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THE BATTLE OF GETTYSBURG
Described by Gen. J. B. Gordon.
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Graphic and Historic Contrast Between Lee at Gettysburg
and Napoleon at the Battle of Waterloo.

{The July number of Scribner's Magazine contains the most graphic and inlcr-

t ting account of the Battle of Gettysburg that has ever appeared in any of the
great magazines. It is written by General J. B. Gordon, Commander of the Con-
federate Veterans’ Association. It is the leading article in the July Scribner. Be-
fore coming to a description of the great battle, General Gordon gives a brief analy-
sis of the reasons for General Lee's crossing the Potomac; a delightful pen-picture

of the rich and prosperous country through which the Southern army marched;

delightful stories and incidents of the march; and the finest picture of a cavalry

charge that has been penned. It is throughout an illuminating article and should

be read in its entirety. Below we give only that portion bearing directly upon

the Battle of Gettysburg, which General Gordon thinks was "the turning point

in the Confederacy’s fortunes.”] ;

Returning from the banks of the Sus-

quehanna, and meeting at Gettysburg,
July 1. 1863. the advance of Lice's forces,
my command was thrown quickly and

squarely on the right flank of the Union
Army. A more timely arrival never oc-
curred. The battle had been raging for
lour or five hours. The Confederate Gen-
eral Archer, with a large portion of his
bngadc, had been captured. Hcth and
Scales, Confederate generals, had been

wounded. The ranking Union command-
er on the field. General Reynolds, had

been killed, and Hancock was assigned to

command. The battle, upon the issue of
which hung, perhaps, the fate of the
Confederacy, was in full blast. The Union
forces, at first driven back, now- rein-
lorced. were again advancing and press-
ing hack Lee’s left and threatening to
envelop it. Xbe Confederates were stub-
is.inly contesting every foot of ground,
but the Southern left was slowly yield-
ing. A few moments more and the day's
battle might have been ended by the
complete turning of Lee's flanks. I was
ordered to move at once to the aid of the
heavily pressed Confederates. With a
ringing yell, my command rushed upon
the line posted to protect the Union right. :
Here occurred a hand to-Jiand struggle, j
That protecting Union line once broken,
left my command not only on the right j
Hank, but obliquely in rear of it. Any!
troops that were ever marshalled would,
under like conditions, have been as sure-
ly ami swiftly shattered. There was no
alternative for Howaru s men except to
break and fly, or to throw down their
arms and surrender. Under the concen-
trated fire from front and flank, the
marvel is that any escaped. In the midst
of the wild disorder in his ranks, and
through a storm of bullets, a Union of-
ficer was seeking to rally his men for a

final stand. He. too, went down, pierced
by a rainie ball. Riding forward with my
rapidly advancing lines, I uiseovered that

brave officer lying upon his back, with
the July sun pouring its rays into his
pile face. He was surrounded by the
Union dead, and his own life seemed to

be rapidly- ebbing out. Quickly dis-
mounting and lifting his head, I gave him
water from my canteen, asked his name and
the character of his wounds. He was
Major-General Francis C. Barlow, of New
York, and of Howard’s corps. The ball
hid entered his body in front and passed
out near the spinal cord, paralyzing him
in legs and arms. Neither Qf us had the
remotest thought that he could possibly
survive many hours. I summoned sev-
eral soldiers who were looking after the
wounded, and directed them to place him j
upon a litter and carry him to the shade

in the rear. Before parting, he asked me
to take from his pocket a package of
letters and destroy them. They were from
his wife. He had but one request to make
of me. That request was, that if I should
live to the end of the war, and should
ever meet Mrs. Barlow. I would tell her

of our meeting on the field of Gettysburg

and of his thoughts of her in his last mo-
ments. He wished me to assure her that

he died doing his duty at the front; that
be was willing to give his life for his
country, and that his deepest regret was

that he must die without looking upon

tier face again. I learned that Mrs. Bar-
low was with the Union Army, and near

the battlefield. When it is remembered
how closely Mrs. Gordon followed me, it

will not be difficult to realize that my

.-ympathies were especially stirred by the

announcement that his wife was so near

him. Passing through the day’s battle

unhurt, I despatched at its close, under

flag of truce, the promised message to
Mr . Barlow. I assured her that if she
wished to pome through the line, she

should have safe escort to her husband’s
side. In the desperate encounters of the

