
 

 

FAMOUS ADVENTURES 

AND PRISON ESCAPES 

OF THE CIVIL WAR 

PART 1  

 

 

The following diary was originally written in lead-pencil and in a book the leaves 

of which were too soft to take ink legibly. I have it direct from the hands of its 

writer, a lady whom I have had the honor to know for nearly thirty years. For 

good reasons the author's name is omitted, and the initials of people and the 

names of places are sometimes fictitiously given. Many of the persons mentioned 

were my own acquaintances and friends. When, some twenty years afterward, 

she first resolved to publish it, she brought me a clear, complete copy in ink. It 

had cost much trouble, she said; for much of the pencil writing had been made 

under such disadvantages and was so faint that at times she could decipher it only 

under direct sunlight. She had succeeded, however, in making a 

copy, verbatim except for occasional improvement in the grammatical form of a 

sentence, or now and then the omission, for brevity's sake, of something 

unessential. The narrative has since been severely abridged to bring it within 

magazine limits. 

In reading this diary one is much charmed with its constant understatement of 

romantic and perilous incidents and conditions. But the original penciled pages 

show that, even in copying, the strong bent of the writer to be brief has often led 

to the exclusion of facts that enhance the interest of exciting situations, and 

sometimes the omission robs her own heroism of due emphasis. I have restored 

one example of this in a foot-note following the perilous voyage down the 

Mississippi. 

G.W. CABLE. 



 

I 

SECESSION 

New Orleans, Dec. 1, 1860.—I understand it now. Keeping journals is for those 

who cannot, or dare not, speak out. So I shall set up a journal, being only a rather 

lonely young girl in a very small and hated minority. On my return here in 

November, after a foreign voyage and absence of many months, I found myself 

behind in knowledge of the political conflict, but heard the dread sounds of 

disunion and war muttered in threatening tones. Surely no native-born woman 

loves her country better than I love America. The blood of one of its 

Revolutionary patriots flows in my veins, and it is the Union for which he 

pledged his "life, fortune, and sacred honor" that I love, not any divided or 

special section of it. So I have been reading attentively and seeking light from 

foreigners and natives on all questions at issue. Living from birth in slave 

countries, both foreign and American, and passing through one slave insurrection 

in early childhood, the saddest and also the pleasantest features of slavery have 

been familiar. If the South goes to war for slavery, slavery is doomed in this 

country. To say so is like opposing one drop to a roaring torrent. 

Sunday, Dec.—, 1860.—In this season for peace I had hoped for a lull in the 

excitement, yet this day has been full of bitterness. "Come, G.," said Mrs.—— at 

breakfast, "leave your church for to-day and come with us to hear Dr.—— on the 

situation. He will convince you." "It is good to be convinced," I said; "I will go." 

The church was crowded to suffocation with the élite of New Orleans. The 

preacher's text was, "Shall we have fellowship with the stool of iniquity which 

frameth mischief as a law?" ... The sermon was over at last, and then followed a 

prayer.... Forever blessed be the fathers of the Episcopal Church for giving us a 

fixed liturgy! When we met at dinner Mrs. F. exclaimed, "Now, G., you heard 

him prove from the Bible that slavery is right and that therefore secession is. 

Were you not convinced?" I said, "I was so busy thinking how completely it 

proved too that Brigham Young is right about polygamy that it quite weakened 

the force of the argument for me." This raised a laugh, and covered my retreat. 

Jan. 26, 1861.—The solemn boom of cannon to-day announced that the 

convention have passed the ordinance of secession. We must take a reef in our 

patriotism and narrow it down to State limits. Mine still sticks out all around the 

borders of the State. It will be bad if New Orleans should secede from Louisiana 

and set up for herself. Then indeed I would be "cabined, cribbed, confined." The 



faces in the house are jubilant to-day. Why is it so easy for them and not for me 

to "ring out the old, ring in the new"? I am out of place. 

Jan. 28, Monday.—Sunday has now got to be a day of special excitement. The 

gentlemen save all the sensational papers to regale us with at the late Sunday 

breakfast. Rob opened the battle yesterday morning by saying to me in his most 

aggressive manner, "G., I believe these are your sentiments"; and then he read 

aloud an article from the "Journal des Debats" expressing in rather contemptuous 

terms the fact that France will follow the policy of non-intervention. When I 

answered, "Well, what do you expect? This is not their quarrel," he raved at me, 

ending by a declaration that he would willingly pay my passage to foreign parts if 

I would like to go. "Rob," said his father, "keep cool; don't let that threat excite 

you. Cotton is king. Just wait till they feel the pinch a little; their tone will 

change." I went to Trinity Church. Some Union people who are not 

Episcopalians go there now because the pastor has not so much chance to rail at 

the Lord when things are not going to suit. But yesterday was a marked Sunday. 

The usual prayer for the President and Congress was changed to the "governor 

and people of this commonwealth and their representatives in convention 

assembled." 

The city was very lively and noisy this evening with rockets and lights in honor 

of secession. Mrs. F., in common with the neighbors, illuminated. We walked out 

to see the houses of others gleaming amid the dark shrubbery like a fairy scene. 

The perfect stillness added to the effect, while the moon rose slowly with calm 

splendor. We hastened home to dress for a soirée but on the stairs Edith said, "G., 

first come and help me dress Phoebe and Chloe [the negro servants]. There is a 

ball to-night in aristocratic colored society. This is Chloe's first introduction to 

New Orleans circles, and Henry Judson, Phoebe's husband, gave five dollars for a 

ticket for her." Chloe is a recent purchase from Georgia. We superintended their 

very stylish toilets, and Edith said, "G., run into your room, please, and write a 

pass for Henry. Put Mr. D.'s name to it." "Why, Henry is free," I said. "That 

makes no difference; all colored people must have a pass if out late. They choose 

a master for protection, and always carry his pass. Henry chose Mr. D., but he's 

lost the pass he had." 

 

II 

THE VOLUNTEERS—FORT SUMTER 



Feb. 24, 1861.—The toil of the week is ended. Nearly a month has passed since I 

wrote here. Events have crowded upon one another. On the 4th the cannon 

boomed in honor of Jefferson Davis's election, and day before yesterday 

Washington's birthday was made the occasion of another grand display and 

illumination, in honor of the birth of a new nation and the breaking of that Union 

which he labored to cement. We drove to the race-course to see the review of 

troops. A flag was presented to the Washington Artillery by ladies. Senator Judah 

Benjamin made an impassioned speech. The banner was orange satin on one side, 

crimson silk on the other, the pelican and brood embroidered in pale green and 

gold. Silver crossed cannon surmounted it, orange-colored fringe surrounded it, 

and crimson tassels drooped from it. It was a brilliant, unreal scene; with military 

bands clashing triumphant music, elegant vehicles, high-stepping horses, and 

lovely women richly appareled. 

Wedding-cards have been pouring in till the contagion has reached us; Edith will 

be married next Thursday. The wedding-dress is being fashioned, and the 

bridesmaids and groomsmen have arrived. Edith has requested me to be special 

mistress of ceremonies on Thursday evening, and I have told this terrible little 

rebel, who talks nothing but blood and thunder, yet faints at the sight of a worm, 

that if I fill that office no one shall mention war or politics during the whole 

evening, on pain of expulsion. 

March 10, 1861.—The excitement in this house has risen to fever-heat during the 

past week. The four gentlemen have each a different plan for saving the country, 

and now that the bridal bouquets have faded, the three ladies have again turned to 

public affairs; Lincoln's inauguration and the story of the disguise in which he 

traveled to Washington is a never-ending source of gossip. The family board 

being the common forum, each gentleman as he appears first unloads his pockets 

of papers from all the Southern States, and then his overflowing heart to his eager 

female listeners, who in turn relate, inquire, sympathize, or cheer. If I dare 

express a doubt that the path to victory will be a flowery one, eyes flash, cheeks 

burn, and tongues clatter, till all are checked up suddenly by a warning for 

"Order, order!" from the amiable lady presiding. Thus we swallow politics with 

every meal. We take a mouthful and read a telegram, one eye on table, the other 

on the paper. One must be made of cool stuff to keep calm and collected, but I 

say but little. This war fever has banished small talk. Through all the black 

servants move about quietly, never seeming to notice that this is all about them. 

"How can you speak so plainly before them?" I say. 

"Why, what matter? They know that we shall keep the whip-handle." 



April 13, 1861.—More than a month has passed since the last date here. This 

afternoon I was seated on the floor covered with loveliest flowers, arranging a 

floral offering for the fair, when the gentlemen arrived and with papers bearing 

news of the fall of Fort Sumter, which, at her request, I read to Mrs. F. 

April 20.—The last few days have glided away in a halo of beauty. But nobody 

has time or will to enjoy it. War, war! is the one idea. The children play only with 

toy cannons and soldiers; the oldest inhabitant goes by every day with his rifle to 

practice; the public squares are full of companies drilling, and are now the 

fashionable resorts. We have been told that it is best for women to learn how to 

shoot too, so as to protect themselves when the men have all gone to battle. 

Every evening after dinner we adjourn to the back lot and fire at a target with 

pistols. Yesterday I dined at Uncle Ralph's. Some members of the bar were 

present, and were jubilant about their brand-new Confederacy. It would soon be 

the grandest government ever known. Uncle Ralph said solemnly, "No, 

gentlemen; the day we seceded the star of our glory set." The words sunk into my 

mind like a knell, and made me wonder at the mind that could recognize that and 

yet adhere to the doctrine of secession. 

In the evening I attended a farewell gathering at a friend's whose brothers are to 

leave this week for Richmond. There was music. No minor chord was permitted. 

 

III 

TRIBULATION 

April 25.—Yesterday I went with Cousin E. to have her picture taken. The 

picture-galleries are doing a thriving business. Many companies are ordered off 

to take possession of Fort Pickens (Florida), and all seem to be leaving 

sweethearts behind them. The crowd was in high spirits; they don't dream that 

any destinies will be spoiled. When I got home Edith was reading from the daily 

paper of the dismissal of Miss G. from her place as teacher for expressing 

abolition sentiments, and that she would be ordered to leave the city. Soon a lady 

came with a paper setting forth that she has established a "company"—we are 

nothing if not military—for making lint and getting stores of linen to supply the 

hospitals. 

My name went down. If it hadn't, my spirit would have been wounded as with 

sharp spears before night. Next came a little girl with a subscription paper to get 

a flag for a certain company. The little girls, especially the pretty ones, are kept 



busy trotting around with subscription lists. Latest of all came little Guy, Mr. F's 

youngest clerk, the pet of the firm as well as of his home, a mere boy of sixteen. 

Such senseless sacrifices seem a sin. He chattered brightly, but lingered about, 

saying good-by. He got through it bravely until Edith's husband incautiously said, 

"You didn't kiss your little sweetheart," as he always called Ellie, who had been 

allowed to sit up. He turned and suddenly broke into agonizing sobs and then ran 

down the steps. 

May 10.—I am tired and ashamed of myself. Last week I attended a meeting of 

the lint society to hand in the small contribution of linen I had been able to 

gather. We scraped lint till it was dark. A paper was shown, entitled the 

"Volunteer's Friend," started by the girls of the high school, and I was asked to 

help the girls with it. I positively declined. To-day I was pressed into service to 

make red flannel cartridge-bags for ten-inch columbiads. I basted while Mrs. S. 

sewed, and I felt ashamed to think that I had not the moral courage to say, "I 

don't approve of your war and won't help you, particularly in the murderous part 

of it." 

May 27.—This has been a scenic Sabbath. Various companies about to depart for 

Virginia occupied the prominent churches to have their flags consecrated. The 

streets were resonant with the clangor of drums and trumpets. E. and myself went 

to Christ Church because the Washington Artillery were to be there. 

June 13.—To-day has been appointed a Fast Day. I spent the morning writing a 

letter on which I put my first Confederate postage-stamp. It is of a brown color 

and has a large 5 in the center. To-morrow must be devoted to all my foreign 

correspondents before the expected blockade cuts us off. 

June 29.—I attended a fine luncheon yesterday at one of the public schools. A 

lady remarked to a school official that the cost of provisions in the Confederacy 

was getting very high, butter, especially, being scarce and costly. "Never fear, my 

dear madam," he replied. "Texas alone can furnish butter enough to supply the 

whole Confederacy; we'll soon be getting it from there." It's just as well to have 

this sublime confidence. 

July 15.—The quiet of midsummer reigns, but ripples of excitement break 

around us as the papers tell of skirmishes and attacks here and there in Virginia. 

"Rich Mountain" and "Carrick's Ford" were the last. "You see," said Mrs. D. at 

breakfast to-day, "my prophecy is coming true that Virginia will be the seat of 

war." "Indeed," I burst out, forgetting my resolution not to argue, "you may think 

yourselves lucky if this war turns out to have any seat in particular." 

So far, no one especially connected with me has gone to fight. How glad I am for 

his mother's sake that Rob's lameness will keep him at home. Mr. F., Mr. S., and 



Uncle Ralph are beyond the age for active service, and Edith says Mr. D. can't go 

now. She is very enthusiastic about other people's husbands being enrolled, and 

regrets that her Alex is not strong enough to defend his country and his rights. 

July 22.—What a day! I feel like one who has been out in a high wind, and 

cannot get my breath. The newsboys are still shouting with their extras, "Battle of 

Bull's Run! List of the killed! Battle of Manassas! List of the wounded!" Tender-

hearted Mrs. F. was sobbing so she could not serve the tea; but nobody cared for 

tea. "O G.!" she said, "three thousand of our own, dear Southern boys are lying 

out there." "My dear Fannie," spoke Mr. F., "they are heroes now. They died in a 

glorious cause, and it is not in vain. This will end it. The sacrifice had to be 

made, but those killed have gained immortal names." Then Rob rushed in with a 

new extra, reading of the spoils captured, and grief was forgotten. Words cannot 

paint the excitement. Rob capered about and cheered; Edith danced around 

ringing the dinner-bell and shouting, "Victory!" Mrs. F. waved a small 

Confederate flag, while she wiped her eyes, and Mr. D. hastened to the piano and 

in his most brilliant style struck up "Dixie," followed by "My Maryland" and the 

"Bonnie Blue Flag." 

"Do not look so gloomy, G.," whispered Mr. S. "You should be happy to-night; 

for, as Mr. F. says, now we shall have peace." 

"And is that the way you think of the men of your own blood and race?" I 

replied. But an utter scorn came over me and choked me, and I walked out of the 

room. What proof is there in this dark hour that they are not right? Only the 

emphatic answer of my own soul. To-morrow I will pack my trunk and accept 

the invitation to visit at Uncle Ralph's country house. 

Sept. 25.—When I opened the door of Mrs. F.'s room on my return, the rattle of 

two sewing-machines and a blaze of color met me. 

"Ah, G., you are just in time to help us; these are coats for Jeff Thompson's men. 

