 
swear, if you didn't knock him off." In less than a minute they turned loose with carbines and a 
perfect shower of lead was stuck in the hill above our heads on the bluff. They only hit one of 
the 13th NC Regiment, Calvin Grear, from Mecklenburg, who was Sergeant Major at that 
time. He was shot through the body just above the waist; the ball came out at the side of his 
backbone. The Colonel excused me after dark, and I left the Court House next morning for 
home. 

The 13th NC Regiment returned to its winter quarters and remained there near the Court 
House until May 5th, when we struck tents and marched through the village about 1 o'clock 
p.m., in the direction of the Wilderness, down the old plank road. We met the enemy some 
twelve miles down the road. Lt. Gen. A. P. Hill's (VA) Corps was in front. Lt. Gen. James 
Longstreet (VA) was up at Madison Court House when we met the enemy. Maj. Gen. Cadmus 
M. Wilcox's (AL) Division, which was Maj. Gen. William D. Pender's (NC) before his death at 
Gettysburg, was put right in. It was composed of Brig. Gen. Alfred M. Scales' (NC), Brig. Gen. 
James H. Lane's (NC), Brig. Gen. Edward L. Thomas' (GA), and Brig. Gen. Samuel 
McGowan's (SC) Brigades. Brig. Gen. Scales' and Brig. Gen. Thomas' Brigades were put in 
and Brig. Gen. Lane's and Brig. Gen. McGowan's Brigades were kept back of them as a 
support. We moved down on them on the right of the road. Charge after charge we made. We 
drove the enemy back some two (2) miles. It was like fighting fire in the woods again. We 
were kept in until our boys had exhausted their sixty rounds, or some had, and during that 
time a goodly number of the 13th NC Regiment had gone down to rise no more. 
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Capt. Robert H. Ward, of Company I, had only been back from home, because of his 
Chancellorsville wound, about three (3) months. Just before our skirmish line opened fire, 
marching down the road, he commenced to sing: "Years creep slowly by, Lorena; the snow is 
on the grass again." I slapped him on the shoulder and told him I knew what he was thinking 
about; and that was, that he would get another flesh wound and go back to Mrs. Ward. He 
remarked: "Would to God that it may be only a flesh wound." Just as Brig. Gen. Lane's 
Brigade rushed in to relieve Brig. Gen. Scales, near a branch, as we faced about to retire, a 
ball struck him in the back part of his leg and lodged under the kneecap, and, if he is living, it 
is there yet. We bore him off with us. He went home sure enough and never was able to 
return to duty, but was retired, and the writer was promoted to Captain later on. 

This was the first day's battle with Federal Lt. Gen. Ulysses S. Grant and General Robert E. 
Lee. We were drawn off some three-fourths of a mile in the rear of the front line, issued 
cartridges and lay there all night, supposing that Brig. Gen. Lane's and Brig. Gen. Thomas' 
men were still in our front. The next morning, not long after light, we were lying behind some 
old logs and such things as we could pick up. Brig. Gen. Alfred M. Scales and our Col. 
Joseph Hyman were standing behind my company talking, when one of my sergeants called 
to me, and said: "Look in front." I looked, and the woods were blue with the enemy. I turned to 
the Colonel and Brig. Gen. Scales to tell them. The enemy were coming closer behind us. I 
told them to look; we were about surrounded. Brig. Gen. Scales waved his sword above his 
head and called on the men to follow him. He dashed off at right angles and took his brigade 
out by the right flank. They opened fire upon us and a goodly number was wounded. I was 
struck on my shoulder-blade and had the breath knocked out of me, but I kept following our 
retreating or stampeded troops, who circled back to the road, where we met Lt. Gen. James 
Longstreet's (VA) Corps coming in from Madison Court House. General Robert E. Lee was 
standing there. By his direction Lt. Gen. Longstreet placed troops on each side of the road 
and advanced quickly. General Lee started to lead the charge, but he was prevented by the 
officers of Lt. Gen. Longstreet's staff. The 13th NC Regiment, under Col. Hyman, was 
reorganized and fell in for the day on Lt. Gen. Longstreet's left wing and was back into the 
fight in less than an hour and remained in all day. 

I do not think there was a single day from that time that a man was safe from the range of a 
bullet until we reached Petersburg. It was a running fight on by Spotsylvania. There we were 
in a bloody fight—fight and march day and night, rain or fair—it was all the time fight, fight. 
The regiment was being reduced daily and hourly. When we went to Spotsylvania there was a 
time when only five (5) commissioned officers were present for duty, and it made it so 
arduous on us that I would sometimes get so desperate that I wished to be shot. 

We were sent forward south of the Court House to feel for the enemy. Two (2) days after the 
big battle no troops had been seen over the works. That day, for fear they had stolen the 
march on us, the 13th NC Regiment was sent to feel for them. As we went down through an 
old field, and had gotten within eighty (80) yards of the works. Lt. John P. Rainey said to me: 
"I'll bet five dollars there isn't a Yankee in those works." Immediately they raised up in double 
file, laid their guns over the works and fired, but they were above us so high that they shot 
over every one of us except Capt. Thomas C. Evans. He had his mouth open, yelling to his 
company, like all the rest of us, to "Charge! Charge!" A bullet went into his mouth, knocked 
out one tooth and came out on the right side of his neckbone. It was a close call, but I could 
not help but laugh. He squealed like a pig, rolled down the hill to the bottom, jumped up and 
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ran out like a wild turkey. I do not mean that he was a coward, for he was a very brave and 
gallant officer; but he was so deranged at the time that he hardly knew what he was doing. 

We charged up the hill to the works and found no one at them at all. They fired their guns and 
fell back down the bluff through the cedars and got out of sight. That night we marched all 
night and were at Hanover Junction by day. We began digging, and by a little after sunrise the 
enemy charged us with a heavy column. We drove them back and skirmished with them 
during the day and a portion of the night. Next morning we found that Federal Lt. Gen. 
Ulysses S. Grant had pushed on. We sidetracked him on, and on to Cold Harbor. I think the 
13th NC Regiment got into position in that engagement not more than one-half mile from the 
place we had fought Maj. Gen. George B. McClellan's troops in 1862. We succeeded in 
holding our position well, notwithstanding we were exposed to a hurricane of cannon, shots, 
and shells. The race for the goal continued hot between Lt. Gen. Grant and General Lee. Lt. 
Gen. Grant's aim, as everyone knows, was to make the touchdown at Richmond, but we 
tackled him and he went to Petersburg, I think, about the 19th of July. During this time, I did 
not get time to change raiment but one time. The 13th NC Regiment was placed in the 
fortifications south of Petersburg, to the right of the road, for a few days after the troops had 
recuperated. 

General Robert E. Lee laid off a new line of defense farther from the city than General Pierre 
G.T. Beauregard's (SC) line was. Then for a siege of hard work again. We soon had a strong 
line of defense and the troops were distributed from near Burgess' Mill, on the extreme right, 
thence south of Petersburg, across the Appomattox River and on near Dunlap's Station, 
through to Drewry's Bluff. We were kept on the south side of Petersburg and occupied the 
works south of Sycamore Street, in sight of the city, exactly where the mine was sprung. We 
stayed there and did picket duty in our front and were under a continual fire all the time for 
some four weeks. Brig. Gen. Alfred M. Scales (NC) complained to General Lee that his troops 
ought to be relieved. Howard's (?) South Carolina was sent to relieve Brig. Gen. Scales. The 
13th NC Regiment was then sent north of Petersburg to do picket work along the west bank 
of the river. In about twelve (12) days from this time we left the works which were later on 
blown up. On the Sunday following we were sent back south down the railroad some three (3) 
miles and attacked the enemy and skirmished all day. Yancey Cummings, of my company, 
was killed and several others wounded. 

August 19th, we marched by a circuitous route all night and the next day about twelve o'clock 
we struck the enemy at Reams' Station, on the Petersburg & Weldon Railroad. He was 
strongly fortified along the railroad bed, with a redoubt at the depot, about one hundred and 
fifty (150) yards on the Weldon end of the road. When we came in sight on the west side of 
the railroad, it was about nine hundred (900) yards through an open sedge field. Brig. Gen. 
Scales' Brigade was formed and ordered forward. The right of the brigade was protected by 
some woods. The 13th NC Regiment's position being in the open, it was ordered that a good, 
strong skirmish line be sent forward to hold the enemy while the main column could advance. 
The writer was called out to make the advance. I asked to be allowed to take my company, as 
there was no other officer with it, and besides that, I knew my men and they knew me. The 
detail for the brigade was ordered out. I was in command of the 13th's detail, my company. Lt. 
Col. Elijah Benton Withers was in command of the brigade detail. The skirmishers advanced 
under a heavy fire. We dashed through the old field, the last one hundred (100) yards being 
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through a flat land which had been cleared the winter before. The brush lay loose all over the 
ground, which made it very difficult to get through. 

I do not think we were more than five (5) minutes getting within eighty-five (85) yards of the 
works. We poured in lead and kept their heads down—kept the gunners from using their 
cannon. The right wing of the brigade met with such obstacles that they failed to come up in 
time to keep the enemy from enfilading the 13th NC Regiment in the old field, so this charge 
failed to be a success. I was recalled with my company. Brig. Gen. Cadmus M. Wilcox (AL) 
came along and ordered us in again. This time we rushed through the old field again for our 
first position and soon we were within forty (40) yards of the works and about one hundred 
(100) yards to the right of the burned depot. We made it so hot for them in the redoubt that 
the gunners left their guns. If the old 13th NC Regiment had been up then we could have 
captured the four pieces very easily. I looked, and, as before, they were kept back by the 
enemy's heavy guns above the depot. As the enemy ran out of the redoubt, W. D. Powers, a 
nice young man from Raleigh, one of my recruits, called to me, and said: "Look, is not that 
General Hancock ?" I looked, and said: "Yes; drop him off." He stepped out from behind a 
large oak which we were sheltering behind and raised his rifle. Just at that instant his gun 
dropped from his hand, and he said: "I am wounded." The ball had nearly cut off his left 
thumb and went through his right shoulder. About this time, we were signaled to fall back to 
the regiment again. 

It was August the 21st, and I felt that I would melt. After a short rest we were sent forward 
through the woods immediately in front of the burned depot, where another strong redoubt 
was built. As we advanced our skirmish line, we met a strong skirmish line in the woods which 
the enemy had advanced to meet us. We charged them. Captain Young's battalion of 
sharpshooters being on our right. We all charged at the same time and got near enough to 
reconnoiter their position. Lt. Col. Withers, who was still in command of the brigade detail, 
hurried back to report. Young's sharpshooters were compelled to withdraw southward, which 
left a gap in the skirmish line. The enemy took advantage of this, rushed a heavy skirmish line 
through the gap and swung around behind the 13th NC Regiment's detail. It was with 
considerable difficulty that I got out with my company. We made a left flank move and 
returned safe without the loss of a single man. When I reached my command Col. Hyman 
said that he was sure that my whole company were prisoners. 

