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Preface
FROM JUNE 3, 1864, to this day, for those who know anything about the American Civil War, the name Cold Harbor has been a synonym for mindless slaughter.
U. S. Grant admitted that he never should have ordered the all-out attack against Robert E. Lee’s entrenched troops there on that Friday, and afterward he did his best to pretend that it had never happened. One of Lee’s staff colonels called the one-sided Southern victory “perhaps the easiest ever granted to Confederate arms by the folly of Federal commanders.” When the North realized how seriously the Union army was bloodied there, the muttered barroom description of Grant as butcher swelled into the public prints. Speaking as newspapers ran long lists of the dead and wounded, Abraham Lincoln, who would have fired any previous commander after such a debacle, grieved that “it can almost be said that the ‘heavens are hung in black.’ ” His closest friend in the press, Noah Brooks, reflected the mood in Washington when he wrote that “those days will appear to be the darkest of the many dark days through which passed the friends and lovers of the Federal Union.” A hundred years later, Bruce Catton called Cold Harbor “one of the hard and terrible names of the Civil War, perhaps the most terrible one of all.”
Those words, among the many written about Cold Harbor, remain true. It was Grant’s worst defeat, and Lee’s last great victory. Thousands of soldiers who survived agreed with Confederate general Evander Law that “It was not war, it was murder.” But it was much more than one head-on attack and ruthless repulse.
The Cold Harbor campaign, from the Union army’s crossing of the Pamunkey River to its departure for the James, was more than two weeks of infantry and cavalry clashes, each sharp enough to stand in history as a separate battle if it had come at some other time and place. The climactic fight of June 3 was more complicated than alleged by earlier writers, and it lasted longer than the ten minutes, twenty minutes, or one hour so often reported by veterans who witnessed only their own part of the struggle.
Too often brushed past as barely a chapter in the story of the 1864 overland campaign, Cold Harbor demands much closer study than most historians have given it. The West Point Atlas of American Wars, for example, devotes six maps to First Bull Run, where about one-fourth as many casualties were suffered on both sides as at Cold Harbor. It covers the Wilderness with nine maps, and Spotsylvania Court House with eight. Cold Harbor proper gets one half-page, small-scale map, in which the action covers about two inches at the upper margin. That is roughly the same proportion of attention that Grant gave to Cold Harbor in his official report of the campaign and his memoirs. Less than 10 percent of the published Official Records of the overland campaign, from the Rapidan River to the crossing of the James, are from the Confederate side, a fact that has strongly influenced later assessments of what happened.
Strategically and tactically, Cold Harbor was a turning point of the Civil War. After it, the war of maneuver became a war of siege; stand-up attack and defense gave way to digging and trench warfare, the beginning of tactics that became familiar in France half a century later. And psychologically, Cold Harbor provided a case study of command relationships that should be taught in every military academy. When Grant arrived from the West to become general-in-chief of all Union armies, he believed that the prowess of Lee and the Army of Northern Virginia was a myth that could be shattered by unrelenting pressure. As it turned out, his relations with George G. Meade, commander of the Army of the Potomac, and Edwin M. Stanton, secretary of war, may have been as crucial to what happened as his misreading of their stubborn enemy.
I AM DEEPLY indebted to Robert E. L. Krick, historian at the Richmond National Battlefield Park, for guiding me on the field, and to him and his colleague, Michael Andrus, for their valuable comments on my manuscript. My appreciation also goes to the many archivists and librarians who have done more than their duty to help, particularly at the Virginia Historical Society, the Library of Congress, the Museum of the Confederacy, the National Archives, and the U.S. Army Military History Institute. I have leaned more than usual on my friends the historian Nathan Miller and the wordsmith Thomas N. Bethell, who were always there with advice and encouragement. I am grateful for the friendship and professionalism of my editor at Alfred A. Knopf, Ashbel Green; his associates Asya Muchnick, Anthea Lingeman, and Melvin Rosenthal; and my literary agent, David Black. And as ever, I have depended on the support and understanding of Cassie Thompson Furgurson.
E.B.F.