two succeeding days, and the retreat ot

Lee's army. I dismissed all thought of

Barlow, except to number him with the

noble dead of the two armies who had so

gloriously met their fate- The ball, how-
ever, had struck no vital point, and Bar-
low slowly recovered, though this fact

was wholly unknown to me. The follow-

ing summer, in battle near Richmond, my

kinsman, with the same initials, General

J. B. Gordon of North Carolina, was kill-

ed. Barlow, who had recovered, saw the

announcement of his death, and entertain-
ed no doubt that he was the Gordon

whom he had met on the field of Gettys-

burg. To me. therefore, Barlow was dead;

to Barlow, I was dead. Nearly fifteen

vears passed before either of us was un-

deceived. During my second term in the

United States Senate, the Hon. Clarkson

Potter, of New York, was a member of

the House of Representatives. He invit-
ed me to dinner in Washington to meet

a General Barlow who had served in the

Union Army. Potter knew nothing of the

Gettysburg incident. I had heard that

there was another Barlow in the I niqn
Army, and supposed, of course, that it
was this Barlow with whom I was to dine.
Barlow had a similar reflection as to the
Gordon he was to meet. Seated at dark-

en Potter’s table, I asked Barlow;
“General, are you related to the Barlow
who was killed at Gettysburg?" He re-
plied: "Why, lam the man, sir. Are ypu
related to the Gordon who killed me?’

lam tho mHn gij. ” j responded. Nc
can convey any conception

a~ *ns awakened by thosf

•startling announcements. Nothing short

[of an actual resurrection from the dead
; could have amazed cither of us more.

|Thenceforward, until his untimely death

'in 1806, the friendship between us which
I was born amidst the thunders of Gcttys-
iburg was greatly cherished by both.

No battle of our Civil War —no battle
|of any war—more forcibly illustrates the

j truth that officers at a distance from the

! field cannot, w ith any wisdom, attempt
to control the movements of troops %ie-
Itively engaged. On the first day neither
[General Early nor General Ewell could
possibly have been fully cognizant of the
situation at the time I was ordered to halt.
The whole of that portion of the Union
Army in my front was in inextricable con-
fusion and in flight. They were necessarily
in flight, for my troops were upon the

flank and rapidly sweeping down the lines.
The firing upon my men had almost

ceased. Large bodies of the Union troops

were throwing down their arms and sur-
rendering, because in disorganized and
confused masses they were wholly power-
less either to check the movement or re-
turn the fire. As far down the lines as my
eye could reach, the Union troops were

in retreat. Those at a distance were still
resisting, but giving ground, and it was
only necessary for me to press forward in
order to insure the same results which
invariably follow such flauk movements. <
In less than one-half hour iny troops <

would have swept up and over those hills,'
the possession of which was of such mo-j]
mentous consequence. It is not surpris- i
ing, with a full realization of the conse- j
quences of a halt, that I should have re-;
fused at first to obey the order. Not un-‘j

til the third or fourth order of the most!
peremptory character reached me, did I ;
obey. I think I should have risked the,
consequences of disobedience even then, :
but for the fact that the order to halt i
was accompanied with the explanation!

that General Lee. who was several miles I
away, did not wish to give battle at Get-1;
tysburg. It is stated on good authority
that General Lee said, sometime before 1
his death, that if Jackson had beam there,
he would have won in this battle a great

and possibly decisive victory, I cannot

vouch for the truth of this statement as
I did not hear it, but no soldier in a j
great crisis ever wished more ardently for
a deliverer’s hand than I wished for one
hour of Jackson, when I was ordered toil
halt. Had he been there, his quick eye;

! would have caught at a glance the entire 1
situation, and instead of halting me, he

would have urged me forward and have
pressed the advantage to the utmost,
[simply notifying General Lee that the

[battle was on, and he had decided to oc-
cupy the heights. Had General Lee him-
self been present this would undoubtedly
have been done. Absent, ns he neeessa- i
rily was, and intending to meet General I
Meade at another point and in defensive !
battle, he would still, when the facts were
made known, have applauded the most ag-

gressive movements though in conflict
[with his general plan. From the situation
plainly to be seen on the first afternoon,
and from facts that afterward came to
light as to the position of the different
corps of General Meade’s army, it seems 1
certain that if the Confederates had simply
moved forward, following up the advant-

; ages gained, and striking the separated
Union commands in succession, the victory
would have been Lee’s instead of Meade's.