All the cloth in the city is exhausted; these flannel-lined oil-cloth table-covers are 

all we could obtain to make overcoats for Thompson's poor boys. They will be 

very warm and serviceable." 

"Serviceable—yes! The Federal army will fly when they see those coats! I only 

wish I could be with the regiment when these are shared around." Yet I helped 

make them. 

Seriously, I wonder if any soldiers will ever wear these remarkable coats—the 

most bewildering combination of brilliant, intense reds, greens, yellows, and 

blues in big flowers meandering over as vivid grounds; and as no table-cover was 

large enough to make a coat, the sleeves of each were of a different color and 



pattern. However, the coats were duly finished. Then we set to work on gray 

pantaloons, and I have just carried a bundle to an ardent young lady who wishes 

to assist. A slight gloom is settling down, and the inmates here are not quite so 

cheerfully confident as in July. 

 

IV 

A BELEAGUERED CITY 

Oct. 22.—When I came to breakfast this morning Rob was capering over another 

victory—Ball's Bluff. He would read me, "We pitched the Yankees over the 

bluff," and ask me in the next breath to go to the theater this evening. I turned on 

the poor fellow. "Don't tell me about your victories. You vowed by all your idols 

that the blockade would be raised by October 1, and I notice the ships are still 

serenely anchored below the city." 

"G., you are just as pertinacious yourself in championing your opinions. What 

sustains you when nobody agrees with you?" 

Oct. 28.—When I dropped in at Uncle Ralph's last evening to welcome them 

back, the whole family were busy at a great center-table copying sequestration 

acts for the Confederate Government. The property of all Northerners and 

Unionists is to be sequestrated, and Uncle Ralph can hardly get the work done 

fast enough. My aunt apologized for the rooms looking chilly; she feared to put 

the carpets down, as the city might be taken and burned by the Federals. "We are 

living as much packed up as possible. A signal has been agreed upon, and the 

instant the army approaches we shall be off to the country again." 

Great preparations are being made for defense. At several other places where I 

called the women were almost hysterical. They seemed to look forward to being 

blown up with shot and shell, finished with cold steel, or whisked off to some 

Northern prison. When I got home Edith and Mr. D. had just returned also. 

"Alex," said Edith, "I was up at your orange-lots to-day, and the sour oranges are 

dropping to the ground, while they cannot get lemons for our sick soldiers." 

"That's my kind, considerate wife," replied Mr. D. 

"Why didn't I think of that before? Jim shall fill some barrels to-morrow and take 

them to the hospitals as a present from you." 



Nov. 10.—Surely this year will ever be memorable to me for its perfection of 

natural beauty. Never was sunshine such pure gold, or moonlight such 

transparent silver. The beautiful custom prevalent here of decking the graves with 

flowers on All Saints' day was well fulfilled, so profuse and rich were the 

blossoms. On All-hallow eve Mrs. S. and myself visited a large cemetery. The 

chrysanthemums lay like great masses of snow and flame and gold in every 

garden we passed, and were piled on every costly tomb and lowly grave. The 

battle of Manassas robed many of our women in mourning, and some of those 

who had no graves to deck were weeping silently as they walked through the 

scented avenues. 

A few days ago Mrs. E. arrived here. She is a widow, of Natchez, a friend of 

Mrs. F.'s, and is traveling home with the dead body of her eldest son, killed at 

Manassas. She stopped two days waiting for a boat, and begged me to share her 

room and read her to sleep, saying she couldn't be alone since he was killed; she 

feared her mind would give way. So I read all the comforting chapters to be 

found till she dropped into forgetfulness, but the recollection of those weeping 

mothers in the cemetery banished sleep for me. 

Nov. 26.—The lingering summer is passing into those misty autumn days I love 

so well, when there is gold and fire above and around us. But the glory of the 

natural and the gloom of the moral world agree not well together. This morning 

Mrs. F. came to my room in dire distress. "You see," she said, "cold weather is 

coming on fast, and our poor fellows are lying out at night with nothing to cover 

them. There is a wail for blankets, but there is not a blanket in town. I have 

gathered up all the spare bed-clothing, and now want every available rug or table-

cover in the house. Can't I have yours, G.? We must make these small sacrifices 

of comfort and elegance, you know, to secure independence and freedom." 

"Very well," I said, denuding the table. "This may do for a drummer boy." 

Dec. 26, 1861.—The foul weather cleared off bright and cool in time for 

Christmas. There is a midwinter lull in the movement of troops. In the evening 

we went to the grand bazaar in the St. Louis Hotel, got up to clothe the soldiers. 

This bazaar has furnished the gayest, most fashionable war-work yet, and has 

kept social circles in a flutter of pleasant, heroic excitement all through 

December. Everything beautiful or rare garnered in the homes of the rich was 

given for exhibition, and in some cases for raffle and sale. There were many fine 

paintings, statues, bronzes, engravings, gems, laces—in fact, heirlooms and bric-

à-brac of all sorts. There were many lovely creole girls present, in exquisite 

toilets, passing to and fro through the decorated rooms, listening to the band 

clash out the Anvil Chorus. 



Jan. 2, 1862.—I am glad enough to bid '61 good-by. Most miserable year of my 

life! What ages of thought and experience have I not lived in it! 

The city authorities have been searching houses for firearms. It is a good way to 

get more guns, and the homes of those men suspected of being Unionists were 

searched first. Of course they went to Dr. B.'s. He met them with his own 

delightful courtesy. "Wish to search for arms? Certainly, gentlemen." He 

conducted them all through the house with smiling readiness, and after what 

seemed a very thorough search bowed them politely out. His gun was all the time 

safely reposing between the canvas folds of a cot-bed which leaned folded up 

together against the wall, in the very room where they had ransacked the closets. 

Queerly, the rebel families have been the ones most anxious to conceal all 

weapons. They have dug graves quietly at night in the back yards, and carefully 

wrapping the weapons, buried them out of sight. Every man seems to think he 

will have some private fighting to do to protect his family. 

 

V 

MARRIED 

Friday, Jan. 24, 1862. (On Steamboat W., Mississippi River.)—With a changed 

name I open you once more, my journal. It was a sad time to wed, when one 

knew not how long the expected conscription would spare the bridegroom. The 

women-folk knew how to sympathize with a girl expected to prepare for her 

wedding in three days, in a blockaded city, and about to go far from any base of 

supplies. They all rallied round me with tokens of love and consideration, and 

sewed, shopped, mended, and packed, as if sewing soldier clothes. And they 

decked the whole house and the church with flowers. Music breathed, wine 

sparkled, friends came and went. It seemed a dream, and comes up now again out 

of the afternoon sunshine where I sit on deck. The steamboat slowly plows its 

way through lumps of floating ice,—a novel sight to me,—and I look forward 

wondering whether the new people I shall meet will be as fierce about the war as 

those in New Orleans. That past is to be all forgotten and forgiven; I understood 

thus the kindly acts that sought to brighten the threshold of a new life. 

Feb. 15. (Village of X.)—We reached Arkansas Landing at nightfall. Mr. Y., the 

planter who owns the landing, took us right up to his residence. He ushered me 

into a large room where a couple of candles gave a dim light, and close to them, 

and sewing as if on a race with Time, sat Mrs. Y. and a little negro girl, who was 



so black and sat so stiff and straight she looked like an ebony image. This was a 

large plantation; the Y.'s knew H. very well, and were very kind and cordial in 

their welcome and congratulations. Mrs. Y. apologized for continuing her work; 

the war had pushed them this year in getting the negroes clothed, and she had to 

sew by dim candles, as they could obtain no more oil. She asked if there were 

any new fashions in New Orleans. 

Next morning we drove over to our home in this village. It is the county-seat, and 

was, till now, a good place for the practice of H.'s profession. It lies on the edge 

of a lovely lake. The adjacent planters count their slaves by the hundreds. Some 

of them live with a good deal of magnificence, using service of plate, having 

smoking-rooms for the gentlemen built off the house, and entertaining with great 

hospitality. The Baptists, Episcopalians, and Methodists hold services on 

alternate Sundays in the court-house. All the planters and many others near the 

lake shore keep a boat at their landing, and a raft for crossing vehicles and 

horses. It seemed very piquant at first, this taking our boat to go visiting, and on 

moonlight nights it was charming. The woods around are lovelier than those in 

Louisiana, though one misses the moaning of the pines. There is fine fishing and 

hunting, but these cotton estates are not so pleasant to visit as sugar plantations. 

But nothing else has been so delightful as, one morning, my first sight of snow 

and a wonderful new, white world. 

Feb. 27.—The people here have hardly felt the war yet. There are but two 

classes. The planters and the professional men form one; the very poor villagers 

the other. There is no middle class. Ducks and partridges, squirrels and fish, are 

to be had. H. has bought me a nice pony, and cantering along the shore of the 

lake in the sunset is a panacea for mental worry. 

 

VI 

HOW IT WAS IN ARKANSAS 

March 11, 1862.—The serpent has entered our Eden. The rancor and excitement 

of New Orleans have invaded this place. If an incautious word betrays any want 

of sympathy with popular plans, one is "traitorous," "ungrateful," "crazy." If one 

remains silent and controlled, then one is "phlegmatic," "cool-blooded," 

"unpatriotic." Cool-blooded! Heavens! if they only knew. It is very painful to see 

lovable and intelligent women rave till the blood mounts to face and brain. The 

immediate cause of this access of war fever has been the battle of Pea Ridge. 



They scout the idea that Price and Van Dorn have been completely worsted. 

Those who brought the news were speedily told what they ought to say. "No, it is 

only a serious check; they must have more men sent forward at once. This 

country must do its duty." So the women say another company must be raised. 

We were guests at a dinner-party yesterday. Mrs. A. was very talkative. "Now, 

ladies, you must all join in with a vim and help equip another company." 

"Mrs. L.," she said, turning to me, "are you not going to send your husband? Now 

use a young bride's influence and persuade him; he would be elected one of the 

officers." "Mrs. A.," I replied, longing to spring up and throttle her, "the Bible 

says, 'When a man hath married a new wife, he shall not go to war for one year, 

but remain at home and cheer up his wife.'" 

"Well, H.," I questioned, as we walked home after crossing the lake, "can you 

stand the pressure, or shall you be forced into volunteering?" "Indeed," he 

replied, "I will not be bullied into enlisting by women, or by men. I will sooner 

take my chance of conscription and feel honest about it. You know my 

attachments, my interests are here; these are my people. I could never fight 

against them; but my judgment disapproves their course, and the result will 

inevitably be against us." 

This morning the only Irishman left in the village presented himself to H. He has 

been our wood-sawyer, gardener, and factotum, but having joined the new 

company, his time recently has been taken up with drilling. H. and Mr. R. feel 

that an extensive vegetable garden must be prepared while he is here to assist, or 

we shall be short of food, and they sent for him yesterday. 

"So, Mike, you are really going to be a soldier?" 

"Yes, sor; but faith, Mr. L., I don't see the use of me going to shtop a bullet when 

sure an' I'm willin' for it to go where it plazes." 

March 18, 1862.—There has been unusual gaiety in this little village the past few 

days. The ladies from the surrounding plantations went to work to get up a 

festival to equip the new company. As Annie and myself are both brides recently 

from the city, requisition was made upon us for engravings, costumes, music, 

garlands, and so forth. Annie's heart was in the work; not so with me. 

Nevertheless, my pretty things were captured, and shone with just as good a 

grace last evening as if willingly lent. The ball was a merry one. One of the songs 

sung was "Nellie Gray," in which the most distressing feature of slavery is 

bewailed so pitifully. To sing this at a festival for raising money to clothe 

soldiers fighting to perpetuate that very thing was strange. 



March 20, 1862.—A man professing to act by General Hindman's orders is going 

through the country impressing horses and mules. The overseer of a certain estate 

came to inquire of H. if he had not a legal right to protect the property from 

seizure. Mr. L. said yes, unless the agent could show some better credentials than 

his bare word. This answer soon spread about, and the overseer returned to report 

that it excited great indignation, especially among the company of new 

volunteers. H. was pronounced a traitor, and they declared that no one so untrue 

to the Confederacy should live there. When H. related the circumstance at dinner, 

his partner, Mr. R., became very angry, being ignorant of H.'s real opinions. He 

jumped up in a rage and marched away to the village thoroughfare. There he met 

a batch of the volunteers, and said, "We know what you have said of us, and I 

have come to tell you that you are liars, and you know where to find us." 

Of course I expected a difficulty; but the evening passed, and we retired 

undisturbed. Not long afterward a series of indescribable sounds broke the 

stillness of the night, and the tramp of feet was heard outside the house. Mr. R. 

called out, "It's a serenade, H. Get up and bring out all the wine you have." Annie 

and I peeped through the parlor window, and lo! it was the company of 

volunteers and a diabolical band composed of bones and broken-winded brass 

instruments. They piped and clattered and whined for some time, and then 

swarmed in, while we ladies retreated and listened to the clink of glasses. 

March 22.—H., Mr. R., and Mike have been very busy the last few days getting 

the acre of kitchen-garden plowed and planted. The stay-law has stopped all legal 

business, and they have welcomed this work. But to-day a thunderbolt fell in our 

household. Mr. R. came in and announced that he had agreed to join the company 

of volunteers. Annie's Confederate principles would not permit her to make much 

resistance, and she has been sewing and mending as fast as possible to get his 

clothes ready, stopping now and then to wipe her eyes. Poor Annie! She and Max 

have been married only a few months longer than we have; but a noble sense of 

duty animates and sustains her. 

 

VII 

THE FIGHT FOR FOOD AND CLOTHING 

April 1.—The last ten days have brought changes in the house. Max R. left with 

the company to be mustered in, leaving with us his weeping Annie. Hardly were 

her spirits somewhat composed when her brother arrived from Natchez to take 



her home. This morning he, Annie, and Reeney, the black handmaiden, posted 

off. Out of seven of us only H., myself, and Aunt Judy are left. The absence of 

Reeney will be not the least noted. She was as precious an imp as any Topsy ever 

was. Her tricks were endless and her innocence of them amazing. When sent out 

to bring in eggs she would take them from nests where hens were hatching, and 

embryo chickens would be served up at breakfast, while Reeney stood by 

grinning to see them opened; but when accused she was imperturbable. "Laws, 

Mis' L., I nebber done bin nigh dem hens. Mis' Annie, you can go count dem dere 

eggs." That when counted they were found minus the number she had brought 

had no effect on her stolid denial. H. has plenty to do finishing the garden all by 

himself, but the time rather drags for me. 

April 13, 1862.—This morning I was sewing up a rent in H.'s garden coat, when 

Aunt Judy rushed in. 

"Laws! Mis' L., here's Mr. Max and Mis' Annie done come back!" A buggy was 

coming up with Max, Annie, and Reeney. 

"Well, is the war over?" I asked. 

"Oh, I got sick!" replied our returned soldier, getting slowly out of the buggy. 

