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Sultana Coins Now Shipping! For more information online , 
check out 

--------------.------------------1 www.sultanadisaster.com or 
send me an email at 
sultana@gmail.com. 

Late last week I was happy to 
receive a package that the mail 
man complained to me was a little 
heavy. Inside was my order of 100 
recently minted coins showing Rev. 
Chester Berry on one side, and the 
Sultana on the other. They are cast 
in bronze, have a solid heft, and 
measure L 75" in diameter. 
They are certain to make a fan 

tastic heirloom for Sultana descen 
dents, and, in fact, the coins are a 
great collectible for anyone inter 
ested in the Sultana or the Civil 
War. 

Thanks to everyone who has 
already ordered these coins - some 
have already been sent. For every 
one else, while there are still plenty 
left I'm certain these won't last 
long, so I encourage you to place 
your order soon. In order to al- 
low as many people as possible to 
obtain coins for their family I now 
have a three coin per order maxi 
mum. 

Orders can be placed one of two 
ways - sent by mail with check or 
money order, or online. 

The pricing structure is as follows, 
and includes shipping: 

$10.50 = 1 coin* 
$19.50 = 2 coins* 
$27.50 = 3 coins* 

(*online payments require an ad 
ditional .50 cents per order but save 
you the cost of a stamp!) 

If paying by check or money 
order make them out to me, and 
send to me at 

David Markland 
1800 El Cerrito Pl. #39 
Los Angeles, CA 90068 

Best, 

David Markland, 

(descendant of Cpl. John Hawken, 
58th Ohio Infantry, acting as Guard 
Unit on the Sultana; died.) 

(From the editor: We certainly 
thank David for thinking of this 
unique way to honor the Sultana 
passengers. The permanence of 
a medal is a fine way to pass the 
story on to future generations. 
The coins are beautiful - and have 
lovely antique bronze look. 
To honor survivor and author 

Chester Berry on the medal is 
altogether fitting; ifit wasn't for 
his efforts in 1892 to put together 
eyewitness accounts of his fellow 
soldiers who lived through the di 
saster of April 27, 1865, we would 
know far less about it. 
I also want to compliment 

David on his excellent website 
- www.sultanadisaster.com . He is 
constantly scanning the media to 
alert us to any mention anywhere 
of the Sultana. Visit it oftenl) 

The Sultana Remembered is published quarterly at: 4081 Clark Rd .. Ann Arbor. MI 48105 Subscription: $8. per vear. (email: CW1865@aol.com) 



Two Men of the 6th 
Kentucky Cavalry 

Laurie Bries of Baraboo, Wisconsin, 
great great granddaughter of Cpl. Winfield 
Scott Colvin of the 6th Kentucky Cavalry, 
Co, F, sent the following account (except 
ed here), written by her ancestor. It was 
published in the Kentucky Republican as 
well as the Springfield Sun (September 14, 
1918). Colvin taught school for 45 years 
and died at the age of 71. 

"On the evening of the 26th of April, 
1865, a splendid steamer was lying at the 
wharf in the city of Memphis. Her decks 
were thronged with a vast concourse of 
soldiers, each animated with the pleas 
ing thought, 'Homeward Bound.' They 
remembered that the long struggle was 
closed; that battles, sieges and marches 
were things of the past and that they 
would soon lay aside the trappings of war 
and mingle in society with friends and 
relatives from whom they had long been 
separated. 