I should state here that General
Meade's army at that hour was stretchedj
out along the line of his march for nearly j
thirty miles. General Lee’s was much
more concentrated- General Hancock’s 1
statement of the sitution is true and per-

tinent: 1 “The rear of our troops were
hurrying through the town pursued by
Confederates. There had been an attempt
to reform some of the Eleventh Corps as
they passed over Cemetery Hill, but it
had not been very successful.” And yet
I was halted!

My thoughts were so harrowed and
my heart so burdened by the fatal mis-
take of the afternoon that I was unable
to sleep at night. Mounting my horse at
two o’clock in the morning, 1 rode with
one or two staff officers to the red barn
in which General Ewell and General Early
then had their headquarters., Much of
my time after nightfall had been spent on

i the front picket line, listening to the busy

strokes of Union pickets and shovels on

[the hills, to the rumble of artillery

j wheels and the tramp of fresh troops as

they were hurried forward by Union com-
manders and placed in position. There
was, therefore, no difficulty in divining
the scene that would break on bur view
with the coming dawn. I did not hesitate
to say to both Ewell and Early that a

•line of heavy earthworks, with heavy
guns and ranks of infantry behind them

| would frown upon us at daylight. I ex-
pressed the opinion that, even at that

i hour, two o’clock, by a concentrated and
[vigorous night assault, we could carry

[those heights, and that if we waited till
morning it would cost us 10.000 men to
take .them. There was a disposition to
yield to my suggestions, but other coun-
sels finally prevailed. Those works were

! never carried, but the cost of the assault
upon them, the appalling carnage result-
ing from the effort to take them, far ex
i ceded that which I had ventured to pre-

j diet.
Lite in the afternoon of this first day’s

battle, when Ihc firing had greatly de-
creased along most of the lines, General
Ewell and I were riding through the
streets of Gettysburg. He had lost, in a

previous battle, one of his legs, hut prided
himself on the efficiency of the wooden

[one which he used in its place. As we
irode together, a body of Union soldiers,
[posed behind some buildings and fences
on the outskirts of the town, suddenly
opened a brisk fire. A number of Con-
federates were killed or wounded, and I
heard the ominious thud of a minie ball
[as it struck General Ewell at my side. I
quickly asked: "Arc you hurt, sir?” |
"No, no,” he replied; “I’m not*hurt. But
suppose that ball had struck you: we
would have had the trouble of carrying!
you off the field, sir. You see how much |

better fixed for a fight I am than you,
are. It don’t hurt a bit to be shot in a'
wooden leg.”

Ewell was one of the most eccentric j
characters, and taking him all in all, one [
of the most interesting that I have ever [
known. It is said that in bis early man- j
hood he had been disappointed in a love
affair, and had never fully recovered from
its effects- The lair young woman to j
whom he had given his affections had j
married another man, but Ewell, like the

truest of knights, carried her image in
his heart through long years. When he
was promoted to the rank of brigadier oF
major-general, he evidenced the con-
stancy of his affections by placing upon
his staff the son of the woman whom lie;
had loved in his youth. The meddlesome!
Fates, who seem to revel in the romances
of lovers, had declared that Ewell should

be shot in battle and become the object '¦
of solicitude and tender nursing by this
lady, who had been for many years a
widow—Mrs. Brown. Her gentle minis-
tration .soothed his weary weeks of suf- j

sering, and they were at last married, and

with it came the realization of Ewell’s
long-deferred hope. It was most interest-
ing to note the change that came over
the spirit of this formerly irascible old
bachelor. He no longer sympathized with
General Early, who, like himself, was
known to be more intolerant of soldiers' '
wives than the crusty French Marshal [
who pronounced them the most incon-
venient sort of baggage for a soldier to j
own. Ewell had become a husband, and
was sincerely demoted to Mrs. Ewon. He
never seemed to realize, however, that I

I her marriage to him had changed her!
[name, for he proudly presented her to his
friends as “My wife, Mrs. Brown, sir."