Prologue
The Circumstances of the Case
BLACK AGAINST the pale hot sky, they drifted into sight by ones and twos, floating high above the overgrown creek bottoms and zigzag trenches. Gradually there were dozens of them, wheeling, banking, slowly spiraling lower, slipping down toward the fields so thickly dotted with Union blue. Some of the Northern boys in the rifle pits facing west toward Richmond, survivors of battle keeping watch across the trenches, had never realized before that there were two kinds of buzzards. Turkey vultures they knew, birds with bare red heads, graceful in flight, big as eagles but soaring with wings angled in a shallow V, seldom pumping, constantly tilting on columns of heat rising from the battlefield. But as the scavengers glided lower, soldiers in the lines on both sides of no-man’s-land could see that some had black heads, shorter tails, silver patches on wings that flapped more often—birds that seemed more hellish because they looked so clumsy. These were black vultures, up from the deeper South, drawn to the carnage of eastern Virginia. Both kinds of buzzards circled silently, their ugly heads turning, considering, choosing targets as far as possible from the thousands of live soldiers aiming at one another across the festering acres between them. Among the helpless wounded, the most unlucky lay facing the sky, watching the wicked shapes descending, hoping that death came first. When the first bird braked to earth, someone in the Yankee lines shouted a curse and a musket popped. The vulture took off with a noisy flapping, but soon another slipped down, and another.
Never before and never again in the American Civil War were so many wounded soldiers left so long to suffer in plain sight of their comrades, their enemies, and the birds of carrion. Never did generals so blatantly place concern for their own reputations above mercy for their soldiers lying dying in the sun. Never between the opening cannon at Fort Sumter and the stacked muskets at Appomattox Court House was another major battle so shamefully one-sided as that in the first week of June 1864, at the country crossroads of Cold Harbor, Virginia.
How could such a thing happen?
THREE MONTHS earlier, on a raw afternoon in early March, the White House had seemed as gloomily gray as the clouds scudding low over Washington. Three senators stepped from their carriage onto the north portico and announced themselves to the president.
Mr. Lincoln received them politely, but with something less than brotherly affection. The senior among them, the coarse and self-important Benjamin Franklin Wade of Ohio, had been ranting since the first days of war that the president and his army were not aggressive enough. Only slightly less openly, he and his companions, Zachariah Chandler of Michigan and freshman senator Benjamin Franklin Loan, a former militia brigadier from Missouri, were hoping to replace the president with a more radical Republican.
That these three would come to the White House seeking favors, or even courtesy, seemed far-fetched early in this election year of 1864. But on the matter at hand, Lincoln had very nearly anticipated them the summer before. Now, bringing what they called “overwhelming evidence,” they came to urge him to do what he had not done then.
As chairman of the Joint Committee on the Conduct of the War, Wade had led his radical colleagues all winter in efforts to besmirch the commander of the Army of the Potomac, Major General George Gordon Meade. From unhappy generals displaced or offended by Meade, they solicited secret testimony about his alleged “want of heart, of earnestness of purpose.” Most of his army lacked faith in him, said these witnesses, and the officers who did support him were suspected of pro-Southern “Copperheadism.” From this, the radical committeemen concluded what they had set out to conclude. They “believed it to be their duty” to lay their case before the president and the secretary of war, and “in behalf of the army and the country, demand the removal of General Meade. . . .”
Lincoln heard them out patiently, without surprise. And who, he asked, was qualified to replace Meade? Their answer did not surprise him either. Well, the senators said, they “would be content with General Hooker, believing him competent.” But, “not being advocates of any particular general,” they would be satisfied with anyone the president considered better.
The glaze of civility over the conversation nearly cracked when the senators warned that unless the president acted promptly, “it would be their duty to make the testimony public . . . with such comments as the circumstances of the case seemed to require.”1
Lincoln was not an extravagant admirer of George Meade; he had almost fired him for failing to crush the Confederate army after defeating it at Gettysburg the previous July. But the president was not about to replace him with the radicals’ favorite, the conniving “Fighting Joe” Hooker, whom Meade had succeeded following Hooker’s defeat at Chancellorsville. Before Meade’s appointment, command of Union forces in the East had changed five times in the first twenty-six months of war. The army needed stability, and Lincoln had no intention of responding to this brazenly political threat by his congressional enemies. Yet he did act, on a decision made weeks earlier.
That very day, he sent orders west for Major General Ulysses S. Grant to report to Washington. Five evenings later, the tired, disheveled Grant arrived in the capital, checked in at Willard’s Hotel, and went to the White House to meet Lincoln for the first time. Amid a reception in the East Room, he stood on a sofa to escape the crush of a cheering crowd. The next morning, he was promoted to lieutenant general, a rank that only George Washington and Winfield Scott had held before him.
Appointed general-in-chief of all Federal armies, Grant headed out immediately to visit the Army of the Potomac in its winter lines above the Rapidan River in Virginia. He meant to take the advice of his leading lieutenant in the West, Major General William Tecumseh Sherman, who had written to him warning of “the buffets of intrigue and policy” in the capital. “For God’s sake and your country’s sake come out of Washington,” said Sherman. Grant did not need to be persuaded. He would make his headquarters in the field, with the Army of the Potomac, beside Meade, a man as unlike him as any officer in the same uniform could be. And largely because he did, there he would suffer the worst defeat in his illustrious military career. 2