Maj. Gen. Wilcox came riding up to us in the pine thicket and told Brig. Gen. Alfred M. Scales 
(NC) that he must take his brigade in column instead of in line and go down this old road, 
which ran in rather a left-oblique than a direct course. It was after sundown and a very angry 
thunder cloud behind us. We went down the old road to within about eighty (80) paces, where 
the old 13th NC Regiment, which was in front (or at the head of the column) when Col. 
Hyman gave the command "Battalion, right half-wheel into line; double-quick!" swung around 
and hit the enemy's works. The enemy was so surprised that he scarcely made any 
resistance. It was the work of but a few moments. The 16th NC Regiment struck the redoubt 
on our left and captured the cannon; the 13th NC Regiment captured three brass pieces in its 
front, and we took the line from the depot as far as we had troops. It was said at that time we 
took thirteen (13) cannon and sixteen hundred (1,600) prisoners. We fell back to the works 
that night near Petersburg through the rain and brought all safely in. We stayed there in the 
works, I think, until September. 
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Maj. Gen. Wilcox got permission to take his division down the railroad some two and a half 
miles, with a view of turning the enemy's flank. The writer was again sent out with a heavy 
skirmish line, with orders from Brig. Gen. Scales to deploy my men and advance as rapidly as 
possible, that he was going to march his brigade in column down the road until I ran into the 
enemy. We were then on the left of the railroad and advancing east. I obeyed orders and 
pushed my skirmishers through the thicket and brush about a mile and a half. Below there I 
saw the head of the column in sight behind us. I pushed on down and it seemed all the time to 
get lower and lower. Finally, I found some meadow land with a straight ditch. I jumped into it 
and kept down it, as it was leading in the direction I wanted to go. I hoped to find water, for it 
was very warm and I was very thirsty. I ran on a Yankee down there on his knees and elbows 
in the ditch. I made him get up and tried to make him tell me where his troops were, but not a 
word could I get from him. It was not long that I needed him to tell me, for my skirmish line ran 
into them beyond the meadow land on the brow of a ridge. They opened fire on my little band 
from their works before we knew they were there. We poured it into them and crept up to 
within ninety (90) yards, where we waited and continued to annoy them all we could, looking 
every minute for the brigade. Finally, night came, and no column yet. 

I slipped along my line to the extreme left, which rested on the country road that led from 
Petersburg, and looked for our troops to come down. I heard a horse coming down from 
towards Petersburg in a lope. I did not know whether it was friend or foe, but I waited for him 
to advance within ten (10) paces, when I halted him. He seemed very much excited, as he 
could not see who I was; neither could I tell who he was, but I had the drop on him. I called for 
him to advance and surrender, for I was sure that he was a Yankee. He came up to me, and I 
asked him in a low tone of voice what command he was of. He said Brig. Gen. Scales' 
Brigade, North Carolina Troops. He still thought that I was a Yankee. He came nearer to me, 
and I asked him what he was doing down there. He said Brig. Gen. Scales sent him to 
withdraw a skirmish line that he sent down that day. I then told him I was the man he was 
looking for. He told me that he must hurry back, and told me to keep on up the road until I 
struck the railroad and then I would be all right, but added that the enemy were very near the 
road in two places where the road curved in towards their works. I pushed on; not a word was 
spoken. 

I placed my men in single file and told them to trail arms and to keep in touch of each other 
and we would come out or be found trying. We arrived at Petersburg trenches about one 
o'clock at night, hungry, tired and mad. We found that the enemy on the south side saw Maj. 
Gen. Wilcox's Division moving around and had sent troops from the works on the south side 
to cut him off. Brig. Gen. Scales' Brigade, the 13th NC Regiment, and all, in fact, had to turn 
and fight their way back to Petersburg or be captured. Had it not been for Maj. Gen. Robert E. 
Rodes' (AL) Division in the works at Petersburg, which advanced in the rear of the Union 
troops that attacked Maj. Gen. Wilcox, I doubt very much whether the whole of them had not 
been captured. Then it was plain how it was that no relief came to me seven (7) miles down in 
the pine woods. This is the last engagement the 13th NC Regiment was in during the year 
1864, except now and then a picket skirmish. 
 
The 13th NC Regiment was quartered behind the works on a steep hillside in the coldest 
place I ever saw. Wood was some thousand (1,000) yards in front of our line, south of the 
works, and the men had to carry all the wood they burned, except what they could borrow 
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from the artillerymen—at night—just above us. They hauled theirs, and the boys thought it no 
harm to borrow from their neighbors. 

During the month of March in 1865, the enemy extended his line to our right in the direction of 
Burgess' Mill. I was on picket that day. All day, from about 12 m., I heard heavy firing on my 
right. When I returned, I found that the 13th NC Regiment had been fighting, with the rest of 
the brigade, all the day previous and had driven the enemy off. Within a few days, I think it 
was about the first of April, I was again in front on picket. I was relieved at dark and returned 
to the line, where I found the regiment ready to march. Maj. Gen. Wilcox's (AL) Division 
marched out to Burgess' Mill, crossed the creek, and took position, at least the 13th NC 
Regiment did, on the ridge beyond the mill, which ran parallel with the creek. There was a 
splendid line of fortifications, with good, strong redoubts for the cannon. Down south of them 
ran a small branch, between the main line and which was a line of rifle pits on a parallel line 
with the work. These pits had been occupied by cavalry previous to this. Col. Hyman called 
the writer, who before this had been promoted to Captain of Company I, to take his company 
and advance across the branch, go on up the hill two hundred (200) yards to the edge of the 
pine woods and their halt and send out videttes. I went forward as ordered and sent the 
videttes. They went but a short distance before they turned and came running to me and 
reported the woods alive with the Blues. I had heard them telling their men to keep dressed. 

We about faced and double-quicked back down to the branch. As we were nearing the rifle 
pits the enemy had emerged from the woods and opened fire on us. By the time we got to the 
pits the lead was coming in showers. The pits were on a hillside and were filled with water—it 
was amusing to hear the men jumping into those pits of water like frogs. The 13th NC 
Regiment was advanced to the pits to reinforce us. Men were baling out water with their 
hands and tin plates and anything they could. I was standing by the side of a pit when one of 
the men said: "I wish you would come in." I told him I would step and get an old shovel I saw 
up the hill. Before I could get it and return one bullet was sent through my hat, another 
through the blankets around my neck and one hit my shoe. We flirted out the water with the 
shovel and got down to business. One skirmisher had a position at the edge of the woods 
behind a large stump, where he could put a bullet into my pit whenever he saw a hat above it. 
I took the sergeant's rifle, rested it over the bank of the pit, then took off my hat and slipped it 
up to my right. He raised up to his knees to shoot at the hat, thinking it was a man's head. I 
turned loose on him and he fell over, and I am sure he could have been heard yelling half a 
mile. It proved to be rather a costly shot, for several of the regiment jumped up and cheered 
and the whole Union line sent in a volley. James Bartlett, of Company B, and Bob Graham, of 
Company D, were killed; Robert Sergent, of Company D, and others were wounded. We were 
withdrawn soon after to the main line. 

About 2 o'clock p.m. the skirmish line was withdrawn from the rifle pits to the works. Down the 
hill the enemy came, with colors flying, but not a gun was fired at him until he crossed the 
branch, the second line emerging from the woods. As the first line cleared the branch and 
started to the works. Col. Hyman gave orders to commence firing. The boys poured in lead 
and the front line threw down their guns and came running in with their hands up. We ceased 
firing on them, but the second line behind them fired and kept firing until the prisoners were 
over the works. I did not know whether they were trying to kill their men for surrendering or 
whether they thought they could pick off some of us who were in view of them. The remainder 
of the day and the next everything was quiet, but the second morning after, or during the night 
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before, the shelling began all along the line. From the mill as far back as could be seen or 
heard the bombs were being passed from each line, all kinds from a six-pounder to the 
largest. Mortar shells were bursting in every direction and the flashes were so fast that it kept 
the skies lighted up as bright as an aurora borealis. Indeed, it made one feel that Judgment 
Day was at hand, and so it was with many a poor soul. Early next morning we could hear the 
keen cracking of muskets away over in the direction of Petersburg. Nearer and nearer, it 
came—a storm of thunder and lightning by shells and a hailstorm of rifle bullets. Finally, the 
blue clouds of Union soldiers burst through the woods, shooting and charging. General 
Robert E. Lee's lines were turned! 

I am not able to say in what direction we traveled for quite a while, but we struck the 
Lynchburg & Petersburg Canal, followed up it quite a while and continued on in the direction 
of Amelia Court House. We were resting near the railroad and waiting, for some cause, when 
a courier brought word that the Yankee cavalry had captured our entire train of wagons. Maj. 
Gen. Wilcox's Division was run three (3) miles across a creek. A short distance beyond we 
found in a long lane team after team, one after another, with the wagons on fire and the 
contents burning up; horses pawing, stamping, and neighing in the most pitiful manner—
some jammed so close to other wagons that their manes and tails were singed off and looked 
like rats; ordnance burning and cracking and provisions in the wagons burning up. As we ran 
by one wagon loaded with bacon hams one of my companies stuck his bayonet into a ham 
that was flaming and ran on till it went out. After trimming the char off, he gave me a slice, 
which I thought the best meat I ever ate—and it was the last meat I had until three days after 
the surrender. 

From the time our trains were destroyed there was no hope for the army of General Robert E. 
Lee—no rest for the men night or day. The 13th NC Regiment was bringing up the rear. As 
we came through Farmville, VA, the mountain-like hills north and west of the town seemed to 
be lined with artillery. The enemy had pressed forward on all roads and was ready to impede 
General Lee's retreat. It rained bomb shells through the street. The men of the town could be 
seen, as we rushed through, in ditches, under bridges and anywhere to hide from the shot 
and shells from the enemy's cannon from the heights above. We rushed through the town, 
crossed a bridge that spanned a small stream on the south side and pushed up a long and 
tiresome hill which curved slightly to the right. As we reached the top of the hill, in a level old 
sedge field, we found General Robert E. Lee dismounted and forming a line of battle to 
charge a body of Federal cavalry which was formed on our right. Brig. Gen. Alfred M. Scales' 
(NC) Brigade, with the 13th NC Regiment in front that day, was quickly formed and, dashing 
forward, drove the cavalry off. This was the 7th day of April and the last time I saw General 
Lee until we were passing at a double-quick down a hill toward a creek a mile or more from 
Appomattox Court House. General Lee was standing under an apple tree, looking beyond the 
creek, where a battle was raging. 