He was very thin and pale, and explained that he took a severe cold almost at 

once, had a mild attack of pneumonia, and the surgeon got him his discharge as 

unfit for service. He succeeded in reaching Annie, and a few days of good care 

made him strong enough to travel back home. 

"I suppose, H., you've heard that Island No. 10 is gone?" 

Yes, we had heard that much, but Max had the particulars, and an exciting talk 

followed. At night H. said to me, "G., New Orleans will be the next to go, you'll 

see, and I want to get there first; this stagnation here will kill me." 

April 28.—This evening has been very lovely, but full of a sad disappointment. 

H. invited me to drive. As we turned homeward he said: 

"Well, my arrangements are completed. You can begin to pack your trunks to-

morrow, and I shall have a talk with Max." 

Mr. R. and Annie were sitting on the gallery as I ran up the steps. 

"Heard the news?" they cried. 

"No. What news?" 

"New Orleans is taken! All the boats have been run up the river to save them. No 

more mails." 



How little they knew what plans of ours this dashed away. But our 

disappointment is truly an infinitesimal drop in the great waves of triumph and 

despair surging to-night in thousands of hearts. 

April 30.—The last two weeks have glided quietly away without incident except 

the arrival of new neighbors—Dr. Y., his wife, two children, and servants. That a 

professional man prospering in Vicksburg should come now to settle in this 

retired place looks queer. Max said: 

"H., that man has come here to hide from the conscript officers. He has brought 

no end of provisions, and is here for the war. He has chosen well, for this county 

is so cleaned of men it won't pay to send the conscript officers here." 

Our stores are diminishing and cannot be replenished from without; ingenuity 

and labor must evoke them. We have a fine garden in growth, plenty of chickens, 

and hives of bees to furnish honey in lieu of sugar. A good deal of salt meat has 

been stored in the smoke-house, and, with fish from the lake, we expect to keep 

the wolf from the door. The season for game is about over, but an occasional 

squirrel or duck comes to the larder, though the question of ammunition has to be 

considered. What we have may be all we can have, if the war lasts five years 

longer; and they say they are prepared to hold out till the crack of doom. Food, 

however, is not the only want. I never realized before the varied needs of 

civilization. Every day something is out. Last week but two bars of soap 

remained, so we began to save bones and ashes. Annie said: "Now if we only had 

some china-berry trees here, we shouldn't need any other grease. They are 

making splendid soap at Vicksburg with china-balls. They just put the berries 

into the lye and it eats them right up and makes a fine soap." I did long for some 

china-berries to make this experiment. H. had laid in what seemed a good supply 

of kerosene, but it is nearly gone, and we are down to two candles kept for an 

emergency. Annie brought a receipt from Natchez for making candles of rosin 

and wax, and with great forethought brought also the wick and rosin. So 

yesterday we tried making candles. We had no molds, but Annie said the latest 

style in Natchez was to make a waxen rope by dipping, then wrap it round a 

corn-cob. But H. cut smooth blocks of wood about four inches square, into which 

he set a polished cylinder about four inches high. The waxen ropes were coiled 

round the cylinder like a serpent, with the head raised about two inches; as the 

light burned down to the cylinder, more of the rope was unwound. To-day the 

vinegar was found to be all gone, and we have started to make some. For tyros 

we succeed pretty well. 

 



VIII 

DROWNED OUT AND STARVED OUT 

May 9.—A great misfortune has come upon us all. For several days every one 

has been uneasy about the unusual rise of the Mississippi and about a rumor that 

the Federal forces had cut levees above to swamp the country. There is a slight 

levee back of the village, and H. went yesterday to examine it. It looked strong, 

and we hoped for the best. About dawn this morning a strange gurgle woke me. It 

had a pleasing, lulling effect. I could not fully rouse at first, but curiosity 

conquered at last, and I called H. 

"Listen to that running water. What is it?" 

He sprung up, listened a second, and shouted: "Max, get up! The water is on us!" 

They both rushed off to the lake for the skiff. The levee had not broken. The 

water was running clean over it and through the garden fence so rapidly that by 

the time I dressed and got outside Max was paddling the pirogue they had 

brought in among the pea-vines, gathering all the ripe peas left above the water. 

We had enjoyed one mess, and he vowed we should have another. 

H. was busy nailing a raft together while he had a dry place to stand on. Annie 

and I, with Reeney, had to secure the chickens, and the back piazza was given up 

to them. By the time a hasty breakfast was eaten the water was in the kitchen. 

The stove and everything there had to be put up in the dining-room. Aunt Judy 

and Reeney had likewise to move into the house, their floor also being covered 

with water. The raft had to be floated to the storehouse and a platform built, on 

which everything was elevated. At evening we looked around and counted the 

cost. The garden was utterly gone. Last evening we had walked round the 

strawberry-beds that fringed the whole acre and tasted a few just ripe. The hives 

were swamped. Many of the chickens were drowned. Sancho had been sent to 

high ground, where he could get grass. In the village everything green was swept 

away. Yet we were better off than many others; for this house, being raised, we 

have escaped the water indoors. It just laves the edge of the galleries. 

May 26.—During the past week we have lived somewhat like Venetians, with a 

boat at the front steps and a raft at the back. Sunday H. and I took skiff to church. 

The clergyman, who is also tutor at a planter's across the lake, preached to the 

few who had arrived in skiffs. We shall not try it again, it is so troublesome 

getting in and out at the court-house steps. The imprisonment is hard to endure. It 

threatened to make me really ill, so every evening H. lays a thick wrap in the 

pirogue, I sit on it, and we row off to the ridge of dry land running along the lake-

shore and branching off to a strip of wood also out of water. Here we disembark 



and march up and down till dusk. A great deal of the wood got wet and had to be 

laid out to dry on the galleries, with clothing, and everything that must be dried. 

One's own trials are intensified by the worse suffering around that we can do 

nothing to relieve. 

Max has a puppy named after General Price. The gentlemen had both gone up-

town yesterday in the skiff when Annie and I heard little Price's despairing cries 

from under the house, and we got on the raft to find and save him. We wore light 

morning dresses and slippers, for shoes are becoming precious. Annie donned a 

Shaker and I a broad hat. We got the raft pushed out to the center of the grounds 

opposite the house, and could see Price clinging to a post; the next move must be 

to navigate the raft up to the side of the house and reach for Price. It sounds easy; 

but poke around with our poles as wildly or as scientifically as we might, the raft 

would not budge. The noonday sun was blazing right overhead, and the muddy 

water running all over slippered feet and dainty dresses. How long we stayed 

praying for rescue, yet wincing already at the laugh that would come with it, I 

shall never know. It seemed like a day before the welcome boat and the "Ha, ha!" 

of H. and Max were heard. The confinement tells severely on all the animal life 

about us. Half the chickens are dead and the other half sick. 

The days drag slowly. We have to depend mainly on books to relieve the tedium, 

for we have no piano; none of us like cards; we are very poor chess-players, and 

the chess-set is incomplete. When we gather round the one lamp—we dare not 

light any more—each one exchanges the gems of thought or mirthful ideas he 

finds. Frequently the gnats and the mosquitos are so bad we cannot read at all. 

This evening, till a strong breeze blew them away, they were intolerable. Aunt 

Judy goes about in a dignified silence, too full for words, only asking two or 

three times, "W'at I done tole you fum de fust?" The food is a trial. This evening 

the snaky candles lighted the glass and silver on the supper-table with a pale 

gleam, and disclosed a frugal supper indeed—tea without milk (for all the cows 

are gone), honey, and bread. A faint ray twinkled on the water swishing against 

the house and stretching away into the dark woods. It looked like civilization and 

barbarism met together. Just as we sat down to it, some one passing in a boat 

shouted that Confederates and Federals were fighting at Vicksburg. 

Monday, June 2.—On last Friday morning, just three weeks from the day the 

water rose, signs of its falling began. Yesterday the ground appeared, and a hard 

rain coming down at the same time washed off much of the unwholesome debris. 

To-day is fine, and we went out without a boat for a long walk. 

June 13.—Since the water ran off, we have, of course, been attacked by swamp 

fever. H. succumbed first, then Annie, Max next, and then I. Luckily, the new Dr. 

Y. had brought quinine with him, and we took heroic doses. Such fever never 



burned in my veins before or sapped strength so rapidly, though probably the 

want of good food was a factor. The two or three other professional men have 

left. Dr. Y. alone remains. The roads now being dry enough, H. and Max started 

on horseback, in different directions, to make an exhaustive search for food 

supplies. H. got back this evening with no supplies. 

June 15.—Max got back to-day. He started right off again to cross the lake and 

interview the planters on that side, for they had not suffered from overflow. 

June 16.—Max got back this morning. H. and he were in the parlor talking and 

examining maps together till dinner-time. When that was over they laid the 

matter before us. To buy provisions had proved impossible. The planters across 

the lake had decided to issue rations of corn-meal and pease to the villagers 

whose men had all gone to war, but they utterly refused to sell anything. "They 

told me," said Max, "'We will not see your family starve, Mr. R.; but with such 

numbers of slaves and the village poor to feed, we can spare nothing for sale.'" 

"Well, of course," said H., "we do not purpose to stay here and live on charity 

rations. We must leave the place at all hazards. We have studied out every route 

and made inquiries everywhere we went. We shall have to go down the 

Mississippi in an open boat as far as Fetler's Landing (on the eastern bank). There 

we can cross by land and put the boat into Steele's Bayou, pass thence to the 

Yazoo River, from there to Chickasaw Bayou, into McNutt's Lake, and land near 

my uncle's in Warren County." 

June 20.—As soon as our intended departure was announced, we were besieged 

by requests for all sorts of things wanted in every family—pins, matches, 

gunpowder, and ink. One of the last cases H. and Max had before the stay-law 

stopped legal business was the settlement of an estate that included a country 

store. The heirs had paid in chattels of the store. These had remained packed in 

the office. The main contents of the cases were hardware; but we found treasure 

indeed—a keg of powder, a case of matches, a paper of pins, a bottle of ink. Red 

ink is now made out of pokeberries. Pins are made by capping thorns with 

sealing-wax, or using them as nature made them. These were articles money 

could not get for us. We would give our friends a few matches to save for the 

hour of tribulation. The paper of pins we divided evenly, and filled a bank-box 

each with the matches. H. filled a tight tin case apiece with powder for Max and 

himself and sold the rest, as we could not carry any more on such a trip. Those 

who did not hear of this in time offered fabulous prices afterward for a single 

pound. But money has not its old attractions. Our preparations were delayed by 

Aunt Judy falling sick of swamp fever. 

Friday, June 27.—As soon as the cook was up again, we resumed preparations. 

We put all the clothing in order, and had it nicely done up with the last of the 



soap and starch. "I wonder," said Annie, "when I shall ever have nicely starched 

clothes after these? They had no starch in Natchez or Vicksburg when I was 

there." We are now furbishing up dresses suitable for such rough summer travel. 

While we sat at work yesterday, the quiet of the clear, calm noon was broken by 

a low, continuous roar like distant thunder. To-day we are told it was probably 

cannon at Vicksburg. This is a great distance, I think, to have heard it—over a 

hundred miles. 

H. and Max have bought a large yawl and are busy on the lake-bank repairing it 

and fitting it with lockers. Aunt Judy's master has been notified when to send for 

her; a home for the cat Jeff has been engaged; Price is dead, and Sancho sold. 

Nearly all the furniture is disposed of, except things valued from association, 

which will be packed in H.'s office and left with some one likely to stay through 

the war. It is hardest to leave the books. 

Tuesday, July 8.—We start to-morrow. Packing the trunks was a problem. Annie 

and I are allowed one large trunk apiece, the gentlemen a smaller one each, and 

we a light carpet-sack apiece for toilet articles. I arrived with six trunks and leave 

with one! We went over everything carefully twice, rejecting, trying to off the 

bonds of custom and get down to primitive needs. At last we made a judicious 

selection. Everything old or worn was left; everything merely ornamental, except 

good lace, which was light. Gossamer evening dresses were all left. I calculated 

on taking two or three books that would bear the most reading if we were again 

shut up where none could be had, and so, of course, took Shakspere first. Here I 

was interrupted to go and pay a farewell visit, and when we returned Max had 

packed and nailed the cases of books to be left. Chance thus limited my choice to 

those that happened to be in my room—"Paradise Lost," the "Arabian Nights," a 

volume of Macaulay's History I was reading, and my prayer-book. To-day the 

provisions for the trip were cooked: the last of the flour was made into large 

loaves of bread; a ham and several dozen eggs were boiled; the few chickens that 

have survived the overflow were fried; the last of the coffee was parched and 

ground; and the modicum of the tea was well corked up. Our friends across the 

lake added a jar of butter and two of preserves. H. rode off to X. after dinner to 

conclude some business there, and I sat down before a table to tie bundles of 

things to be left. The sunset glowed and faded, and the quiet evening came on 

calm and starry. I sat by the window till evening deepened into night, and as the 

moon rose I still looked a reluctant farewell to the lovely lake and the grand 

woods, till the sound of H.'s horse at the gate broke the spell. 

 



IX 

HOMELESS AND SHELTERLESS 

Thursday, July 10. (—— Plantation.)—Yesterday about four o'clock we walked 

to the lake and embarked. Provisions and utensils were packed in the lockers, and 

a large trunk was stowed at each end. The blankets and cushions were placed 

against one of them, and Annie and I sat on them Turkish fashion. Near the 

center the two smaller trunks made a place for Reeney. Max and H. were to take 

turns at the rudder and oars. The last word was a fervent God-speed from Mr. E., 

who is left in charge of all our affairs. We believe him to be a Union man, but 

have never spoken of it to him. We were gloomy enough crossing the lake, for it 

was evident the heavily laden boat would be difficult to manage. Last night we 

stayed at this plantation, and from the window of my room I see the men 

unloading the boat to place it on the cart, which a team of oxen will haul to the 

river. These hospitable people are kindness itself, till you mention the war. 

Saturday, July 12. (Under a cotton-shed on the bank of the Mississippi River.)—

Thursday was a lovely day, and the sight of the broad river exhilarating. The 

negroes launched and reloaded the boat, and when we had paid them and spoken 

good-by to them we felt we were really off. Every one had said that if we kept in 

the current the boat would almost go of itself, but in fact the current seemed to 

throw it about, and hard pulling was necessary. The heat of the sun was very 

severe, and it proved impossible to use an umbrella or any kind of shade, as it 

made steering more difficult. Snags and floating timbers were very troublesome. 

Twice we hurried up to the bank out of the way of passing gunboats, but they 

took no notice of us. When we got thirsty, it was found that Max had set the jug 

of water in the shade of a tree and left it there. We must dip up the river water or 

go without. When it got too dark to travel safely we disembarked. Reeney 

gathered wood, made a fire and some tea, and we had a good supper. We then 

divided, H. and I remaining to watch the boat, Max and Annie on shore. She 

hung up a mosquito-bar to the trees and went to bed comfortably. In the boat the 

mosquitos were horrible, but I fell asleep and slept till voices on the bank woke 

me. Annie was wandering disconsolate round her bed, and when I asked the 

trouble, said, "Oh, I can't sleep there! I found a toad and a lizard in the bed." 

