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STONEWALL JACKSON'S LAST BATTLE.

BY THE REV. JAMES POWER SMITH , CAPTAIN AND ASSISTANT ADJUTANT-GENERAL, C. S. A .

cap ," writes that Jackson

ley , Seven Days, and Sec- faldata omahoodau

Antietam campaign , he

bought a soft hat for his

general, who , at Freder

AT daybreak on the morning of the 29th of April, 1863,

A sleeping in our tents at corps headquarters, near Hamil

ton 's Crossing, we were aroused by Major Samuel Hale, of

Early 's staff, with the stirring news that Federal troops

were crossing the Rappahannock on pontoons under cover

of a heavy fog. General Jackson had spent the night at

Mr. Yerby 's hospitable mansion near by , where Mrs. Jack

STONEWALL JACKSON's son [his second wife] had brought her infant child for the
CAP.

father to see. He was at once informed of the news, and
Major Jed . Hotchkiss,

who owns the old gray promptly issued to his division commanders orders to pre

wore it through the Val- pare for action . At his direction I rode a mile across the

ond Manassas campaigns. fields to army headquarters, and finding General Robert E .

At Frederick City, in the Lee still slumbering quietly, at the suggestion of Colonel

bought a soft hat for his Venable, whom I found stirring, I entered the general's

icksburg,gave him the cap tent and awoke him . Turning his feet out of his cot he

as a souvenir . - EDITORS.

ORS. sat upon its side as I gave him the tidings from the front.

Expressing no surprise, he playfully said : “ Well, I thought I heard firing,

and was beginning to think it was time some of you young fellows were

coming to tell me what it was all about. Tell your good general that I am

sure he knows what to do. I willmeet him at the front very soon .”

It was Sedgwick who had crossed , and,marching along the river front to

impress us with his numbers, was now intrenching his line on the river road ,

under cover of Federal batteries on the north bank.

Allday long we lay in the old lines of the action of December preceding,

watching the operation of the enemy. Nor did wemove through the next day,

the 30th of April. During the forenoon of the 29th General Lee had been

informed by General J . E . B . Stuart of the movement in force by General

Hooker across the Rappahannock upon Chancellorsville ; and during the

night of Thursday, April 30th , General Jackson withdrew his corps, leaving

Early and his division with Barksdale's brigade to hold the old lines from

Hamilton's Crossing along the rear of Fredericksburg.

By the light of a brilliant moon , at midnight, that passed into an early

dawn of dense mist, the troops were moved, by the Old Mine road, out of

sight of the enemy, and about 11 A . M . of Friday , May 1st, they reached

Anderson's position , confronting Hooker's advance from Chancellorsville ,

near the Tabernacle Church on the Plank road . To meet the whole Army

of the Potomac, under Hooker, General Lee had of all arms about 60,000

men . General Longstreet, with part of his corps, was absent below Peters

burg . General Lee had two divisions of Longstreet's corps, Anderson 's, and

McLaws's, and Jackson's corps, consisting of four divisions, A . P . Hill's, D . H .

Hill's, commanded by Rodes, Trimble's, commanded by Colston, and Early's ;

203
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LEE AND JACKSON IN COUNCIL ON THE NIGHT OF MAY 1.

and about 170 pieces of field -artillery. The divisions of Anderson and

McLawshad been sent from Fredericksburg to meet Hooker's advance from

Chancellorsville ; Anderson on Wednesday, and McLaws (except Barksdale's

brigade, left with Early) on Thursday . At the Tabernacle Church , about four

miles east of Chancellorsville, the opposing forces met and brisk skirmishing

began. On Friday, Jackson, reaching Anderson 's position, took command of

the Confederate advance, and urged on his skirmish line under Brigadier

General Ramseur with great vigor. How themuskets rattled along a front

of a mile or two, across the unfenced fields, and through the woodlands!

What spirit was imparted to the line, and what cheers rolled along its length ,

when Jackson , and then Lee himself, appeared riding abreast of the line along

the Plank road ! Slowly but steadily the line advanced , until at night-fall all

Federal pickets and skirmishers were driven back upon the body of Hooker's

force at Chancellorsville .

