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idea of his person, his habits and his char-
acter. ‘There was, as his sister-in-law, Mar-
garet J. Preston, wrote, a certain military
precision about him that made him a little
stiff in manner; there was a certain reti-
cence that comes with deep spiritual con-
viction. But there was a charm of courtesy
about him, a considerateness for others, that
never failed. Disciplinarian though he was
in camp, the devotion of others to duty
always brought forth the soft side to the
character of **Stonewall™ Jackson.

These qualities early manifested them-
selves. In fact, the development of General
Jackson was simply the deepening of certain
tendencies well known to his associates at
West Point. He had indefatigable persis-
tence which brought him, during his four
years as a cadet, from the rank of very
. mediocre student to seventeenth in a class
of seventy. This perseverance won the
respect of his classmates, one of whom in
after years declared that had “Old Jack”
stayed another ycar he would have been at
the head of his class.

“You may be,” said this nian of ability,
“whatever you resolve to be.” That was
his motto while at West Point. Through-
out his life, General Jackson had a great
deal of race pride, as well as of State pride,
and from his earliest yvouth he seemed
possessed with the determination to make
the most of himsclf. The accounts of his
early life have been exaggerated and inten-
siied. He has been represented as an
orphan boy whose hardships were of the
sorest kind. While it is true that he was
orphaned and left penniless at an early age,
he always had tender care from his relatives.
He found an excellent home with an uncle,
who was prosperous and very generous to
the boy, who was brought up on the best
the country could afford at that period.
The Jacksons were a sterling, strong-
minded people, who came over from Eng-
land in the eighteenth century, locating
in what is now West Virginia. At the
outbreak of the war it was my husband’s
strong desire to be assigned duty in his
native section where loyalty to the Con-
federacy was not all that 1t should have
been, and where he thought he might he
able to render the greatest service. The
Jacksons bore their part as soldiers in the
war of the American Revolution, and later
represented the government in Congress.

Upon graduating in 1846, at the age of
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twenty-two, the young man with his whole
class at West Point was ordered to Mexico

- for service. With Jackson went McClellan,

A.P.Hill, Pickett, and Maury among others,
and they were to have their first taste of
war together. So very enthusiastic was he
with the idea of military service that he
feared the war might not last long enough
for him to prove his mettle. At that time he
was full of ambition, but his taste for war
was thoroughly subdued after two years
of bloody strife.  When the clouds of con-
flict were thrcatening to break over the
Union in 1801, I heard him say with all
earnestness, “ Oh, how I do deprecate war!”
However, he distinguished himself beyond
all expectation in the struggle with Mexico,
and for gallantry and meritorious conduct
returned a full-fledged Major.  Maybe this
was a surprise to some of his West Point
comrades who could recall the aloofness of
“Old Jack.” For thelatter while a student,
when he was not ardéntly engaged in his
work, was busy penning a set of rules which
would be to him a moral code in life.  Fur-
thermore, they must have been amazed
to see their associate, who while a cadet,
was never known to speak to a lady during
the whole time he was at West Point,
becoming the gallant as soon as he entered
the city of Mexico in 1847. In fact Major
Jackson fell under the spell of a sefiorita of
the gay capital and barely escaped avowing
himself. But he did escape, with some
knowledge of the language and with a few
romantic mementoes.

When he returned from Mexico, he was
stationed at Fort Hamilton, New York.
He had left behind him the only record of
the only lic he ever told his men. It was
at the storming of Chapultepec—the mo-
ment of greatest tension—and he assured
his men that there was no danger whatever:
no sooner had he spoken than a cannon
ball swept between his legs. The truth-
fulness of General Jackson was carried to
its greatest point.  He never let anvone
know his plans, but he never said anything
he did not mean.  Even in the keeping of
appointments he was always punctilious
and would go to any trouble to let people
hear from him if he happened to be delayed.

It wus while at Fort Hamilton that
General Jackson's thoughts again turned
to religion. Had he been in any way en-
dowed with the gift of oratory, he might
have been a minister, but though, through
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GENERAL STONEWALL JACKSON.

AY AUTOSRAPE LETTER FROM VISCOUNT (GRNERAL) WOLSELEY,
CoOMMANDER-TN-CHIEF OF TRE ARMIES
oF Grear BrrTaIN.

Preston meant when she wrote: “We
sometimes used to charge him with losing
sight of the perspective of things. Not
drawing the distinctions that men gener-
ally do between small and great, he laid as
much stress upon truth in the abstract,
asinvolved in the most insignificant words
or actions of his daily life, as in the most
solemn and important.”