When dropping off again, H. woke me to say he was very sick; he thought it was 

from drinking the river water. With difficulty I got a trunk opened to find some 

medicine. While doing so a gunboat loomed up vast and gloomy, and we gave 

each other a good fright. Our voices doubtless reached her, for instantly every 

one of her lights disappeared and she ran for a few minutes along the opposite 

bank. We momently expected a shell as a feeler. 



At dawn next morning we made coffee and a hasty breakfast, fixed up as well as 

we could in our sylvan dressing-rooms, and pushed on; for it is settled that 

traveling between eleven and two will have to be given up unless we want to be 

roasted alive. H. grew worse. He suffered terribly, and the rest of us as much to 

see him pulling in such a state of exhaustion. Max would not trust either of us to 

steer. About eleven we reached the landing of a plantation. Max walked up to the 

house and returned with the owner, an old gentleman living alone with his slaves. 

The housekeeper, a young colored girl, could not be surpassed in her graceful 

efforts to make us comfortable and anticipate every want. I was so anxious about 

H. that I remember nothing except that the cold drinking-water taken from a 

cistern beneath the building, into which only the winter rains were allowed to 

fall, was like an elixir. They offered luscious peaches that, with such water, were 

nectar and ambrosia to our parched lips. At night the housekeeper said she was 

sorry they had no mosquito-bars ready, and hoped the mosquitos would not be 

thick, but they came out in legions. I knew that on sleep that night depended 

recovery or illness for H., and all possibility of proceeding next day. So I sat up 

fanning away mosquitos that he might sleep, toppling over now and then on the 

pillows till roused by his stirring. I contrived to keep this up till, as the chill 

before dawn came, they abated and I got a short sleep. Then, with the aid of cold 

water, a fresh toilet, and a good breakfast, I braced up for another day's baking in 

the boat. 

If I had been well and strong as usual, the discomforts of such a journey would 

not have seemed so much to me; but I was still weak from the effects of the 

fever, and annoyed by a worrying toothache which there had been no dentist to 

rid me of in our village. 

Having paid and dismissed the boat's watchman, we started and traveled till 

eleven to-day, when we stopped at this cotton-shed. When our dais was spread 

and lunch laid out in the cool breeze, it seemed a blessed spot. A good many 

negroes came offering chickens and milk in exchange for tobacco, which we had 

not. We bought some milk with money. 

A United States transport just now steamed by, and the men on the guards 

cheered and waved to us. We all replied but Annie. Even Max was surprised into 

an answering cheer, and I waved my handkerchief with a very full heart as the 

dear old flag we had not seen for so long floated by; but Annie turned her back. 

Sunday, July 13. (Under a tree on the east bank of the Mississippi)—Late on 

Saturday evening we reached a plantation whose owner invited us to spend the 

night at his house. What a delightful thing is courtesy! The first tone of our host's 

welcome indicated the true gentleman. We never leave the oars with the 

watchman; Max takes these, Annie and I each take a band-box, H. takes my 



carpet-sack, and Reeney brings up the rear with Annie's. It is a funny procession. 

Mr. B.'s family were absent, and as we sat on the gallery talking, it needed only a 

few minutes to show this was a "Union man." His home was elegant and tasteful, 

but even here there was neither tea nor coffee. 

About eleven we stopped here in this shady place. While eating lunch the negroes 

again came imploring for tobacco. Soon an invitation came from the house for us 

to come and rest. We gratefully accepted, but found their idea of rest for warm, 

tired travelers was to sit in the parlor on stiff chairs while the whole family 

trooped in, cool and clean in fresh toilets, to stare and question. We soon returned 

to the trees; however, they kindly offered corn-meal pound-cake and beer, which 

were excellent. 

Eight gunboats and one transport have passed us. Getting out of their way has 

been troublesome. Our gentlemen's hands are badly blistered. 

Tuesday, July 15.—Sunday night about ten we reached the place where, 

according to our map, Steele's Bayou comes nearest to the Mississippi, and where 

the landing should be; but when we climbed the steep bank there was no sign of 

habitation. Max walked off into the woods on a search, and was gone so long we 

feared he had lost his way. He could find no road. H. suggested shouting, and 

both began. At last a distant halloo replied, and by cries the answerer was guided 

to us. A negro came forward and said that was the right place, his master kept the 

landing, and he would watch the boat for five dollars. He showed the road, and 

said his master's house was one mile off and another house two miles. We 

mistook, and went to the one two miles off. At one o'clock we reached Mr. 

Fetler's, who was pleasant, and said we should have the best he had. The bed into 

whose grateful softness I sank was piled with mattresses to within two or three 

feet of the ceiling; and, with no step-ladder, getting in and out was a problem. 

This morning we noticed the high-water mark, four feet above the lower floor. 

Mrs. Fetler said they had lived up-stairs several weeks. 

 

X 

FRIGHTS AND PERILS IN STEELE'S BAYOU 

Wednesday, July 16. (Under a tree on the bank of Steele's Bayou.)—Early this 

morning our boat was taken out of the Mississippi and put on Mr. Fetler's ox-cart. 

After breakfast we followed on foot. The walk in the woods was so delightful 

that all were disappointed when a silvery gleam through the trees showed the 



bayou sweeping along, full to the banks, with dense forest trees almost meeting 

over it. The boat was launched, calked, and reloaded, and we were off again. 

Toward noon the sound of distant cannon began to echo around, probably from 

Vicksburg again. About the same time we began to encounter rafts. To get 

around them required us to push through brush so thick that we had to lie down 

in the boat. The banks were steep and the land on each side a bog. About one 

o'clock we reached this clear space with dry shelving banks, and disembarked to 

eat lunch. To our surprise a neatly dressed woman came tripping down the 

declivity, bringing a basket. She said she lived above and had seen our boat. Her 

husband was in the army, and we were the first white people she had talked to for 

a long while. She offered some corn-meal pound-cake and beer, and as she 

climbed back told us to "look out for the rapids." H. is putting the boat in order 

for our start, and says she is waving good-by from the bluff above. 

Thursday, July 17. (On a raft in Steele's Bayou.)—Yesterday we went on nicely 

awhile, and at afternoon came to a strange region of rafts, extending about three 

miles, on which persons were living. Many saluted us, saying they had run away 

from Vicksburg at the first attempt of the fleet to shell it. On one of these rafts, 

about twelve feet square,[1] bagging had been hung up to form three sides of a 

tent. A bed was in one corner, and on a low chair, with her provisions in jars and 

boxes grouped round her, sat an old woman feeding a lot of chickens. 

[1]More likely twelve yards.—G.W.C. 

Having moonlight, we had intended to travel till late. But about ten o'clock, the 

boat beginning to go with great speed, H., who was steering, called to Max: 

"Don't row so fast; we may run against something." 

"I'm hardly pulling at all." 

"Then we're in what she called the rapids!" 

The stream seemed indeed to slope downward, and in a minute a dark line was 

visible ahead. Max tried to turn, but could not, and in a second more we dashed 

against this immense raft, only saved from breaking up by the men's quickness. 

We got out upon it and ate supper. Then, as the boat was leaking and the current 

swinging it against the raft, H. and Max thought it safer to watch all night, but 

told us to go to sleep. It was a strange spot to sleep in—a raft in the middle of a 

boiling stream, with a wilderness stretching on either side. The moon made 

ghostly shadows, and showed H., sitting still as a ghost, in the stern of the boat, 

while mingled with the gurgle of the water round the raft beneath was the boom 

of cannon in the air, solemnly breaking the silence of night. It drizzled now and 

then, and the mosquitos swarmed over us. My fan and umbrella had been 

https://www.gutenberg.org/cache/epub/18765/pg18765-images.html#Footnote_1_1
https://www.gutenberg.org/cache/epub/18765/pg18765-images.html#FNanchor_1_1


knocked overboard, so I had no weapon against them. Fatigue, however, 

overcomes everything, and I contrived to sleep. 

H. roused us at dawn. Reeney found lightwood enough on the raft to make a 

good fire for coffee, which never tasted better. Then all hands assisted in 

unloading; a rope was fastened to the boat, Max got in, H. held the rope on the 

raft, and, by much pulling and pushing, it was forced through a narrow passage to 

the farther side. Here it had to be calked, and while that was being done we 

improvised a dressing-room in the shadow of our big trunks. During the trip I had 

to keep the time, therefore properly to secure belt and watch was always an 

anxious part of my toilet. The boat is now repacked, and while Annie and Reeney 

are washing cups I have scribbled, wishing much that mine were the hand of an 

artist. 

Friday morn, July 18. (House of Colonel K., on Yazoo River.)—After leaving the 

raft yesterday all went well till noon, when we came to a narrow place where an 

immense tree lay clear across the stream. It seemed the insurmountable obstacle 

at last. We sat despairing what to do, when a man appeared beside us in a 

pirogue. So sudden, so silent was his arrival that we were thrilled with surprise. 

He said if we had a hatchet he could help us. His fairy bark floated in among the 

branches like a bubble, and he soon chopped a path for us, and was delighted to 

get some matches in return. He said the cannon we heard yesterday were in an 

engagement with the ram Arkansas, which ran out of the Yazoo that morning. 

We did not stop for dinner to-day, but ate a hasty lunch in the boat, after which 

nothing but a small piece of bread was left. About two we reached the forks, one 

of which ran to the Yazoo, the other to the Old River. Max said the right fork was 

our road; H. said the left, that there was an error in Max's map; but Max steered 

into the right fork. After pulling about three miles he admitted his mistake and 

turned back; but I shall never forget Old River. It was the vision of a drowned 

world, an illimitable waste of dead waters, stretching into a great, silent, desolate 

forest. 

Just as we turned into the right way, down came the rain so hard and fast we had 

to stop on the bank. It defied trees or umbrellas, and nearly took away the breath. 

The boat began to fill, and all five of us had to bail as fast as possible for the half-

hour the sheet of water was pouring down. As it abated a cold breeze sprang up 

that, striking our clothes, chilled us to the bone. All were shivering and blue—no, 

I was green. Before leaving Mr. Fetler's Wednesday morning I had donned a 

dark-green calico. I wiped my face with a handkerchief out of my pocket, and 

face and hands were all dyed a deep green. When Annie turned round and looked 

at me she screamed, and I realized how I looked; but she was not much better, for 

of all dejected things wet feathers are the worst, and the plumes in her hat were 

painful. 



About five we reached Colonel K.'s house, right where Steele's Bayou empties 

into the Yazoo. We had both to be fairly dragged out of the boat, so cramped and 

weighted were we by wet skirts. The family were absent, and the house was 

headquarters for a squad of Confederate cavalry, which was also absent. The old 

colored housekeeper received us kindly, and lighted fires in our rooms to dry the 

clothing. My trunk had got cracked on top, and all the clothing to be got at was 

wet. H. had dropped his in the river while lifting it out, and his clothes were wet. 

A spoonful of brandy apiece was left in the little flask, and I felt that mine saved 

me from being ill. Warm blankets and the brandy revived us, and by supper-time 

we got into some dry clothes. 

Just then the squad of cavalry returned; they were only a dozen, but they made 

much uproar, being in great excitement. Some of them were known to Max and 

H., who learned from them that a gunboat was coming to shell them out of this 

house. Then ensued a clatter such as twelve men surely never made before—

rattling about the halls and galleries in heavy boots and spurs, feeding horses, 

calling for supper, clanking swords, buckling and unbuckling belts and pistols. At 

last supper was despatched, and they mounted and were gone like the wind. We 

had a quiet supper and a good night's rest in spite of the expected shells, and did 

not wake till ten to-day to realize we were not killed. About eleven breakfast was 

furnished. Now we are waiting till the rest of our things are dried to start on our 

last day of travel by water. 

Sunday, July 20.—A little way down the Yazoo on Friday we ran into McNutt's 

Lake, thence into Chickasaw Bayou, and at dark landed at Mrs. C.'s farm, the 

nearest neighbors of H.'s uncle. The house was full of Confederate sick, friends 

from Vicksburg, and while we ate supper all present poured out the story of the 

shelling and all that was to be done at Vicksburg. Then our stuff was taken from 

the boat, and we finally abandoned the stanch little craft that had carried us for 

over one hundred and twenty-five miles in a trip occupying nine days. The 

luggage in a wagon, and ourselves packed in a buggy, were driven for four or 

five miles, over the roughest road I ever traveled, to the farm of Mr. B., H.'s 

uncle, where we arrived at midnight and hastened to hide in bed the utter 

exhaustion of mind and body. Yesterday we were too tired to think, or to do 

anything but eat peaches. 

 

XI 

WILD TIMES IN MISSISSIPPI 



This morning there was a most painful scene. Annie's father came into 

Vicksburg, ten miles from here, and learned of our arrival from Mrs. C.'s 

messenger. He sent out a carriage to bring Annie and Max to town that they 

might go home with him, and with it came a letter for me from friends on the 

Jackson Railroad, written many weeks before. They had heard that our village 

home was under water, and invited us to visit them. The letter had been sent to 

Annie's people to forward, and thus had reached us. This decided H., as the place 

was near New Orleans, to go there and wait the chance of getting into that city. 

Max, when he heard this from H., lost all self-control and cried like a baby. He 

stalked about the garden in the most tragic manner, exclaiming: 

"Oh! my soul's brother from youth up is a traitor! A traitor to his country!" 

Then H. got angry and said, "Max, don't be a fool." 

"Who has done this?" bawled Max. "You felt with the South at first; who has 

changed you?" 

"Of course I feel for the South now, and nobody has changed me but the logic of 

events, though the twenty-negro law has intensified my opinions. I can't see why 

I, who have no slaves, must go to fight for them, while every man who has 

twenty may stay at home." 

I also tried to reason with Max and pour oil on his wound. "Max, what interest 

has a man like you, without slaves, in a war for slavery? Even if you had them, 

they would not be your best property. That lies in your country and its resources. 

Nearly all the world has given up slavery; why can't the South do the same and 

end the struggle. It has shown you what the South needs, and if all went to work 

with united hands the South would soon be the greatest country on earth. You 

have no right to call H. a traitor; it is we who are the true patriots and lovers of 

the South." 

This had to come, but it has upset us both. H. is deeply attached to Max, and I 

can't bear to see a cloud between them. Max, with Annie and Reeney, drove off 

an hour ago, Annie so glad at the prospect of again seeing her mother that 

nothing could cloud her day. And so the close companionship of six months, and 

of dangers, trials, and pleasures shared together, is over. 