Whatever differences of opinion may
now or hereafter exist as to the results
which might have followed a defeat of the
Union arms at Gettysburg, there is univer-
sal concurrence in the judgment that this
battle was the turning-point in the South’s
J irtunes. The point where Pickett’s Vir-
ginians, under Kemper, Garnett, and I
Armistcad, in their immortal charge, 1
swept over the rock wan, has been ap-
propriately designated by the Govern-
ment as “The high-water mark of the Re-
bellion.” To the . Union commander, j
General George Gordon Meade, history

I will accord the honor of having handled
his army at Gettysburg with unquestion-
ed ability. The record and results of the
battle entitle him to a high place among'
Union leaders. To him and to his ablej
subordinates and heroic men is due the
credit of having successfully met and re-
pelled the army of Northern Virginia in
the meridian of its hope and confidence
and power. This much seems secure to

ihim, whether his failure to vigorously fol-
low' General Lee and force him to another
battle is justified or condemned by the
military critics of the future. General
Meade’s army halted, it is true, after
having achieved a victory. The victory,
however, was not of so decisive a charac-
ter as to demoralize lice’s forces. The
great, Bonaparte said that bad as might

.be the condition of a victorious army after
{battle, it was invariably true that the

condition of the defeated army was still
[worse- If, however, any successful com-
mander was ever justified in disregarding
this truism of Bonaparte's, General

| Meade was that commander; for a consid-
erable portion of Lee’s army, probably
one-third of it, was still in excellent fight-
ling trim, and nearly every man in it
would have responded with alacrity to.
Lee’s call to form a defensive line and
deliver battle.

It was my pleasure to know General
Meade well after the war, when he was
the Department Commander or Military
Governor of Georgia., An incident at a
banquet in the city of Atlanta illustrates
his high personal and soldiery character-
istics. The first toast of the evening was
to General Meade as the honored guest.
When this toast had been drunk, my
health was proposed. Thereupon, objec-
tion was made upon the ground that it
was “too soon after the war to be drink-
ing the health of a man who had been
fighting for four years in the Rebel
army.” It is scarcely necessary to say

that this remark came from one who did
no fighting in either army. He belonged
to that curious class of soldiers who were
as valiant in peace as they were docile
in war; whose defiance of danger became
dazzling after the danger was all over.
General Meade belonged to the other
class of soldiers, who fought as long as
fighting was in order, and was ready for
peace when there was no longer any foe
in the field. This chivalrie chieftain of
the Union forces at Gettysburg was far
more indignant at this speech of the

bomb-proof warrior than I was myself.
The moment this objection to drinking
my health was suggested, General Meade
sprang to his feet, and with a compli-
ment to myself which I shall not be ex-
pected to repeat, and a rebuke to the

objector, lie held high his glass and said,
with significant emphasis: “I propose to
drink, and drink now, to my former foe,
but now my friend, General Gordon, of
Georgia.”

It will not be expected that any con-
siderable space be devoted to the un-
seemly controversy over those brilliant
but disastrous Confederate charges which
lost the day at Gettysburg. I could
scarcely throw upon the subject any addi-
tional light nor bring to its' elucidation
any material testimony not already ad-
duced by those who have written on the
one side or the other. A sense of jus-
tice, however, to say nothing of loyalty to
Lee’s memory, impels me to submit one
observation; and 1 confidently affirm
that nearly every soldier who fought un-
der him will sympathize with that sug-
gestion. It is this: that nothing that oc-
curred at Gettysburg, nor anything that
has been written since of that battle, has
lessened the conviction that, had Lee’s
orders been promtply and cordially exe-

cuted. Meade’s centre on the third day
would have been penetrated and the

Union army overwhelmingly defeated.
Lee’s hold upon the confidence of his
army was absolute. The repulse at Get-
tysburg did not shake it. I recall no in-
stance in history where a defeated army
retained in its retreating commander a
faith so complete, and gave to him subse-
quent support so enthusiastic and uni-
versal .

General Longstreet is undoubtedly
among the* great American soldiers who
attained distinction in our Civil War; and
to myself, and, I am sure, to a large ma-
jority of the Southern people, it is a
source of profound regret, that he and his
friends should have been brought into
such unprofitable and ill-tempered contro-
versy with the friends of his immortal
chieftain,

A third of a century has passed since,
with Lee’s stricken but still puissai\t
army, I turned iny back upon the field
of Gettysburg, on which nearly 40,000
I Americans went down dead or wounded,
!at the hands of fellow Americans. The

jcommanders-in-chief and nearly all the
great actors upon it are dead. Os the
heroes who fought there and survived the

jconflict, a large portion have since joined

the ranks of those who fell. A new gon-

joration has taken their places since the

[battle’s roar was hushed, but its thunders
:are still reverberating through my mem-
ory. No tongue, nor pen, can adequately

[portray its vacillating fortunes at each
| dreadful moment. As I write of it now,
a myriad thrilling incidents and rapidly
ichanging scenes, now' appalling and now'

inspiring, rush over my memory. I hear
(again the words of Barlow: “Tell my

wife that I freely gave my life for my

|country.” Yonder, resting on his elbow,
I see the gallant young Avery in his
bloody gray uniform among his brave
North Carolinians, writing as he 'dies,
“Tell father that I fell with my face to
the foe.” On the opposite hills, Lee and

Meade, surrounded by staff and couriers

and with glasses in hand, are surveying
the intervening space. Over it the flying
shells are plunging, shrieking, bursting.

