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LEE OFFERS FREEDOM TO SLAVES AND
COMPENSATION TO OWNERS
LEE,

92.

War.

ROBERT

E.

Great General of the Civil

Broadside, Folio,

Petersburg,

Va.

(1865).

Here General Lee

offers freedom
and undisturbed residence at their old homes in the Confederacy after the War "Not the Freedom of Sufferance, but honorable and self won by the gallantry and devotion which grateful citizens will
never cease remember or reward". The owners
are promised a suitable compensation in cash.
We never heard of this broadside, could not find
it
mentioned in any of the bibliographies consulted.

what
print

It

is

a

lengthy broadside

setting

forth

We
expected from Slaves and owners.
only a few significant paragraphs LIKELY

is

UNIQUE.

59.00.

The Undersigned have been ordered by Genl. Lee
establish a

recruiting

office

in

this

city

to

....

The Comanding General deems the prompt organization
of as large a force of Negroes as can be spared, a measure of the utmost importance
To the owners .... Asks of them only a sacrifice of
means To the slaves is offered freedom

A DEED

OF EMANCIPATION MUST ACCOMPANY EACH RECRUIT
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BUMEEHBEM
WHEN

Robert. E. Lee surrendered to Ulysses

S. Grant at Appomattox Court House
seventy-live years ago on the ninth of April,
was there luck and ability to toot a bugle explained
my presence. As far as I know, I am the last survivor.
Running away from home, I had enlisted in Company H, 5th U. S. Cavah-y, in June, 1862. 1 gave my
name as Charles M. Seaver, and my age as eighteen,
knowing that the Army shared my family's opinion
that a fif teen-year-old was too young for war. Sixteen months of stiff campaigning incapacitated me as
I

;

a fighting private, so I transferred to Company F as
a bugler, a change that ultimately brought me to

Appomattox.
In the spring of '64, my
with Companies B and K,

new company, together
all under command of

Capt. Julius W. Mason, was assigned as escort to
Lieutenant General Grant. We found that the escort
was for work, not show; we carried dispatches,
guarded headquarters, had charge of the staff officers'
supply wagons and commissary, erected and struck
tents, and performed any miscellaneous tasks asGold braid and fanfare was not General
Grant's idea of soldiering; he was a matter-of-fact
who never worried how he looked or what

signed.

soldier

others thought of

Under

Army

it.

Ins direction, the forward

Potomac, begun on
more than eleven months

of the

movement

May 4,

of the

1864, ended

I

got just the drift of

the reading, which in-

dicated that the Con-

federate leader had
agreed to meet General
Grant, but evidently
the staff officers construed this to be assur-

ance of surrender, for
every last man of them
burst into cheers, while
we joined heartily. The

only one who took no
part in the impromptu
celebration
eral Grant,

amusement.
There was a halfdecayed log lying by
the roadside, and Grant
sat down on it, calmly
pulled a cigar from his
cigar case, and, request-

ing one of his staff

from

were behind us; the siege of Petersburg was over,
ended by the battle of Five Forks, when Lee's thin,
stubborn lines were finally broken. Evacuating
Richmond and Petersburg, Lee tried desperately to
lead his hungry, decimated columns west, but we
pressed him too hard. We caught up with them at
Appomattox and the end was in sight; we were sure
that the dwindling, but still unbeaten, forces of Lee
could not escape. On that day there was an exchange
of messages between the Federal and Confederate

handed

commanders.

his pocket, hastily

wrote a reply.
it

a War Ended

Babcock,

with orders to take a
few members of the

headed by CapMason, and ride
advance of the

escort,

tain

on

of the ninth, the major part of
left behind to guard the headthe escort
wagon train, and the rest of us started out
with the general and Ins si alT along the rear of the main
army. We had gone several miles when a horseman
at top speed was seen coming from our front lines as
he drew near, I recognized him as a young lieutenant,
of General Meade's staff. He pulled his horse back on
its haunches and handed a paper to Grant. We knew
that a decision from Lee was expected on a proposed

quarters'