Oak Ridge, July 26, Saturday.—It was not till Wednesday that H. could get into 

Vicksburg, ten miles distant, for a passport, without which we could not go on 

the cars. We started Thursday morning. I had to ride seven miles on a hard-

trotting horse to the nearest station. The day was burning at white heat. When the 

station was reached my hair was down, my hat on my neck, and my feelings were 

indescribable. 



On the train one seemed to be right in the stream of war, among officers, soldiers, 

sick men and cripples, adieus, tears, laughter, constant chatter, and, strangest of 

all, sentinels posted at the locked car doors demanding passports. There was no 

train south from Jackson that day, so we put up at the Bowman House. The 

excitement was indescribable. All the world appeared to be traveling through 

Jackson. People were besieging the two hotels, offering enormous prices for the 

privilege of sleeping anywhere under a roof. There were many refugees from 

New Orleans, among them some acquaintances of mine. The peculiar styles of 

[women's] dress necessitated by the exigencies of war gave the crowd a very 

striking appearance. In single suits I saw sleeves of one color, the waist of 

another, the skirt of another; scarlet jackets and gray skirts; black waists and blue 

skirts; black skirts and gray waists; the trimming chiefly gold braid and buttons, 

to give a military air. The gray and gold uniforms of the officers, glittering 

between, made up a carnival of color. Every moment we saw strange meetings 

and partings of people from all over the South. Conditions of time, space, 

locality, and estate were all loosened; everybody seemed floating he knew not 

whither, but determined to be jolly, and keep up an excitement. At supper we had 

tough steak, heavy, dirty-looking bread, Confederate coffee. The coffee was 

made of either parched rye or corn-meal, or of sweet potatoes cut in small cubes 

and roasted. This was the favorite. When flavored with "coffee essence," 

sweetened with sorghum, and tinctured with chalky milk, it made a curious 

beverage which, after tasting, I preferred not to drink. Every one else was 

drinking it, and an acquaintance said, "Oh, you'll get bravely over that. I used to 

be a Jewess about pork, but now we just kill a hog and eat it, and kill another and 

do the same. It's all we have." 

Friday morning we took the down train for the station near my friend's house. At 

every station we had to go through the examination of passes, as if in a foreign 

country. 

The conscript camp was at Brookhaven, and every man had been ordered to 

report there or to be treated as a deserter. At every station I shivered mentally, 

expecting H. to be dragged off. Brookhaven was also the station for dinner. I 

choked mine down, feeling the sword hanging over me by a single hair. At sunset 

we reached our station. The landlady was pouring tea when we took our seats, 

and I expected a treat, but when I tasted it was sassafras tea, the very odor of 

which sickens me. There was a general surprise when I asked to exchange it for a 

glass of water; every one was drinking it as if it were nectar. This morning we 

drove out here. 

My friend's little nest is calm in contrast to the tumult not far off. Yet the trials of 

war are here too. Having no matches, they keep fire, carefully covering it at 

night, for Mr. G. has no powder, and cannot flash the gun into combustibles as 



some do. One day they had to go with the children to the village, and the servant 

let the fire go out. When they returned at nightfall, wet and hungry, there was 

neither fire nor food. Mr. G. had to saddle the tired mule and ride three miles for 

a pan of coals, and blow them, all the way back, to keep them alight. Crockery 

has gradually been broken and tin cups rusted out, and a visitor told me they had 

made tumblers out of clear glass bottles by cutting them smooth with a heated 

wire, and that they had nothing else to drink from. 

Aug. 11.—We cannot get to New Orleans. A special passport must be shown, and 

we are told that to apply for it would render H. very likely to be conscripted. I 

begged him not to try; and as we hear that active hostilities have ceased at 

Vicksburg, he left me this morning to return to his uncle's and see what the 

prospects are there. I shall be in misery about conscription till he returns. 

Sunday, Sept. 7. (Vicksburg, Washington Hotel.)—H. did not return for three 

weeks. An epidemic disease broke out in his uncle's family and two children 

died. He stayed to assist them in their trouble. Tuesday evening he returned for 

me, and we reached Vicksburg yesterday. It was my first sight of the "Gibraltar 

of the South." Looking at it from a slight elevation suggests the idea that the 

fragments left from world-building had tumbled into a confused mass of hills, 

hollows, hillocks, banks, ditches, and ravines, and that the houses had rained 

down afterward. Over all there was dust impossible to conceive. The 

bombardment has done little injury. People have returned and resumed business. 

A gentleman asked H. if he knew of a nice girl for sale. I asked if he did not think 

it impolitic to buy slaves now. 

"Oh, not young ones. Old ones might run off when the enemy's lines approach 

ours, but with young ones there is no danger." 

We had not been many hours in town before a position was offered to H. which 

seemed providential. The chief of a certain department was in ill health and 

wanted a deputy. It secures him from conscription, requires no oath, and pays a 

good salary. A mountain seemed lifted off my heart. 

Thursday, Sept. 18. (Thanksgiving Day.)—We stayed three days at the 

Washington Hotel; then a friend of H.'s called and told him to come to his house 

till he could find a home. Boarding-houses have all been broken up, and the army 

has occupied the few houses that were for rent. To-day H. secured a vacant room 

for two weeks in the only boarding-house. 

Oak Haven, Oct. 3.—To get a house in V. proved impossible, so we agreed to 

part for a time till H. could find one. A friend recommended this quiet farm, six 

miles from—— [a station on the Jackson Railroad]. On last Saturday H. came 

with me as far as Jackson and put me on the other train for the station. 



On my way hither a lady, whom I judged to be a Confederate "blockade-runner," 

told me of the tricks resorted to to get things out of New Orleans, including this: 

A very large doll was emptied of its bran, filled with quinine, and elaborately 

dressed. When the owner's trunk was opened, she declared with tears that the doll 

was for a poor crippled girl, and it was passed. 

This farm of Mr. W.'s[2] is kept with about forty negroes. Mr. W., nearly sixty, is 

the only white man on it. He seems to have been wiser in the beginning than 

most others, and curtailed his cotton to make room for rye, rice, and corn. There 

is a large vegetable-garden and orchard; he has bought plenty of stock for beef 

and mutton, and laid in a large supply of sugar. He must also have plenty of 

ammunition, for a man is kept hunting and supplies the table with delicious wild 

turkeys and other game. There is abundance of milk and butter, hives for honey, 

and no end of pigs. Chickens seem to be kept like game in parks, for I never see 

any, but the hunter shoots them, and eggs are plentiful. We have chicken for 

breakfast, dinner, and supper, fried, stewed, broiled, and in soup, and there is a 

family of ten. Luckily I never tire of it. They make starch out of corn-meal by 

washing the meal repeatedly, pouring off the water, and drying the sediment. 

Truly the uses of corn in the Confederacy are varied. It makes coffee, beer, 

whisky, starch, cake, bread. The only privations here are the lack of coffee, tea, 

salt, matches, and good candles. Mr. W. is now having the dirt floor of his 

smoke-house dug up and boiling from it the salt that has dripped into it for years. 

To-day Mrs. W. made tea out of dried blackberry leaves, but no one liked it. The 

beds, made out of equal parts of cotton and corn-shucks, are the most elastic I 

ever slept in. The servants are dressed in gray homespun. Hester, the 

chambermaid, has a gray gown so pretty that I covet one like it. Mrs. W. is now 

arranging dyes for the thread to be woven into dresses for herself and the girls. 

Sometimes her hands are a curiosity. 

[2]On this plantation, and in this domestic circle, I myself afterward sojourned, and from them 

enlisted in the army. The initials are fictitious, but the description is perfect.—G.W.C. 

The school at the nearest town is broken up, and Mrs. W. says the children are 

growing up heathens. Mr. W. has offered me a liberal price to give the children 

lessons in English and French, and I have accepted transiently. 

Oct. 28.—It is a month to-day since I came here. I only wish H. could share these 

benefits—the nourishing food, the pure aromatic air, the sound sleep away from 

the fevered life of Vicksburg. He sends me all the papers he can get hold of, and 

we both watch carefully the movements reported lest an army should get between 

us. The days are full of useful work, and in the lovely afternoons I take long 

walks with a big dog for company. The girls do not care for walking. In the 

evening Mr. W. begs me to read aloud all the war news. He is fond of the 
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"Memphis Appeal," which has moved from town to town so much that they call 

it the "Moving Appeal." I sit in a low chair by the fire, as we have no other light 

to read by. Sometimes traveling soldiers stop here, but that is rare. 

Oct. 31.—Mr. W. said last night the farmers felt uneasy about the "Emancipation 

Proclamation" to take effect in December. The slaves have found it out, though it 

had been carefully kept from them. 

"Do yours know it?" I asked. 

"Oh, yes. Finding it to be known elsewhere, I told it to mine with fair warning 

what to expect if they tried to run away. The hounds are not far off." 

The need of clothing for their armies is worrying them too. I never saw Mrs. W. 

so excited as on last evening. She said the provost-marshal at the next town had 

ordered the women to knit so many pairs of socks. 

"Just let him try to enforce it and they will cowhide him. He'll get none from me. 

I'll take care of my friends without an order from him." 

"Well," said Mr. W., "if the South is defeated and the slaves set free, the 

Southern people will all become atheists; for the Bible justifies slavery and says 

it shall be perpetual." 

"You mean, if the Lord does not agree with you, you'll repudiate him." 

"Well, we'll feel it's no use to believe in anything." 

At night the large sitting-room makes a striking picture. Mr. W., spare, erect, 

gray-headed, patriarchal, sits in his big chair by the odorous fire of pine logs and 

knots roaring up the vast fireplace. His driver brings to him the report of the day's 

picking and a basket of snowy cotton for the spinning. The hunter brings in the 

game. I sit on the other side to read. The great spinning-wheels stand at the other 

end of the room, and Mrs. W. and her black satellites, the elderly women with 

their heads in bright bandanas, are hard at work. Slender and auburn-haired, she 

steps back and forth out of shadow into shine following the thread with graceful 

movements. Some card the cotton, some reel it into hanks. Over all the firelight 

glances, now touching the golden curls of little John toddling about, now the 

brown heads of the girls stooping over their books, now the shadowy figure of 

little Jule, the girl whose duty it is to supply the fire with rich pine to keep up the 

vivid light. If they would only let the child sit down! But that is not allowed, and 

she gets sleepy and stumbles and knocks her head against the wall and then 

straightens up again. When that happens often it drives me off. Sometimes while 

I read the bright room fades and a vision rises of figures clad in gray and blue 

lying pale and stiff on the blood-sprinkled ground. 



Nov. 15.—Yesterday a letter was handed me from H. Grant's army was moving, 

he wrote, steadily down the Mississippi Central, and might cut the road at 

Jackson. He has a house and will meet me in Jackson to-morrow. 

Nov. 20. (Vicksburg.)—A fair morning for my journey back to Vicksburg. On the 

train was the gentleman who in New Orleans had told us we should have all the 

butter we wanted from Texas. On the cars, as elsewhere, the question of food 

alternated with news of the war. 

When we ran into the Jackson station, H. was on the platform, and I gladly 

learned that we could go right on. A runaway negro, an old man, ashy-colored 

from fright and exhaustion, with his hands chained, was being dragged along by 

a common-looking man. Just as we started out of Jackson the conductor led in a 

young woman sobbing in a heartbroken manner. Her grief seemed so 

overpowering, and she was so young and helpless, that every one was interested. 

Her husband went into the army in the opening of the war, just after their 

marriage, and she had never heard from him since. After months of weary 

searching she learned he had been heard of at Jackson, and came full of hope, but 

found no clue. The sudden breaking down of her hope was terrible. The 

conductor placed her in care of a gentleman going her way and left her sobbing. 

At the next station the conductor came to ask her about her baggage. She raised 

her head to try and answer. "Don't cry so; you'll find him yet." She gave a start, 

jumped from her seat with arms flung out and eyes staring. "There he is now!" 

she cried. Her husband stood before her. 

The gentleman beside her yielded his seat, and as hand grasped hand a hysterical 

gurgle gave place to a look like Heaven's peace. The low murmur of their talk 

began and when I looked around at the next station they had bought pies and 

were eating them together like happy children. 

Midway between Jackson and Vicksburg we reached the station near where 

Annie's parents were staying. I looked out, and there stood Annie with a little 

sister on each side of her, brightly smiling at us. Max had written to H., but we 

had not seen them since our parting. There was only time for a word and the train 

flashed away. 

 

XII 

VICKSBURG 



We reached Vicksburg that night and went to H.'s room. Next morning the cook 

he had engaged arrived, and we moved into this house. Martha's ignorance keeps 

me busy, and H. is kept close at his office. 

January 7, 1863.—I have had little to record here recently, for we have lived to 

ourselves, not visiting or visited. Every one H. knows is absent, and I know no 

one but the family we stayed with at first, and they are now absent. H. tells me of 

the added triumph since the repulse of Sherman in December, and the one paper 

published here shouts victory as much as its gradually diminishing size will 

allow. Paper is a serious want. There is a great demand for envelops in the office 

where H. is. He found and bought a lot of thick and smooth colored paper, cut a 

tin pattern, and we have whiled away some long evenings cutting envelops and 

making them up. I have put away a package of the best to look at when we are 

old. The books I brought from Arkansas have proved a treasure, but we can get 

no more. I went to the only book-store open; there were none but Mrs. Stowe's 

"Sunny Memories of Foreign Lands." The clerk said I could have that cheap, 

because he couldn't sell her books, so I got it and am reading it now. The 

monotony has only been broken by letters from friends here and there in the 

Confederacy. One of these letters tells of a Federal raid to their place, and says: 

"But the worst thing was, they would take every toothbrush in the house, because 

we can't buy any more; and one cavalryman put my sister's new bonnet on his 

horse, and said, 'Get up, Jack,' and her bonnet was gone." 

February 25.—A long gap in my journal, because H. has been ill unto death with 

typhoid fever, and I nearly broke down from loss of sleep, there being no one to 

relieve me. I never understood before how terrible it was to be alone at night with 

a patient in delirium, and no one within call. To wake Martha was simply 

impossible. I got the best doctor here, but when convalescence began the 

question of food was a trial. I got with great difficulty two chickens. The doctor 

made the drug-store sell two of their six bottles of port; he said his patient's life 

depended on it. An egg is a rare and precious thing. Meanwhile the Federal fleet 

has been gathering, has anchored at the bend, and shells are thrown in at 

intervals. 

March 20.—The slow shelling of Vicksburg goes on all the time, and we have 

grown indifferent. It does not at present interrupt or interfere with daily 

avocations, but I suspect they are only getting the range of different points; and 

when they have them all complete, showers of shot will rain on us all at once. 

Non-combatants have been ordered to leave or prepare accordingly. Those who 

are to stay are having caves built. Cave-digging has become a regular business; 

prices range from twenty to fifty dollars, according to size of cave. Two diggers 

worked at ours a week and charged thirty dollars. It is well made in the hill that 

slopes just in the rear of the house, and well propped with thick posts, as they all 



are. It has a shelf also, for holding a light or water. When we went in this evening 

and sat down, the earthy, suffocating feeling, as of a living tomb, was dreadful to 

me. I fear I shall risk death outside rather than melt in that dark furnace. The hills 

are so honeycombed with caves that the streets look like avenues in a cemetery. 