Let us give these men more than a 
passing notice. They are representatives 
of the six great commonwealths of Michi 
gan, Ohio, Pennsylvania, Indiana, Ken 
tucky, and Tennessee, who had, some three 
years before, when the tocsin of war rang 
out over our beloved land, exchanged the 
peaceful pursuits to which they had been 
trained, and gone forth with high resolve 
and strong arms to do battle for the flag 
and the Union they loved so well. Behold 
them as they stand on the deck of this 
floating palace. They are no longer strong 
as they used to be. Many of them have 
suffered from wounds, and all of them 
have been inmates of southern prisons. 
Their steps are no longer elastic, and their 
whole aspect proclaims the sufferings they 
have endured .... 
An hour has passed since (the Sultana) 

started on her northern journey, with her 
thousands of brave men sleeping on her 
broad decks, and she has reached a point 
nine miles above Memphis, when an 
explosion, louder and more terrible than 
the largest piece of artillery is capable 
of making, occurs. In an instant all is 
confusion. The screams of women and 
children mingle with the groans of the 
wounded and dying. Brave men rushed 
to and fro in agony of fear. Now the fire 
mounts up through the passage made by 
the exit of the exploded boiler, and as all 
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the boats have been blown away, the men, 
to save themselves from the devouring 
flames, must leap from the deck into the 
turbid waters of the Mighty Mississippi. 
This writer was one of the last to leave 
the burning boat, and never, in his opin 
ion, did human eyes look upon a sadder 
scene ... 

Winfield Scott Colvin 
in his later years. 

I have often been asked how I made 
my escape, and, as it might be of inter- 
est to someone, I will answer it here. I 
was sleeping on (the) upper deck against 
the wheelhouse. When aroused, the first 
I heard were cries that the shore would 
be tried for. But in those very moments 
the boat was burning rapidly. Then 
panic seized most of those on board, and 
each seizing anything that he thought 
would float, threw it into the river and 
jumped after it. I remained until most of 
the men had left the boat, and, as I had 
never learned to swim, unfortunately, 
you will realize that my position was not 
an enviable one. I believed that my time 
had come when I must bid farewell to all 
earthly things. Death was sure, and in 
a short time at that, if I remained on the 
boat There was a possibility, no probabil 
ity, of escape, if I left it. But the thought 
of being burned to death was too horrible 
to contemplate, and I pulled a window 
blind from one of the windows of the 
pilothouse and swung myself down on the 
outside of the boat. But when I got to the 
oooosite cabin windows the fire came out 

of them with such force that I loosened my 
hold and fell into the water. On coming 
to the surface I was seized by some man, 
and after considerable struggle with him I 
released myself and caught a large trunk. 
This soon floated into the wheelhouse and 
I let I go and took hold of the wheel. In 
a short time the wheelhouse burned loose 
and fell over into the river, just as a house 
would tum over on its side. Of about a 
dozen men who were in it, I think I am 
the only one who escaped from it. I finally 
got on top of it and floated down the river 
until about 9:00 o'clock, when I was 
picked up. 

Among those on board were Major 
Fiddler*, Captains McCowan and Par- 
ish, and lieutenant Surber of the Sixth 
Kentucky Cavalry. They had, but their 
bravery and frankness won the esteem and 
confidence of the whole regiment Espe 
cially was this true of Fiddler, who, though 
a lion in battle, possessed all the attributes 
of the Christian gentleman. After the 
explosion he said to Captain McCowan: 
'Mac, I want you to stay with me.' But 
while he was speaking to the Captain, a 
young lady approached the edge of the 
boat and exclaimed, 'My Mother, oh, 
my mother.' The heroic Fiddler could 
not see a lady perish without offering his 
assistance, so he quickly sprang after her 
and that was the last ever seen of either 
of them. Captain Parrish and Lieutenant 
Surber also perished but neither of them 
by drowning or by the explosion." 

Who was Major Fid(d)ler, who 
impressed Colvin so much in the last 
moments of his life? Steve Wright of 
Elizabethtown, Kentucky, who has been 
extensively researching the 6th Kentucky 
Cavalry for a forthcoming book, picks up 
the story: 

"William H. Fidler was just 19 years 
of age when he received his commission 
as the junior major of the Sixth Kentucky 
Cavalry. It is a testament of the high 
esteem and confidence placed in him by 
his former teacher, mentor, and regimental 
commander, Colonel Dennis J. Halisy. 