;

conference with Grant, and we jumped to the natural
conclusion that it had finally come.
We crowded about the general in an effort to

the

answer;

all

of us,

He bU

in

rest of the party to lo-

S

eoe,

Confederate
It happened that I was the only bugler present, and so
cate

the

commander.

to

my

satisfaction, for

I

I

was eager

Southern cause.
Babcock, carrying a white flag, such as it was, took
his place beside Mason and me, and off we went toward the enemy's lines. Whether Lee was sparring
for time was a matter of conjecture. We were, therefore, prepared for any eventuality; and, at a word
from Captain Mason, I carried my bugle in one hand
to sound the call to arms if we found that the
Johnnies were trying to escape. That call woidd have
been echoed all along our lines, and it would have
been suicidal for them if they had attempted a getto see the great leader of the

ON THE morning
was

learn

He

to Lt. Col.

Orville E.

went along, much

How

who

stood near by to furnish him a sheet of paper, he dug up a pencil

later. The battles of
little
The Wilderness, Spottsylvania and Cold Harbor

a

was Genwho merely

looked on with bland

without doubt, be-

Grant held in his hand the decision
it was to be peace or continued warfare. He
read the message, but I was wholly unable to get
from his countenance a clue to its contents. Then he
handed the paper to a staff officer, who hurriedly
scanned the words, aud, in a voice surcharged with

lieving that

whether

excitement, read aloud to his associates the fateful
response of General Lee.

We had ridden about three quarters of a mile from
the patch of houses whe^ a few hundred yards
ahead, we saw a little party of gray-clad figures, and
several horses by tl\e roadsiclle. One of the men was
sitting

holding the bridle reins of two

the three horses.

At

accompanied by a trooper of the escort.
"I'll wager that's General Lee," said the captain,
with a glance at me. " Let us hope tilings turn out all
right."

and outnumbered five to one.
We swung around to the south and

any

1

wing

'of

a gesture from Colonel Babcock, Mason ordered a
halt, and the staff officer, his white flag conspicuously
displayed, rode on toward the gray-clad horsemen,

away, for the Federal troops had them bottled up
to the left

tree. A companion stood near
man— evidently an orderly— was

under a small

by, while a third

took a firmer grip on my bugle, to be ready for
possible emergency, my eyes glued to the scene
As the two Federals neared the spot, the
beneath the tree arose and Babcock and he ex-

of our forces, passing through the little settlement of

before me.

Appomattox Court House, slumbering in the spring
sunshine, and soon to awaken to discover itself famous. Out toward the right flank of the Confederates
we galloped, every man alert. As we neared their
lines, the woods and hills shut off a view of the Union
troops, but wo could see some Confederates on the
hillside in the distance. The headquarters' tents of
Lee were plainly visible, though I could see no other

man

shelters.

his picture, and, of course,

salutes. The latter was tall, erect and of
For a few moments they carried on
what appeared to be a friendly conversation, much
and then the entire group started down

changed

fine physique.

to our relief;

the road toward us.
It was not difficult to recognize the famous commander of the Army of Northern Virginia. I had seen

(continued on Page
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arise
in

from such situations as now exist

Germany.

And
mean

seems lo them, as

they'

warned

that the efficiency of the

a military dictatorship

would

the end of Hitler's supreme
power, and probably the end of his
political party. What is the most effective means of guarding against a
military dictatorship? Hiinmler foresaw the answer a decade ago, when he
began building up his S.S. guards and,
later, his Gestapo. For Himmler has
always thought in the terms of the
supremacy of the Nazi Party.
But what is best for the Nazi Party
is not necessarily best for Germany.