The hill called the Sky-parlor has become quite a fashionable resort for the few 

upper-circle families left here. Some officers are quartered there, and there is a 

band and a field-glass. Last evening we also climbed the hill to watch the 

shelling, but found the view not so good as on a quiet hill nearer home. Soon a 

lady began to talk to one of the officers: "It is such folly for them to waste their 

ammunition like that. How can they ever take a town that has such advantages 

for defense and protection as this? We'll just burrow into these hills and let them 

batter away as hard as they please." 

"You are right, madam; and besides, when our women are so willing to brave 

death and endure discomfort, how can we ever be conquered?" 

Soon she looked over with significant glances to where we stood, and began to 

talk at H. 

"The only drawback," she said, "are the contemptible men who are staying at 

home in comfort, when they ought to be in the army if they had a spark of 

honor." 

I cannot repeat all, but it was the usual tirade. It is strange I have met no one yet 

who seems to comprehend an honest difference of opinion, and stranger yet that 

the ordinary rules of good breeding are now so entirely ignored. As the spring 

comes one has the craving for fresh, green food that a monotonous diet produces. 

There was a bed of radishes and onions in the garden that were a real blessing. 

An onion salad, dressed only with salt, vinegar, and pepper, seemed a dish fit for 

a king; but last night the soldiers quartered near made a raid on the garden and 

took them all. 

April 2.—We have had to move, and thus lost our cave. The owner of the house 

suddenly returned and notified us that he intended to bring his family back; didn't 

think there'd be any siege. The cost of the cave could go for the rent. That means 

he has got tired of the Confederacy and means to stay here and thus get out of it. 

This house was the only one to be had. It was built by ex-Senator G., and is so 

large our tiny household is lost in it. We use only the lower floor. The bell is 

often rung by persons who take it for a hotel and come beseeching food at any 

price. To-day one came who would not be denied. "We do not keep a hotel, but 

would willingly feed hungry soldiers if we had the food." "I have been traveling 

all night, and am starving; will pay any price for just bread." I went to the dining-

room and found some biscuits, and set out two, with a large piece of corn-bread, 



a small piece of bacon, some nice syrup, and a pitcher of water. I locked the door 

of the safe and left him to enjoy his lunch. After he left I found he had broken 

open the safe and taken the remaining biscuits. 

April 28.—I never understood before the full force of those questions—What 

shall we eat? what shall we drink? and wherewithal shall we be clothed? We 

have no prophet of the Lord at whose prayer the meal and oil will not waste. 

Such minute attention must be given the wardrobe to preserve it that I have 

learned to darn like an artist. Making shoes is now another accomplishment. 

Mine were in tatters. H. came across a moth-eaten pair that he bought me, giving 

ten dollars, I think, and they fell into rags when I tried to wear them; but the soles 

were good, and that has helped me to shoes. A pair of old coat-sleeves saved—

nothing is thrown away now—was in my trunk. I cut an exact pattern from my 

old shoes, laid it on the sleeves, and cut out thus good uppers and sewed them 

carefully; then soaked the soles and sewed the cloth to them. I am so proud of 

these home-made shoes, think I'll put them in a glass case when the war is over, 

as an heirloom. H. says he has come to have an abiding faith that everything he 

needs to wear will come out of that trunk while the war lasts. It is like a fairy 

casket. I have but a dozen pins remaining, so many I gave away. Every time these 

are used they are straightened and kept from rust. All these curious labors are 

performed while the shells are leisurely screaming through the air; but as long as 

we are out of range we don't worry. For many nights we have had but little sleep, 

because the Federal gunboats have been running past the batteries. The uproar 

when this is happening is phenomenal. The first night the thundering artillery 

burst the bars of sleep, we thought it an attack by the river. To get into garments 

and rush up-stairs was the work of a moment. From the upper gallery we have a 

fine view of the river, and soon a red glare lit up the scene and showed a small 

boat, towing two large barges, gliding by. The Confederates had set fire to a 

house near the bank. Another night, eight boats ran by, throwing a shower of 

shot, and two burning houses made the river clear as day. One of the batteries has 

a remarkable gun they call "Whistling Dick," because of the screeching, 

whistling sound it gives, and certainly it does sound like a tortured thing. Added 

to all this is the indescribable Confederate yell, which is a soul-harrowing sound 

to hear. I have gained respect for the mechanism of the human ear, which stands 

it all without injury. The streets are seldom quiet at night; even the dragging 

about of cannon makes a din in these echoing gullies. The other night we were on 

the gallery till the last of the eight boats got by. Next day a friend said to H., "It 

was a wonder you didn't have your heads taken off last night. I passed and saw 

them stretched over the gallery, and grape-shot were whizzing up the street just 

on a level with you." The double roar of batteries and boats was so great, we 

never noticed the whizzing. Yesterday the Cincinnati attempted to go by in 



daylight but was disabled and sunk. It was a pitiful sight; we could not see the 

finale, though we saw her rendered helpless. 

 

XIII 

PREPARATIONS FOR THE SIEGE 

Vicksburg, May 1, 1863.—It is settled at last that we shall spend the time of siege 

in Vicksburg. Ever since we were deprived of our cave, I had been dreading that 

H. would suggest sending me to the country, where his relatives lived. As he 

could not leave his position and go also without being conscripted, and as I felt 

certain an army would get between us, it was no part of my plan to be obedient. 

A shell from one of the practising mortars brought the point to an issue yesterday 

and settled it. Sitting at work as usual, listening to the distant sound of bursting 

shells, apparently aimed at the court-house, there suddenly came a nearer 

explosion; the house shook, and a tearing sound was followed by terrified 

screams from the kitchen. I rushed thither, but met in the hall the cook's little girl 

America, bleeding from a wound in the forehead, and fairly dancing with fright 

and pain, while she uttered fearful yells. I stopped to examine the wound, and her 

mother bounded in, her black face ashy from terror. "Oh! Miss V., my child is 

killed and the kitchen tore up." Seeing America was too lively to be a killed 

subject, I consoled Martha and hastened to the kitchen. Evidently a shell had 

exploded just outside, sending three or four pieces through. When order was 

restored I endeavored to impress on Martha's mind the necessity for calmness and 

the uselessness of such excitement. Looking round at the close of the lecture, 

there stood a group of Confederate soldiers laughing heartily at my sermon and 

the promising audience I had. They chimed in with a parting chorus: 

"Yes, it's no use hollerin', old lady." 

"Oh! H.," I exclaimed, as he entered soon after, "America is wounded." 

"That is no news; she has been wounded by traitors long ago." 

"Oh, this is real, living, little black America. I am not talking in symbols. Here 

are the pieces of shell, the first bolt of the coming siege." 

"Now you see," he replied, "that this house will be but paper to mortar-shells. 

You must go in the country." 



The argument was long, but when a woman is obstinate and eloquent, she 

generally conquers. I came off victorious, and we finished preparations for the 

siege to-day. Hiring a man to assist, we descended to the wine-cellar, where the 

accumulated bottles told of the "banquet-hall deserted," the spirit and glow of the 

festive hours whose lights and garlands were dead, and the last guest long since 

departed. To empty this cellar was the work of many hours. Then in the safest 

corner a platform was laid for our bed, and in another portion one arranged for 

Martha. The dungeon, as I call it, is lighted only by a trap-door, and is so damp it 

will be necessary to remove the bedding and mosquito-bars every day. The next 

question was of supplies. I had nothing left but a sack of rice-flour, and no 

manner of cooking I had heard or invented contrived to make it eatable. A 

column of recipes for making delicious preparations of it had been going the 

rounds of Confederate papers. I tried them all; they resulted only in brick-bats or 

sticky paste. H. sallied out on a hunt for provisions, and when he returned the 

disproportionate quantity of the different articles obtained provoked a smile. 

There was a hogshead of sugar, a barrel of syrup, ten pounds of bacon and peas, 

four pounds of wheat-flour, and a small sack of corn-meal, a little vinegar, and 

actually some spice! The wheat-flour he purchased for ten dollars as a special 

favor from the sole remaining barrel for sale. We decided that must be left for 

sickness. The sack of meal, he said, was a case of corruption, through a special 

providence to us. There is no more for sale at any price; but, said he, "a soldier 

who was hauling some of the Government sacks to the hospital offered me this 

for five dollars, if I could keep a secret. When the meal is exhausted, perhaps we 

can keep alive on sugar. Here are some wax candles; hoard them like gold." He 

handed me a parcel containing about two pounds of candles, and left me to 

arrange my treasures. It would be hard for me to picture the memories those 

candles called up. The long years melted away, and I 

Trod again my childhood's track, 

And felt its very gladness. 

In those childish days, whenever came dreams Of household splendor or festal 

rooms or gay illuminations, the lights in my vision were always wax candles 

burning with a soft radiance that enchanted every scene.... And, lo! here on this 

spring day of '63, with war raging through the land, I was in a fine house, and had 

my wax candles sure enough; but, alas! they were neither cerulean blue nor rose-

tinted, but dirty brown; and when I lighted one, it spluttered and wasted like any 

vulgar tallow thing, and lighted only a desolate scene in the vast handsome room. 

They were not so good as the waxen rope we had made in Arkansas. So, with a 

long sigh for the dreams of youth, I return to the stern present in this besieged 

town—my only consolation to remember the old axiom, "A city besieged is a 

city taken,"—so if we live through it we shall be out of the Confederacy. H. is 



very tired of having to carry a pass around in his pocket and go every now and 

then to have it renewed. We have been so very free in America, these restrictions 

are irksome. 

May 9.—This morning the door-bell rang a startling peal. Martha being busy, I 

answered it. An orderly in gray stood with an official envelop in his hand. 

"Who lives here?" 

"Mr. L." 

Very imperiously—"Which Mr. L.?" 

"Mr. H.L." 

"Is he here?" 

"No." 

"Where can he be found?" 

"At the office of Deputy——." 

"I'm not going there. This is an order from General Pemberton for you to move 

out of this house in two hours. He has selected it for headquarters. He will 

furnish you with wagons." 

"Will he furnish another house also?" 

"Of course not." 

"Has the owner been consulted?" 

"He has not; that is of no consequence; it has been taken. Take this order." 

"I shall not take it, and I shall not move, as there is no place to move to but the 

street." 

"Then I'll take it to Mr. L." 

"Very well; do so." 

As soon as Mr. Impertine walked off, I locked, bolted, and barred every door and 

window. In ten minutes H. came home. 

"Hold the fort till I've seen the owner and the general," he said, as I locked him 

out. 

Then Dr. B's remark in New Orleans about the effect of Dr. C.'s fine presence on 

the Confederate officials there came to mind. They are just the people to be 



influenced in that way, I thought. I look rather shabby now; I will dress. I made 

an elaborate toilet, put on the best and most becoming dress I had, the richest 

lace, the handsomest ornaments, taking care that all should be appropriate to a 

morning visit; dressed my hair in the stateliest braids, and took a seat in the 

parlor ready for the fray. H. came to the window and said: 

"Landlord says, 'Keep them out. Wouldn't let them have his house at any price.' 

He is just riding to the country and can't help us now. Now I'm to see Major C., 

who sent the order." 

Next came an officer, banged at the door till tired, and walked away. Then the 

orderly came again and beat the door—same result. Next, four officers with 

bundles and lunch-baskets, followed by a wagon-load of furniture. They went 

round the house, tried every door, peeped in the windows, pounded and rapped, 

while I watched them through the blind-slats. Presently the fattest one, a real 

Falstaffian man, came back to the front door and rang a thundering peal. I saw 

the chance for fun and for putting on their own grandiloquent style. Stealing on 

tiptoe to the door, I turned the key and bolt noiselessly, and suddenly threw wide 

back the door and appeared behind it. He had been leaning on it, and nearly 

pitched forward with an "Oh! what's this!" Then seeing me as he straightened up, 

"Ah, madam!" almost stuttering from surprise and anger, "are you aware I had 

the right to break down this door if you hadn't opened it?" 

"That would make no difference to me. I'm not the owner. You or the landlord 

would pay the bill for the repairs." 

"Why didn't you open the door?" 

"Have I not done so as soon as you rung? A lady does not open the door to men 

who beat on it. Gentlemen usually ring; I thought it might be stragglers 

pounding." 

"Well," growing much blander, "we are going to send you some wagons to move; 

you must get ready." 

"With pleasure, if you have selected a house for me. This is too large; it does not 

suit me." 

"No, I didn't find a house for you." 

"You surely don't expect me to run about in the dust and shelling to look for it, 

and Mr. L. is too busy." 

"Well, madam, then we must share the house. We will take the lower floor." 



"I prefer to keep the lower floor myself; you surely don't expect me to go up and 

down stairs when you are so light and more able to do it." 

He walked through the hall, trying the doors. "What room is that?" "The parlor." 

"And this?" "My bedroom." "And this?" "The dining-room." 

"Well, madam, we'll find you a house and then come and take this." 

"Thank you, colonel; I shall be ready when you find the house. Good-morning, 

sir." 

I heard him say as he ran down the steps, "We must go back, captain; you see I 

didn't know they were this kind of people." 

Of course the orderly had lied in the beginning to scare me, for General P. is too 

far away from Vicksburg to send an order. He is looking about for General Grant. 

We are told he has gone out to meet Johnston; and together they expect to 

annihilate Grant's army and free Vicksburg forever. There is now a general 

hospital opposite this house, and a smallpox hospital next door. War, famine, 

pestilence, and fire surround us. Every day the band plays in front of the 

smallpox hospital. I wonder if it is to keep up their spirits? One would suppose 

quiet would be more cheering. 

May 17.—Hardly was our scanty breakfast over this morning when a hurried ring 

drew us both to the door. 

Mr. J., one of H.'s assistants, stood there in high excitement. 

"Well, Mr. L., they are upon us; the Yankees will be here by this evening." 

"What do you mean?" 

"That Pemberton has been whipped at Baker's Creek and Big Black, and his army 

are running back here as fast as they can come, and the Yanks after them, in such 

numbers nothing can stop them. Hasn't Pemberton acted like a fool?" 

"He may not be the only one to blame," replied H. 

"They're coming along the Big B. road, and my folks went down there to be safe, 

you know; now they're right in it. I hear you can't see the armies for the dust; 

never was anything else known like it. But I must go and try to bring my folks 

back here." 

What struck us both was the absence of that concern to be expected, and a sort of 

relief or suppressed pleasure. After twelve some worn-out-looking men sat down 

under the window. 



"What is the news?" I inquired. 

"Ritreat, ritreat!" they said, in broken English—they were Louisiana Acadians. 

