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I am America 

I am america. I died proving the equality of all races. I died fighting for my country. I, Colonel Robert Shaw, proved that African Americans can fight just like white men can. 

The year 1863, the well known, Emancipation Proclamation was issued. I was allowed command of the, all black, 54th Massachusetts Regiment. I gladly took command of this  fine unit knowing that I would be frowned upon by my own country at the time. The 54th made me proud every day as I fought along with them for pride, equal pay, and living conditions. No matter what people said about me, I persevered and pulled through trying to gain equal rights for these men. Within about a month, the 54th regiment was fully operational, but when higher command told me that my regiment couldn't fight tin the major engagements, I was outraged. I sent letters to my dad, a powerful abolitionist, and made personal trips to argue with my superiors to ensure that the 600 men that singed up were able to serve their country. When we were finally allowed to fight, my men made our country proud. The men fought without fear, pushing the southerners lines back like a flood putting out a forest fire. We rushed through and captured towns like a hurricane, fast and powerful. My father thought that I had achieved what he couldn't do, to allow African Americans to take part in their own conflict. 

The minor victorious battles in the south made us seen invincible, but when a letter came from command saying that we've been picked for the assault of FT. Wagner on July 17, 1863, my heart was halted. I know that this was a hopeless position. Trying to  wage war on a well armored island fort, containing a unit twice our size was a suicide mission. As I informed my men of this task, we all knew that this will be the last for the most of us. I couldn't be more content with their reaction when I informed them of probably not coming back; not a single soul buckled or hesitated to take the fort. 

The next morning was a beautiful day. The beach was quiet, the sky were clear, for it was a perfect day for a picnic. My men stood there looking at the fort preparing themselves for what was going to be their last day. When I gave the command to charge, all pandemonium broke loose. Boom! cannons, guns and war cries polluted the morning air. A wall of bullets and shrapnel rained down on us, cutting us down like grass being obligated by a blade. The injured men's pain was later terminated by a second hail of a pellet salad, as cries turned into a silent standstill. As we were half way up the hill, I my self was tore apart by multiple bullets. I lie there still looking at my regiment struggling to take the fort with the determination of a lion honed in on a kill. In the end, there was nothing in this world that could of touched my heart more than what these men did. We have come a long way from shoeless, unpaid bags of flesh, to glorifying war heroes with stories to be told forever.. I rest here in a mass grave with my men that gave their life preserving freedom and justice on the day July 18th. I am America. 