That is what some of the army commanders believed when they protested

November against Himmler's inin battle areas. The one
problem they had in mind was how to
conduct a war most efficiently. And it
last

terference

Hitler,

German army

was jeopardized by the system of divided authority which Himmler's aggressivencss had established.
The decision went against the

commanders

last

army

November, but

it is

unlikely that they have changed their
opinions. For a great many Germanarmy officers have had firsthand experience in Russia, where they helped
to train the Red army for several years
before Hitler came to power. They saw
in Russia what happens to an army

when

political

flMEO

policemen undermine

the authority of its general staff. They
recognize that there is a deadly parallel
between what happened in Russia before the Red-army purges and what
has begun to happen in Germany since
the present war began.
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knowing that we had gone out to meet
him,

I

could

identity.

make no mistake

He measured up

—

as to his

fully to

my

expectations and those expectations
were rather elaborate, I assure you.
Though I was a lad of only eighteen, I
had been in fifteen or sixteen battles
during three years, and had come to
have a wholesome esteem for the
Johnny rebs and their leader. In my
active imagination, he had become a
sort of legendary figure. It had been
his remarkable generalship that had
prolonged the war far beyond its expected limits, and he loomed big and
menacing as an opponent.
Well, there he was in person, he and
Traveler; he was riding to meet his
conqueror to negotiate terms of surrender for him the last scene of the
last act of the war drama. His companion, needless to add, was Colonel
Marshall, of his staff.
And what a brave pair of thoroughbreds Lee and Traveler were! That
horse would have attracted attention
anywhere. He was a sturdy gelding,
deep of chest, with small head and feet,
and his color was appropriately Confederate gray, with the exception of
mane and tail, which were black; a
combination that made him a very
striking and handsome animal. And
when his master was in the saddle, take
it from an old Federal trooper, it was a
picture that was worth seeing.
General Lee's uniform was immaculate and he presented a superb martial
figure. But it was the face beneath the
gray felt hat and hair that made the
deepest impression on me; I say this
because I can still recall it vividly. I
have been trying to find a single word
that describes it, and I have concluded
that "benign" is the adjective I am
after; because that means kindly, gracious; and despite its sternness on that
day of long ago, I would still call his
expression benign. And yet, I remember
well that there was something else
about him that aroused my deep pity
that so great a warrior should be ac-

—

*

knowledging defeat.

We

joined the little party and rode
back to the settlement. Appomattox
Court House was a pretentious name
for what then was a row of six or seven
houses, and now is less. As we passed
the first house, we overtook a man, a
Mr. McLean, who was walking along
the street, and Colonel Marshall reined
up beside him and told him that General Lee desired a room where he could
hold a conference with Grant. Mr.
McLean was astounded, both at the

news and at the appearance

of blue and
gray clad soldiers riding together. He
stared at the Confederate commander
for a moment in silence, and looked
over the Union contingent, as if in
search of liis famous adversary. Then
he pointed to the nearest house, went
to the door and knocked.
A woman answered the summons,
and, after a brief talk with her neighbor, she invited the two Southerners to
enter; but evidently the interior was
unsatisfactory, for Lee and his com-

t*; >a
Scratch your scalp now if you dare! If your
Imgcrnails show uglv dandruff scales, you
need 3-action Wildrooi-with-Oil! 3 action
because it removes loose dandruff, relieves dryness, grooms the hair. Wildroolwith-Oil is the original Wildroot formula
plus pure vegetable oils lo keep hair neatly
in place without building up grease on the
scalp. Get Wildroot-with-Oi) today while
rln- -•ii-jlunul bargain i.fhr l,i-l-'

panion quickly came out, and Marshall
requested McLean to direct them elsewhere. We rode slowly on until our
guide stopped before a substantial
brick house and iuformed us that he
there

lived

and would be happy

WILDROOT

CO.. BUFFALO.

to

offer its use.