1
The Rising Sun
ON COLD AND rainy March 10, 1864, U. S. Grant crossed the Potomac River to introduce himself to the Union army in Virginia, proud birthplace of presidents as revered as George Washington and Thomas Jefferson, of generals as exalted as Winfield Scott and Zachary Taylor. Now those heroes were consigned to history, and the Old Dominion was renowned not as birthplace but as burial ground, for tens of thousands of soldiers from North and South. The only great Virginian on Grant’s mind that day was Robert E. Lee.
As the train clacked west and then south along the tracks of the Orange & Alexandria Railroad, Grant gazed out over the ravaged, winter-dreary countryside and thought of what lay ahead. Villages, streams, and crossroads eased by, places he had never seen before, though their names were familiar to him and everyone who read the newspapers: Fairfax, where the Confederate raider John Mosby had kidnapped a Union brigadier in bed one winter morning; Bull Run, where overconfident Union armies had twice been soundly whipped; Manassas Junction, where Stonewall Jackson’s men had plundered and burned a Union supply depot; Bristoe, where one of Lee’s corps had been mauled as he maneuvered the Union army into a forty-mile retreat; Catlett’s, where Jeb Stuart’s jaunty horsemen had captured General John Pope’s dress coat and headquarters files; the Rappahannock River, along whose banks Lee had turned back the Union army in the bloody battles of Fredericksburg and Chancellorsville. Puffing steam, the train halted at Brandy Station, where Union horsemen had at last held their own in the biggest cavalry battle ever fought on the North American continent. Each checkpoint on the way had been a reminder of Union defeat, frustration, or, at best, marginal success, and thus a reminder of why Grant had come.
George Meade was nursing a severe cold and cough on the day the new general-in-chief arrived. Because he had been ill with pneumonia earlier in the winter, he sent his chief of staff, Andrew A. Humphreys, to escort his guest on the muddy way from the rail station to the headquarters of the Army of the Potomac. Major General Humphreys, a serious fifty-three-year-old career soldier, had never met Grant before. He was not sure what to think about this newcomer who had graduated twelve years behind him at West Point, who had made one reputation in a struggle with John Barleycorn and another in besting the inferior Confederate generals beyond the Appalachians. The two men found little to say on their way to Meade’s command post. As they arrived, Humphreys had the feeling that “it was the visit of a rival commander to a rival army, or at least the meeting of the commanders and officers of rival armies.”1
Grant himself, though now in supreme command, may have heightened that tension. He had known Meade slightly during the Mexican War but had not seen him since. He was concerned that he might find the same kind of resentment among Meade’s officers that the braggadocious Major General John Pope had created when he arrived to take command in Virginia in 1862. “I have come from the West, where we have always seen the backs of our enemies,” Pope had proclaimed, as if sneering at the troops he was to lead; he came, he added, from “an army whose business it has been to seek the adversary, and to beat him when he was found; whose policy has been attack and not defense.” Within weeks, Pope had been thoroughly outgeneraled by Lee and transferred to the Northwest, seldom to be heard from again.2
Grant’s traveling companion must have created some nervousness on their arrival, too: he was the famously assertive Major General William F. “Baldy” Smith, whose performance at Chattanooga had won Grant’s admiration and inspired talk that he was about to replace Meade. “It is said he is greatly smitten with Baldy Smith,” Meade wrote to his wife on the eve of Grant’s arrival—which might mean that Smith was to replace him. “Of this I am indifferent, but [for] my reputation I will battle to the last.”3
Though these things were on Meade’s mind, he gave no hint of it as he rushed out into the rain to greet Grant before he could dismount. Grant’s lack of pomp quickly erased any fear that another Pope had come, and before he and Meade sat to talk and smoke at dinner, Smith had departed.
Without waiting, Meade tried to anticipate Grant’s mission by suggesting that the new chief might want someone he knew, a general from the West, like Sherman, to take over the Army of the Potomac. The work ahead was so important that nobody’s personal feelings should stand in the way, said Meade; he himself would do his best wherever placed. This offer to step aside made an even more favorable impression on Grant than had Meade’s victory at Gettysburg. Although Grant had clearly come east thinking of Smith for the post, he assured Meade that he had no intention of replacing him. Lincoln had not pressed the matter, and Grant had no desire to start his new assignment with a political ruckus over demoting the man who had won the greatest battle of the war. He returned to Washington the next day, and ten days later he announced that Meade was secure in his job.
[image: image]
But on that first visit, Grant had dropped a surprise that would often make Meade wish he had been replaced—a bomb with a long fuse, which would do its damage weeks later, deep in Virginia. Without asking Meade’s opinion, he informed him that he would not make his headquarters in Washington, as his predecessor, Henry W. Halleck, had done. Halleck would stay there, with the lesser title of chief of staff, but Grant, as general-in-chief, would travel with the Army of the Potomac. Though responsible for all the armies of the United States, he would give his personal attention to the one commanded by Meade.
When Meade wrote home the following night, he tried to be generous. He said he was “very much pleased with General Grant,” who had shown “more capacity and character than I expected,” and had paid Meade compliments in declining his offer to be replaced. But Grant’s announced intention of campaigning beside Meade took the shine off his kind remarks. From now on, Meade told his wife, she would see “the Army of the Potomac putting laurels on the brows of another rather than your husband.”
Looking back, Grant would acknowledge that “Meade’s position afterwards proved embarrassing to me if not to him.” This was most disingenuous; he had to know that if he was embarrassed, Meade must be many times more so. If he had read Meade’s letters home that spring, he would have realized that embarrassment was a feeble word to describe how the commander of the Army of the Potomac came to feel as he served in the shadow of the general-in-chief.4
GRANT LATER summed up the situation he found in Virginia: “the armies . . . confronting each other had already been in deadly conflict for a period of three years, with immense losses in killed, by death from sickness, captured and wounded; and neither had made any real progress toward accomplishing the final end. . . . here was a standoff.”5
Soldiers of both armies understood that Grant had come to break that standoff, and they dreaded what spring would bring. The naïve expectations of 1861, that this would be a quick war of parades and cheers and welcome-home kisses, were long forgotten. Union soldiers were frustrated by defeat and stalemate; Confederates suffered from hunger and cold. Dug in along the Rapidan in that winter of 1863–64, they had prepared for the next season of war in their separate ways. Thousands, unable to satisfy the needs of their bodies, became more concerned for their souls. Some grubby ordinary soldiers, living in makeshift huts, found ways to show their resentment toward officers who flaunted their luxuries. More dutiful officers went home to recruit new strength for their riddled regiments. Some ambitious generals, with plenty of time for intrigues, fought rear-guard actions in press and Congress to uphold their reputations and tear down others. All, from private to general, looked at the vacancies around them and realized that in the next battle, or the one after that, they were increasingly likely to join their departed friends.
In the early months of war, clergymen from home had preached to soldiers en route to battle, and many became chaplains with regiments at the front. Great religious revivals swept through the stationary armies in Virginia in the two middle winters of the war. Soldiers heard more preaching in camp than they ever had at home, and became connoisseurs of pulpit oratory. While some welcomed the word of the Lord however delivered, others were as discriminating as if they had paid good money to see a stage play in New York or Richmond. John D. Follmer, of the Sixteenth Pennsylvania Cavalry, had become so jaded by early 1864 that he set unrealistically high standards, perhaps because church services, like inspections, were considered mandatory duty in his regiment.
“There are some of the poorest preachers whom we are compelled to listen to,” he wrote in his diary. “Some of them have missed their calling, greatly. They might make fair shoemakers or auctioneers, but it is plain that they will never make preachers. . . . I think sometimes that these men are talking on a subject they aren’t acquainted with.” That day’s service had been unusually uninspiring: the minister opened with “some of the old graveyard hymns, and then [spoke] of death and judgment etc. as if the soldier was particularly afraid of death. He should see some of the grand charges the men make and see how they fear death.”6