Here we reached a point, a mile and a half from Hooker's lines, where

a road turns down to the left toward the old Catherine Furnace (see map,

p . 158 ] ; and here at the fork of the roads General Lee and General Jack

son spent the night, resting on the pine straw , curtained only by the close

shadow of the pine forest. A little after night-fall I was sent by General

Lee upon an errand to General A . P . Hill, on the old stone turnpike a mile

or two north ; and returning some time later with information of matters on

our right, I found General Jackson retired to rest ,and General Lee sleeping at

o General A . P. alter night-fall med only by the
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the foot of a tree, covered with his army cloak . As I aroused the sleeper, he

slowly sat up on the ground and said , “ Ah, Captain, you have returned , have

you ? Come here and tell me what you have learned on the right.” Laying

his hand on me he drew medown by his side, and, passing his arm around

my shoulder, drew menear to him in a fatherly way that told of his warm

and kindly heart. When I had related such information as I had secured for

him , he thanked me for accomplishing his commission , and then said he

regretted that the young men about General Jackson had not relieved him

of annoyance, by finding a battery of the enemy which had harassed our

advance, adding that the young men of that day were not equal to what they

were when he was a youngman. Seeing immediately that he was jesting and

disposed to rally me, as he often did young officers, I broke away from the

hold on me which he tried to retain , and , as he laughed heartily through the

stillness of the night, I went off to make a bed of my saddle -blanket, and,

with my head in my saddle, near my horse's feet, was soon wrapped in the

heavy slumber of a wearied soldier.

Some time after midnight I was awakened by the chill of the early morn

ing hours, and , turning over, caught a glimpse of a little flame on the slope

above me, and sitting up to see what it meant, I saw , bending over a scant

fire of twigs, two men seated on old cracker boxes and warming their hands

over the little fire. I had but to rub my eyes and collect my wits to recog

nize the figures of Robert E . Lee and Stonewall Jackson . Who can tell the

story of that quiet council of war between two sleeping armies ? Nothing

remains on record to tell of plans discussed , and dangers weighed , and a

great purpose formed , but the story of the great day so soon to follow .

It was broad daylight, and the thick beamsof yellow sunlight camethrough

the pine branches, when some one touched me rudely with his foot, saying:

“ Get up, Smith , the general wants you ! ” As I leaped to my feet the rhyth

mic click of the canteens of marching infantry caught my ear. Already in

motion ! What could it mean ? In a moment I was mounted and at the side

of the general, who sat on his horse by the roadside, as the long line of our

troops cheerily, but in silence as directed, poured down the Furnace road .

His cap was pulled low over his eyes, and, looking up from under the visor,

with lips compressed , indicating the firm purpose within, he nodded to me,

and in brief and rapid utterance, without a superfluous word, as though all

were distinctly formed in his mind and beyond question , he gave me orders

for our wagon and ambulance trains. From the open fields in our rear, at

the head of the Catharpin road, all trains were to be moved upon that road

to Todd's Tavern , and thence west by interior roads, so that our troopswould

be between them and the enemy at Chancellorsville. My orders having been

delivered and the trains set in motion , I returned to the site of our night's

bivouac, to find that General Jackson and his staff had followed themarch

ing column.

Slow and tedious is the advance of a mounted officer who has to pass, in

narrow wood roads through dense thickets, the packed column of marching

infantry, to be recognized all along the line and good -naturedly chaffed by
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many a gay -spirited fellow : “ Say, here's one of Old Jack's little boys, let

him by, boys ! ” in the most patronizing tone. “ Have a good breakfast this

morning, sonny ? ” “ Better hurry up, or you'll catch it for getting behind.”