It was an old-fashioned structure
with chimneys at the gable ends; and,
running along the front, a piazza
painted white, with six wooden pillars
supporting it. Broad steps, about eight
yards wide and seven or eight in num-

up to the platform; and there
was a generous yard, partly enclosed
by a picket fence, with several large
trees standing sentinel-like about it.
General Lee and the colonel dismounted and, preceded by McLean,
went into the house, leaving their
horses in charge of the orderly; and we
Yanks returned to the roadway to
await the coming of Grant and his
ber, led

party.
It
it

was perhaps ten minutes

later

been only five — when the
commander rode up with a few
other members of the

may have

Federal

staff officers, the

escort

and

several

among whom were

Union

generals,

Phil

Sheridan,

George Custer, Weslev Merritt and

Edward Grd.
There were three members of that
tittle group who would probably attract attention anywhere; two of them
for their noteworthy personal appearance and the third both for his appearance and reputation. The first of these
was Custer, the "dandy cavalier" of
the Federal cavalry. A low-cut, genercollar, a red necktie that begged

'Someone ought to tell him
about Shorts with 'Gr/ppers'f"
would never have happened

ous

This

buckskin breeches and a
velvet jacket were usually his dress-up
uniform; and topping this elaborate
array was a patrician face with mustache and small goatee, and a head of
luxuriant vellow hair that fell halfwav
to his shoulders.
Effeminate, you
might say, but there was nothing
feminine about Custer. He was a daredevil on horseback, who feared nothing, dared anything, and defied death

he'd asked for shores with grippers fasteners. No
buttons to sew on
no torn button holes to mend—

for notice,

social blunder

if

—

grippers are neater, quicker and completely laundryproof. Why be a "button victim"? Ask your local
dealer for shorts with GRIPPHRS today!

GRIPPERS
'THE SNAP FASTENERS THAT END "BUTTON BOTHER"

FORT

ERIE,

ONI.
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with reckless abandon. It was this
utter disdain of caution that lured him
and Ids command to tragic massacre in
1876.

And

there was Ely S. Parker, of the
an aide and military secretary to
man of superb physique and
titan strength, a full-blooded Seneca
Indian, a descendant of Red Jacket,
famous Indian chieftain. He had the
so-called copper hue of his race, their
long black hair and dark brown eyes.
Grant had no one in his official household more devoted to him than the
stoical Parker. He was a man of education and culture, a willing worker,
md always courteous to the lads of the
sport. It was he who, in his excellent
landwriting, copied the terms of surrender from the rough draft prepared
staff,

Grant, a

by the Federal commander.
Phil Sheridan— "Little Phil"— the
dynamic leader of the cavalry of the
Army of the Potomac, was the third of
the trio; and he was a general who always had my respect and enthusiastic
admiration. He was a pint-sized little
fellow out of the saddle, a youngster of
thirty-four years, about live feet four
in height and one hundred and thirty
pounds in weight, but he had a strong
Irish face. Put him on his horse, the
splendid black charger, Rienzi, and he
at once became a warrior of heroic proportions. And how that horse could
travel, and how that lad could ride!

No wonder

that

Thomas Buchanan

Read had to resort to poetry to
justice to horse and man.

do

Grant looked an old and battered
campaigner as he rode into the yard.
His single-breasted blouse of blue
flannel was unbuttoned at the throat
and underneath.it could be seen his
shirt or undershirt, whichever it was;
his top boots were spattered with mud,
and splotches of mud were on his
trousers. Unlike Lee, he wore neither
sword nor sash, and the only marks of
his rank were his shoulder straps.
Colonel Babcock informed his superior that General Lee was awaiting
him in the house, and without more
ado Grant climbed the steps, Babcock
alone accompanying him.
A few minutes later, however, the
staff officer came to the doorway and
beckoned to the other officers, inviting

them

inside.

was now about two o'clock, and
fellows who were on the outside
in for a long and anxious session
of waiting. They say that the watched
pot never boils, and it is certainly true
It

we

were

definitely. The day was very warm for
early April, and the sun, which of late

had been blotted out by heavy rain
clouds, was brightly shining in a very
clear sky. Spring 'was with us at last,
trees were putting on a tinge of
green, the buds showing plentifully on
the branches. It was good to be alive
on April 9, 1865, and it would be better
still if this was the end of four years'
war. It was Sunday and the Sabbath
stillness brooded over the land, a welcome relief from the din and hustle
and carnage of recent fighting.
There we were, a group of eager
troopers in blue, and a lone orderly in
gray. When three o'clock came and
went, I began to wonder if our enthusiasm had exploded too quickly. It did

and the

not seem necessary to take all that
time in deciding whether Lee should
surrender or not. With the thoughtlessness of youth, I assumed that such a
decision would be the matter of but a
at the
half hour

most.