The battered Confederate line staggers,

reels, and is bent back before the futious

blast. The alert Federals leap from the

trenches and over the walls and iush

through this thin and wavering line. In-

stantly, from the opposite direction, with

deafening yells, come the Confederates in

countercharge, and the brave b edeials
are pressed back to the walls, dhe Con-

federate banners sweep through the rid-

dled peach orchard; while further to the

Union left on the gory wheat field the

impacted forces are locked in deadly em-

brace. Across this field in alternate waves

rolls the battle’s tide, now from the one

side, now from the other, until the ruth-
less Harvester piles his heaps of slain
thicker than the grain shocks gathered
by the husbandman’s scythe. Hard by is

Devil’s Den. Around it and over it, the
deadly din of battle roars. The rattle of
rifles, the crash of shells, the shouts of
the living and groans of the dying, con-
vert that dark woodland into a harrowing

Pandemonium. Further to the Union left,

Hood, with his stalwart Texans, is climb-
ing the feound Tops. For a moment he

halts to shelter them behind the great
boulders. A brief pause for rest, and to

his command, ‘'Forward!” they mount the

I huge rocks reddened with blood—and
I Hood’s own blood is soon added- He tails
seriously wounded; but his interpid troops

under Law press forward. The fiery bri-
gades of McLaws move to his aid. The
fiercest struggle is now for the possession

of Little Round Top. Standing on its
rugged summit like a lone sentinel is
seen an erect but slender form clad in the

uniform of a Union officer. It is War-

ren Meade’s chief of engineers. With
practised eye, he sees at a glance that
quickly seized, that: rock-ribbed hill would
prove a Gibraltar amidst the whiiling

currents ot the battle, resisting its heavi-
est shocks. Staff and couriers are sum-
moned, who swiftly bear his message to
the Union leaders. Veterans from Han-
cocks and Sykes respond at a “double-
quick.” Around its base, along its sides,
and away toward the Union right, with
the forces of Sickles and Hancock, the
gray veterans of Longslrcct are in hercu-

lean wrestle. Barksdale’s Mississippians
seize a Union battery and rush on. The

Union lines under Humphries break
through a Confederate gap and sweep

around Barksdale’s left. Wright’s Geor-
gians and Perry’s Floridians are hurled
against Humphries and break him in turn.
Amidst the smoke and fury. Sickles with
thigh-bone shivered, sickens and falls from
his saddle into the arms of his soldiers.
Sixty per cent, of Hancock's veterans go
down with his gallant Brigadiers Willard,
Zook, Cross and Brooke. The impetuous
Confederate leaders, Barksdale and

:a general view of Gettysburg battlefield from little round top.

Semmes, fall and die, but their places
are quickly assumed by the next in com-
mand. The Union forces of Vincent and
Weed, with Ilazlett’s artillery, have

| reached the summit, but all three are
: killed. The apex of Little Round Top is
the point of deadliest struggle. The day
ends, and thus ends the battle. As the
last rays of the setting sun fall upon
the summit, they are reflected from the
batteries and bayonets of the Union
soldiers still upon it, with the bleeding

| Confederates struggling to possess it. The
embattled hosts sleep upon their arms.
The stars look down at night upon a har-
rowing scene of pale faces all over the
field, and of sufferers in the hospitals
behind the lines—an army of dead and
wounded numbering over twenty thou-
sand,

THE THIRD DAY.