By well-established tradition, Union officers often brought wives and less legitimate lady friends down from Washington for fancy-dress soirees behind the lines, in halls built and decorated by lonesome, loveless privates. At least once, the ordinary troops’ hard feelings about the privileges of rank burst into flame. Wilbur H. Proctor, a musician with the Tenth New York Battalion, exulted when a theater used by the troops burned to the ground: “The officers wanted it for a ball room so the boys rather than give it to them burnt it down it served them right it maid a great blaze we thought it was Mosbys men making a raid....”7
Between privates and officers, generals and politicians, soldiers and civilians, the lines of authority and loyalty shifted as the war dragged on. During the long muddy season, some Virginians within the Union lines opened their doors to friendly intruders in hopes of tapping the bulging Federal commissary, and some because they had abandoned their allegiance to a Confederate government unable to defend their homes and crops. For Southern soldiers, each probe and skirmish along the front produced prisoners and gossip about how boots, beef, and coffee seemed inexhaustible on the Northern side. Some Rebels who had hung on through ghastly fights like Chancellorsville and Gettysburg could not face another campaign on rancid bacon and stale cornbread.
In late April, a Virginia soldier of Pegram’s artillery battalion instructed his wife in Richmond to write him that she was lying ill “at the point of death.” When he took leave to attend to her, she had a false passport waiting for him, and with it he made his way across the Rappahannock and Potomac to southern Maryland. Debriefed by Federal officers, he gave them fifteen pages of solid information and wild speculation.
“Troops have plenty of shoes, such as they are, made out of horse-hide and lasting about a week’s march,” the Rebel reported. “All other clothing was scarce—no jackets nor pants, don’t issue hats at all. . . .” His battery had only twenty-five of its usual seventy-five horses left; fodder was limited to a pound of corn and a pound and a half of hay a day. Medical supplies were scant.
The deserter, identified by his questioners as Captain James Bellew, had intimate knowledge of the Confederate army’s shortages. But he offered a confused order of battle, and his report of Rebel plans for the spring campaign wandered far beyond mere confusion. According to him, Lee would attack westward toward Pittsburgh and Wheeling, while Richmond would be left to defend itself with a skimpy force under General Pierre G. T. Beauregard.8
If the artilleryman had not taken such an elaborate route to desert, he would seem to have been another of the soldiers whom Lee occasionally sent across the lines to mislead Union interrogators. Two nights earlier, Private John Camper of the Thirty-seventh Virginia had sneaked directly across the Rapidan into Union hands and confided that his regiment had received “orders directing great care to be had in answering questions, if any men are made prisoners of war.” Apparently disarming his questioners with that preamble, he then told them enough about Lieutenant General James Longstreet’s movements en route from Tennessee back to Lee’s army to convince Meade that “it looks as if Longstreet was going to make a diversion down the [Shenandoah] valley to threaten our rear.”9
Lee was planning no such thing. Facing Grant’s growing accumulation of troops with still-skimpy supplies and transport, he had asked President Davis for reinforcements wherever they could be found. His concerns were widespread, but his plans were local: he intended to strike the Federal center on the Rapidan and follow success by piling in troops from either flank. But under its new management, the Union army did not wait to see what Lee would do.10
GRANT, UNLIKE his predecessors as general-in-chief and his Confederate counterparts, could see the war whole. The Army of the Potomac’s role in Virginia was one part of his war-wide plan, coordinated to prevent the Confederates from moving strength from one threatened front to another as they had done against separate Federal efforts in the past. Rather than committing Union forces to uncoordinated offensives that allowed the Confederates to mass against them, he would concentrate his army’s operations in time, moving against several objectives at once. The overstretched Rebels would not be able to deal with simultaneous attacks on different fronts.
Since the war began, “On to Richmond!” had been the rallying cry of the North, and for three years the Federal army had been trying to get there. The Confederates had turned back every general Lincoln had sent to do the job: Irvin McDowell at First Manassas in 1861; George B. McClellan in the Peninsula campaign, John Pope at Second Manassas, and Ambrose E. Burnside at Fredericksburg in 1862; Joe Hooker at Chancellorsville in 1863. It was Lee who had administered most of those defeats, winning a reputation for aggressiveness and tactical surprise that must have been worth a division of infantry. Before working out details of the 1864 campaign, Grant told Meade that not Richmond but “Lee’s army will be your objective point. Wherever Lee’s army goes, you will go also.” 11
Lee’s victories in the first three years of war had come on one battlefield at a time; now Grant, with superior numbers and materials, prepared to move everywhere at once. While he with Meade attacked Lee, five other Union generals were to take the offensive. Sherman would push into Georgia toward Atlanta, and Nathaniel P. Banks toward Mobile on the Gulf. Franz Sigel would march up the Shenandoah Valley into central Virginia, and George Crook with a force of cavalry and infantry would work eastward to meet him, destroying railroads along the way. Meanwhile, Benjamin F. Butler, coordinating with Grant’s and Meade’s overland drive, would move an army up the James River to cut off Richmond from the south. Grant’s decision to make his headquarters with Meade’s army left no doubt about which of those offensives he considered most important.12
Early on May 4, the Army of the Potomac started across the Rapidan and Rappahannock with 118,000 men, plunging into the thick Wilderness astride the Orange-Spotsylvania county line, near where Lee had routed Hooker in the Chancellorsville campaign a year earlier. One of Grant’s aides saw the place as “a tangled forest the impenetrable gloom of which could be likened only to the shadow of death. . . . Directions were ascertained and lines established by means of the pocket-compass, and a change of position often presented an operation more like a problem of ocean navigation than a question of military manoeuvers....”13
Grant wanted to hurry his army through that Wilderness as fast as possible; Lee, with only 62,000 troops, wanted to attack him there, where the Union advantage in numbers and guns would matter less. Partly because the long Federal wagon train crept so slowly along the narrow, crisscrossing forest roads, the armies collided early on May 5. Only two of Lee’s three corps, under Richard S. Ewell and A. P. Hill, were at hand. That afternoon, they fought to a bloody stalemate against elements of three Yankee corps. Bursting shells set the woods afire, roasting many of the dead and wounded. Lee expected Longstreet’s corps to cover the twenty-plus miles from near Gordonsville before action resumed, but Longstreet was still off to the west when Union forces attacked at first light on May 6.
The Federal offensive was crumpling Lee’s flank when Longstreet’s troops at last came up in a savage counterattack. Longstreet scouted ahead and was badly wounded by his own troops, much as Stonewall Jackson had been shot four miles away a year earlier. The contest was so close that Lee himself rode forward, ready to lead a charge across a farmhouse clearing as if he were a regimental commander; he desisted only when the Texas soldiers around him, shouting, “Lee to the rear!” vowed that they would not go ahead until he went back.
The two-day Battle of the Wilderness was costly to both sides: Lee lost almost eleven thousand in killed, wounded, and missing, including his senior corps commander, while Grant lost about eighteen thousand. Like all battles, it was also a learning experience, and at that point Grant had far more to learn than did Lee.
By then, the Confederate commander knew his own subordinates intimately; when Longstreet was disabled, Lee quickly appointed Richard H. Anderson, who had led a division through many fights under him, to command that corps. Grant, however, was just getting acquainted with most of his generals, beginning with Meade.