* the name Fiddler/Fidler was spelled 
alternately two different ways in Civil War 
records. Unlike today, the correct spell 
ing of a last name wasn't a big concern 
back then. For instance, "William H. 
Fiddler/Fidler" is svelled both wavs (he is 
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listed twice) on the online Kentucky Civil 
War Soldiers Index. Cpl. Colvin obvi 
ously thought the name was spelled with 
a double "d." In most other references, 
however, it only has one. 
Major Fidler's intellectual abilities were 
noted early in bis life. However, it was 
not until he donned the uniform of a 
Union officer that his bravery and quali 
ties of leadership became fully recognized. 
Along with bis brothers, his future military 
commander taught the "three Rs-- read 
ing, 'riling and 'rithmatic' --to William 
as a boy, in his hometown of Haysville, 
in Marion county, Kentucky. In the late 
1850s he obtained a further classical 
education under the tutelage of Professor 
Joseph Codell, at the county seat of Leba 
non. 'That classical scholar, rhetorician 
of rhetoricians, a great profound lecture 
on the immortality of the soul .... declared 
that he had never known a young mind to 
open up with so much promise as that of 
W. H. Fidler. He was a lovable charac- 
ter. In bis personality he was extremely 
handsome ... Loyal and gallant ad filled 
with the most exalted principles, he 
early offered himself as a sacrifice on bis 
country's alter.' ... 

During Kentucky's neutrality period, 
between April and September 1961, a war 
of nerves was waged between Unionists 
and Seccessionists in Marion County. A 
Haysville correspondent to the Louisville 
Journal wrote on the 17th of August, 
'The seccessionists here are playing a 
bold hand. They are trying to humbug the 
Union men -but we are too fast for them. 
They tried here to get up a secession com 
pany of cavalry, and to get enough Union 
men with them to get guns for them. I 
understand they are trying this elsewhere. 
Had not Unionists better watch?' In 
response to this threat a company of Home 
Guards were organized at Haysville under 
Captain J. S. Wilson. Fidler was elected 
first lieutenant of the company, which, 
for this precocious young man, was the 
start of a brilliant yet all-too-brief military 
career. 

When (recrui ting began) for a cavalry 
regiment in Lebanon, Kentucky, in July 
1862, William Fidler organized a compa 
ny. In the subsequent organization of the 
new regiment, Colonel Halisy designated 
Fidler as one of his field grade officers, 
with the rank of major. In December the 
town of Lebanon was threatened a second 
time by the forces under Confederate Gen 
eral John Hunt Moman. The Sixth and 
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Ninth Kentucky Cavalry regiments were 
among the forces ... to defend the town and 
its vast amount of army supplies. Major 
Fidler of the Sixth and John T. Ferrris of 
the Ninth were ordered on a reconnais 
sance of Springfield, eleven miles away. 
After arriving a Barbour's Mill, Major 
Fidler, along with two other officers, pro 
ceeded t0 -Springfield with a detachment of 
fifty troops from the Sixth Cavalry. 'Care 
fully feeling his way, he penetrated, with 
his men, to the center of town and almost 
to the center of the rebel encampment. 
He took his men to within fifty yards of a 
rebel battery, took one prisoner, fired into 
the battery - killing two men, as we after 
wards learned from prisoners - skedaddles, 
losing no men, and gaining much valuable 
information A more daring feat than this 
has not been performed during the war.' 
Major Fidler's reputation as a soldier and 
leader of men was unquestionably estab 
lished that day. 

Major William H. Fidler, 
6th Kentucky Cavalry 

Major Fidler continued to do his duty 
as a soldier in the campaigns in Middle 
Tennessee in 1863 under his new com 
mander, Colonel Louis D. Watkins . By 
1864 Fidler was the de facto commander 
of the Sixth, due to illness and reassign 
ment of his superior officers, even though 
bis young age (22) prevented him from ac 
tually being awarded the rank of Colonel. 