As I remember, it was Maj. Gen. John B. Gordon, of Alabama, who was attacking the enemy, 
who during the previous night had formed a cordon all around us. As above stated, Maj. Gen. 
Cadmus M. Wilcox's (AL) Division was rushed down the hill, and Brig. Gen. Alfred M. Scales' 
(NC) Brigade and the 13th NC Regiment were about the center of the column. As we went 
down the hill, we met some four or five brass cannon and a number of prisoners that had 
been taken by our troops in the first charge that morning. We cheered them as they passed 
us under guard. At the creek we saw a fine-looking U. S. officer with an escort of Confederate 
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officers and a small white flag. As they passed Col. Joseph H. Hyman one of them asked: 
"Can you tell me where we can find General Lee?" The answer was that he was standing 
under an apple tree as we came down. They dashed on in the direction stated. We ran 
through a creek and were beginning to meet some whistling bullets, when all of a sudden, the 
firing ceased. Then a few shots were heard again. Someone in the battle line in front yelled 
out and said: "I say cease firing; the next man that fires a shot I will have him killed." One of 
the 13th NC Regiment said: "There now, I bet that Lee has surrendered." Col. Hyman turned 
around and said: "If you say that again I will shoot you." We stood there a few minutes and 
were about-faced, marched back across the creek and stacked arms in a field on the road 
near the apple tree. As we marched back up the hill, we met General Lee and some of his 
staff and the U. S. officer, who, we learned, was Maj. Gen. George Armstrong Custer. This 
was Sunday morning, April 9, 1865. It was about 1 or 2 o'clock when it was read out all 
through the army that General Robert E. Lee had surrendered. 

The next thing was, what were men to do for rations? But Maj. Gen. Fitzhugh Lee (VA), not 
knowing what was going on at Appomattox Court House, had fallen on the Federal wagons 
and had given them the same treatment that ours had met three days previous; so, we got no 
rations and had to starve on till Wednesday. The 13th NC Regiment marched over to the 
Court House, stacked arms in the presence of our victors, returned to the same camp, there 
received our paroles, bade farewell to many of our comrades that marched in different 
directions from ours and broke camp for our respective homes. I took Company I, the 
company that four (4) years before, lacking thirteen (13) days, I had joined as a private under 
Captain Thomas Settle at New Bethel Cross Roads in Rockingham County, NC. I arrived at 
Danville on Saturday evening about 2 o'clock, and found that late that evening a freight train 
would go up towards Reidsville, so I rested and waited. When the train got ready to pull out, I 
ordered my men (seventeen only) to crawl on top. We spread out blankets and slept till we 
reached Reidsville at 12 o'clock p.m. There we were awakened and got off. I dismissed old 
Company I at the depot and they all pulled out in their own way for their homes. The writer 
arrived at home about 2 p.m., on April 16th, Easter Sunday. 

The foregoing sketch has been written entirely from memory, but the most of it was so 
indelibly imprinted on my mind that I feel that were I permitted to live a thousand years that 
the horrible scenes of the many battles in which the 13th NC Regiment participated could 
never be eliminated from my mind. In conclusion, permit me to say that if I have written a 
single error, it is of my mind and not of my heart. I now bid you all adieu. 

 
* The above was written by former Captain Rowland S. Williams, and provided as Pages 653-
687, in the compilation known as "Histories of the Several Regiments and Battalions from 
North Carolina in the Great War 1861-'65 - Volume I," edited by Walter Clark, and 
published by E. M. Uzzell, Printer and Binder, in 1901. Minor edits and deletions were 
provided by this Author for clarity and consistency. 

 
Additional Sketch of the 13th NC Regiment** 

The 13th NC Regiment, which had been in winter quarters at Ben's Church, Isle of Wight 
County, VA, during the winter of 1861-'62, was ordered, about April of 1862, to Mulberry 
Island. At our camp on this island, we got our first view of the Yankee soldier, who was to be 
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so much in evidence for the next three (3) years. On this island we soon had breastworks 
thrown up and redoubts made, to be evacuated in a few days. It was on this island that an 
incident occurred that can never be forgotten by those who saw it. The members of the 
Topographical Corps of Engineers of the 13th NC Regiment were ordered to make a map of 
Mulberry Island. With this object in view, two of the corps, one of whom was the late W. N. 
Mebane, of Madison, were taking the angles of Warwick River. They had a large brass 
telescope with them, and, commencing at the mouth of the river, surveyed until they reached 
a clear, open field at the foot of the hill, upon which some of our redoubts were built. His 
companion was taking bearings, when Mebane uttered an exclamation and pointed to the 
opposite side of the river. 

About half a dozen Yankees were seen loading their guns while they ran towards the river, 
which at this point was not more than fifty (50) yards wide. The intention of these Yankees 
was evidently to reach a point opposite where Mebane and his companion could be easily 
shot. It was a perilous position. To run down the river from whence they came would have 
brought them nearer to the Yankees; to run up the stream was also impossible; to go up the 
hill towards the redoubts would have made themselves better targets. The Yankees were now 
about one hundred and twenty-five (125) yards away, and could easily have picked them off, 
but they wished to get still nearer. At this juncture, in mere desperation, Mebane's companion 
raised his telescope, flashing in the sunlight, and pointed it towards the foe, when to their utter 
surprise the Yankees turned and fled to the cover of the woods. Mebane and his companion 
ascended the hill to the redoubts, receiving the congratulations of the artillerymen, who were 
watching the proceedings and were preparing to come to their aid. 

The 13th NC Regiment, after a few days' stay at Mulberry Island, was ordered to a point two 
(2) miles west of Yorktown. Here the regiment at once fortified itself to stop the advance of the 
enemy up the Peninsula. Nothing broke the monotony of camp life save occasionally a false 
alarm from the picket line, and by an agreement between the pickets this was soon stopped. 
It was done in this way: As soon as new pickets were put on guard a cry would come from a 
Yankee or Confederate: "Do you want to trade " "Yes." "Then meet half way." It was well 
known what each had to trade. The Confederate had tobacco and the Yankee coffee. An 
exchange was soon made—one pound of coffee for a plug of tobacco—but the Yankee often 
cheated us, palming off chicory for coffee. It may be that he knew no better. While here we 
were ordered to march double-quick to Dam No. 10, where we could hear firing along the line. 
To us, who had never been under fire, it sounded like a big battle, and we had no doubt but 
that we should soon have our mettle tested. On arrival at Dam No. 10, we were told that the 
15th New Jersey had attempted a reconnaissance in force at that point, but soon found that it 
was quite hazardous and retired, after losing several in killed and wounded, with no loss on 
our side. These dams were constructed by General Joseph E. Johnston (VA) to enable him to 
hold his line with few troops where these dams were located, so that he might spare a greater 
number for the weaker points. While here our first year's enlistment expired, but, with few 
exceptions, all re-enlisted. 

It was towards the last of April when, having built our fires to cook supper, we received orders 
to march towards Williamsburg. The retreat from Yorktown to Williamsburg can never be 
forgotten. The rains had saturated the ground and no such thing as dry land could be found. 
The roads were cut up by the artillery and commissary wagons until the mud was knee deep. 
In some places they seemed to have no bottom, and at these places the sides of the road 
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were piled up with camp equipage, as it was impossible for the teams to pull a loaded wagon. 
In the darkness it was impossible to preserve any order, and many, overcome by the arduous 
march, laid down by the wayside and slept. Many of our men would have been taken by the. 
enemy on their advance had it not been that a faithful rear guard aroused them next morning 
and brought them to camp. As it happened, not one of the 13th NC Regiment was captured, 
except a few sick. Among these was 1st Lt. Thomas T. Lawson, of Company H, in this county. 
He was carried across York River by one of his men to a family by the name of Dean, where 
he was captured by Ben Butler. 

On the morning of May 4, 1862, we entered Williamsburg and camped near William & Mary 
College. Here rations were distributed and preparations made for breakfast. Before this could 
be done the booming of cannon and the fire, of musketry could be heard in our rear. A courier 
rode up and we were ordered to retrace our steps and go into battle. As we passed through 
the town ladies were in their front porches with waving handkerchiefs and tear-stained eyes, 
begging us not to let the enemy enter their town. This, of course, we promised to do. On our 
arrival at the outskirts of the town we met a servant on horseback, bearing in his arms the 
lifeless body of his master, the Colonel of the 1st Mississippi. A broad, open plateau lay 
spread out before us, bordered in the distance by a wood. In the edge of this wood, we could 
see the smoke of the battle then raging and hear the rattle of the musketry, enlivened 
occasionally by the booming of cannon. Owing to the condition of the roads, few batteries 
could be placed in position. As we marched in columns of four, we were halted to let a 
battalion of mounted lancers pass, who were advancing obliquely across the plateau to 
capture a battery of the enemy to our left. It was a grand sight. They did their work well, but 
owing to the nature of the ground they could not carry the guns away, but we learned that the 
guns were spiked. 

Arriving at the woods, we were ordered to unsling our knapsacks and pile them up. A guide 
directed us to an earthwork said to have been thrown up by the Continental army in 1781. 
Large trees had grown up in the works. The trench was a foot deep in water, but into this we 
had to go, while the rain, still falling, continually added to its depth. It was the first fight, and 
never were men more eager for the fray. On our right and left we could still hear volleys of 
musketry. In our anxiety many soldiers stood upon the brow of the embankment, peering 
through the murky atmosphere to see if they could not get a glimpse of the foe. During the 
day, however, the 13th NC Regiment was to prove of what stuff it was made. The old works 
we occupied were semicircular in shape, and we were on the inside of the semicircle. It was 
so foggy and damp in the woods that it was impossible to distinguish friend from foe thirty (30) 
yards away. A body of men approached the left of our works, where the Edgecombe Guards, 
Capt. Giles Pink Bailey's Company, of Rockingham County, a company from Davie County 
(Company F) and an Alamance or Caswell company were in a line. Our men prepared for 
their reception, but were thrown off their guard by the advancing column exclaiming: "Don't 
shoot; we are friends!" But soon they poured a volley into the ranks of these companies. Our 
men were thrown at first into some confusion, but soon returned the volley with interest and 
then charged with the bayonet, and bayonets were actually locked that day, the first time 
during the war. The enemy was driven back and made no further demonstration on our front. 

In this engagement Capt. Bailey was badly wounded. A private by the name of Knott was 
captured, who was seen using the butt of his gun as he was hurried back. There were only 
eight or ten (8-10) casualties in the regiment. Owing to the position we occupied a large part 
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of the regiment could not engage in the conflict, as to reach the enemy we would be 
compelled to fire through our own ranks, but the bullets from the enemy whizzed all around 
us. It required more courage under such circumstances than when we could return the quid 
pro quo. We were kept on the qui vive during the remainder of the day, and darkness came 
on as black as an Egyptian midnight. You could not distinguish the soldier at your right or left. 
In this position we lay until 10 p.m. The only sounds to be heard were the cries of wounded 
men for water. At this hour Capt. Elijah B. Withers made his way back to the rear and met up 
with Brig. Gen. Roger A. Pryor (VA). Brig. Gen. Pryor told him that all the troops had been 
ordered back to Williamsburg and that we had evidently been overlooked, as we occupied an 
advanced position on the line. Capt. Withers, on his return, reported his information to Col. 
Alfred M. Scales, and the word was whispered from man to man to follow the man in his front, 
not to say a word and not to break a stick in stepping. Silently, still as death, we filed out in 
Indian style until we reached the point where our knapsacks had been piled up. Each one 
took a knapsack and by comparison next day each soldier got his own. Arriving at 
Williamsburg, we built up large fires, drying ourselves off as best we could, but before the 
fires were burnt down, we were on our way, retreating towards Richmond. The enemy were 
so much worsted by the battle at Williamsburg that no effort was made to follow us closely. 
"Beware of Johntson's retreat" was a proverb from that day. 