He had brought with him from the West a substantial staff and the profane, pugnacious Philip H. Sheridan, whom he made his cavalry chief. But he was unfamiliar with the men leading three of his four corps and his infantry divisions. Winfield Scott Hancock (Second Corps), Gouverneur K. Warren (Fifth), and John Sedgwick (Sixth) were all distinguished veterans of the war in the East, but they were very different from one another. In theory, the personalities of corps commanders might not have been of direct concern to Grant, because his chain of authority as general-in-chief ran downward through Meade, commander of the Army of the Potomac. The only exception to this was Ambrose Burnside, whose Ninth Corps had returned from duty elsewhere as the spring offensive started. By date of rank, Burnside was senior to Meade; he had commanded this army at Fredericksburg, when Meade headed a mere division. Thus, to respect Burnside’s feelings, Grant kept the Ninth Corps nominally separate as the campaign began. But under stress in the field, the protocol of who formally commanded whom would often be ignored. The personal traits of all Grant’s generals, especially the dissatisfied Meade caught in between, would matter more each day.
As Grant learned more about his eastern generals, they were learning about him, about this soldier who had fought his war beyond the mountains. Some had known him at West Point and as a lieutenant in Mexico, where he had won brevet promotion to captain. But later, during lonely duty on the West Coast, he had drunk too much and resigned to avoid a court-martial. He lurched from farming to selling real estate to clerking in a customs house before going home to Galena, Illinois, to work in his father’s leather store. When the Civil War began, he had to beg for weeks for a commission—while his eventual opponent, Colonel Robert E. Lee of the First U.S. Cavalry, was being offered command of the whole Union army, and turning it down. Finally, Grant was appointed colonel of the Twenty-first Illinois, and once given his chance, he rose fast. As brigadier general, he took Forts Henry and Donelson; as major general, he fought not wisely but stubbornly at Shiloh, then showed bold innovation in capturing the Confederate strongholds of Vicksburg and Chattanooga. After working with him in those campaigns, Sherman felt that Grant’s most valuable trait was a “simple faith in success . . . which I can liken to nothing else than the faith a Christian has in a Savior.” 14
Grant modeled himself on the plain and steady Zachary Taylor, under whom he had served first in Mexico, rather than on his later commander, Lee’s mentor, the grandiose and brilliant Winfield Scott. Quite possibly, he also remembered that “Old Rough and Ready” Taylor had gone on to the White House, but “Old Fuss and Feathers” Scott was overwhelmingly defeated in the 1852 election. At first sight, a Fifth Corps artillery officer had found Grant “stumpy, unmilitary, slouchy, and Western-looking; very ordinary in fact.” Curious officers read character even in the way he wore his campaign hat: “he neither puts it on behind his ears, nor draws it over his eyes; much less does he cock it on one side, but sets it straight and very hard on his head. His riding is the same . . . he sits firmly in the saddle and looks straight ahead, as if only intent on getting to some particular point.”15
At the Wilderness, these officers got their first impressions of what lay beneath Grant’s appearance, of his performance under pressure. In two days of pitched battle, he seemed to uphold his reputation as a calm, determined bulldog. His aide, Lieutenant Colonel Horace Porter, wrote of how an eastern officer approached the general-in-chief the night of May 6 to warn that Lee was likely to cut the Union army’s communications. Grant replied, “Oh, I am heartily tired of hearing about what Lee is going to do. Some of you always seem to think he is suddenly going to turn a double somersault, and land in our rear and on both of our flanks at the same time. Go back to your command, and try to think what we are going to do ourselves, instead of what Lee is going to do.” The next morning, according to Porter, Grant awoke looking “thoroughly refreshed after the sound sleep he had enjoyed,” and sat whittling, smoking his ever-present cigar, while coolly analyzing the battle.16
But two of Grant’s staff officers who had come with him from the West, Brigadier General John A. Rawlins and Major Theodore S. Bowers, believed that the brutal fighting the night before had “tested Grant’s fortitude and self-control more seriously than any event of his past career.” When Grant mused that Confederate general Joseph E. Johnston would have fallen back after “two such days’ punishment,” another aide commented that “Lee won’t retreat.” At this, Grant “went into his tent and, throwing himself face downward on his cot, gave way to the greatest emotion.” Rawlins said the general-in-chief “was stirred to the very depths of his soul”—though still concealing such inner doubts from others.17
Grant was learning about Lee, and Lee about Grant—and on the morning after the Wilderness fell quiet, one fact emerged that mattered more than anything else that either general learned there. As Grant had said, Joe Johnston would have retreated after such a vicious battle. And as Lee might have said, Irvin McDowell, George McClellan, John Pope, Ambrose Burnside, or Joe Hooker would have done the same. But just as Lee was unlike Johnston, Grant was unlike those Union generals who had preceded him in the East: though the Army of the Potomac had once again been roughly handled by a much smaller force, he did not give up the initiative. At 6:30 a.m. on May 7, he issued orders to Meade—not to withdraw, but to push his damaged army on to Spotsylvania Court House, to get between Lee’s army and Richmond.
A new war had begun.
THAT EVENING, when Federal troops saw their general-in-chief and his entourage pass by riding south, they understood what it meant and broke into cheers. The night before, a rumor had circulated that Meade had urged Grant to fall back across the Rapidan after the bloody fight in the Wilderness. “The enlisted men, one and all, believed it,” a Pennsylvania artilleryman recalled. “None of the enlisted men had any confidence in Meade as a tenacious, aggressive fighter. . . . many of them openly ridiculed him and his alleged military ability.”18
George Meade had more character than personality; he never won the kind of popularity among his troops that leaders like McClellan and “Uncle John” Sedgwick inspired. A junior officer at his headquarters said that he had “that marvelous instrument, a rich, cultivated voice,” but his “high-bred” manners “reared a barrier around him which cut him off from the love of his army.” Another aide, Colonel Theodore Lyman, who watched him as closely as anyone, noted that on routine days, Meade “is in excellent spirits and cracks a great many jokes and tells stories.” But during a movement, “he is like a firework, always going bang at someone, and nobody ever knows who is going to catch it next, but all stand in a semi-terrified state. There is something sardonic in his natural disposition, which is an excellent thing in a commander; it makes people skip round so.” Since the army that spring was constantly in motion, Meade’s temper was constantly on display.19
As a boy, Meade had never aspired to be a soldier; he went to West Point because his once-wealthy father lacked funds to send him to college. He had finished nineteenth among fifty-six members of the class of 1835, and after little more than a year, resigned his commission to become a civilian engineer. That put him behind his classmates when he returned to the army as a lieutenant in 1842, then served under Taylor and later Scott in Mexico. After years spent surveying borders and building lighthouses, he finally made captain in 1856, twenty-one years after graduating from the military academy.
When war began, he got nowhere in his pleas for a command until after First Bull Run, when his wife’s Philadelphia connections helped him gain a brigadier’s star. Leading his Pennsylvania brigade in the Seven Days battles, he was seriously wounded at Glendale, in the lowlands outside Richmond. Though one bullet entered just above his hip joint, nicked his liver, and exited near his spine, and another struck his arm, Meade stayed in command until he had lost so much blood that he had to leave the field. Before fully recovering, he returned to fight at Second Bull Run, then headed a division at South Mountain, Antietam, and Fredericksburg, and commanded the Fifth Corps at Chancellorsville. His steadiness there led some of his peers to push him as Hooker’s replacement, a change that Lincoln made over Meade’s protests. As Lee marched into Pennsylvania, three days before Gettysburg, Meade became commander of the Army of the Potomac.
At that moment, he also became the prime target of jealous generals, and of radical Republicans who had made Hooker their favorite. Though Meade defeated the vaunted Lee at Gettysburg, his foes in the Union army, Congress, and the press determined to oust him because of his performance at and after that battle. The legislators’ grievances reached back even further, to Detroit in the days after Fort Sumter, when strict soldier Meade, avoiding politics, refused to order his command to retake the oath of allegiance at the behest of local officials. That earned him the lasting personal enmity of Senator Chandler, who became the dominant force on the Joint Committee on the Conduct of the War and eventually led the effort to replace Meade. There was also the matter of Meade’s relatives: his wife’s sister was married to the flamboyant secessionist, Virginia governor, and Confederate brigadier general Henry A. Wise; one of his own sisters had been married to a Confederate navy captain killed at New Orleans, and another was the wife of a Philadelphian turned Mississippi gentleman whose plantation had been ruined and two sons killed by Yankees.20