—

Four o'clock and the door opened.
Out came General Lee and Colonel
Marshall, with somber faces. The conference was ended, but with what results?

Before the war began, and for some
time before, Lee had been lieutenant
colonel of the Second Cavalry, stationed in Texas. That outfit must have
been the crack regiment of the American Army, for the roster of its officers
included Albert Sidney Johnston, the
colonel whose promising career was
cut short at Shiloh; Lee, William J.
Hardee, the senior major; George H.

Thomas, "the Rock

of

CLickamauga,"

junior major; Earl Van Dora, KirbySmith, Fitzhugh Lee, John B. Hood
and George Stoneman, captains and
lieutenants. Several members of our
escort, Lieutenant Churchill, Sergeant

Brown and Corporal Sam Howe, had
served in the Second under Lieutenant
Colonel Lee, and none had lost any of
his high regard for his former commander.

That lad Howe,

earlier in the war,

had been captured and marched off to
Richmond. It was Ids boast that because he was a one-time member of the
Second Cavalry, he was quickly paroled, given the freedom of the city,
and shortly afterward, through exchange of prisoners, allowed his liberty.
Now, as General Lee came from the
house, his soldierly figure erect, even in
(Continued on. Page 901
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ARCH
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Every Cot

must

in the sky,

die;

a strife the coward flees,
heaven's a quiet places

I have a love for things like these:
sudden wind in the waiting trees,
And a wet leaf blown in my face.

But

CALLOUSES, PAINS HERE?
Cramps

I

is

And

JU5C5, paios or

hung

a lilac blowing,

think of the day that

know I must leave here by and by,
And I have no will for the going.

Earth

Foot Trouble

O

God,

My

let

heaven be not too

heart is^so

full

still;

of mirth!

my friends be gay and my birds sing
Or make me young again, if You will,
For one more life on earth.
Let

IQ40

that anxious waiting for the verdict
seemed to prolong the outcome in-

shrill
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defeat, these three chaps stiffened up
and gave him a salute, and the man in

gray courteously returned it. I thought
at the time that it was a fine thing for

them and him to do. At the moment
his soul must have been heavy with
sorrow

—

away, listening to the comment

gle fruitless

our

—

We

lines.

That night was one of the happiest I
have ever known, and I will wager that
the same statement goes for every man
on the Union side. A gun salute in celebration had been started by enthusiasts in the late afternoon, but Grant
had put a stop to it, presumably out of

—

Perhaps you can imagine

NEED SOCKS ? PHONE REALSILK

,/r,

consideration for the feelings of the
other fellows. But, before darkness fell
and afterward, there was music
patriotic selections played by the regimental bands and a general jubilaWhen I sounded tops, that
tion.
sweetest of all bugle calls, the notes had
scarcely died away when from thf distance it must have been From General
came, silvery dear,
1-ree's headquarters
the same call; and, decile the sadnes>
of the hour to the boys on the other
side, I have a notion that the\ like the
Yanks, welcomed the end of hostilities
and the coming of peace.
Perhaps I should end my story right
here, but I want to add my bit to what
has been published concerning the powwow of Union and Confederate generals
at the McLean house on the day following the surrender. The reader may
recall that General Grant, several of
the Federal generals, and members of
his staff and escort rode out to the
Confederate lines for a further conference; after which Grant went back to
headquarters, while some of our officers
and men remained behind to chat with
acquaintances in Lee's army. Lieutenant Churchill, Brown and Howe
were among these fortunates, they
having received permission to enter the
camp of the Confederates. Later on,
Sam told me that he had enjoyed a
brief talk with General Lee, and was lie