We went into camp near Richmond, VA, and led an uneventful life until the battle of Seven 
Pines. The night before the battle a very hard rain fell, raising the Chickahominy River so high 
that General Joseph E. Johnston (VA) conceived the plan of capturing the forces of the 
enemy that had crossed the stream. Fighting had commenced when we arrived on the 
battlefield and took our position. We were soon ordered from our first position to a point near 
the Seven Pines house. As we approached it at rapid a pace as the mud would permit, we 
saw Maj. Gen. Daniel H. Hill (NC) rise in his stirrups and call to Colonel (afterwards General) 
Alfred M. Scales in a loud voice that could be heard nearly half a mile: "Colonel Scales, come 
and occupy the position that these cowardly Virginians have fled from!" pointing to the 9th 
Virginia, which lay in a ditch near by. The 9th Virginia, we learned, was a regiment just from 
barracks in Norfolk, and afterwards did as good fighting as any regiment in the Army of 
Northern Virginia. 

The 13th NC Regiment, with the 14th NC Regiment on our right, formed an excellent line and 
marched over these troops, who retaliated by saying: "Yes, go and fight like you did at 
Roanoke and Hatteras!" We were not long in occupying the abandoned position, a battery of 
the enemy playing on us as we advanced. The shells from this battery passed over our heads 
and only one man was wounded. We did not fire a shot. The report soon reached us that the 
enemy had recrossed the river, and, retracing our steps, we went back to our camp. There 
was nothing to break the monotony of camp life until General Robert E. Lee concluded to turn 
Federal Maj. Gen. George B. McClellan's right flank and drive him from Richmond. Among 
the battles that were fought the 13th NC Regiment suffered most at Gaines's Mill (aka Cold 
Harbor) and Malvern Hill. At Gaines's Mill we charged and captured a battery of the enemy, 
losing, however, many of our bravest men. At Malvern Hill the 13th NC Regiment fought 
gallantly, losing many men, but held their position until ordered to retire. The 13th NC 
Regiment was also engaged in the fights at Mechanicsville and White Oak Swamp, which 
battles were inscribed on their battle flag. 
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While Maj. Gen. McClellan's army was wasting away at Harrison's Landing by disease the 
invasion of Maryland was agreed upon. The long march was uneventful, but from the 
kindness of the people of Virginia on the route it was the unanimous verdict of the troops that 
the people of the Valley of Virginia were the best in the world. Brig. Gen. Samuel Garland's 
(VA) Brigade, to which the 13th NC Regiment was attached, crossed the Potomac River at 
Point of Rocks on the 14th of September, 1862. We marched to Frederick City, MD, where we 
camped for a day or two. After battering down a stone bridge across the Monocacy River we 
marched through Frederick City. The town was ornamented with Confederate flags, with one 
notable exception. Barbara Freitchie has been immortalized in poetry for waving a United 
States flag from a building on this occasion, though the incident has been asserted to have 
existed only in the imagination of the poet. 

The 13th NC Regiment marched across South Mountain and camped near the hamlet of 
Boonsboro. Soon, however, we had to retrace our steps to meet the enemy on the summit of 
South Mountain, known as Boonsboro Gap. On this battlefield the 13th NC Regiment, under 
command of Lt. Col. Thomas Ruffin, covered itself with glory. Brig. Gen. Samuel Garland's 
(VA) Brigade was all the force we had to defend the pass against a division under Brig. Gen. 
Daniel Butterfield. Early in the action Brig. Gen. Garland fell, mortally wounded, and the 
command of the brigade fell to Col. Duncan K. MacRae of the 5th NC Regiment. Brigade after 
brigade of the enemy assaulted our line, but each time were driven back with heavy loss. 
There is hardly any doubt that we killed and wounded more of the enemy than we had in our 
ranks. Never was there a more stubborn contest, for we were told that the line must be held, 
that we had no reserves, and that every man must do his whole duty. Provisions were cooked 
in camp and carried up the mountain and our men, were fed in line of battle. I doubt if there is 
an instance in the whole war where a single line of battle held at bay a larger force for a whole 
day. Owing to the fact that Lt. Col. Ruffin was very careful of the lives of his men, cautioning 
them against unnecessary exposure, and telling them to avail themselves of the shelter of 
stones and trees, our casualties were fewer than could have been expected. There is no 
instance in the war where more heroic courage was exhibited than was shown by the 13th NC 
Regiment in this battle. Capt. Chalmers Glenn, of Rockingham County, fell in this battle 
and was buried by his faithful servant, Mat, the grave being dug with a bayonet. It is 
said that Mat died of a broken heart at the loss of his best friend, and hence the grave 
was never found. Frank Scales, a brother of Dr. Jeff. Scales, of Staten Island, NY, was 
wounded and taken prisoner in this fight and was never heard of afterwards. 

About sunset of the 14th of September orders were given for the wagon train to move and 
cross the river at Williamsport, MD. This move was the result of a flank movement of the 
enemy. Brig. Gen. Butterfield not being able to take the pass by direct assault, concluded to 
flank the brigade of Brig. Gen. Garland. This necessitated our evacuation of the battlefield at 
sundown, and the 13th NC Regiment, about dark, left for Sharpsburg. It was afterwards 
currently reported in the army that by the carelessness of Adjutant Ratchford, of Maj. Gen. 
Daniel H. Hill's (NC) staff, General Robert E. Lee's plan of the campaign fell into the enemy's 
hands, as Maj. Gen. George B. McClellan evidently knew of the small force at South 
Mountain and that Maj. Gen. Thomas J. "Stonewall" Jackson was at Harper's Ferry. 

One of the bloodiest battles of the war was fought at Sharpsburg. In this battle the 13th NC 
Regiment fought with great heroism, losing a great many of its men. In Company H, from 
Rockingham County, there were only nine men for duty when we got into Virginia. The other 

AZSWORDS.C
OM



companies lost in the same proportion. The regiment recrossed the Potomac River, and the 
first invasion of Maryland was over. 

The 13th NC Regiment went into camp near the town of Berryville, VA. Here the only 
encounter with the enemy was at Snicker's Gap, where a reconnoitering force of the enemy 
was driven back. During the first week in December the 13th NC Regiment made a rapid 
march down the Shenandoah Valley to meet Maj. Gen. Ambrose E. Burnside at 
Fredericksburg. On the 13th of December this battle took place and the 13th NC Regiment 
was placed in support of a battery on the heights near the town. It was exposed to the shells 
of the enemy all day, with few casualties. The ground was covered with a skim of snow and it 
suffered more from the cold than from the enemy. 

The 13th NC Regiment went into camp after this battle at Camp Gregg, near Guinea Station, 
where we remained until a few days before the fight at Chancellorsville. A few days before 
this fight the 13th NC Regiment was sent to Louisa County to arrest deserters. We had been 
there but a day or two when we received orders to march to meet Maj. Gen. Joseph Hooker. 
We cooked up three (3) days' rations and started just before sundown, marched all night long, 
and reached Chancellorsville about 10 o'clock on the day of the fight. It is said that the 
distance marched was fifty-seven (57) miles. 

It was at the head of our regiment at Chancellorsville that Generals Robert E. Lee and Lt. 
Gen. Thomas J. "Stonewall" Jackson and others stood when the plan was conceived of 
striking Maj. Gen. Hooker's flank. Soon we were on the march, and in the evening, just before 
dark, we struck Maj. Gen. Hooker's men, totally unprepared. We did not fire a shot on the first 
day, and were witnesses of the inglorious flight of Maj. Gen. Franz Sigel's Corps. Night saved 
Maj. Gen. Hooker's army, and but for the wounding of Lt. Gen. Jackson a night attack would 
have probably given us the whole army as prisoners. We slept on our arms in line of battle, 
ready for the conflict on the morrow. A short distance from us we could hear the enemy 
cutting down trees in our front, using the logs for a breastwork and sharpening up the laps of 
the trees so that if we charged them in the dark we might impale ourselves upon the sharp 
points. About sunrise we charged the enemy and drove them until all of our ammunition was 
exhausted, when we were relieved by Brig. Gen. Alfred Iverson's (NC) Brigade. In the rush of 
our regiment Brig. Gen. William Hays and staff were captured by us. 

Our loss in killed and wounded, however, was heavy. Three hundred and seventy-five (375) 
men were killed and wounded out of a total of about six hundred (600). After the fight was 
over Brig. Gen. William D. Pender (NC) sent for the officers of the brigade to come to his 
quarters. He had given very strict orders before the fight. As the officers of the different 
regiments came before him, he praised or blamed them as they deserved, but when the 
officers of the 13th NC Regiment came up Brig. Gen. Pender said: "Glorious old Thirteenth, 
you have covered yourselves with glory." Not a rebuke to a single officer, for he had twice 
passed along the battle line, exposing himself, as we thought, unnecessarily, and each time 
had seen all doing their full duty. To modify this excessive praise, it may be well to remember 
that the 13th NC Regiment's first colonel was Brig. Gen. Pender. He was a West Pointer and 
was a strict disciplinarian, and, as we thought, a rigid drill master; but after a few battles, 
when in most trying circumstances the regiment was able to keep an unbroken front, the 
wisdom of Brig. Gen. Pender was fully justified. 
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Shortly after the battle of Chancellorsville General Robert E. Lee started on his Gettysburg 
campaign; but the immortal Lt. Gen. Thomas J. "Stonewall" Jackson had succumbed to his 
wounds, and General Lee was deprived of his right bower. The 13th NC Regiment having 
again recruited so as to make a presentable appearance, although not having a fourth of its 
original numbers, was ready for the conflict. The regiment was not in the battles of Cedar 
Mountain or Second Manassas (another source claims the regiment was at 2nd Manassas). 

No incidents occurred worthy of notice on our march through Maryland into Pennsylvania 
save one. Just before reaching the town of Waynesville, PA, we passed by a house with a 
large porch in front, in which an old Dutch woman, fat and lusty, sat rocking herself vigorously 
in an armchair. The band of the 13th NC Regiment was playing "Maryland, my Maryland." On 
the completion of the tune the old lady arose and in her broken English screamed at the top of 
her voice: "Oh, yes! Oh, yes! It's 'Maryland, my Maryland!' but when you come back it will be 
'Fire in the mountains; run, boys, run!'" and with a hoarse, loud laugh she resumed her seat 
and rocked more vigorously than ever. 