The Joint Committee called disgruntled friends of Hooker who alleged that an overcautious Meade had made plans to retreat from Gettysburg while the battle was in progress, had failed to crush Lee’s army afterward, and had bungled operations along the Rapidan, and that he generally lacked zeal for his mission. The reason, they darkly suggested, was that Meade was too close to McClellan and the Peace Democrats who sought a negotiated end to the war.21
Because of these earlier accusations, most of them unfair, many soldiers found it easy to believe the rumor of Meade’s pressing for withdrawal after the Wilderness. Not only the troops but at least one newspaperman heard it and later alluded to it in print, a decision he came to regret.
RUMORS NOTWITHSTANDING, the Union army headed south from the Wilderness, proving that if Meade had indeed offered such advice, Grant had rejected it. As the troops marched, they began singing so loudly that Grant hushed them, lest the noise alert Lee to what was happening.
But Lee found out soon enough, and so did his troops. Their reaction was not singing, but “surprise and disappointment,” wrote the sergeant major of a Virginia battery. Here was a new Federal commander “so ill-informed as to the military customs in our part of the country that when the battle of the Wilderness was over, instead of retreating . . . he had the temerity to move by his left flank to a new position, there to try conclusions with us again. We were . . . full of curiosity to know how long it was going to take him to perceive the impropriety of his course.” 22
Once assured that Grant was on the march, Lee quickly ordered Longstreet’s corps, now under Anderson, to head south for Spotsylvania Court House. And Anderson, in his first move as corps commander, made a horseback decision that may have prolonged the war in Virginia for nearly a year. Because the woods along the nearby roads were still smoldering, instead of letting his troops sleep there he started them south four hours earlier than ordered, and kept them marching until they halted at first light within sight of the courthouse village.
As they collapsed around campfires, Anderson’s men did not realize that they had been in a race with Warren’s Union corps, and had won. If they had lost, if the Yankee infantry had gotten ahead, Lee would have been cut off from Richmond and the war might have been decided at Spotsylvania. But on the way there, the Federal foot soldiers had been slowed by Sheridan’s cavalry clogging the road—a run-in that would inflame relations among Grant’s generals when word of it reached headquarters. After horsemen of both sides fought back and forth through the little county seat, Anderson’s troops held off exhausted Union infantry while the rest of the two armies converged for the battles of Spotsylvania Court House.
In bursts of furious action, the struggle went on for almost two weeks. Grant’s divisions pounded the thoroughly dug-in Confederates first here, then there, with little effect beyond more bloodshed on both sides. The heaviest fighting began the day after Grant sent to Washington the famous dispatch that said, “I . . . propose to fight it out on this line if it takes all summer.” Whether he meant the line that his troops then held or the line of march toward Richmond was not questioned by the president and all the North, who cheered the general’s promise. But Grant’s bold talk did nothing to improve Meade’s disposition. The army’s provost marshal, Brigadier General Marsena R. Patrick, found Meade “cross as a Bear, at which I do not wonder, with such a man as Grant over him.”23
Early on May 12, Hancock’s corps attacked out of the predawn mist, surprising the Rebels and driving in a “mule shoe” salient that Lee had unwisely stripped of artillery in anticipation of another Union move southward. The Federals captured some three thousand men of Ewell’s corps, including two generals and most of the famed Stonewall Brigade; sixteen Yankees were later awarded the Medal of Honor for taking Confederate flags that morning. Lee rallied his troops and built a line across the base of the salient. The murderous hand-to-hand struggle at the “bloody angle” left corpses piled before the earthworks. Further clashes lengthened the list of those killed, wounded, and missing. After a final effort to break through at the angle, Meade wrote that the Confederates were “so strongly entrenched that even Grant thought it useless to knock our heads against a brick wall, and directed a suspension of the attack.”24
The results at Spotsylvania: another eighteen thousand Federal and almost ten thousand Confederate casualties, on top of those lost at the Wilderness. Once again, there was a terrible toll on the leadership of both armies. Union general Sedgwick was killed by a sharpshooter only seconds after telling nearby soldiers that the Rebels “couldn’t hit an elephant at this distance.” Regretfully, Meade turned over Sedgwick’s Sixth Corps to Major General Horatio G. Wright.25
Since the start of the campaign, five Confederate generals had been killed; nine, including Longstreet, were wounded, and two captured. When A. P. Hill fell ill, Lee gave Jubal Early temporary command of his corps. Most conspicuous among the dead was the charismatic, irrepressible cavalryman J. E. B. Stuart, of whom Lee said sadly, “He never brought me a piece of false information.”26
Union brigadier general James H. Wilson would write in his official report that Stuart’s death heralded “the permanent superiority of the national cavalry over the rebels.” But for months before Stuart was killed, attrition and lack of forage had weakened his brigades; they were running their irreplaceable horses into the ground, while the Federal riders seemed to have an endless supply of fresh mounts. Stuart’s passing confirmed a gradual shift that had been going on for months, based first on logistics. 27
In a peculiar way, his death grew out of the confusing traffic jam of Union cavalry and infantry on the road to Spotsylvania Court House. After it, Meade furiously blamed Sheridan, but this time he had met his match in temperament. The five-foot-five, 115-pound cavalry commander may have been the most aggressive general in the Union army; he and Grant’s senior aide, Lieutenant Colonel Cyrus B. Comstock, urged an unremitting offensive wherever the enemy could be found. “Smash ’em up! Smash ’em up!” was Comstock’s constant advice at headquarters, and Sheridan, when provoked, was just as quick to take on a rival general as he was to fight the Rebels.28
When Meade faulted the cavalry for the mix-up on the road, Sheridan roared back at him in language “highly spiced and conspicuously italicized with expletives,” declaring that he could whip Stuart if only Meade would let him. But since Meade insisted on giving the cavalry its orders, he said, henceforth he could do so without Sheridan’s involvement. Meade, nearly exploding with anger, reported this insubordination to Grant—and instead of cracking down, the general-in-chief looked up and asked with interest, “Did Sheridan say that?” Assured that he had, Grant said, “Well, he generally knows what he’s talking about. Let him start right out and do it.” 29
Turned loose, Sheridan set off with a thirteen-mile-long column of horsemen, slashing south toward Richmond. Just outside the Confederate capital, Stuart’s hard-riding cavalry blocked him at Yellow Tavern. In a running clash there on May 11, Stuart fell mortally wounded, and what General Wilson said was true: the Confederate cavalry would never be the same. But Grant, by overruling the senior Meade on behalf of his cocky favorite from the West, had ensured more serious friction within his command, farther down the road to Richmond.
AT MASSAPONAX, about six miles east of Spotsylvania Court House, Grant’s headquarters soldiers lifted pews out of the little brick church and made a rough circle of them, a place for the staff to rest in the shade of twin poplars as they decided what to do after Spotsylvania.
Grant, the only officer with three stars on each shoulder, sat at the end of a pew facing the church, with the dirt road behind him. Except for those stars, he looked as ordinary as any middle-aged quartermaster. He was wearing no sword; to say that he was five feet eight was stretching it, and his uniform was less grand than those of the captains and colonels in his retinue. Like everything else within miles of the army’s march route, his dark beard, blue coat, and tall cavalry boots were filmed with the powdery white dust of the Virginia countryside. He slumped slightly forward, listening with blue eyes downcast, a fresh cigar between his teeth, as a staff colonel stood within the circle reading the latest reports of enemy movements. 30
Many of the twenty-five or so officers seated around him were paying only casual attention, some leaning on their swords, a few reading newspapers just arrived from New York and Washington. Some examined folded maps as they followed the colonel’s report. A dozen soldiers stood beside the road watching the proceedings, trying to hear. Among them were a handful of men in civilian clothes, with the rough look of scouts or spies. A train of Fifth Corps wagons stopped alongside, and its teamsters stood with reins in their hands, wanting a look at the famous generals.