During the 1864 Atlanta Campaign the 
Sixth Kentucky Cavalry was assigned, 
alone with the rest of Watkins' cavalrv 

brigade, to protect the railroad commnni  
cations of General Sherman's army against 
the incursions of Confederate cavalry and 
guerrillas. On June 24, a large force of 
Confederate cavalry, under Brig .. General 
Gideon Pillow, attacked Colonel Watkins 
and detachments of his brigade at LaFay 
ette, Georgia. The Union cavalrymen 
fortified themselves as best they could 
in the courthouse square: Watkins with 
one squad holed up behind barriers in the 
courthouse, and Major Fidler with another 
group, in the brick jailhouse. Though 
attacked furiously by a superior force, the 
Yankee troopers held out until reinforce 
ments were sent to their aid lifting the 
siege. Pillow's men lost heavily in the 
fight, as is attested to by their many graves 
in the city cemetery. Major Fidler once 
again proved his worth as a combat 
officer, leading by example. 

In the spring of 1865 the regiment 
was assigned to a brigade commanded by 
Brig. John T. Croxton as part off General 
Wilson's 'Great Cavalry Raid' into Ala 
bama and Georgia. Near Pleasant Ridge, 
Alabama, on April 6, Major Fidler and his 
regiment were operating as the 
rearguard of the brigade when General 
Wirt Adams' cavalry atracked them. A 
number of men from the regiment were 
captured or separated from the brigade, 
including Major Fidler. 'He attempted to 
reach the Federal lines, but the enemy pur 
sued and caught him with bloodhounds ... ' 
After a brief period of incarceration in the 
local county jail, Major Fidler and others 
were sent to Mississippi, where they were 
reunited with other captured members of 
the regiment at a parole camp located at 
Four Mile Bridge, situated on a railroad 
line running to Vicksburg. Hundreds of 
paroled Union soldiers returning from he 
Cahawba and Andersonville prisoner of 
war camps were already encamped there. 
These long-suffering soldiers had the 
misfortune of being placed on the steamer 
Sultana at Vicksburg. Major Fidler, being 
the senior officer in the camp, was placed 
in charge of the all the soldiers being 
transported on the boat. In the middle of 
the night of April 27 the steamer blew her 
boilers, killing and scalding a great num 
ber of men. Major Fidler urged the men 
to remain on the boat as long as possible, 
However, the fire spread rapidly, threaten 
ing to consume drowning men." 

(Three decades later, Cpl. Colvin 
would write bis account of the last minutes 
of Maior Fidler's life. -ed) 
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(Fidler, con't) 
"Fidler's brother Jesse was given leave to 
perform the sad duty of going to Memphis 
to retrieve William's remains. Unfortu 
nately, his body was never found. Thus 
ended the life of a young man so full of 
promise. William Fidler died as he had 
lived- with no thought to his personal 
safety - game to the end." 

GPS Cooridinates 
of the Sultana 
Wreckage 

Bill Hendron, great grandson of Cpl. 
Winfield Scott Colvin, asked if we could 
tell him the GPS coordinates of the place 
where the Sultana lies. Many of you who 
have gone there will remember that the 
site is in an open field near Marion, Arkan 
sas, the Mississippi River having changed 
its course at least several times since 1865. 
Kay Brockwell, Director of Economic 
Development in Marion, kindly sent them 
tome: 

N. 35° 11 '48.05" 
W. 90° 06'35.67" 

A Meeting at the 
Sultana Monument 
in Knoxville 
On April 27 of this year, about 30 people 
attended an informal ceremony at the 
Sultana monument in Mt. Olive Cemetery, 
south of Knoxville, TN, marking the 141st 
anniversary of the day the steamboat 
exploded with about 2,300 people aboard, 
including about 2,100 prisoners of war 
from Andersonville and Cahaba. 

Knoxville attorney Norman Shaw, 
founder of The Sultana Association, had 
the names of two Knoxville soldiers who 
died on the boat added to the monument, 
and they were honored that Thursday. 