In the first day's fight at Gettysburg the 13th NC Regiment had only one hundred and eighty 
(180) men in line. We formed a line, with our left on the road leading from Cashtown to 
Gettysburg, on a hill opposite Cemetery Ridge. On getting in about seventy-five (75) yards of 
the enemy our men were ordered to lie down. As so many had been shot down in the 
advance, we did not have men enough for the final charge. A flank movement was made on 
our right by a strong brigade and the enemy driven from their position. Of the one hundred 
and eighty (180) men in the regiment one hundred and fifty (150) were killed and wounded, 
leaving only thirty men in the regiment. Only two officers were left, 2nd Lt. Robert L. Moir and 
2nd Lt. Nathaniel S. Smith. 

The next day fifteen men who had been left at Greencastle joined us and the regiment was 
recruited to forty-five (45) men. On the 3rd of July the 13th NC Regiment was in the 
supporting line under command of Robert L. Moir, 2nd Lieutenant. On emerging from the 
woods on the last charge Lt. Moir was wounded, and acting Adjutant/2nd Lt. Nathaniel S. 
Smith was the only officer left in charge of the regiment. It now only numbered, as we said 
above, forty-five (45) men. In the charge twenty-three (23) of them were killed and wounded, 
leaving only twenty-two (22) men in the 13th NC Regiment. Retreating from Gettysburg, we 
crossed the Potomac River at Falling Waters (aka 1st Hagerstown), where about one-half of 
the remainder was captured, being thrown out as a skirmish line to hold back the enemy, 
while Colonel Lawrence, in charge of the brigade, was enabled to cross the pontoon bridge to 
the Virginia side. The Yankees got possession of the bridge before the skirmish line could 
reach it, and the whole line, composed of sixteen to twenty-five (16-25) men, was captured. 

The writer of this sketch was in command of this line and was captured. He is not able to give 
any further sketch of the 13th NC Regiment. 

 
** The above was written by former Lieutenant/Adjutant Nathaniel S. Smith, and provided as 
Pages 688-699, in the compilation known as "Histories of the Several Regiments and 
Battalions from North Carolina in the Great War 1861-'65 - Volume I," edited by Walter 
Clark, and published by E. M. Uzzell, Printer and Binder, in 1901. Minor edits, additions, and 
deletions were provided by this Author for clarity and consistency. 
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Additional Sketch of the 13th NC Regiment*** 

Late in the fall of 1863 the Union army crossed the Rappahannock River above 
Fredericksburg and was confronted by General Robert E. Lee, and after some maneuvering 
recrossed the river under cover of night, without any general engagement, after which the 
13th NC Regiment, then a part of Brig. Gen. Alfred M. Scales' (NC) Brigade, took up winter 
quarters a few miles west of Orange Court House, where it remained until the spring of 1864, 
except when called upon to meet raids of the enemy's cavalry along the Rapidan River to the 
west. 

This was a severe winter, and death, the great reaper, taking advantage of insufficient rations 
and raiment, claimed as his victims many brave officers and men. Among the number was 
Capt. Thomas T. Lawson, of Company H, who having recently married and carried his bride 
with him to camp, died on February 24, 1864. 

Early in May of 1864, the Union army, under command of Lt. Gen. Ulysses S. Grant, crossed 
the Rappahannock River and was met by the Confederate forces, commanded by General 
Robert E. Lee, at "The Wilderness," on the road leading from Orange Court House to 
Fredericksburg, on May 5th, where one of the most desperate battles of the war was fought. 
Trees eight (8) inches in diameter were cut down by musket balls, as very little artillery was 
used. This was the beginning of Lt. Gen. Grant's "fight it out on this line if it takes all the 
summer" campaign (aka Grant's Overland Campaign), continuing on to the battles of 
Spotsylvania Court House, Hanover Junction, etc., to the siege of Petersburg. This regiment 
was in the first day's fight, losing a number in killed and wounded. Among the latter Capt. 
Hugh L. Guerrant, of Company K, shot in the hand. 

At Spotsylvania Court House the regiment was in that terrible re-establishing of the lines 
where the "horse-shoe" had been broken and nearly a division of Confederates captured, 
suffering mostly from shot and shell, as it was supporting our batteries. 

The regiment was engaged in all the skirmishes and battles from Spotsylvania Court House to 
Petersburg, crossing the James River at Drewry's Bluff on a pontoon-bridge, going into 
Petersburg on the train under fire of the enemy's batteries on the day Lt. Gen. Grant got 
inside the corporate limits. The regiment occupied its position in line defending the city until 
August 31st, when it went down to Reams' Station on the Petersburg & Weldon Railroad, 
where the enemy had cut the road and entrenched themselves. It was engaged in that sharp 
and decisive battle in which we captured more than two thousand (2,000) prisoners and a 
battery of artillery, completely routing the enemy. 

This regiment continued on duty around Petersburg during the winter until Lt. Gen. Grant's 
lines were extended far to the south. On March 31st the regiment was carried to Hatcher's 
Run, about eight miles from the city on the Boydton Plank Road, where it aided in holding the 
enemy in check. 

On that memorable Sunday morning, April 2nd, the enemy succeeded in breaking General 
Robert E. Lee's lines between this point and Petersburg, necessitating the falling back of the 
regiment to avoid capture. It was here that that gallant and brave officer, Lt. Col. Elijah B. 
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Withers, in running the gauntlet, came so near being captured. Being halted by a blue jacket 
with a musket at a distance of about fifty (50) paces, with the command, "Stop, you d— 
rebel!" he replied, "Kiss my foot, your old rascal!" and but for a failure of the musket to fire one 
of the best men in the land might have "fallen asleep." The regiment had a sharp engagement 
with the enemy about noon of this day, losing several good men, but checking this advance. It 
was for several days under almost continuous fire in covering General Lee's retreat. 

On Sunday morning, April 9th, about 9 o'clock, as the regiment was forming line of battle in 
plain view of the enemy, the command passed down the line, "Cease firing!" and for the first 
time in four years was such a command ever heard or heeded with an enemy in sight. 

On Wednesday, April 12th, at 2 o'clock p.m., in the historic village of Appomattox Court 
House, VA, in front of a Federal brigade standing at present arms, the 13th NC Regiment 
stacked its full quota of muskets, thus helping to make up a greater total from North Carolina 
than from the remainder of General Lee's army. 
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Article clipped from Webster's Weekly 

Reidsville, North Carolina – Thu, June 20, 1901 
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South Mountain 
Battle of South Mountain  

On September 14, 1862, the badly outnumbered rear guard of Robert E. Lee’s Confederate Army of 
Northern Virginia fought to hold three passes through Maryland’s South Mountain against George 
McClellan’s Army of the Potomac. 

 

Following his stunning victory at Second Bull Run, Lee invaded the North for the first time. Now his army 
was scattered around western Maryland. The main body was making for Pennsylvania, while a large 
detachment under “Stonewall” Jackson was in the process of surrounding the sizable Union garrison at 
Harpers Ferry. 

Lee was not concerned at what would normally be considered a dangerous dispersion of his forces. The 
Union army had been badly beaten and was stunned and disorganized. It had been reassigned to 
McClellan, a slow and cautious commander that Lee knew and thoroughly understood. And South 
Mountain, which divided Maryland from north to south, provided a defensive wall that would allow a small 
rear guard to shelter Lee’s other operations. 

But for all McClellan’s faults he was a superb organizer and motivator, and the Army of the Potomac was 
soon on the march. And he had been given the greatest gift a general could hope for: a copy of Lee’s 
dispositions and intentions, the infamous Lost Order. Armed with this knowledge, he moved faster than 
Lee expected. Desperate rear-guard fighting resulted at the three passes over South Mountain: 
Crampton’s Gap, Turner’s Gap and Fox’s Gap. 

In the end McClellan would not move fast enough. Jackson captured Harpers Ferry, and Lee had time – 
barely – to gather most of his army along the banks of Antietam Creek. The battle that would be fought 
there was the bloodiest single day in American history, and the fight on South Mountain became a little-
known prelude, remembered by a handful of monuments in the now-quiet woods. 
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Captain Chalmers Glenn’s Man Servant  
Mat 

(Confederate Slave) 
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Project Canterbury 
The Church in the Confederate States 

A History of the Protestant Episcopal Church in the Confederate States 
By Joseph Blount Cheshire, D.D. 

Bishop of North Carolina 
New York, London, Bombay and Calcutta: Longmans, Green and Co., 1912. 

 
Chapter IV. The Church and the Negro 

An interesting field of speculation and conjecture is suggested by the question: What 
would have been the probable effect upon the institution of slavery, if the Confederate 
States had become a settled and independent nation? We must, I think, admit that the 
conditions would have been favorable for its continuance during many years. The whole 
industrial system of the South was based on slavery, and there were vast unsettled and 
unimproved regions demanding for their first occupation the kind of labor which slavery 
most readily supplies. Furthermore, the complete and wide separation between master 
and slave, not only by race and color, but by intellectual, moral, and social conditions, 
qualities, and natural capabilities, made the problem of emancipation vastly more difficult 
than had ever been the case in the history of human development in the past. The 
supreme difficulty was (and it remains the same) that the negro, when freed, cannot be 
readily and thoroughly taken up and assimilated into the body politic and social. Further, 
the fact that the incidental cause of the War between the States had been so closely 
associated with this peculiar institution, though springing ultimately out of divergent 
theories of constitutional construction, would for some years have added a strong 
prejudicial element to the problem of even raising the question as to any kind of dealing 
with slavery. All these considerations would seem to make it probable that, had the 
independence of the Confederate States been permanently established, slavery would for 
many years have remained the peculiar institution of the country, determining the direction 
of its industrial and commercial development, and modifying its social institutions and its 
moral and intellectual character. 

But, assuming the continued independent existence of the nation, and some, even 
moderate, degree of prosperity, such as might not unreasonably be looked for, there 
would have been this great gain for those who may have considered slavery as a present 
necessary evil, to be remedied in the future: that the people of the South would have been 
able for themselves to take up the subject, and to give it their serious and intelligent 
consideration, free from the distracting and exasperating influences of outside 
interference. 

The South had not always been united upon the question. It is well known that her 
greatest leaders in the first period of independence had been opposed to slavery. 
Washington and his great contemporaries desired and anticipated its gradual abolition. 
Many men of that day provided in their wills for the freeing of their slaves; and the very 
general prevalence of this practice seems only to have been prevented, in Virginia at 
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least, by the manifest disadvantages under which the free colored population of the South 
lay, and their apparent inability to make a place for themselves in the progressive life of 
the community. The three thousand free blacks in Virginia, at the close of the Revolution, 
had increased, almost entirely by manumissions, to thirteen thousand within the following 
ten years, and to thirty thousand in the next twenty years. This rapid increase, and the 
manifest disadvantage, no less to the free negroes themselves than to the whites, of such 
numbers of free blacks in the midst of a large slave population, caused the enactment of a 
law that negroes freed after 1806 must leave the State--by no means a harsh measure, or 
unjust, when we consider the immense extent of unimproved and unoccupied lands in the 
free States immediately contiguous to Virginia. If the people of those adjoining free States 
had not met this Virginia law with the most determined efforts to prevent, both by 
legislative enactment and by lawless violence, the settlement of free negroes among 
them, Virginia might have been a free State itself before the year 1861. 