One of these generals was Meade, who wore the brim of his high-crowned campaign hat turned down all around. That added to the impression of height and glumness made by his long Roman nose and pointed, frosty chestnut beard, and the capacious purplish bags beneath his blue eyes. He had something to be glum about; he had already read the newspapers.
The army that he had commanded for almost a year had now been fighting and marching for seventeen straight days, through two of the fiercest battles in American history. Though that army had lost tens of thousands of men, it had not turned back. It was ready to move again; indeed, as the colonel read his report, a stream of supply wagons rumbled past, heading south, billowing more dust onto generals and teamsters alike. All the North was reading about this campaign, which all hoped would be the last. But as Meade scanned the papers, he became glummer still.
Day after day, headlines trumpeted news of “Grant’s Army” and “Grant’s March.” Even official dispatches from the War Department, where they should know who commanded what, were all Grant, Grant, Grant. Nowhere did the commander of the Army of the Potomac, so far the only general who had ever soundly defeated Robert E. Lee and the Army of Northern Virginia, find his own name.
THAT NIGHT, as almost every night, in camp or on the march, Meade wrote to his wife at home in Philadelphia. It was a habit he had stuck to since his post–West Point days as a civilian surveyor in the Florida swamps, along the Louisiana-Texas and Maine-Canada boundary lines, and as military engineer with General Taylor in the Mexican War. He was devoted to Taylor and to his comrades on the trail, but he opened himself only to his alter ego, the cultured Margaretta. Daughter and granddaughter of distinguished congressmen, she spoke four languages and was a talented pianist. Since their wedding in 1840, the Meades had had seven children. One of them, Captain George Meade, a twenty-year-old West Point dropout, was with his father as military aide. But the general would never confide in anyone the way he did in Margaret.
Barely a month after Grant was appointed, Meade had grumbled to her about the way “the whole public press, even including that very loyal sheet the [Philadelphia] Inquirer, has ever since Grant’s arrival here been so uniform & consistent in endeavoring to make him out the actual commander of this army.” Unconvincingly, Meade wrote that “there have been so many offensive and lying paragraphs that I have ceased to notice them or allow them to influence me.” A little later, he added, “You would be amused to see the worshipping of the Rising Sun by certain officers in this army but Grant behaves very handsomely and immediately refers to me all the letters & communications he gets from my subordinates, who apply to him when they have axes to grind.” 31
Meade’s awkward position obsessed both him and his wife; hardly a letter between them failed to complain about it. Stirred by what she was hearing and reading in Philadelphia, Mrs. Meade was apparently more aggrieved than he was. The week before the fighting began, she had urged him to resign rather than tolerate the situation. Meade replied that not only would that be wrong, but leaving “would be fatal to my reputation.” If he had known how relations with Grant would develop, he might have resigned earlier on the pretense of illness, but to depart on the verge of battle was something “no man should do under any circumstances.” Otherwise, if he could somehow be at home with Margaret and the children, he “would willingly let Grant gain victories, have all the credit & be made President”—to which he added, “Perhaps before long this may come about.” 32
All this was not just paranoia, escalating back and forth between Meade and his wife; other, more objective officers also felt the problem, even before the campaign began. On the day the Union army crossed the Rapidan, Meade’s chief of staff, General Humphreys, wrote that Grant had not ignored or slighted him in any way. But, he said, it was obvious that while he and Meade would work as hard as ever, “the reputation justly due to those labors, responsibility and deeds will go to General Grant and not to General Meade, much less to myself. General Grant will reap all the glory, all the reputation of success, and share none of the obloquy of disaster if such should befall us.”33
Within days, unknown to Meade and Humphreys, Grant’s headquarters officers were urging the general-in-chief “with much force” to assume direct control of the army around him. At the height of the Spotsylvania conflict, his staff asserted that crucial time was being lost in passing orders through Meade, that instructions could be garbled, and that no matter whether Meade failed or succeeded, in his “somewhat anomalous position” he would never get proper blame or recognition. Besides, his short temper alienated the officers he had to work with, while Grant’s easy disposition won willing cooperation.
Grant listened to these arguments, and conceded that “some embarrassments” resulted from the arrangement. But, he said, as general-in-chief, he was responsible for all the Union armies, and he could not risk neglecting others by personally commanding the Army of the Potomac. Besides, Meade was highly respected in Pennsylvania, which had sent more men into Union service than any other state except New York. He had been with this army in all its ups and downs. For Grant to relieve him so soon after arriving from the West might damage morale in the army and on the home front. Grant concluded by saying that he and Meade worked smoothly together, and Meade was “capable and perfectly subordinate,” which gave the supreme commander time to deal with his broader obligations. He promised that “I will always see that he gets full credit for what he does.”34
But under the circumstances he did not, indeed could not. For one thing, official bulletins on the war in Virginia were not based on Grant’s messages to Chief of Staff Halleck, but on dispatches to Secretary Stanton from his observer at Grant’s headquarters, Charles A. Dana. In Washington, Stanton summarized and rewrote them for public consumption, seldom even acknowledging Meade’s existence. For another thing, newspaper correspondents and editors (and later historians) naturally focused on the rough-cut new chief from beyond the mountains, rather than on the touchy, too-familiar patrician from Philadelphia. And for another, everything Grant’s headquarters officers said about the hazards and inconveniences of overlapping command was true—made more so by their own exasperation with Meade and the mutual resentment of the duplicate staffs. Despite what Grant promised, from that day on “he gave a closer personal direction in battle to the movements of subdivisions of the armies.” Meade saw this clearly, and so did the rest of the world.35
Three days after that debate within Grant’s command post, Meade noted to his wife that “the papers have counted me out entirely. . . . I presume therefore we might as well make up our mind to this state of things and be reconciled to it.” When the Spotsylvania battle was over, two visiting senators complimented him and told him that in Washington “it was well understood that these were my battles.” Meade demurred, saying that at first he had maneuvered the army, “but that gradually & from the very nature of things, Grant had taken the control, and that it would be injurious to the army to have two heads.” One newspaperman had written that “Grant does the grand strategy and I the grand tactics,” a version with which Meade seemed to agree. Another writer said the Army of the Potomac was “directed by Grant, commanded by Meade, and led by Hancock, Sedgwick and Warren,” which Meade told his wife “about hits the nail on the head.” But none of this made him feel any better. Scoffing again at how some officers were “worshipping the Rising Sun,” he told his wife, “I think Dearest we might as well make up our minds that our sun has passed his meridian. Let us try however to make it set in the clearness of honesty & purity, disdaining to keep it up by resorting to falsehood & clap-trap.”36
IT WAS IN this frame of mind that Meade sat through the council of war outside Massaponax Church on May 21. Above the circle of officers, in the church steeple, the renowned photographer Timothy O’Sullivan adjusted his cumbersome camera to take in the scene below. A tall cavalryman wearing a kepi instead of a campaign hat rode up, handed his horse to an orderly, and started to tell the circle of planners what he had discovered out ahead of the army. Meade, peering at his map, apparently asked a question. As the scout stepped toward Meade and traced his finger across the map, Grant rose, walked around behind Meade’s pew, and leaned over his shoulder. At that moment, O’Sullivan snapped one of the war’s most famous photographs, in which Grant unconsciously blocks Meade from the view of the camera, and thus symbolically from the view of posterity.
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KERSHAW'S DIVISION
Maj. Gen. Joseph B. Kershaw