About three o'clock the rush began. I shall never forget that woeful sight of a 

beaten, demoralized army that came rushing back,—humanity in the last throes 

of endurance. Wan, hollow-eyed, ragged, foot-sore, bloody, the men limped 

along unarmed, but followed by siege-guns, ambulances, gun-carriages, and 

wagons in aimless confusion. At twilight two or three bands on the court-house 

hill and other points began playing "Dixie," "Bonnie Blue Flag," and so on, and 

drums began to beat all about; I suppose they were rallying the scattered army. 

May 28.—Since that day the regular siege has continued. We are utterly cut off 

from the world, surrounded by a circle of fire. Would it be wise like the scorpion 

to sting ourselves to death? The fiery shower of shells goes on day and night. H.'s 

occupation, of course, is gone; his office closed. Every man has to carry a pass in 

his pocket. People do nothing but eat what they can get, sleep when they can, and 

dodge the shells. There are three intervals when the shelling stops either for the 

guns to cool or for the gunners' meals, I suppose,—about eight in the morning, 

the same in the evening, and at noon. In that time we have both to prepare and eat 

ours. Clothing cannot be washed or anything else done. On the 19th and 22d, 

when the assaults were made on the lines, I watched the soldiers cooking on the 

green opposite. The half-spent balls coming all the way from those lines were 

flying so thick that they were obliged to dodge at every turn. At all the caves I 

could see from my high perch, people were sitting, eating their poor suppers at 

the cave doors, ready to plunge in again. As the first shell again flew they dived, 

and not a human being was visible. The sharp crackle of the musketry-firing was 

a strong contrast to the scream of the bombs. I think all the dogs and cats must be 

killed or starved: we don't see any more pitiful animals prowling around.... The 

cellar is so damp and musty the bedding has to be carried out and laid in the sun 

every day, with the forecast that it may be demolished at any moment. The 

confinement is dreadful. To sit and listen as if waiting for death in a horrible 

manner would drive me insane. I don't know what others do, but we read when I 

am not scribbling in this. H. borrowed somewhere a lot of Dickens's novels, and 

we reread them, by the dim light in the cellar. When the shelling abates, H. goes 

to walk about a little or get the "Daily Citizen," which is still issuing a tiny sheet 

at twenty-five and fifty cents a copy. It is, of course, but a rehash of speculations 

which amuses a half hour. To-day he heard while out that expert swimmers are 

crossing the Mississippi on logs at night to bring and carry news to Johnston. I 

am so tired of corn-bread, which I never liked, that I eat it with tears in my eyes. 

We are lucky to get a quart of milk daily from a family near who have a cow they 

hourly expect to be killed. I send five dollars to market each morning, and it buys 

a small piece of mule-meat. Rice and milk is my main food; I can't eat the mule-



meat. We boil the rice and eat it cold with milk for supper. Martha runs the 

gauntlet to buy the meat and milk once a day in a perfect terror. The shells seem 

to have many different names: I hear the soldiers say, "That's a mortar-shell. 

There goes a Parrott. That's a rifle-shell." They are all equally terrible. A pair of 

chimney-swallows have built in the parlor chimney. The concussion of the house 

often sends down parts of their nest, which they patiently pick up and reascend 

with. 

Friday, June 5. In the cellar.—Wednesday evening H. said he must take a little 

walk, and went while the shelling had stopped. He never leaves me alone for 

long, and when an hour had passed without his return I grew anxious; and when 

two hours, and the shelling had grown terrific, I momentarily expected to see his 

mangled body. All sorts of horrors fill the mind now, and I am so desolate here; 

not a friend. When he came he said that, passing a cave where there were no 

others near, he heard groans, and found a shell had struck above and caused the 

cave to fall in on the man within. He could not extricate him alone, and had to get 

help and dig him out. He was badly hurt, but not mortally, and I felt fairly sick 

from the suspense. 

Yesterday morning a note was brought H. from a bachelor uncle out in the 

trenches, saying he had been taken ill with fever, and could we receive him if he 

came? H. sent to tell him to come, and I arranged one of the parlors as a dressing-

room for him, and laid a pallet that he could move back and forth to the cellar. 

He did not arrive, however. It is our custom in the evening to sit in the front room 

a little while in the dark, with matches and candle held ready in hand, and watch 

the shells, whose course at night is shown by the fuse. H. was at the window and 

suddenly sprang up, crying, "Run!"—"Where?"—"Back!" 

I started through the back room, H. after me. I was just within the door when the 

crash came that threw me to the floor. It was the most appalling sensation I'd ever 

known—worse than an earthquake, which I've also experienced. Shaken and 

deafened, I picked myself up; H. had struck a light to find me. I lighted one, and 

the smoke guided us to the parlor I had fixed for Uncle J. The candles were 

useless in the dense smoke, and it was many minutes before we could see. Then 

we found the entire side of the room torn out. The soldiers who had rushed in 

said, "This is an eighty-pound Parrott." It had entered through the front, burst on 

the pallet-bed, which was in tatters; the toilet service and everything else in the 

room smashed. The soldiers assisted H. to board up the break with planks to keep 

out prowlers, and we went to bed in the cellar as usual. This morning the yard is 

partially plowed by a couple that fell there in the night. I think this house, so 

large and prominent from the river, is perhaps taken for headquarters and 

specially shelled. As we descend at night to the lower regions, I think of the 

evening hymn that grandmother taught me when a child: 



Lord, keep us safe this night, 

Secure from all our fears; 

May angels guard us while we sleep, 

Till morning light appears. 

Surely, if there are heavenly guardians, we need them now. 

June 7. (In the cellar.)—There is one thing I feel especially grateful for, that 

amid these horrors we have been spared that of suffering for water. The weather 

has been dry a long time, and we hear of others dipping up the water from ditches 

and mud-holes. This place has two large underground cisterns of good cool 

water, and every night in my subterranean dressing-room a tub of cold water is 

the nerve-calmer that sends me to sleep in spite of the roar. One cistern I had to 

give up to the soldiers, who swarm about like hungry animals seeking something 

to devour. Poor fellows! my heart bleeds for them. They have nothing but 

spoiled, greasy bacon, and bread made of musty pea-flour, and but little of that. 

The sick ones can't bolt it. They come into the kitchen when Martha puts the pan 

of corn-bread in the stove, and beg for the bowl she mixed it in. They shake up 

the scrapings with water, put in their bacon, and boil the mixture into a kind of 

soup, which is easier to swallow than pea-bread. When I happen in, they look so 

ashamed of their poor clothes. I know we saved the lives of two by giving a few 

meals. To-day one crawled on the gallery to lie in the breeze. He looked as if 

shells had lost their terrors for his dumb and famished misery. I've taught Martha 

to make first-rate corn-meal gruel, because I can eat meal easier that way than in 

hoe-cake, and I fixed him a saucerful, put milk and sugar and nutmeg—I've 

actually got a nutmeg! When he ate it the tears ran from his eyes. "Oh, madam, 

there was never anything so good! I shall get better." 

June 9.—The churches are a great resort for those who have no caves. People 

fancy they are not shelled so much, and they are substantial and the pews good to 

sleep in. We had to leave this house last night, they were shelling our quarter so 

heavily. The night before, Martha forsook the cellar for a church. We went to H.'s 

office, which was comparatively quiet last night. H. carried the bank-box; I the 

case of matches; Martha the blankets and pillows, keeping an eye on the shells. 

We slept on piles of old newspapers. In the streets the roar seems so much more 

confusing, I feel sure I shall run right in the way of a shell. They seem to have 

five different sounds from the second of throwing them to the hollow echo 

wandering among the hills, and that sounds the most blood-curdling of all. 

June 13.—Shell burst just over the roof this morning. Pieces tore through both 

floors down into the dining-room. The entire ceiling of that room fell in a mass. 

We had just left it. Every piece of crockery on the table was smashed up. The 

"Daily Citizen" to-day is a foot and a half long and six inches wide. It has a long 



letter from a Federal officer, P.P. Hill, who was on the gunboat Cincinnati, that 

was sunk May 27. Says it was found in his floating trunk. The editorial says, 

"The utmost confidence is felt that we can maintain our position until succor 

comes from outside. The undaunted Johnston is at hand." 

June 18.—To-day the "Citizen" is printed on wallpaper; therefore has grown a 

little in size. It says, "But a few days more and Johnston will be here"; also that 

"Kirby Smith has driven Banks from Port Hudson," and that "the enemy are 

throwing incendiary shells in." 

June 20.—The gentleman who took our cave came yesterday to invite us to come 

to it, because, he said, "it's going to be very bad to-day." I don't know why he 

thought so. We went, and found his own and another family in it; sat outside and 

watched the shells till we concluded the cellar was as good a place as that 

hillside. I fear the want of good food is breaking down H. I know from my own 

feelings of weakness, but mine is not an American constitution and has a 

recuperative power that his has not. 

June 21.—I had gone up-stairs to-day during the interregnum to enjoy a rest on 

my bed, and read the reliable items in the "Citizen," when a shell burst right 

outside the window in front of me. Pieces flew in, striking all around me, tearing 

down masses of plaster that came tumbling over me. When H. rushed in I was 

crawling out of the plaster, digging it out of my eyes and hair. When he picked 

up a piece as large as a saucer beside my pillow, I realized my narrow escape. 

The windowframe began to smoke, and we saw the house was on fire. H. ran for 

a hatchet and I for water, and we put it out. Another [shell] came crashing near, 

and I snatched up my comb and brush and ran down here. It has taken all the 

afternoon to get the plaster out of my hair, for my hands were rather shaky. 

June 25.—A horrible day. The most horrible yet to me, because I've lost my 

nerve. We were all in the cellar, when a shell came tearing through the roof, burst 

up-stairs, tore up that room, and the pieces coming through both floors down into 

the cellar, one of them tore open the leg of H.'s pantaloons. This was tangible 

proof the cellar was no place of protection from them. On the heels of this came 

Mr. J. to tell us that young Mrs. P. had had her thigh-bone crushed. When Martha 

went for the milk she came back horror-stricken to tell us the black girl there had 

her arm taken off by a shell. For the first time I quailed. I do not think people 

who are physically brave deserve much credit for it; it is a matter of nerves. In 

this way I am constitutionally brave, and seldom think of danger till it is over; 

and death has not the terrors for me it has for some others. Every night I had lain 

down expecting death, and every morning rose to the same prospect, without 

being unnerved. It was for H. I trembled. But now I first seemed to realize that 

something worse than death might come: I might be crippled, and not killed. 



Life, without all one's powers and limbs, was a thought that broke down my 

courage. I said to H., "You must get me out of this horrible place; I cannot stay; I 

know I shall be crippled." Now the regret comes that I lost control, because H. is 

worried, and has lost his composure, because my coolness has broken down. 

July 1.—Some months ago, thinking it might be useful, I obtained from the 

consul of my birthplace, by sending to another town, a passport for foreign parts. 

H. said if we went out to the lines we might be permitted to get through on that. 

So we packed the trunks, got a carriage, and on the 30th drove out there. General 

V. offered us seats in his tent. The rifle-bullets were whizzing so zip, zip from the 

sharpshooters on the Federal lines that involuntarily I moved on my chair. He 

said, "Don't be alarmed; you are out of range. They are firing at our mules 

yonder." His horse, tied by the tent door, was quivering all over, the most intense 

exhibition of fear I'd ever seen in an animal. General V. sent out a flag of truce to 

the Federal headquarters, and while we waited wrote on a piece of silk paper a 

few words. Then he said, "My wife is in Tennessee. If you get through the lines, 

send her this. They will search you, so I will put it in this toothpick." He 

crammed the silk paper into a quill toothpick, and handed it to H. It was 

completely concealed. The flag-of-truce officer came back flushed and angry. 

"General Grant says no human being shall pass out of Vicksburg; but the lady 

may feel sure danger will soon be over. Vicksburg will surrender on the 4th." 

"Is that so, general?" inquired H. "Are arrangements for surrender made?" 

"We know nothing of the kind. Vicksburg will not surrender." 

"Those were General Grant's exact words, sir," said the flag-officer. "Of course it 

is nothing but their brag." 

We went back sadly enough, but to-day H. says he will cross the river to General 

Porter's lines and try there; I shall not be disappointed. 

July 3.—H. was going to headquarters for the requisite pass, and he saw General 

Pemberton crawling out of a cave, for the shelling had been as hot as ever. He got 

the pass, but did not act with his usual caution, for the boat he secured was a 

miserable, leaky one—a mere trough. Leaving Martha in charge, we went to the 

river, had our trunks put in the boat, and embarked; but the boat became utterly 

unmanageable, and began to fill with water rapidly. H. saw that we could not 

cross in it, and turned to come back; yet in spite of that the pickets at the battery 

fired on us. H. raised the white flag he had, yet they fired again, and I gave a cry 

of horror that none of these dreadful things had wrung from me. I thought H. was 

struck. When we landed H. showed the pass, and said that the officer had told 

him the battery would be notified we were to cross. The officer apologized and 

said they were not notified. He furnished a cart to get home, and to-day we are 



down in the cellar again, shells flying as thick as ever; provisions so nearly gone, 

except the hogshead of sugar, that a few more days will bring us to starvation 

indeed. Martha says rats are hanging dressed in the market for sale with mule-

meat: there is nothing else. The officer at the battery told me he had eaten one 

yesterday. We have tried to leave this Tophet and failed, and if the siege 

continues I must summon that higher kind of courage—moral bravery—to 

subdue my fears of possible mutilation. 

July 4.—It is evening. All is still. Silence and night are once more united. I can 

sit at the table in the parlor and write. Two candles are lighted. I would like a 

dozen. We have had wheat supper and wheat bread once more. H. is leaning back 

in the rocking-chair; he says: 

"G., it seems to me I can hear the silence, and feel it, too. It wraps me like a soft 

garment; how else can I express this peace?" 

But I must write the history of the last twenty-four hours. About five yesterday 

afternoon, Mr. J., H.'s assistant, who, having no wife to keep him in, dodges 

about at every change and brings us the news, came to H. and said: 

"Mr. L., you must both come to our cave to-night. I hear that to-night the shelling 

is to surpass everything yet. An assault will be made in front and rear. You know 

we have a double cave; there is room for you in mine, and mother and sister will 

make a place for Mrs. L. Come right up; the ball will open about seven." 

We got ready, shut up the house, told Martha to go to the church again if she 

preferred it to the cellar, and walked up to Mr. J.'s. When supper was eaten, all 

secure, and ladies in their cave night toilet, it was just six, and we crossed the 

street to the cave opposite. As I crossed a mighty shell flew screaming right over 

my head. It was the last thrown into Vicksburg. We lay on our pallets waiting for 

the expected roar, but no sound came except the chatter from neighboring caves, 

and at last we dropped asleep. I woke at dawn stiff. A draft from the funnel-

shaped opening had been blowing on me all night. Every one was expressing 

surprise at the quiet. We started for home and met the editor of the "Daily 

Citizen." H. said: 

"This is strangely quiet, Mr. L." 