When he went abroad in 1856, his pass-
port took cognizance of a tall, erect man,
with blue eyes and a soft brown beard.
Those who met him found him wonder-
fully punctilious. Whenever he passed a
woman, whether he knew her or not, he
bowed to her; whenever a woman entered
a room, he rose until she was seated. This
might have been done with artificiality,
had there not been that about “Stone-
wall” Jackson which was representative
of the deepest humility. As he said, he
had no genius for seeming. He did not
impose his beliefs upon others. Asin bat-
tle, so in life, he placed upon himself his
strictest demands. One of his strong be-
liefs was that the mails should not be

Ar:markable testimony of appreciation of “*Stonewall”
Jiskon. the trusted leader of men and the master-mind
o srategy. written by Vis. Wolseley, to Mrs. Jack-
01121895, Jackson is called an American Cromwell

t&eer will, he overcame his aversion to speak-

iz in public, he was in no sense a public

swzier.  After being transferred to Fort
de. Florida, only a short time elapsed
te’ re he resigned from the army to accept

fesorship in the Virginia Military In-
sitite at Lexington. In this delightful and
C.iured little town he spent ten useful and
oy vears.  For it had been his strong
aition to establish a home of his own.
Li.naz this period of his life he was greatly
eaierned with the church.  Having become
Preshyteriun, he devoted much of his time
altention to activities attendant upon
.ies as a deacon and as a teacher in the
1v school.  He did not believe in danc-
save in the privacy of his home; he
ied the principle of giving one-tenth of
k- income to the Christian cause; he was
tremely conscientious in every small detail
“ichhadtodowith life.  That is what Mrs.
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194 Hearst's
General Lee, he could not draw his sword
against Virginia, and both realized that the
Old Dominion was destined to be the battle-
field and bear the brunt of the cruel struggle
soon to follow. God only knows the sacri-
fices they made, these two men of the Con-
federacy! They counted all else as naught
compared with their idea of duty. Said
General Jackson: “What is life without
honor; degradation is worse than death!”

It has been said that General Jackson
fought for slavery and for the Southern
Confederacy with the firm conviction that
both would endure. This statement is
only partly true. I am confident that he
would never have fought if slavery had been
the sole issue of the secession movement;
I am confident that he did not believe in
the perpetuation of the institution though
he recognized its Bible sanction. He found
slavery a responsibility and he never shirked
it —always considerate of his servants
and always loved by them.

He left his home for the war on Sunday,
April 21, 1861. Never shall I forget it,
for he never crossed the threshold again.
And I returned to my father’s house to wait
and watch like all other Southern women of
the time. In 1859, my husband, with the
Institute cadets, had witnessed the hanging
of John Brown, and with that characteristic
attitude of his even in battle, as the end
came he said, “I sent up the petition that
he might be saved.” This deeply religious
attitude .was characteristic of the times.
Was it not General Pendlicton, for instance,
who exclaimed as he gave an order to fire,
“ Lord, have mercy upon their souls!” Im-
mediately he took command at Harper’s
Ierry, a post of importance. ‘“Who is this
Major Jackson?”’ asked some one in the
Cenfederate Convention, and the answer
came from another: “He is one who if you
ordered him to hold a post will never leave
it alive to be occupied by the enemy.”

After General Jackson lay wounded, and
the Army was well-nigh shattered by the
news, General Lee said to a friend: “Tell
him to make haste and get well, and come
back to me as soon as he can.  He has lost
his left arm, but I have lost my right arm.”
With Jackson’s appearance in the Shenan-
doah Valley began that carcer which has
heen called * the hope of the Confederacy.”
He throbbed up and down the Valley in
a manner almost miraculous, exhibiting
an alertness of mind, a power of divining

Google

Magazine

what the enemy would do, hardiy short
of inspirational. If he was stern, it was
for the Cause that he let his head overrule
his heart. Never once did he himsclf ask
for furlough, and it was several months aiter
the birth of his daughter that I was able
to come to him in camp—the sccond visit
I paid him while he was in service, and the
last until I hastened to his bedside.  Hence
it was not hardness that made him refusc
the furlough to others. One of his Mujors
received news of death in his family and
asked for leave. “From me you have a
friend’s sympathy,” wrote Jackson, “and
1 wish the suffering condition of our coun-
try permitted me to show it. But we must
think of the living and of those who are
to come after us. ... It is necessary
that you should be at your post immedi-
ately.”

It was at Harper’s Ferry that the Gen-
eral’s horse “Fancy” became a figure in
the war~a compactly built, round and fat
little creature with wonderful powers of
endurance. He went through every cam-
paign with the General, and when, at the
battle of Chancellorsville, the sorrel was
found wandering on the field, he was sent
to the family and lived until 1886, the
spoiled pet of all with an instinct for mis-
chief that was surprising. “Old Sorrel”
died at the Soldiers’ Home in Richmond,
and the body was sent to a taxidermixt for
preservation.