The most rabid abolitionist of the Garrison school never more passionately protested 
against slavery, or more vehemently denounced it as unjust and deserving of divine 
vengeance, than did Thomas Jefferson in his "Notes on Virginia." And in this he but 
expressed a sentiment common, in varying degrees of intensity, among a very large 
proportion of the best people of his State, and of other Southern States at that time. In that 
beautiful sketch of a noble Southern matron by the Rev. Dr. Andrews, the "Life of Mrs. 
Page," is a striking illustration of the state of mind of a large class of the best people of 
Virginia towards slavery. Mrs. Page was an elder sister of Bishop Meade, and her firm and 
exalted character was not without influence in the development of the character of her 
brother. In Mrs. Page's strong feeling of repugnance towards slavery, and in her high-
minded determination and firm judicious action to shield the young negro women from 
some of its greatest dangers, we have a type of the old-time slave-owner by no means 
exceptional. 

By the year 1832 popular feeling in Virginia had become so much aroused upon the evils 
of slavery, that the most earnest efforts were made in the Legislature of that year to devise 
some just and practicable means and methods for its abolition. A measure for gradual 
emancipation failed in one House by only one vote. A majority of the members favored 
such a policy. One of the most distinguished members of that body, in the course of the 
great debate on the subject, declared that no avowed advocate of slavery had appeared 
on that floor to speak for it; and he added, that the day had long gone by "when such an 
advocate could be listened to with patience or even forbearance." 

It is possible that even then the institution had become too thoroughly incorporated with 
the life of the community to allow of its being removed, except by some such violent and 
destructive process as that which finally effected its destruction. However, that may be, 
the course of events immediately following this great effort in Virginia, checked, and then 
all but reversed, the course of popular feeling on the subject. Many of the best men, 
however, continued to be of the same mind. Virginia was headquarters of the old 
Colonization Society, and Bishop Meade was among its ablest advocates and most 
efficient promoters. He travelled to distant Southern States laboring in this cause. In his 
early married life he cultivated his fields with the labor of his own hands, and eventually he 
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freed all his slaves. Bishop Atkinson in early life freed all his negroes who were willing to 
go to the free States, keeping only those who preferred to remain in Virginia as his slaves. 
It is said that in Virginia alone about one hundred thousand slaves were freed by their 
owners between the end of the Revolution and the year 1861. It is a strange sight,--and 
yet characteristic of the man and of his race--to see General Lee, in the midst of his 
laborious and exhausting duties, and in the intervals between his glorious victories, in the 
year 1863, taking time to prepare and to execute the necessary deeds for the 
manumission of the negroes of the Custis estate. 

In the same eventful year 1832, at the University of North Carolina, Judge William Gaston, 
at that time perhaps the foremost citizen of the State, in his notable "Address to the 
Literary Societies," set before the young men of the University, as one of the imperative 
duties of the near future, the deliverance of the State from the evil burden of slavery. And 
it happened, by a strange coincidence, that the oration of the Valedictorian of the Senior 
Class at this same Commencement was an argument in favor of the gradual abolition of 
slavery in North Carolina. These facts are significant of the drift of opinion. The rise about 
this time of Abolition Societies in the North, and the struggle over the presentation of the 
Abolition Petitions in Congress, were important influences in bringing about that change of 
popular sentiment which within a few years made it impossible to discuss, or to consider, 
the question dispassionately in the South. Had the Confederate States become 
permanently independent, it would have become possible for the South to reopen the 
question, and to ask herself what her true interest and her permanent welfare and 
prosperity did demand of her in settling it. 

The Church of Christ should be the conscience of the nation, and in a very real degree it 
always has been. One of the invariable results of the prevalence of Christianity has been 
the ultimate disappearance of slavery, in the countries brought under its influence. But it 
has never sought this end by revolution, nor by imperative canonical action, nor by the 
direct operation of ecclesiastical censures. It has seemed to treat slavery as an incidental 
encumbrance, characteristic of certain stages of social progress, to be gradually 
ameliorated, and so improved out of existence, in the vital processes of moral and social 
development. 

Perhaps the most familiar instance of this, and the one which comes nearest to us, is seen 
in the early history of England. Though fortunately not separated by color, race, or 
essential social characteristics, the early English social order included both bondmen and 
freemen. And the distinction did not wholly disappear until comparatively modern times. 
The "villeins regardant" and the "villeins in gross," of whom we read in our commentaries 
on the Common Law, were a kind of slaves, whose chains and fetters had for the most 
part been broken by the time of the Reformation, but who had still some marks of 
servitude remaining, and some loose links hanging upon them, when Lord Coke published 
his Commentary on Littleton. And, so far as I recall, the Church of England never 
proceeded by canonical legislation in her efforts to rescue the slave, and to make him a 
free man. In fact, in the many broad manors owned by the old monasteries and Prelates of 
England, thousands of these customary and manorial serfs added to the wealth and 
power of the Church. [Blackstone has a curious passage in this connection: "For Sir 
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Thomas Smith testifies, that in all his time (and he was Secretary to Edward VI) he never 
knew any villein in gross throughout the realm; and the few villeins regardant that were 
then remaining, were such only as belonged to bishops, monasteries, or other 
ecclesiastical corporations, in the preceding times of popery. For he tells us that 'the holy 
fathers, monks, and friars had in their confessions, and especially in their extreme and 
deadly sickness, convinced the laity how dangerous a practice it was, for one Christian 
man to hold another in bondage; so that temporal men, by little and little, by reason of that 
terror in their conscience, were glad to manumit all their villeins. But the said holy fathers, 
with the abbots and priors, did not in like sort by theirs; for they also had a scruple in 
conscience to impoverish and despoil the Church so much as to manumit such as were 
bond to their Churches, or to the manors which the Church had gotten; and so kept their 
villeins still.'"] But, with whatever of fault or inconsistency, the Church was all the time an 
influence for human freedom and the emancipation of the slave. 

And her influence operated chiefly in two closely related ways: first, she taught, and in 
some degree enforced in practice, the idea of Christian brotherhood, the oneness of all 
men in Christ; and second, she introduced certain principles of social order and of 
Christian duty, especially the sanctity of Marriage and the family relation, and the 
obligation of personal purity, involving a distinct element of personal freedom. And these 
two lines of influence, working upon both master and serf, in the end wrought out freedom 
for both from that institution, which has been a temporary element in the development of 
almost every people. 

The Church in the Confederate States found itself in such a relationship with slavery as 
perhaps never had existed before. The whole domestic and social life of the country, as 
well as its agricultural interests, depended upon the service and labor of the slaves; and 
the clergy were as much involved in the practical workings of the institution as were the 
laity. By the unfortunate course which the controversy had taken, it had become a point of 
honor and of patriotism to maintain its utility as well as its lawfulness. To have attacked 
the institution of slavery, in the prevalent state of public feeling, would have seemed, and 
in effect would have been, treason to the Southern cause. In the actual state of public 
affairs, those least desirous of the perpetuation of slavery could not help seeing, that the 
times were most unsuitable for the discussion or consideration of its continuance. 

In this crisis of public interests, and in this temper of the public mind, in the Church and in 
the nation, it is interesting and gratifying, not to say surprising, to find that, in her first 
regular synodical gathering, the Church in the Confederate States sounded a clear and 
strong note of exhortation and of warning, and with instinctive precision touched the two 
points which from the beginning had been the cardinal points in her work for the elevation 
of man in his social life--the fact of universal brotherhood in Christ, and the divine 
character and obligation of the family relationship. The first resolution adopted by the 
House of Deputies of the General Council of 1862, upon the subject of the Church's work 
within her own borders, is as follows: "That this Church desires specially to recognize its 
obligation to provide for the spiritual wants of that class of our brethren, who in the 
providence of God, have been committed to our sympathy and care by the national 
institution of slavery." First of all the Church thus recognized the fact of Christian 
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brotherhood in the slave. "That class of our brethren," is the phrase by which she 
designates him, and declares his status in the Church: thus the House of Clerical and Lay 
Deputies. The Pastoral Letter of the House of Bishops is equally emphatic on the other 
point. Moreover, the language of the Bishops is remarkable for its suggestion of a future 
development and a providential work lying before the negroes "as a people." There is 
some inexactness in the construction of the sentence, but such is my understanding of its 
meaning. After stating in strong terms the duty of the Church to the slaves, and the 
impossibility of separating the interests and the fortunes of the two races, it speaks of 
them as "this sacred trust committed to us, as a people to be prepared for the work which 
God may have for them to do in the future." The Pastoral Letter then proceeds to urge 
"upon the masters of the country their obligation, as Christian men, so to arrange this 
institution as not to necessitate the violation of those sacred relations which God has 
created, and which man cannot, consistently with Christian duty, annul." 

Thus did the Church in the Confederate States, in its very first synodical gathering, set 
forth these two principles, Christian brotherhood and the divine obligation of the family 
relationship, out of which have come the regeneration of human society, and the 
amelioration and gradual elimination of slavery out of the social system. 

Not only did the Church in its legislative council thus formally declare itself, but there is no 
lack of evidence that this synodical utterance expressed what was in the mind and 
conscience of the people. In every Diocese of the South, in one form or another, we find 
evidence of an increasing sense of obligation in respect to the welfare and spiritual 
enlightenment of the slave. In the Church press appeared long and earnest articles, 
dealing with his place in the Church, and the adaptation of the Church's methods to his 
needs, and urging the importance of such modifications in the institution of slavery as 
Christian people should make, for the elevation of his character and the improvement of 
his condition. In a series of long and able editorials, continuing through the summer and 
fall of the year 1861, the Church Intelligencer discussed the several aspects of this 
question: the suitableness of the Church's worship and teaching to the negro; methods of 
work and instruction, illustrated by notable examples in different parts of the South; and 
the special obligations arising out of the circumstances of that critical time. In its issue of 
August 30, 1861, in an article entitled "The Legal Status of Slaves," occurs this passage: 

;'Men, whose memory runs back thirty years, or a little more, will easily call to mind a state 
of public feeling then existing such that the great body of our people of all parties, and of 
all sects, were ready and eager to adopt every safe measure that would tend to ameliorate 
and elevate the condition of our servile population. Many, no doubt, looked forward to 
more than this.... This hopeful condition of affairs was suddenly changed, and in a few 
years few persons could be found who thought it expedient and proper to attempt those 
alterations which themselves had so recently advocated and so heartily desired. The 
influence which wrought this great change of public sentiment among us, operated on us 
almost entirely from abroad. The change of feeling at home sprung from a change of 
policy elsewhere. 
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"But this condition of affairs is also now changed. The recent independence of the 
Southern States has shut out mainly such foreign influence. The system of slavery is now, 
and is henceforth to be, entirely in our own hands, and under our control, and whatever 
responsibilities belong to it are ours only. . . . 