“ Tell Old Jack we're all a -comin '.” “ Don't let him begin the fuss till we

get thar ! ” And so on , until about 3 P . M ., after a ride of ten miles of tortuous

road, I found the general, seated on a stump by the Brock road, writing this

dispatch, which , through the courtesy of the Virginia State Library, is here

given in fac- simile :

1

Near 3 m

may 28,1863

General ,

made a stand at Chanceli
n
's

which is about
amill

y
som

Chanc
ellor

svill
e

hope as

soon as tractica
ble

to

attack

I trust tha

Broadene vil e bls .

with grea

Sande 2.9.Sex

und deaisin

i haft tua appe
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LIEUTENANT-GENERAL THOMAS JONATHAN JACKSON , C . S . A . FROM A PHOTOGRAPH

TAKEN IN WINCHESTER, VA ., IN 1862.

The place here mentioned as Chancellor's was also known as Dowdall's

Tavern . It was the farm of the Rev. Melzi Chancellor, two miles west of

Chancellorsville, and the Federal force found here and at Talley's, a mile

farther west, was the Eleventh Corps, under General Howard . General Fitz

Lee, with cavalry scouts, had advanced until he had view of the position of

Howard 's corps, and found them unsuspicious of attack .

Reaching the Orange Plank road, General Jackson himself rode with Fitz

Lee to reconnoiter the position of Howard, and then sent the Stonewall

brigade of Virginia troops, under Brigadier-General Paxton , to hold the

point where the Germanna Plank road obliquely enters the Orange road .

Leading the main column of his force farther on the Brock road to the old

turnpike, the head of the column turned sharply eastward toward Chancel

lorsville. [See maps, pp . 158, 191.] About a mile had been passed , when he

halted and began the disposition of his forces to attack Howard . Rodes's

division , at the head of the column, was thrown into line of battle, with Col

ston's forming the second line and A . P . Hill's the third , while the artillery

under Colonel Stapleton Crutchfield moved in column on the road, or was

parked in a field on the right. The well-trained skirmishers of Rodes's

division , under Major Eugene Blackford, were thrown to the front. It must

have been between 5 and 6 o 'clock in the evening, Saturday, May 2d , when

-
-

-
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these dispositions were completed. Upon his stout-built, long-paced little

sorrel, General Jackson sat, with visor low over his eyes and lips compressed,

and with his watch in his hand . Upon his right sat General Robert E . Rodes,

the very picture of a soldier, and every inch all that he appeared. Upon the

right of Rodes sat Major Blackford .

“ Are you ready, General Rodes ?” said Jackson .

“ Yes, sir ! ” said Rodes, impatient for the advance.

“ You can go forward then ,” said Jackson .

A nod from Rodes was order enough for Blackford , and then suddenly the

woods rang with the bugle call, and back came the responses from bugles on

the right and left, and the long line of skirmishers, through the wild thicket

of undergrowth, sprang

eagerly to their work,

followed promptly by

the quick steps of the

line of battle. For a

moment all the troops

seemed buried in the

depths of the gloomy

forest,and then sudden

ly the echoes waked and

swept the country for

miles, never failing un

til heard at the head

quarters of Hooker at

Chancellorsville – the

wild “ rebelyell ” of the
STONEWALL JACKSON 'S “ OLD SORREL. ”

long Confederate lines.
This picture is from a photograph taken at the Maryland State Fair at

Neverwas assault deHagerstown , in 1884. At that time " Old Sorrel ” was thought to be about

thirty -four years old . Atthe fair, relic-hunters plucked away much of his livered with grander
mane and tail. - EDITORS.

enthusiasm . Fresh from

the long winter's waiting, and confident from the preparation of the spring,

the troops were in fine condition and in high spirits. The boys were all back

from home or sick leave. “ Old Jack ” was there upon the road in their midst ;

there could be no mistake and no failure. And there were Rodes and A . P .

Hill. Had they not seen and cheered, as long and as loud as they were per

mitted, the gay-hearted Stuart and the long-bearded Fitz Lee on his fiery

charger ? Was not Crutchfield's array of brass and iron “ dogs of war " at

hand , with Poague and Palmer, and all the rest, ready to bark loud and deep

with half a chance ?