v^sr
^=^^
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—

my

re-

to the spectacle, after three
years of desperate fighting, to see three
of the most famous Southern leaders,
within twenty-four hours of Lee's surrender, shaking hand- with Grant and

action

—

iRFeal5ilk Socks

of his

subordinates, and occasionally offering
a remark of his own in his matter-offact way. Things had turned out as he
had wished and planned.
w-ere soon to witness a remarkable get-together party on that old
front, porch and in that spacious yard.
I doubt that anywhere in history can
we find a similar gathering. The absentees had returned, and they had
brought with them several of their late
antagonists, riders in gray, but a few
hours before foes of the Union; not as
prisoners, not even as enemies, but as
old friends and comrades. I remember
how amazed I was as I saw that strange
company; and when I learned that
among them were Longstreet, Pickett
and Gordon well, it certainly seemed
impossible.

the years of desperate strugand yet he could return
the salute of Yankee troopers.
I heard Sergeant
Brown say, after
the departure of Lee and Marshall, that
the former had called him by name as
he recognized him: and several of the
old boys remarked that it was a noteworthy circumstance that members of
his former Texas command should be
the first to meet him after the surrender of his army.
We quickly learned the happy news,
and it spread like wildfire through the
army. Cheers could be heard all along

SOME

OF EACH

occurred on and about that friendly
piazza. Grant sat down and lighted a
cigar. Three or four of his staff brought
out chairs and the little party relaxed
into lively conversation. Grant was
the picture of contentment as he puffed

—

proud of it!
I was one of the group that returned
with General Grant, and I was a most
interested observer of everything that

chatting like long-absent neighbors
with him and other Federal generals.
Naturally, I made a careful inspection of that formidable tno: Longstreet, rightly called " Lee's

&

StOCkily

built,

war horse,"
well-bearded fellow,
ake
-Ith<

argument or

fight; Pickett, the leader
of that heroic- charge at Gettysburg,

whose handsome face, with its mustache and chin whiskers and goatee,
with thick hair that reached well nigh
to his coat collar, made him a compos-

and poet; and Gordon,
the hard-hitting John B., who, in civilian clothes, would be taken for a judge
or a doctor a thinker, at any rate
and who had every earmark of a man
ite of soldier

—

who would go through

hell and high
ordered to do so by his suand never ask the reason why.
And how Abe Lincoln would have

water,

if

perior,

enjoyed that confab! Like Grant, lie
would have grasped the hands of those
soldiers in Confederate gray and welcomed them back home. Had he been
spared, there would have been no
Reconstruction.
Soldiers don't cany hatred; they
leave that to the stay-at-homes. We
learned that in the next twenty years.
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as he read, rolled away. Yee Ming was
held for murder. The lame soldier, with'
unidentified Chinese, had gained admission to Soong Y'in's house, and
killed him before guards could drive
off. The shooting had attracted
A. O'Rourke, although the
hatchetmen had tied before O'Rourke
could arrive on the scene. Yee Ming had
been found in his room, had not resisted.
Johnny's cigarette turned bitter. Pie
should have found the patrolman and
informed him of the men and the
car. If he had done that, the officer
would have kept an eye on the house;
the gem dealer would lie alive.
"An attempted alibi," the story continued, "broke down when witnesses

them

officer J.

agreed the taciturn Chinese left a restaurant shortly before midnight. The
attack, however, did not take place
Captain
until fifteen minutes later.
Boyle, Chinatown Squad, refuses to
comment on reasons behind the alleged
murder, nor as to whether tong warfare
between
the
involved
will break out
families. Additional officers have been
assigned to Chinatown."
Hammond glanced at the clock, and
hastily paid his cheek. Hang it, there
hadn't been enough time for Ming to

have found friends, a ear, gone to Soong
but if it had
Y'in's, argued at length
been managed, Yu Hao's lover had
gone in just to see how a later attack
(Continued on Page 92'
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