A descendant of the two men, John 
Michael Brown said he did not know too 
much about his Sultana ancestors, John 
and William Brown of the 3rd Tennessee 
Cavalry (Union). But did share a family 
story about two other Brown brothers at 
Andersonville Prison in Georgia: "The 
war split our family," he said. At Ander 
sonville one brother guarded another." 
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During the ceremony, Gary Holt and 
William Beard, both Union re-enactors, 
participated in a rifle salute to honor the 
Sultana soldiers. 

Civil War Effects of 
a Sultana Soldier 
Auctioned on eBay 
The following was posted on eBay and 
was won by a bidder on April 12, 2006. 
Winning bid was $610. 

THIS BIDDING IS ON CIVIL WAR 
ITEMS OF SGT. WM. FIES, SURVI 
VOR OF THE SULTANA TRAGEDY. 
HE ENLISTED IN CO B 64TH OHIO 
VOL. INFANTRY ON 10-30-1861. HE 
WAS DISCHARGED ON 06-19-1865, 
HE WAS WOUNDED TWICE DURING 
THE CIVIL WAR. HE SPENT SEV 
ERAL MONTHS AT ANDERSONVILLE 
PRISON. HE WAS TAKEN PRISONER 
AT THE BATTLE OF FRANKLIN. 
HAVE SEVERAL PAGES OF HIS 
MILITARY HISTORY. HE WAS BO~ 
ON OCT. 17TH, 1841 AND DIED ON 

_ ..1.l:2_2-:192..J). HE_WAS_ A MEMBER OF ~ 
THE MASONS AND ODD FELLOWS 
LODGES. THE SULTANA SURVIVORS 
ASSOCIA:fION WAS A VERY SMALL 
GROUP. THEY HAD A MEEfING IN 
MARION, OHIO IN 1893 AND ONLY 
24 MEMBERS ATTENDED. ONLY A 
FEW SHOWED UP IN TOLEDO OHIO, 
IN 1915. IN 1918 WHEN THEY MEf IN 
TOLEDO, OHIO ONLY 8 MEMBERS 
WERE THERE. ITEMS IN THIS GROUP 
INCLUDE. 

*AVERY SPECIAL GAR SULTANA 
SURVIVOR CANE. IT WAS FROM THE 
MEEfING HELD IN TOLEDO IN 1918. 
ONLY 8 CANES WERE MADE FOR 
THE ATTENDING MEMBERS. IT IS A 
VERY UNUSUAL CANE AND IT HAS 
THE GAR SYMBOL ON THE FRONT. 
THERE IS A SILVER NAME PLATE 
ON THE CANE, IT READS: SGT. WM. 
FIES, SULTANA SURVIVOR. ON THE 
BACK OF CANE, VERY FAINT BUT 
READABLE IS THE DATE 1918. 
* THIS IS A GAR BUSINESS CARD 

THAT APPEARS TO HAVE BEEN CUT 
FROM A ALBUM. GAR SYMBOL ON 
ONE SIDE AND ON THE CARD IT IS 
WRITTEN, SGT. WM. FIES 64TH OVI, 