Alas ! for Howard and his unformed lines, and his brigades with guns

stacked , and officers at dinner or asleep under the trees, and butchers deep

in the blood of beeves ! Scattered through field and forest , his men were pre

paring their evening meal. A little show of earth -work facing the south was

quickly taken by us in reverse from the west. Flying battalions are not

But see notes, pp . 198 and 202. - EDITORS.

SI
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flying buttresses for an army's

stability. Across Talley's fields the

rout begins. Over at Hawkins's

hill, on the north of the road , Carl

Schurz makes a stand, soon to be

driven into the same hopeless

panic. By the quiet Wilderness

Church in the vale, leaving wound

ed and dead everywhere, by Melzi

Chancellor's, on into the deep

thicket again , the Confederate

lines pressed forward, — now bro

ken and all disaligned by the den

sity of bush that tears the clothes

away ; now halting to load and

deliver a volley upon some regi

ment or fragment of the enemy

that will not move as fast as

others. Thus the attack upon

Hooker's flank was a grand suc

cess, beyond the most sanguine

expectation.

The writer of this narrative, an

aide-de-camp of Jackson's, was

ordered to remain at the point

where the advance began, to be

a center of communication be

tween the general and the cavalry on the flanks, and to deliver orders

to detachments of artillery still moving up from the rear. A fine black

charger, with elegant trappings, deserted by his owner and found tied to a

tree , became mine only for that short and eventful night-fall ; and about

8 P . M ., in the twilight, thus comfortably mounted, I gathered my couriers

aboutme and went forward to find General Jackson . The storm of battle

had swept far on to the east and become more and more faint to the ear,

until silence came with night over the fields and woods. As I rode along

that old turnpike, passing scattered fragments of Confederates looking for

their regiments, parties of prisoners concentrating under guards, wounded

men by the roadside and under the trees at Talley 's and Chancellor's, I had

reached an open field on the right, a mile west of Chancellorsville , when , in

the dusky twilight, I saw horsemen near an old cabin in the field . Turning

toward them , I found Rodes and his staff engaged in gathering the broken

and scattered troops that had swept the two miles of battle -field . “ General

Jackson is just ahead on the road, Captain ,” said Rodes ; “ tell him I will be

here at this cabin if I am wanted.” I had not gone a hundred yardsbefore I

heard firing, a shot or two, and then a company volley upon the right of the

road, and another upon the left. A few moments farther on I met Captain

BRIGADIER-GENERAL E . F . PAXTON, COMMANDING THE

“ STONEWALL ” BRIGADE OF COLSTON ' S DIVISION,

KILLED MAY 3. FROM A TINTYPE .
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STONEWALL JACKSON GOING FORWARD ON THE PLANK ROAD IN ADVANCE OF HIS LINE OF BATTLE ,

Murray Taylor, an aide of A . P . Hill's , with tidings that Jackson and Hill
were wounded, and some around them killed , by the fire of their own men .
Spurring my horse into a sweeping gallop, I soon passed the Confederate
line of battle , and , some three or four rods on its front, found the general's
horse beside a pine sapling on the left, and a rod beyond a little party of men
caring for a wounded officer. The story of the sad event is briefly told , and ,
in essentials, very much as it came to me from the lips of the wounded
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general himself, and in everything confirmed and completed by those who

were eye-witnesses and near companions.

When Jackson had reached the point where his line now crossed the turn

pike, scarcely a mile west of Chancellorsville, and not half a mile from a line

of Federal troops, he had found his front line unfit for the farther and vigor

ous advance he desired, by reason of the irregular character of the fight

ing, now right, now left, and because of the dense thickets, through which it

was impossible to preserve alignment. Division commanders found it more

and more difficult as the twilight deepened to hold their broken brigades

in hand. Regretting the necessity of

relieving the troops in front, General

Jackson had ordered A . P . Hill's divis

ion, his third and reserve line, to be

placed in front. While this change was

being effected , impatientand anxious, the

general rode forward on the turnpike,

followed by two or three of his staff and

a number of couriers and signal ser

geants . He passed the swampy depres

sion and began the ascent of the hill

toward Chancellorsville, when he came

upon a line of the Federal infantry lying

on their arms. Fired at by one or two

muskets (two musket-balls from the en

emy whistled over my head as I came

to the front), he turned and came back

toward his line, upon the side of the road

to his left. As he rode near to the Con

federate troops, just placed in position MAJOR-GENERAL R . E . COLSTON , C . S. A .