"Now we have an opportunity, such as in the history of this people has never been.... Let 
then our politicians lay aside their party contests and address themselves to this great 
work.... Let them feel that on them rests a fearful responsibility to man and to God.... Let 
them consult reason, and experience, and most of all the Gospel of Jesus Christ.... How 
far the war under which we are now suffering is the consequence and the penalty of our 
neglect of duty in this matter, is a grave question." And then, coming to the practical 
question thus introduced, it proceeds: "Our laws do not recognize the marriage relation 
among slaves. This omission seems to have been thus far intentional. It is part of the 
traditional policy of the system. We have adopted it, as the other nations of modern times 
have done, from the Civil Law.... But that such a state of things should exist among us, 
should have been so long endured by the Christian consciousness of our people, is a 
strange thing indeed.... We would commend this, and the like evils in the existing condition 
of affairs, to those who have the rule over us. They deserve deliberate thought and a 
vigorous effort." Thus, before Bishops or Council had formally spoken, we see the mind 
and conscience of the Church working 

This feeling was general among the best people throughout the South. The Baptist 
Association of Georgia, in 1864, adopted a resolution setting forth in very strong terms the 
duty of recognizing, and protecting by legislative enactment, the marriage of slaves, 
concluding: "that the law of Georgia, in its failure to regulate and protect this relationship 
between our slaves, is essentially defective and ought to be amended." 

The Southern Presbyterian, the leading newspaper of that very intelligent and 
conservative communion, referring with strong approval to the foregoing resolution, says: 
"This subject is engaging a good deal of attention at the present time. The Christian 
conscience of the Southern people has been, in some measure, awakened to its 
importance, and not a few voices are emboldened, even amid all the trials and terrors of 
the present war, to speak out earnestly the convictions of Christian hearts. We believe that 
slavery 'prevents more separations of husbands and wives among the blacks, than it 
causes. We believe that there is less conjugal infidelity, fewer conjugal separations, and 
more conjugal happiness among them, than there would be if they were free. [This 
estimate has been fully justified by the experience of the forty-five years of negro freedom 
since 1865. Separations between husband and wife, with a general disregard of conjugal 
and parental obligations, have been very greatly more prevalent up to the present time 
among the negroes, than was ever the case under the system of slavery. Such at least is 
the opinion of all well-informed persons with whom the writer has conferred on this 
subject.] We believe that when a slave man and a slave woman in good faith take each 
other to be husband and wife, it is marriage in the sight of God and man, and it does not 
require the laws of the State to make it so. But our laws wholly ignore that relation among 
our slaves, and they give the master power to separate the husband and wife, not directly 
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and explicitly, but by the power they give to control the local habitation of the slave. This is 
what troubles Christian consciences." 

The Roman Catholic Bishop of Savannah, much about the same time, gave public 
expression of his views at some length upon this same question. Among other things he 
said: "This leads me to another condition on the subject kindred to the preceding. It is that 
matrimonial relations be observed among slaves, and that the laws of marriage be 
enforced among them. ... I leave it to the conscience, reason, and good sense of any 
upright and virtuous man, whether God can bless a country and a state of things, in which 
there is a woful disregard of the holy laws of marriage." 

Thus we see that, no sooner was the institution of slavery removed from the field of 
political contention, than, as a first effect, the public mind and conscience began to move 
along those lines of reform, which suggest, not only immediate improvement in the 
condition of the slave, but the possibility of his ultimate complete enfranchisement through 
the normal processes of social development. 

He who knows anything of those few crowded and bloody years, when the South, 
overwhelmed by numbers, exhausted in resources, and drained of her noblest manhood, 
was making her desperate struggle for national existence, will not be surprised that no 
great results were accomplished in any work of internal social development. But it may 
justly be said that the Church, in declaring its principles and in laying out its policy, did 
what it could, and vindicated its claim to be a living branch of the true Vine; it was like the 
scribe instructed unto the kingdom of heaven, and, for the necessities of that trying hour, 
and to meet the demands of the future, it brought forth out of its treasures things new and 
old. 

Although no time was allowed for any change or improvement in the institution of slavery, 
much work continued to be carried on along the old lines of pastoral ministrations and 
domestic instructions. The Convention Addresses of Southern Bishops and the meagre 
parochial reports of the clergy, for many years before the War, abound in references to the 
work of the clergy and of the masters and mistresses for the slaves. In almost every parish 
church a certain part of the building was reserved for them, and in many, special services 
were arranged for them. In the parish church in which I had the happiness to be brought 
up the Sunday service hi the forenoon was for the white congregation, and the afternoon 
service was for the colored congregation, quite as numerous as the white. If colored 
people attended the former service, as they usually did, they had seats in the back of the 
church: if white people attended the afternoon service, they sat in the gallery. On some of 
the large plantations churches were built for the negroes, and in many cases, notably, I 
believe, in South Carolina, special clergymen served these churches. In their private 
religious instruction Christian parents sometimes taught all the children of the household, 
white and black, together: in other cases, where, as on plantations, there were many 
negro children, a Sunday-school for the negro children would be taught at the "great 
house" or at the "quarters." [The writer was thus taught by his mother every Sunday 
afternoon,--he and his brother and all the colored children on the place.] Catechisms "for 
those who cannot read" were published with special reference to the instruction of colored 
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people. In the period just preceding the War many of the negroes were coming into the 
Church. In South Carolina especially the work of the Church among them was extensive 
and effective. In the report of the Committee on the State of the Church, in the General 
Convention of 1859, we find this passage relating to South Carolina: 

"About fifty chapels, for the benefit of negroes on plantations, are now in use for the 
worship of God and the religious instruction of slaves. Many planters employ Missionaries 
or Catechists for this purpose; many more would do so, if it were possible to procure them. 
Some of the candidates for Holy Orders are looking forward to this special work. In one 
parish (All Saints', Waccamaw) are thirteen chapels for negroes, supplied with regular 
services. The number of negroes attending the services of the Church in this Diocese 
cannot be shown by statistics; it is very large, and increasing annually." 

So successful had this work been in South Carolina that the colored communicants were 
almost equal to the whites in number; the colored baptisms greatly exceeded the white; 
the confirmations varied, sometimes greater in number among the whites, sometimes 
among the negroes. In 1861 the diocesan Journal shows 2979 white communicants and 
2973 colored, a difference of only six! 

This work in South Carolina suffered very greatly by the War, so much of the seacoast, 
where the negroes were most numerous and the work of the Church amongst them most 
extensive, being at an early stage of hostilities occupied by the Federal forces. And it was 
the same in many other States. But the work did not at all cease or slacken where the 
Church and its people were free to carry it on. No general statistics have been preserved 
by which the exact extent and the full fruits of such labors may be known and exhibited; 
but all through the diocesan Journals, and Episcopal addresses, and Church papers of 
those times, are references to the work, and accounts of services, and reports of 
ministrations, abundantly manifesting the faithfulness of clergy and people in the 
performance of this part of their duty. In 1862 Bishop Davis reports 633 colored baptisms 
in the Diocese, and eighty-three confirmations; in May, 1864, for the fifteen months 
preceding, he reports in his Diocese 1210 colored baptisms and 350 confirmations! This is 
very much in excess of the work in any other Diocese, and is a noble tribute to the Bishop 
of South Carolina and his clergy. 

The Rev. Alexander Glennie, of All Saints' Parish, Waccamaw, was especially known for 
his successful work among the negroes of the large plantations of his extensive parish. In 
January, 1862, he sent to Bishop Atkinson a letter, written at the Bishop's request, 
describing briefly his methods of work, which the Bishop of North Carolina published, for 
the encouragement and guidance of his own people engaged in the same kind of effort. 
Mr. Glennie says that the plantations in his parish extended for thirty miles along the river. 
He speaks of having at times employed two assistants in the work. With these he had 
services on eight plantations each Sunday. His method was to train his negroes so that 
they might enjoy habitually the full service of the Church, teaching them all the responses 
and Canticles, and also some of the "Selections of Psalms," to be used as a substitute for 
the Psalms for the day. In preaching, he says, he broke up his sermon into short sections, 
and at the end of each section paused, and before going on catechized the adult 

AZSWORDS.C
OM



members of the congregation upon what he had been saying, thus taking them through 
the whole sermon in this catechetical exercise. The children were catechized on week-
days on the plantations, an hour or an hour and a half being given to this work every two 
weeks on each plantation. To keep the children interested, the work of instruction was 
enlivened by frequent singing of hymns. The basis of his instruction to the children was 
the Church Catechism, with questions and answers explaining and illustrating it, by the 
Rev. Paul Trapier, and questions and answers on the Prayer Book prepared by himself. 
On some plantations the master and mistress of the family actively engaged in the 
religious instruction of the negroes, and the good effect of this was always most marked. 
He speaks of one plantation on which a catechist had been employed since the death of 
the former owner, who had been very devoted to the work himself. Sometimes the 
masters and mistresses assumed the responsibility of being godparents for the negro 
children at their baptism, sometimes the parents and friends of the children. 

On the large plantations efforts were made to require the negroes to be regularly married 
by the clergyman, and to protect them in the married relation; and Mr. Glennie expresses 
the hope that there may soon be proper legislation to prevent the separation of husband 
and wife. Chapels had been built on many of the plantations, some of these being better 
than many parish churches. 

When the negroes resided near enough to attend at the parish church, they received the 
Communion there, on the regular days of its celebration, with their masters and 
mistresses and the white congregation; those at a distance attended regular celebrations 
in the plantation chapels. When he was ordained in 1832, there were ten colored 
communicants in the parish; there had been added during his ministry 509; the present 
number was 289. With such work as this going on, it is easy to understand how the 
numbers of colored communicants in South Carolina, at the beginning of the War, had 
come to be practically equal to the number of the whites. 

And in some measure the same interest and activity in the work appears in almost all the 
Dioceses. Even in the Empire Diocese of Texas the overworked Missionary Bishop finds 
time, in the midst of his interminable journeys, to manifest his interest in the negroes; and 
to his Convention of 1863 he holds up the example of the Primitive Church in its care for 
the slave, and with much satisfaction calls their attention to the fact that, of the 110 
baptisms he reports, thirty were of negro children. 

In Mississippi Bishop Green found many of his people in full sympathy with him in his 
desire and purpose to make the Church a faithful mother to the black people no less than 
to the white. The situation in 1861 is thus stated in the report of a committee of the 
Convention of the Diocese in 1865: "Several of our clergy had become deeply interested 
in, and were laboring with great success among the servants; quite a number of beautiful 
chapels had been erected in various parts of the Diocese, for their use by pious masters 
and mistresses, who either themselves devoted every Lord's Day to their religious 
instruction, or provided them with the services of a clergyman. There was a growing 
attachment among them to our mode of worship; the number of communicants was 
steadily increasing, and it was acknowledged by reflecting men of other communions that 
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the sober services of the Church, and our system of religious instruction, were 
unquestionably the best adapted to the constitution and condition of this class." 