The third day’s struggle the bloody
postscript to the battle of the first and
second. There was a pause. Night had
intervened. It was only a pause for
breath. Os sleep there was little for the
soldiers, perhaps none for the throbbing
brains of the great chieftains. Victory
to Lee meant Southern independence.
Victory to Meade meant an inseparable
Union. The life of the Confederacy: the
unity of the Republic—these are the
stakes of July the third. Meade decided
to defend. Lee resolved to assault. The
decisive blow at Meade’s left centre was
planned for the early morning. The morn-
ing came and the morning passed. The
Union right, impatient at the Confederate
delay, opens fire on Lee’s left. The chal-
lenge is answered by a Confederate
charge under Edward Johnson. The Union
trenches are carried. Ruger’s Union
lines sweep down from the heights on
Johnson’s left and recover these trenches.
High noon is reached, but the assault on
the left centre is still undelivered- With
every moment of delay, Lee’s chances are
diminishing with geometrical progression.
At last the healvy signal guns break the
fatal silence and summon the gray lines
of infantry to the charge. Pickett’s Vir-
ginians are leading. The tired veterans
of Heth and Wilcox and Pettigrew move
with them. Down the long slope and
up the next the majestic column sweeps.
With Napoleonic skill, Meade’s artillerists
turn the converging, galling fire of till
adjacent batteries upon the advancing
Confederates. The heavy Southern guns
hurl their solid shot and shell above the
Southern lines and into the Union ranks
on the summit. The air trembles and
the hills quiver. Onward, still onward,
1 lie Southern legions prej|f. Through a
tempest of indescribable fury, they rush

i toward the crest held by the compact
i Union lines. The Confederate leaders,
.Garnett. Trimble, and Kemper, fall in the
storm —the first dead, the others down
and disabled. On the Union side, Han-
cock and Gibbon aye borne bleeding to
the rear. Still onward press the men
in gray, their ranks growing thinner,
their lines shorter, as the living press to-

ward the centre to fill the great gaps left
by the dead. Nearly every mounted of-
ficer goes down. Riderless horses are fly-

ing hither and thither. Above the bat-
tle’s roar is heard the familiar Southern
yell. It proclaims fresh hope, but false
hope. Union batteries are seen to limber
up, and the galloping horses carry them

to the rear. The Confederate shout is
evoked by a misapprehension. These
guns arc not disabled. They do not fly

before the Confederate lines from fear of
capture. It is simply to cool their heated
throats. Into their places quickly wheel
the fresh Union guns. Like burning lava
from volcanic vents, they a cease-

less current of fire into the now' thin Con-

federate ranks. The Southern left is torn

to fragments. Quickly, the brilliant Alex-
ander, his ammunition almost exhausted,

flies at a furious gallop with his batteries
to the support of the dissolving Confed-
erate infantry. Here and there his horses
and riders go down and check his ar-

tillery’s progress. His brave gunners cut

loose the dead horses, seize the wheels,
whirl the guns into position, and pour

the hot grape and canister into the faces

of the Federals. The Confederates rally
under the impulse, and rush onward. \t

one instant their gray jackets and flashing

bayonets are plainly seen in the July
sun. At the next they disappear, hidden
from view as the hundreds of belching

cannon conceal and envelop them in sul
phurous smoke. The brisk west wind
lifts and drives the smoke from the field,
revealing the Confederate banners close to

the rock wall. “Will they go over?”
Look! They are over and in the Union
lines. The left centre is pierced, but there
is no Union panic, no general flight. The
Confederate battle-flags and the Union
banners are floating side by side. Face
to face, breast to breast, are the hostile
hosts. The heavy guns are silent.' The
roar of artillery has given place to the

rattle of rifles and crack of pistol shots,
as the officers draw their side arms. The
awful din and confusion of close combat
is heard, as men batter and brain each
other with clubbed muskets. The brave
young Pennsylvanian, Lieutenant Cush-
ing, shot in both thighs, still stands by

his guns. The Confederate seize them;
but he surrenders them only with his

life. One Southern leader is left. It is
the heroic Armistead. He calls around
him the shattered Southern remnants.
Lifting his hat on the point of his sword,
he orders “Forward!” on the second line,
and dies with half these remnants, amidst
the culminating fury of Gettysburg’s
fires.

The collision had shaken the continent.
For three days the tumult and roar
around Cemetery Heights and the Round
Tops seemed the echo of the internal com-

motion which ages before had heaved these

hills above the surrounding plain.

| It is a great loss to history and to pos-

terity that General Lee did not, like Gen-

eral Grant, write his own recollections.
It was his fixed purpose to do so, for
some years after the war ended. From

correspondence and personal interviews
with him, I know' that he was profound-
ly impressed with the belief that it was

his duty to write, and he expended much
time' and labor in getting the material
lor such a work. From his reports,

which are models of official papers, were
necessarily excluded the free and full
comments upon plans, movements, men,

failures, and the reasons for such failures,
as they appeared to him. and of which
he was the most competent witness. To
those who knew General Lee well, and

| who added to this knowledge a just ap-

preciation of his generous nature, the as-
sumption by him of entire responsibility