SULTANA SURVIVOR. 
* TWO PIECES A VERY OLD MA 

SONIC PIN. IT IS STERLING SILVER 
AND MARKED SILVER , ON THE 
BACK IS HIS NAME WM. FIES. THE 
OTHER IS A VERY OLD MASONIC 
RIBBON CIRCA 1890 FROM LODGE 
70, WHERE HE WAS A MEMBER. 
* VERY OLD GAR SIGN, IN THE 
FORM OF AN EAGLE, HAS GAR 
117 STENCILED ON THE FRONT. 
HAS OLD BRASS CHAIN WHERE IT 
WAS HUNG ON THE WALL. ON THE 
BACK OF SIGN IS AN OLD TAG THAT 
READS, WM. FIES, COOPER POST 117, 
MARION, OHIO. NOT SURE OF AGE 
OF SIGN. WM. FIES WAS THE POST 
COMMANDER OF COOPER POST 117 
IN MARION IN 1911. HAVE COPIES 
FROM GAR BOOKLEf SHOWING 
HIM IN OFFICE THAT YEAR. GROUP 
ING INCLUDES LOTS OF INFORMA 
TION ON THE SULTANA ASSOCIA 
TION, HIS MILITARY HISTORY AND 
HIS FAMILY INFORMATION AFTER 
THE WAR COPIES OF PHOTOS OF 
WM. FIES WARTIME AND POST WAR 
TIME. GREAT COLLECTION!! 

And Here's Another 
Monument in 
Alliance, Ohio .... 

Anyone in Ohio want to help this Al 
liance, Ohio man find out more about the 
Sultana monument he came across in the 
Alliance City Cemetery? And possibly 
help him get it restored ? And certainly, 
tell him the story of the Sultana that he's 
been wanting to know about? For those of 
you who have computers, go to 
http://www.cantonrep.com/ 
index.php?ID=282821 
and read about it yourselves. For other 
subscribers, I will give you a basic outline 
of the article written in the CantonRep 
newspaper on April 17, 2006: 
Three years ago an Alliance, OH his 

tory buff, Jim Peters, found a weather 
beaten Sultana monument at Alliance City 
Cemetery, engraved with names of local 
men who died in the disaster. It is twelve 
feet high with the engraving on it nearly 
illegible. ( It was most likely erected by a 
post of the areas post-Civil War veterans 
group, the Grand Army of the Republic, as 
it is identified on the cemeterv olot mao as 



it is identified on the cemetery plot map as 
"GAR." - ed) 

Peters hasn't been able to identify 
the names engraved on the stone, but he 
knows that the men belonged to Company 
F, 115th Ohio Infantry, which included 
residents of Stark, Columbiana and 
Portage counties. He found out that the 
regiment was mustered in in Massillon in 
the fall of 1862, and the soldiers probably 
were captured while guarding railroads in 
Tennessee. 

Robert Toth, executive director of the 
Stark County Veterans Commission, has 
high hopes that the county commissioners 
will pay for the monument's restoration, 
as Ohio state law requires county commis 
sioners to pay for and maintain monu 
ments created in memory of veterans. 

No one is buried at the memorial. 
Peters believes that the soldiers are buried 
where the boat exploded in Tennessee. "If 
I ever get to Memphis I will visit every 
one of their graves," he says. 
(The best way to reach Peters is prob 

ably through the writer of the newspaper 
article, Kelli Young, phone ( 330) 580- 
8339; e-mail kelli.young@cantonrep.com) 

"Don't Call us 'Fed 
eral Soldiers!' " 

The following was written by a Michi 
gan Civil War vet and printed in the Janu 
ary 28, 1885 magazine, "The Veteran," 
published in Lansing, Michigan. I think 
this is surprising because I always thought 
that "Federal soldier" was interchange 
able with "Union soldier." Apparently 
not! - ed 
'To the Editor of the Veteran: 
Just now, the public prints of high and 

low degree teem with articles relating to 
the 'war of the Rebellion,' written by men 
of all ranks and on both sides of that great 
struggle. The rising generation reads these 
articles with unfailing zeal, and is in a 
fair way to become well informed regard 
ing the outlines of that grand time, but 
the heart of it only can be known to those 
who stood under the old flag in defence 
of the whole country. It is all important 
that history should falsify no fact. It is 
equally important that it should create 
no false impression. I do no refer to the 
question,who was right, for that has been 
settled in the lessons of the years, but to an 
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underlying principle which all through that 
mighty struggle animated the heart of the 
Union soldier, for which he suffered and 
dared to the utmost. What was it? That 
this was the United States of America, one 
people, with one flag, and one destiny. 
He was proud of the name, Union soldier. 
His shout was "three rousing cheers for 
the Union." Whatever his foe might be, 
"Johnny Reb" or a "Confederate," he was 
either "Yank" or "Union." 