Kersha's Brigade Woffod' Brigade
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SECOND DIVISION
Brig. Gen. David McMurtrie Gregg

1t Brigade 2nd Brigade
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Maj. Gen. Stephen D. Ramseur

Toons Brigade Pegrams Brigade
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THIRD DIVISION
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SECOND DIVISION
Brig. Gen. Thomas H. Neill
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MAHONE'S DIVISION
Brig. Gen. William Mahone

Pervin's Brigude Maonc Brigade
Brig. Gen. John C. C. Sanders Col. David A. Weisiger
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ARTILLERY
Brig. Gen. Armistead L. Long

Hardsays Battolion Braston's Battalon
Lt Col. Robert A. Hardaway L. Col. Carter M. Braxton
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PPOURTH DIVISION
Brig. Gen. Lysander Cutler
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Kirkiand's Brigade Walker's Brigade
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Maj. Gen. Cadmus M. Wilcox

Lane’ Brigade Saless Brigade
Brig. Gen. James H. Lane (w 6/2) Brig. Gen. Alfied M. Scales
Col.John D. Barry 13th, 16th, 220d, 34th,
7th,teh, 28th, 330, WhNC.
s N.C.
Conner’s Brigade Thomas' Brigade
Brig. Gen. James Conner Col. Thomas J. Simmons
st 2th, 13th, 14th S.C. 14th, 35th,g5th, 49th Ga.
Ores Rifes (5.C.)

ARTILLERY
Col R. Lindsay Walker

Poaguecs Battlion Pegranis Battaion
Lt Col. Willam Poague Lt Col. Willam J. Pegram
Richards’s (Miss.) Brander's, Cayce’s,
Utterbacks, Wyare’s (Va) Elerss, Maryed (Va.)
Williams's (N.C.) Zimmerman's (8.C.)
Meltosb's Battlion Cutt Battaion
Lt. Col. David G. McIntosh. Col. Allen 8. Cutts
Clutter’s, Donald’s, Hurt’s, Patterson’s, Ross's,
Price’s (Va.) Wingfield's (Ga.)

Dement’s (Md)





OPS/images/Furg_9780307427045_epub_011_r1.jpg
Cold Harbor
Jonea

Vel






OPS/images/Furg_9780307427045_epub_059_r1.jpg





OPS/images/Furg_9780307427045_epub_072_r1.jpg





OPS/images/Furg_9780307427045_epub_025_r1.jpg
SECOND DIVIsION

Brig. Gen. Robert B. Poteer
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RODES'S DIVISION
Mgj. Gen. Robert E. Rodes.

Grimes's Brigade Doless Brigade
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HOKE'S DIVISION

Maj. Gen. Robert F. Hoke

Martin's Brigade Clingnan Brigade
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HAMPTON'S DIVISION.
M. Gen. Wade Hampton

Young’s Brigade Rosers Brigade
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FIELD'S DIVISION
Maj. Gen. Charles W. Field

Brattons Brigade Laws Brigade
Brig. Gen. John Bration Brig, Gen, Bvander M. Law (v 64)
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FIRST DIVISION
Brig Gen. Charles Griffin

15t Brigade and Brigade
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HETH'S DIVISION
Maj. Gen. Henry Heth
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