and ignorant that he was in the front, the

left company began firing to the front, and two of his party fell from their

saddles dead — Captain Boswell, of the Engineers,and Sergeant Cunliffe, of the

Signal Corps. Spurring his horse across the road to his right, he wasmet by

a second volley from the right company of Pender's North Carolina brigade.

Under this volley, when not two rods from the troops, the general received

three balls at the same instant. One penetrated the palm of his right hand

and was cut out that night from the back of his hand . A second passed

around the wrist of the left arm and out through the left hand . A third ball

passed through the left arm half-way from shoulder to elbow . The large bone

of the upper arm was splintered to the elbow - joint, and the wound bled

freely . His horse turned quickly from the fire, through the thick bushes

which swept the cap from the general's head, and scratched his forehead,

leaving drops of blood to stain his face. As he lost his hold upon the

bridle-rein, he reeled from the saddle , and was caught by the arms of Cap

tain Wilbourn , of the Signal Corps. Laid upon the ground , there came at once

to his succor General A . P . Hill and members of his staff. The writer reached

FROM A PHOTOGRAPHI.
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his side a minute after, to find General Hill holding the head and shoulders

of the wounded chief. Cutting open the coat- sleeve from wrist to shoulder,

I found the wound in the upper arm , and with my handkerchief I bound the

arm above the wound to stem the flow of blood. Couriers were sent for Dr.

Hunter McGuire, the surgeon of the corps and the general's trusted friend,

and for an ambulance. Being outside of our lines, it was urgent that he

should bemoved at once. With difficulty litter-bearers were brought from the

line near by, and the general was placed upon the litter and carefully raised

to the shoulder, I myself bearing one

corner. A momentafter, artillery from

the Federal side was opened upon us;

great broadsides thundered over the

woods ; hissing shells searched the dark

thickets through , and shrapnels swept

the road along which we moved . Two

or three steps farther, and the litter

bearer at my side was struck and fell,

but, as the litter turned , Major Watkins

Leigh , of Hill's staff, happily caught it.

But the fright of the men was so great

that we were obliged to lay the litter

and its burden down upon the road .

As the litter -bearers ran to the cover

of the trees, I threw myself by the gen

eral's side and held him firmly to the

ground as he attempted to rise. Over

us swept the rapid fire of shot and

shell — grape - shot striking fire upon

the flinty lock of the road all around us, and sweeping from their feet

horses and men of the artillery just moved to the front. Soon the firing

veered to the other side of the road , and I sprang to my feet, assisted the

general to rise, passed my arm around him , and with the wounded man 's

weight thrown heavily upon me, we forsook the road . Entering the woods,

he sank to the ground from exhaustion , but the litter was soon brought, and

again rallying a few men, we essayed to carry him farther, when a second

bearer fell at my side. This time, with none to assist, the litter careened ,

and the general fell to the ground, with a groan of deep pain . Greatly

alarmed , I sprang to his head, and, lifting his head as a stray beam of moon.

light came through clouds and leaves, he opened his eyes and wearily said :

“ Nevermind me, Captain , never mind me.” Raising him again to his feet,

he was accosted by Brigadier-General Pender : “ Oh, General, I hope you

are not seriously wounded . I will have to retire my troops to re-form

them , they are so much broken by this fire." But Jackson , rallying his

strength , with firm voice said : “ You must hold your ground, General

Pender ; you must hold your ground, sir ! ” and so uttered his last com

mand on the field .

BRIGADIER -GENERAL F . T . NICHOLLS, C . S . A .