A short time before the first battle of
Bull'Run, Jackson, who had alrcady been
promoted to a colonelcy, was made Briga-
dier General. A brother officer had said «f
him, in the Mexican War, that he had been
promoted oftener than any other. Now,in
rapid succession, the same thing occurred;
in quick order he passed from Major Gen-
cral to Lieutenant General, which rank he
bore at the time of his death. It was at the
first battle of Bull Run that General
Jackson received the baptism of fire that
left him with a name—a name which sup-
planted even that his parents gave him at
his birth. An officer, eye-witness of the
tragic scene, tells the story:

* Mighty masses of the enemy were surg-
ing forward like angry waves against
Jackson’s line which was holding fast like
an immovable rock, despite the terrific
onslaught!  Oh, the sublimity of that
scene! the shouting of the combatants, the
thunder of the guns that shook the carth!
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of love. “Moses,” exclaimed one of the
men, “took forty years to lead the Israel-
ites through the wilderness, with manna
to feed them on; ‘Old Jack’ would have
double-quicked through it on half rations
in three days.” He was never boastful,
and went quietly to work to overcome the
boastfulness of the Federal General Pope.
He was not so sectional that he could not
recognize the excellence of the other side.
He was too much the general not to see the
impregnable positions of his opponents;
he never deceived himself, even though he
was inclined to adopt a more aggressive
policy than his associates. Many times his
forces were in precarious positions—never
what they should have been in numbers.
Yet it was through his efforts that they made
their way down the Valley between files of
the enemy, and gained their point of van-
tage. From the northern part of Virginia,
he was called to the aid of Lee around Rich-
mond. It was he that helped to make Mc-
Clellan’s Peninsular campaign a failure.

General Jackson was always on the alert.
His old body servant, Jim, used to say he
could always tell when there was to be
a battle. “The General,” he declared,
“is a great man for praying, night and
morning—all times. But when I see him
get up several times in the night besides,
to go off and pray, then I know there is
going to be something to pay: and I go
straight and pack his haversack, because I
know he will call for it in the morning.”

He was, as others havesaid, *asgentle and
gracious as Lee, as silent and taciturn as
Grant, as daring and audacious as Stuart
and Sheridan, and with it all there was an
intensity of religious fervor that belonged
to the seventeenth century rather than to
the nineteenth.” He was the perfect
gentleman that others called him.  So great
was the modesty of the famous general
that he found his greatness embarrassing.
Whenever his soldiers caught sight of him,
they rent the air with their cheers.

It seems incredible that in the space of
three months of the summer of 1802, Jack-
son swept down the Valley, fought and won
the battles of Cross Keys and Port Republic;
marched to Richmond and bore a conspic-
uous part in the seven days’ battles; then
turnced north toward Washington, and won
the battle of Cedar Run, and the second
great struggle on the battletield of Bull Run
and after a march to Frederick, Marvland,
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the one rare time he departed from the
soil of Virginia, returned to Harper's Ferry,
completing a circuit of toil and heroism
and victory. Incessant vigilance and sleep-
less nights were undergone. Often he
would hold on to a fence and rest his wearied
head upon his arm for a moment’s sleep.
But he was ever present. In fact his let-
ters were often addressed to him “ Every-
where.” Wherever he and his soldiers
passed, gifts were bestowed upon him—
horses, harness, clothes, socks, fruit, and
other things. He was loath to be show-
ered with public recognition. But often
the humor of things would impress him.
While around Richmond, his troops had
to cut through a field of oats, and the irate
farmer hurled anathema on the head of
the General. “What's your name?’” he
shouted, in rage. ‘Jackson,” came the
quiet reply. “What Jackson?” “ General
Jackson,” was the imperturbable answer.
“What! ‘Stonewall’ Jackson?” “That's
what they call me.” Off came the farm-
er’s hat: “General Jackson, ride over my
whole field. Do whatever you like with
it, sir!” This is the love they bore him.
And they followed where he led—and that
was usually where the battle was thickest.
And the loss seemed always to be heaviest
there. Another Confederate victory fol-
lowed at Fredericksburg.

After the battle of Antietam, I.ee had
withdrawn across the Potomac into Vir-
ginia again. McClellan, according to Wash-
ington, having failed to push his advantages
was superseded by Burnside, who promptly
advanced on Fredericksburg, and on the
13th of December, 1862, General Jackson
rode forth to battle, clad in an elegant new
uniform, the gift of General J. E. B. Stuart.
A vivid account of the conflict has been
furnished by a young Confederate othcer:

“The whole battlefield was the most
dramatic and imposing tableau I ever®
witnessed. . . . The low grounds of the
Rappahannock below Fredericksburg <pread
into a plain of some miles in width, bounded
by a range of low wooded hills, which term-
inate on the lower side in the Massaponax
low grounds, and on the upper in a series
of rather high and abrupt bluffs next to
the river and above the town. At one point
in this line of hills a wooded marsh projects
far into the plain.

*Imagine now this long line of wooded
hills peopled with men—every little prom-
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