• for the failure at Gettysburg means noth- |
ing except an additional and overwhelm-
ing proof of his almost marvellous mag-

| nanimity. He was commander-in-chief,
and as such and in that sense he was re-

sponsible; but in that sense he was also
responsible for every act of every officer
and every soldier in his army. This, how-
ever, is not the kind of responsibility un-

der discussion. This is not the standard
which history will erect and by which he
will be judged. If by reason of repeated
mistakes or blunders he had lost the con-
fidence and respect of his army, and for
this cause could no longer command its
cordial and enthusiastic support, this fact
would fix his responsibility for the fail-
ure. But no such conditions appertained.
As already stated, the confidence in him
before and after the battle was boundless.
Napoleon Bonaparte never more firmly
held the faith of Frenchmen, when thrones
were trembling before him, than did Lee

hold the faith of his devoted followers,
even amidst the gloom of his heaviest dis-
asters.

| If his plan of battle was faulty, then

for this he is responsible; but if his general
p'an promised success, and if there was a

lack of cheerful, prompt, and intelligent

co-operation in its execution, or if there
were delays that General Lee could not
foresee, nor provide against, and which
delays or lack of eo-operation enabled
General Meade to concentrate his reserves
behind the point of contemplated attack,
then the responsibility is shitted to other
shoulders-

-1 There was nothing new or especially
remarkable in General Lee’s plans. Nov-
elties in warfare are confined rather to its
implements than to the methods of deliv-
ering battle. To Hannibal and Caesar, to
Frederick and Napoleon, to Grant and
Lee, to all great soldiers, the plan was
familiar. It was to assault along the en-
tire line and hold the enemy to hard
work on the wings, while the artillery and
heaviest impact of infantry penetrated
the left centre. Co-operation by every

l»art of his army was expected and es-
sential. However well-trained and strong
may be the individual horses in a team,
they will never move the stalled wagon
when one pulls forward while the other

holds back. They must all pull together,
or the heavily loaded wagon will never
be carried to the top of the hill. Such
co-operation fit Gettysburg was only par-
tial, and limited to comparatively small
forces. Pressure —hard, general, and con-
stant pressure—upon Meade’s right would
have called him to its defence and weak-
ened his centre. That pressure was only
spasmodic and of short duration—Lee and
his plan could only promise success on
the proviso that the movement was both
general and prompt. It was neither. Mo-
ments in battle are pregnant with the
fate of armies. When the opportune mo-
ment arrives, the blow must fall; for the

next instant it may be futile. Not. only
moments, but hours, of delay occurred.
I am criticising officers for the lack of
complete c;o-operation, not for unavoid-*
able delays. I am simply stating facts
which must necessarily affect the verdict
of history. Had all the commands de-
signated by General Lee co-operated by
a simultaneous assault, thus preventing
Meade from grouping his troops around
his centre, and hud the onset upon that
centre occurred in the early morning, as

intended by Lee, it requires no partiality,
to see that this great commander’s ob-
ject would have been assuredly achieved*
That the plan involved hazard is un-
doubtedly true. All battles * * ~.-u

troops as confronted each o
tysburg are hazardous and \

the commanders of the Con
Union armies had all waited
nities free of hazard and un

I great battl,e would have beer
. the war would never have

question which history will
• ‘Was General Lee justified

i ucress?” The answer will b¦ is experience in meeting the
. uray at Fredericksburg, at
Manassas, in the seven clays’ fc¦ Richmond and at Chancellor
an army behind him w'hich
veil nigh invincible, and whit
1 eved its commander well-nig

. with a victory for his troops
’ day at Gettysburg, the com
> w hich had been spoiled only

timely and fatal halt; with
, ay’s battle ending with alt

’> esses and indecisive results; a
xpectation of prompt action a

1 nited co-operation, he was
' justified in confidently expect

Wellington at Waterloo anc
Gettysburg, each held the
against his antagonist. We
Mount-Saint-Jean, and Mead<
t >ry Ridge, had the bird’s-eye ’
orces of attack. The English

the plateau and the Union ba
Cemetery Heights, commander
i iteevening undulation across
charging columns must advan>
Ulont-Saint-Jean, to conceal ‘