Of late an effort is making in high plac 
es as well as low to ignore this fact. It is a 
term of approbrium now to call a man who 
wore the gray a rebel; he is a Confederate. 
That is well enough if he wants it that way, 
but by the same sentiment of namby pam 
byism that would emasculate patriotism, 
and re-write monumental inscriptions so 
that the feelings of the vanquished may 
not suffer *, the Union soldier is deprived 
of his proud title, and arrayed under the 
newly found name of Federal. 

Even the editor of the Century Maga 
zine is not above this mean practice in 
the notes that he appends to Gen. Grant's 
article on 'Shiloh' in the February number. 
The grand old hero who writes as mod 
estly as he fought, triumphantly uses no 
such term, but it is reserved for the editor 
and his Confederate friends. The term is 
the coinage of our foes. It is degrading in 
that it lessens and detracts and is practi 
cally a synonym of Confederate. There is 
nothing in the word Union to be ashamed 
of, nor are we ashamed of having been 
Union soldiers. There are enough of us 
to spurn it out of existence. When a man 
speaks of a Union soldier in our pres 
ence as a Federal let us see to it that he is 
corrected in such manner that he will not 
likely to do it again. 

When a newspaper uses the term let 
the editor hear from us. There is one way 
in which we can make him listen if in no 
other. Let us give all men everywhere to 
understand that while from 1861 to 1866 
there may have been Confederates, there 
were no Federals, but that the men who 
saved this nation, marched, fought, bled, 
starved, died as Union soldiers, and for 
them there is no other name. 

- J. H. Palmer 

* Aha! Political correctness reared its 
uelv head in the 1880s also! -ed 

FROM THE EDITOR 

REMEMBERING A 
TRAGEDY 

Recently a member of a womens 
luncheon chm contacted me about speak 
ing to their group. She had heard that I 
give a "good talk" on a topic called "The 
Sultana" and asked if I would come and 
talk to them while they ate their lunch. 
First, I had to gently tell her that my 
topic, our country's worst marine disaster, 
wasn't a topic they'd want to hear about 
"over lunch," and secondly I told her that 
I would be uncomfortable giving it under 
such light-hearted circumstances. 
While I'm glad word has gotten around 

that I give a "good talk," it concerns me 
that it may be seen by some a mere enter 
tainment Of course, once an audience has 
heard it, they no longer feel that way, and, 
I hope people come away with a sober 
sense of what happened to 2,400 Sultana 
passengers on a dark, cold river in 1865. 
It seems to me that all of us in the 

Sultana Association walk a fine line. On 
one hand, we want to remember and honor 
our ancestors, while on the other hand, 
we don't want to be known as individuals 
who go around endlessly telling a gloomy 
story. 

When listening to accounts of relatives 
(and survivors) - of those who endured our 
nations most recent common tragedy, 9/11, 
I am eerily reminded of the same elements 
of those affected by the Sultana: There 
was great fear and terrible suffering during 
both disasters; the families of those who 
died were forever changed; there was lots 
of blame-placing that amounted to little 
afterwards; and, this is the most signifi 
cant thing - there were moments of great 
inspiration and courage in the middle of 
it all (1865: Sisters of Charity staying on 
the boat to help the injured and frightened 
2001: Firefighters going up the stairs to 
help those still trapped, offering words of 
encouragement to those coming down.) 

So, we continue to tell our story, even 
though it may not be appropriate to tell it 
everywhere at any time. And this should 
be the main message - not that the govern 
ment and loading officers were responsi 
ble, not that so many innocent people died, 
but this: There are a lot of good people out 
there who, in times of crisis, will rise to 
the occasion and offer help and comf,n.. 
Then and now. God Bless America. y'(Ltw 
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