Bishop Green's Journal abounds in such entries as the following: Baptized at Mrs. Ann 
Barrow's twenty-nine negro children, the mistress standing Godmother for them all. "If 
there be any 'curse' attendant on slavery, as it exists among us, it is the neglect of 
masters and mistresses, and the Ministers of Christ, to provide for the spiritual welfare of 
those whose souls, as well as bodies, are committed to our care;" confirmed seven of Mr. 
Laughlin's servants at his house, prepared by their mistress; at Mrs. Griffith's baptized four 
negro children, confirmed five; at Mrs. Mercer's baptized nineteen; ministered to a 
crowded congregation who joined heartily in the responses. Upon failing to keep an 
appointment to visit the plantation of Col. George S. Yerger, recently deceased, he writes: 

"I could with difficulty shake off the feeling of unfaithfulness," although it was the breaking 
down of the steamboat which caused him to miss the appointment. And he goes on to 
express his tender solicitude for "those poor blacks, for whose spiritual welfare he [Colonel 
Yerger] had labored with more of a father's than a master's care." He held service upon 
another occasion in the parlor at the house of Mrs. Bailey and confirmed seven of her 
servants. After the service the negroes who had been confirmed presented the Bishop 
with a handsome private "Communion set"! To his Convention of 1861 he reports having 
himself baptized, during the preceding year, nine colored adults and ninety-six infants. 
And his work among the negroes continued until his Diocese began to be overrun, and his 
Episcopal labors limited and hindered, by the destructive experiences of hostile invasion. 

In Alabama the Committee on the State of the Church in 1863 mention the increased 
interest of the clergy in work among the negroes, and the report of the Committee urges 
the clergy to be faithful in pressing upon all masters their religious duty to their slaves. In 
the Bishop's address in 1864 he mentions confirming on one plantation, Faunsdale, 
Marengo County, twenty negroes at one service. Bishop Green visited this same 
plantation in 1862, and mentions the chapel built for the negroes by the owner (Mrs. 
Harrison, afterwards Mrs. Stickney) as "a finished specimen of Ecclesiastical architecture." 
Special interest and importance attached to this work in the Dioceses of Mississippi and 
Alabama, because of the comparative weakness of the Church, and the great 
preponderance of the black people, in those States. 

There was little or no difference of opinion among the masters or others, as to the reality 
and value of this work among the negroes, though so little of it seemed to survive the 
terrible experience of emancipation, "Reconstruction," and the introduction of the negro of 
the South as an important political element in our national economy. It was good work 
which was done among them before and during the War, by godly masters and mistresses 
and faithful clergymen, judged by the strictest moral and spiritual tests. One of its 
invariable effects was the creation of a strong sympathetic bond of attachment between 
master and slave, as illustrated in the following instance. Mr. Josiah Collins, whose sister 
Mrs. Harrison has been mentioned as the owner of Faunsdale Plantation, in Marengo 
County, Alabama, and the builder of the beautiful chapel for her slaves, resided upon a 
large plantation known as "the Lake," on Lake Scuppernong, in Washington County, N. C. 
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Having a large number of slaves, he built upon his plantation a church for his own family 
and people, and paid the salary of a clergyman who devoted himself to the work as his 
parish. For years before the War a succession of able and cultivated men ministered to 
this congregation, maintaining not only the regular Sunday service and the due celebration 
of all feasts and fasts of the Church, but usually having also a daily service, which was 
well attended by those not necessarily engaged in other duties. They also diligently 
instructed both old and young in Catechism, Bible, and Prayer Book. When the eastern 
section of the State, including Washington County, had been brought within the power of 
the Federal forces, and it was no longer possible to prevent the negroes from leaving their 
owners when they chose to do so, the Collins negroes, following their clergyman, 
abandoned the plantation, and, transporting their children and their household stuff in the 
farm wagons, removed several days' journey, a hundred and twenty-five miles inland, to 
Franklin County, beyond the reach of the Federal forces. [The Rev. George Patterson.] 
Bishop Atkinson, in his Convention Address of 1864, mentions visiting them, and 
preaching to them under the trees in their new abode, December 18, 1863. 

A word should be said of a very faithful class of negroes, those who accompanied their 
masters to the War. The personal bond between master and servant in this case was 
peculiarly close, and the latter very often showed an almost maternal care and solicitude 
in providing for the comfort and welfare of his master. With every opportunity of escaping 
to the enemy, where freedom was assured, there were very few instances of it. The only 
one which I know of personally was caused by ill-treatment of the servant during his 
master's absence. And years afterwards, after the master's death, came a letter from 
distant Kansas, in which the runaway servant explained to his master the cause of his 
desertion, protesting that nothing would have tempted him to leave, if his master had been 
in the camp at the time to protect him. Some months ago, I confirmed an old white-headed 
colored man in Stokes County, N. C. I was struck with his distinguished manner and 
venerable appearance. Upon learning his name, I found that I had often heard of him from 
his old mistress, and this is what she had told me. The old man, John Goolsby, was body-
servant to her husband, the late Major Peter W. Hairston, during the War. He was very 
high in his master's confidence, and was well known among his master's friends for his 
intelligence and integrity of character. Upon one occasion a very distinguished 
Confederate general, a kinsman of Major Hairston, was in the major's tent, and was 
interlarding his conversation with 'violent and profane language, unusual in the army, and 
all the more remarked upon in this particular general on that account. John was in the tent 
waiting upon his master and his visitor. Seeming at last to be unable to restrain himself, he 
interrupted the general's profanity with the freedom which a trusted negro servant would 
sometimes assume: "Look here, Mar's Jube, I don't cuss myself, Sir, and I don't love to 
hear nobody else cuss." I confess that I was interested in meeting a colored man who had 
the force of character to reprove and the grace to do it without offence, where the offender 
was so much his superior; and I am proud to number him among my flock. 
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The Richmond Whig in March, 1863, contained an affecting story of Mat, the negro 
servant of Capt. Chalmers Glenn, of North Carolina, who attended his master 
faithfully during the campaigns of the Army of North Virginia, until Captain Glenn's 
death upon the battlefield of Boonsboro, or South Mountain. Following the orders 
he had received from his master, Mat buried him near the place of his death, and 
returned to his old home and to his widowed mistress, delivering to her the 
messages and valuables with which his master had entrusted him. But from the day 
of his master's death Mat visibly declined, and in spite of the best medical attention 
and the kindest nursing he died of a broken heart, February 4, 1863, surviving his 
master not quite five months. [Clipping from the Charlotte, N. C, Observer, April 30, 
1911: "Gastonia, April 29.--An unique feature of the annual memorial day celebration here 
Wednesday, May 10, will be a dinner served by the local Chapter, United Daughters of the 
Confederacy, to the slaves who went with their masters to the war, or who, remaining 
behind, did any service for the cause of the South. There are a good many old slaves in 
the County who come under this head, and this event promises to be one of unusual 
interest. Congressman E. Y. Webb of this district will be the orator of the day, and special 
invitations will be mailed within the next day or so to all the Confederate veterans in the 
County urging them to be present."] 

Perhaps no better words can be found, with which to conclude this consideration of the 
Church in its relation to the negro under the old system, than those of the Bishop of North 
Carolina in 1865, when he set before his people the duties arising out of the new relation 
between the races, created by the results of the war which had just closed. 

"I think it right to add a few words on another topic connected with our political condition. It 
is on our duty to the colored population, lately liberated by the action of the Government of 
the United States. Some of us have ever feared, that the power and control which the 
white race possessed over them was not exercised in such a way as to make us 
acceptable to God, and faithful stewards in His sight. There was much kind feeling 
towards our servants, which was fully reciprocated by them; there was a good deal of care 
shown in providing for their bodily wants, but very insufficient attention was paid to their 
moral and religious improvement. At the same time, I take pleasure in bearing this 
testimony, which is, I think, very honorable to the masters and mistresses under the old 
system, that they listened to sharp and pointed rebukes and remonstrances on this 
subject, not only with patience but with gratitude, that they desired to learn their duty, that 
they were year by year improving in the discharge of it, that one of the chief cares and 
labors of a good many men, and of a still larger number of the women, of the South, was 
the welfare of their servants, and that under the system of slavery in these states the 
African race has made a progress during the last hundred years, not only in numbers and 
physical comfort, but a progress from barbarism to civilization, from Heathenism to 
Christianity, to which the history of the world offers no parallel.... This relation, however, 
with whatever it had of good, and whatever of evil, being now at an end, but the subjects 
of it being still in the midst of us, necessarily poor, generally ignorant, and generally 
improvident, their wants and their dangers must be very great. That, then, which becomes 
us towards all men, especially becomes us towards them, first to be just, then to be kind. 
Let us remember then that by our existing political system, in which we have acquiesced, 
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they have a right to wages for their labor. Let us pay these, then, not grudgingly as of 
necessity, but as an honest debt. ... As Christians we must see to it that we give them 'that 
which is just and equal, knowing that we also have a master in heaven.' But we ought to 
be more than just. That is but the Heathen standard of right. As Christians we must aim at 
something higher. We must remember their ignorance and inexperience.... We must allow 
for the immediate intoxicating effect of so great and sudden change in their condition. We 
must keep in mind their general faithfulness in the hour of trial. We must allow for 
occasional instances of what seems to us folly, or perversity, or ingratitude. We must 
practice towards them the Apostolical injunctions which are so strikingly enjoined: 'Be 
pitiful, be courteous.' Their distresses in their new condition are likely to be many and 
great. Let us be ready to relieve them accordingly as God gives us the means. They are, 
as a race, peculiarly sensible of courtesy, or the absence of it. They show it abundantly 
themselves, and they are very much wounded when it is denied to them. They feel 
contempt or rudeness more than a serious injury. Let us inflict none of these on them. Let 
us make them feel what is, I believe, most true, that their best friends are among 
ourselves, and that to us they must look for counsel, and aid, and protection. But above 
all, let us remember that part of our duty in which, I fear, we have been most deficient, 
providing for them sound religious instruction. They are in great danger of falling into the 
hands of mischievous, and sometimes, no doubt, malevolent, fanatics, which would be a 
great calamity to them, and also to us. Let us endeavor to avert it, by doing what is at any 
rate our duty, by giving them the true doctrine of our Lord Jesus Christ, in view of the vein 
jangling’s of false teachers. Let us raise up colored congregations in our towns, and let all 
our clergy feel that one important part of their charge is to teach and to befriend the 
colored people, and especially to train, as far as they are permitted to do so, the children 
of that race." 
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Chalmers Glenn 
Co.I 13th N.C. Inf C.S.A. 

 
Killed in Action at South Mountain and buried on that field 
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