movements from Napoeon’s ey
woodlands of fpignes. Behind
Ridge, to conceal Meade's
from the fldfd-glasses of Lee, w
declivity, a protecting and
pression. As the French unde
at Waterloo, so the Confeders
Lee at Gettysburg, held the w
tion. In both cases the assaila
to expel their opponents from
er lines. I might add anott
blanee iq the results which foil
terloo decreed the destiny of
England, of Europe. Getty»

so directly or immediately, bu
ly, decided the fate of the Coi

' There w’ere points of vast
The armies which met at Wa
practically equal. Thi& was i

the armies that met at Getter- *"

poleon’s artillery far exceed
Wellington. Ixie’s was far
Meade’s, in the metal from
guns were moulded, as well as
Waterloo wr as a rout, Gettys
pulse. Napoleon, in the ensuing
a deserted fugitive. Lee rode
broken lines calmly majestic,
Lis followers. With no trace o
Dr Napoleon's selfish aims, w
ous condemnation of his vaul
tion, one cannot fail to realizi
pathos of his position on that t

of wildest panic and lonely fli
dcned by fortune, deserted by
disowned and doomed, he is d
Hugo as having not an org;
pany to comfort him, not even
old guard to rally around hint
army there was neither panic

pitate retreat. There was no <

the great commander. Aroun

stood his heroic legions, with
in him unshaken, love for hin
ready to follow his lead and to
his orders to the last extremit

| General Meade evidently, i
turally, expected far greater
and disorganization in Lee’s .

the terrific repulse to which i
subjected. He wisely threw
upon Lee’s Hank in order to s

upon the rear and cut to pie
ture the fragments of Southei- ~,

in case of general retreat or demoraliza-
tion. As the Union bugles sounded the
charge, however, for the gallant horse-
men under Farnsworth, Lee's right was
ready to receive them. Proudly they

rode, but promptly were they repulsed.
Many saddles were emptied by Confeder-
ate bullets. The intrepid eommander.
General Farnsworth himself, lost his life
in the charge. On the other flank, and
with similar design, Lee had placed Stuart
with his dashing Confederate riders.
Stuart was to attack when Lee's infantry
had pierced Meade’s centre, and when the
Union Army was cut >n twain and in rapid
retrod This occasion never came to
Stuajf but he found all the opportunity
he could reasonably desire for the exercise
of his men and horses in a furious combat

with Gregg’s five thousand Union troop-

ers.
The introduction of gunpowder and

: bullets and of long range repeat ing-rifies,
' has, in modern warfare, greatly lessened

1 the effectiveness of cavalry in general bat-
tle with infantry, and deprived that great

1 arm of the service of the terror which its
charge once inspired. In wars of the early
centuries, the swift horsemen rode down
the comparatively helpless infantry and

trampled its ranks with the feet of the
horses. For ages after the disnaember-

i ment of the Roman Empire, it was the
vost bodies of cavalry that checked and

i changed the currents of battles, and set-

tled the fate of urniies and empires,

i This is not true now —can never be true
¦ again; but a cavalry charge, met by a

countercharge of cavalry, is still, perhaps,

1 he w ist terrible spectacle witnessed in
i var. If the reader has never seen such

¦ a charge, he can form little conception
¦ls its awe-inspiring fury. Imagine your-

; elf looking down from Gettysburg's

, I leights upon the open, wide-spreading
l plain below, where five thousand horses
¦j re marshalled in battle lilie- Standing

, I teside them are five thousand riders
• armed,. booted and spurred, and ready to

aount. The bugles sound the “Mount!”
! ml instantly five thousand plumes rise

bove the horses as the riders spring into
heir saddles. In front of the respective
quadrons the daring leaders take their

' laces. The fluttering pennants or
streaming guidons, ten to each regiment,
nark the left of the companies. On the

opposite slope of the same plain are five
thousand hostile horsemen clad in .lif-
erent uniforms ready to meet these in
countercharge. Under those ten thousand
orses are their hoofs, iron-shod and piti-

Lss, beneath whose furious tread the

plain is soon to quiver. Again on each
lope of the open field the bugles sound.
!*en thousand sabres leap from scabbards

ind glisten in the sun. The trained
orses chafe their restraining bits, and as

the bugle notes sound the charge, their
lostrils dilate and their flanks swell in
ympathetie impulse with the dashing

riders. "Forward!” shouts the command-
er. Down the lines and through the col-
umns in quick succession ring the echoing

(Continued on Sixth P^sge.)
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