FROM A PHOTOGRAPH .
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Cancellorsville h
THE NEW CHANCELLOR HOUSE .

This picture is from a photograph taken at a reunion picture faces south ; Jackson attacked the Eleventh
of Union and Confederate officers and soldiers in May , Corps from the left (west) by the Plank road , which
1884 . The original house (see p . 190) was set on fire by passes in front of the Chancellor House. The cross
Confederate shells on Sunday, May 3d , shortly after road in the foreground leads northward to Ely' s Ford
Hooker was injured while standing on the porch. The and United States Ford . See map, p . 158. — EDITORS.

Again we resorted to the litter, and with difficulty bore it through the bush ,
and then under a hot fire along the road . Soon an ambulance was reached ,
and stopping to seek some stimulant at Chancellor's (Dowdall's Tavern ), we
were found by Dr.McGuire, who at once took charge of the wounded man.
Passing back over the battle - field of the afternoon , we reached the Wilderness
store, and then, in a field on the north, the field -hospital of our corps under
Dr. Harvey Black . Here we found a tent prepared , and after midnight the left
arm was amputated near the shoulder, and a ball taken from the right hand.

All night long it wasmine to watch by the sufferer, and keep him warmly
wrapped and undisturbed in his sleep . At 9 A . M ., on the next day, when
he aroused , cannon firing again filled the air, and all the Sunday through the
fierce battle raged ,General J. E . B . Stuart commanding the Confederates in
Jackson 's place. A dispatch was sent to the commanding generalto announce
formally his disability, — tidings General Lee had received during the night
with profound grief. There cameback the following note :

“ GENERAL : I have just received your note, informing me that you were wounded . I cannot
express my regret at the occurrence. Could I have directed events, I should have chosen , for
the good of the country, to have been disabled in your stead . I congratulate you upon the
victory which is due to your skill and energy . Most truly yours, R . E . LEE, GENERAL.”
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When this dispatch was handed to me at the tent, and I read it aloud,

General Jackson turned his face away and said , “ General Lee is very kind,

but he should give the praise to God.”

The long day was passed with bright hopes for the wounded general, with

tidings of success on the battle - field, with sad news of losses, and messages

to and from other wounded officers brought to the same infirmary.

On Monday the general was carried in an ambulance, by way of Spotsyl

vania Court House, to most comfortable lodging at Chandler's, near Guinea's

Station, on the Richmond, Fredericksburg and Potomac railroad. And here,

against our hopes, notwithstanding the skill and care of wise and watchful

surgeons, attended day and nightby wife and friends, amid the prayers and

tears of all the Southern land, thinking not of himself, but of the cause he

loved , and for the troops who had followed him so well and given him so

great a name, our chief sank, day by day, with symptoms of pneumonia and

some pains of pleurisy, until, at 3 : 15 P. M . on the quiet of the Sabbath after

noon, May 10th , 1863, he raised himself from his bed , saying, “ No, no, let us

pass over the river, and rest under the shade of the trees ” ; and , falling again

to his pillow , he passed away , “ over the river , where, in a land where war

fare is not known or feared , he rests forever under the trees.' ”

His shattered arm was buried in the family burying-ground of the Ellwood

place — Major J . H . Lacy 's — near his last battle-field.

His body rests, as he himself asked, “ in Lexington , in the Valley of Vir

ginia .” The spot where he was so fatally wounded in the shades of the

Wilderness is marked by a large quartz rock , placed there by the care of

his chaplain and friend , the Rev . Dr. B . T . Lacy, and the latter's brother,

Major Lacy .

Others must tell the story of Confederate victory at Chancellorsville . It

has been mine only , as in the movement of that time, so with my pen now ,

to follow my general himself. Great, the world believes him to have been in

many elements of generalship ; he was greatest and noblest in that he was

good , and, without a selfish thought, gave his talent and his life to a cause

that, as before the God he so devoutly served, he deemed right and just.

.

R
150 ,WNW )

STONEWALL JACKSON'S GRAVE, LEXINGTON, VA. FROU A PHOTOGRAPH.
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