"Ah, sir," shaking his head gloomily, "I'm afraid (?) the last shell has been 

thrown into Vicksburg." 

"Why do you fear so?" 

"It is surrender. At six last evening a man went down to the river and blew a truce 

signal; the shelling stopped at once." 



When I entered the kitchen a soldier was there waiting for the bowl of scrapings 

(they took turns for it). 

"Good morning, madam," he said; "we won't bother you much longer. We can't 

thank you enough for letting us come, for getting this soup boiled has helped 

some of us to keep alive; but now all this is over." 

"Is it true about the surrender?" 

"Yes; we have had no official notice, but they are paroling out at the lines now, 

and the men in Vicksburg will never forgive Pemberton. An old granny! A child 

would have known better than to shut men up in this cursed trap to starve to 

death like useless vermin." His eyes flashed with an insane fire as he spoke, 

"Haven't I seen my friends carried out three or four in a box, that had died of 

starvation! Nothing else, madam! Starved to death because we had a fool for a 

general." 

"Don't you think you're rather hard on Pemberton? He thought it his duty to wait 

for Johnston." 

"Some people may excuse him, ma'am; but we'll curse him to our dying day. 

Anyhow, you'll see the blue-coats directly." 

Breakfast despatched, we went on the upper gallery. What I expected to see was 

files of soldiers marching in, but it was very different. The street was deserted, 

save by a few people carrying home bedding from their caves. Among these was 

a group taking home a little creature born in a cave a few days previous, and its 

wan-looking mother. About eleven o'clock a soldier in blue came sauntering 

along, who looked about curiously. Then two more followed him, and then 

another. 

"H., do you think these can be the Federal soldiers?" 

"Why, yes; here come more up the street." 

Soon a group appeared on the court-house hill, and the flag began slowly to rise 

to the top of the staff. As the breeze caught it, and it sprang out like a live thing 

exultant, H. drew a long breath of contentment. 

"Now I feel once more at home in mine own country." 

In an hour more a grand rush of people setting toward the river began,—foremost 

among them the gentleman who took our cave; all were flying as if for life. 

"What can this mean, H.? Are the populace turning out to greet the despised 

conquerors?" 



"Oh," said H., springing up, "look! It is the boats coming around the bend." 

Truly it was a fine spectacle to see that fleet of transports sweep around the curve 

and anchor in the teeth of the battery so lately vomiting fire. Presently Mr. J. 

passed and called: 

"Aren't you coming, Mr. L.? There's provisions on those boats: coffee and flour. 

'First come, first served,' you know." 

"Yes, I'll be there pretty soon," replied H. 

But now the newcomers began to swarm into our yard, asking H. if he had coin 

to sell for greenbacks. He had some, and a little bartering went on with the new 

greenbacks. H. went out to get provisions. When he returned a Confederate 

officer came with him. H. went to the box of Confederate money and took out 

four hundred dollars, and the officer took off his watch, a plain gold one, and laid 

it on the table, saying, "We have not been paid, and I must get home to my 

family." H. added a five-dollar greenback to the pile, and wished him a happy 

meeting. The townsfolk continued to dash through the streets with their arms full, 

canned goods predominating. Toward five, Mr. J. passed again. "Keep on the 

lookout," he said; "the army of occupation is coming along," and in a few 

minutes the head of the column appeared. What a contrast to the suffering 

creatures we had seen so long were these stalwart, well-fed men, so splendidly 

set up and accoutred! Sleek horses, polished arms, bright plumes,—this was the 

pride and panoply of war! Civilization, discipline, and order seemed to enter with 

the measured tramp of those marching columns; and the heart turned with throbs 

of added pity to the worn men in gray, who were being blindly dashed against 

this embodiment of modern power. And now this "silence that is golden" indeed 

is over all, and my limbs are unhurt, and I suppose if I were a Catholic, in my 

fervent gratitude I would hie me with a rich offering to the shrine of "our Lady of 

Mercy." 

July 7.—I did not enjoy quiet long. First came Martha, who announced her 

intention of going to search for her sons, as she was free now. I was hardly able 

to stand since the severe cold taken in the cave that night; but she would not wait 

a day. A colored woman came in and said she had asked her mistress for wages 

and she had turned her out (wanting a place). I was in no condition to stand upon 

ceremony then, and engaged her at once, but hear to-day that I am thoroughly 

pulled to pieces in Vicksburg circles; there is no more salvation for me. Next 

came two Federal officers and wanted rooms and board. To have some protection 

was a necessity; both armies were still in town, and for the past three days every 

Confederate soldier I see has a cracker in his hand. There is hardly any water in 

town, no prospect of rain, and the soldiers have emptied one cistern in the yard 



already and begun on the other. The colonel put a guard at the gate to limit the 

water given. Next came the owner of the house and said we must move; he 

wanted the house, but it was so big he'd just bring his family in; we could stay till 

we got one. They brought boarders with them too, and children. Men are at work 

all over the house shoveling up the plaster before repairing. Up-stairs they are 

pouring it by bucketfuls through the windows. Colonel D. brought work for H. to 

help with from headquarters. Making out the paroles and copying them has taken 

so long they wanted help. I am surprised and mortified to find that two thirds of 

all the men who have signed made their mark; they cannot write. I never thought 

there was so much ignorance in the South. One of the men at headquarters took a 

fancy to H., and presented him with a portfolio that he said he had captured when 

the Confederates evacuated their headquarters at Jackson. It contained mostly 

family letters written in French, and a few official papers. Among them was the 

following note, which I will copy here, and file away the original as a curiosity 

when the war is over. 

HEADQUARTERS 

DEPT. OF TENN. 

TUPELO, 

Aug. 6, 

1862. 

CAPT: The Major-General Commanding directs me to say that he submits it 

altogether to your own discretion whether you make the attempt to capture 

General Grant or not. While the exploit would be very brilliant if successful, you 

must remember that failure would be disastrous to you and your men. The 

General commends your activity and energy, and expects you to continue to 

show these qualities. 

I am, very respectfully, yr. obt. svt. 

THOMAS L. SNEAD, A.A.G. 

CAPT. GEO. L. BAXTER, 

Commanding Beauregard Scouts. 

I would like to know if he tried it and came to grief or abandoned the project. As 

letters can now get through to New Orleans, I wrote there. 

July 14.—Moved yesterday into a house I call "Fair Rosamond's bower" because 

it would take a clue of thread to go through it without getting lost. One room has 

five doors opening into the house, and no windows. The stairs are like ladders, 

and the colonel's contraband valet won't risk his neck taking down water, but 

pours it through the windows on people's heads. We sha'n't stay in it. Men are at 



work closing up the caves; they had become hiding-places for trash. Vicksburg is 

now like one vast hospital—every one is getting sick or is sick. My cook was 

taken to-day with bilious fever, and nothing but will keeps me up. 

July 23.—We moved again two days ago. 

Aug. 20.—Sitting in my easy-chair to-day, looking out upon a grassy slope of the 

hill in the rear of this house, I have looked over this journal as if in a dream; for 

since the last date sickness and sorrow have been with me. I feel as if an angry 

wave had passed over me, bearing away strength and treasure. For on one day 

there came to me from New Orleans the news of Mrs. B.'s death, a friend whom 

no tie of blood could have made nearer. The next day my beautiful boy ended his 

brief life of ten days, and died in my arms. My own illness caused him to perish; 

the fatal cold in the cave was the last straw that broke down strength. The 

colonel's sweet wife has come, and I do not lack now for womanly 

companionship. She says that with such a prenatal experience perhaps death was 

the best for him. I try to think so, and to be glad that H. has not been ill, though I 

see the effects. This book is exhausted, and I wonder whether there will be more 

adventures by flood and field to cause me to begin another. 

 

THE LOCOMOTIVE CHASE IN GEORGIA 

BY WILLIAM PITTENGER 

The railroad raid to Georgia, in the spring of 1862, has always been considered to 

rank high among the striking and novel incidents of the civil war. At that time 

General O.M. Mitchel, under whose authority it was organized, commanded 

Union forces in middle Tennessee, consisting of a division of Buell's army. The 

Confederates were concentrating at Corinth, Mississippi, and Grant and Buell 

were advancing by different routes toward that point. Mitchel's orders required 

him to protect Nashville and the country around, but allowed him great latitude in 

the disposition of his division, which, with detachments and garrisons, numbered 

nearly seventeen thousand men. His attention had long been strongly turned 

toward the liberation of east Tennessee, which he knew that President Lincoln 

also earnestly desired, and which would, if achieved, strike a most damaging 

blow at the resources of the rebellion. A Union army once in possession of east 

Tennessee would have the inestimable advantage, found nowhere else in the 

South, of operating in the midst of a friendly population, and having at hand 

abundant supplies of all kinds. Mitchel had no reason to believe that Corinth 



would detain the Union armies much longer than Fort Donelson had done, and 

was satisfied that as soon as that position had been captured the next movement 

would be eastward toward Chattanooga, thus throwing his own division in 

advance. He determined, therefore, to press into the heart of the enemy's country 

as far as possible, occupying strategical points before they were adequately 

defended and assured of speedy and powerful reinforcement. To this end his 

measures were vigorous and well chosen. 

On the 8th of April, 1862,—the day after the battle of Pittsburg Landing, of 

which, however, Mitchel had received no intelligence,—he marched swiftly 

southward from Shelbyville, and seized Huntsville in Alabama on the 11th of 

April, and then sent a detachment westward over the Memphis and Charleston 

Railroad to open railway communication with the Union army at Pittsburg 

Landing. Another detachment, commanded by Mitchel in person, advanced on 

the same day seventy miles by rail directly into the enemy's territory, arriving 

unchecked with two thousand men within thirty miles of Chattanooga,—in two 

hours' time he could now reach that point,—the most important position in the 

West. Why did he not go on? The story of the railroad raid is the answer. The 

night before breaking camp at Shelbyville, Mitchel sent an expedition secretly 

into the heart of Georgia to cut the railroad communications of Chattanooga to 

the south and east. The fortune of this attempt had a most important bearing upon 

his movements, and will now be narrated. 

In the employ of General Buell was a spy named James J. Andrews, who had 

rendered valuable services in the first year of the war, and had secured the full 

confidence of the Union commanders. In March, 1862, Buell had sent him 

secretly with eight men to burn the bridges west of Chattanooga; but the failure 

of expected coöperation defeated the plan, and Andrews, after visiting Atlanta, 

and inspecting the whole of the enemy's lines in that vicinity and northward, had 

returned, ambitious to make another attempt. His plans for the second raid were 

submitted to Mitchel, and on the eve of the movement from Shelbyville to 

Huntsville Mitchel authorized him to take twenty-four men, secretly enter the 

enemy's territory, and, by means of capturing a train, burn the bridges on the 

northern part of the Georgia State Railroad, and also one on the East Tennessee 

Railroad where it approaches the Georgia State line, thus completely isolating 

Chattanooga, which was virtually ungarrisoned. 

 

The soldiers for this expedition, of whom the writer was one, were selected from 

the three Ohio regiments belonging to General J.W. Sill's brigade, being simply 

told that they were wanted for secret and very dangerous service. So far as 

known, not a man chosen declined the perilous honor. Our uniforms were 



exchanged for ordinary Southern dress, and all arms except revolvers were left in 

camp. On the 7th of April, by the roadside about a mile east of Shelbyville, in the 

late evening twilight, we met our leader. Taking us a little way from the road, he 

quietly placed before us the outlines of the romantic and adventurous plan, which 

was: to break into small detachments of three or four, journey eastward into the 

Cumberland Mountains, then work southward, traveling by rail after we were 

well within the Confederate lines, and finally the evening of the third day after 

the start, meet Andrews at Marietta, Georgia, more than two hundred miles away. 

When questioned, we were to profess ourselves Kentuckians going to join the 

Southern army. 

On the journey we were a good deal annoyed by the swollen streams and the 

muddy roads consequent on three days of almost ceaseless rain. Andrews was led 

to believe that Mitchel's column would be inevitably delayed; and as we were 

expected to destroy the bridges the very day that Huntsville was entered, he took 

the responsibility of sending word to our different groups that our attempt would 

be postponed one day—from Friday to Saturday, April 12. This was a natural but 

a most lamentable error of judgment. 

One of the men detailed was belated, and did not join us at all. Two others were 

very soon captured by the enemy; and though their true character was not 

detected, they were forced into the Southern army, and two reached Marietta, but 

failed to report at the rendezvous. Thus, when we assembled very early in the 

morning in Andrews's room at the Marietta Hotel for final consultation before the 

blow was struck we were but twenty, including our leader. All preliminary 

difficulties had been easily overcome, and we were in good spirits. But some 

serious obstacles had been revealed on our ride from Chattanooga to Marietta the 

previous evening.[3] The railroad was found to be crowded with trains, and many 

soldiers were among the passengers. Then the station—Big Shanty—at which the 

capture was to be effected had recently been made a Confederate camp. To 

succeed in our enterprise it would be necessary first to capture the engine in a 

guarded camp with soldiers standing around as spectators, and then to run it from 

one to two hundred miles through the enemy's country, and to deceive or 

overpower all trains that should be met—a large contract for twenty men. Some 

of our party thought the chances of success so slight, under existing 

circumstances, that they urged the abandonment of the whole enterprise. But 

Andrews declared his purpose to succeed or die, offering to each man, however, 

the privilege of withdrawing from the attempt—an offer no one was in the least 

disposed to accept. Final instructions were then given, and we hurried to the 

ticket-office in time for the northward-bound mail-train, and purchased tickets 

for different stations along the line in the direction of Chattanooga. 
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[3]The different detachments reached the Georgia State Railroad at Chattanooga, and traveled as 

ordinary passengers on trains running southward.—EDITOR. 

Our ride, as passengers, was but eight miles. We swept swiftly around the base of 

Kenesaw Mountain, and soon saw the tents of the Confederate forces camped at 

Big Shanty gleam white in the morning mist. Here we were to stop for breakfast, 

and attempt the seizure of the train. The morning was raw and gloomy, and a 

rain, which fell all day, had already begun. It was a painfully thrilling moment. 

We were but twenty, with an army about us, and a long and difficult road before 

us, crowded with enemies. In an instant we were to throw off the disguise which 

had been our only protection, and trust to our leader's genius and our own efforts 

for safety and success. Fortunately we had no time for giving way to reflections 

and conjectures which could only unfit us for the stern task ahead. 

When we stopped, the conductor, the engineer, and many of the passengers 

hurried to breakfast, leaving the train unguarded. Now was the moment of action. 

Ascertaining that there was nothing to prevent a rapid start, Andrews, our two 

engineers, Brown and Knight, and the firemen hurried forward, uncoupling a 

section of the train consisting of three empty baggage or box-cars, the 

locomotive, and the tender. The engineers and the firemen sprang into the cab of 

the engine, while Andrews, with hand on the rail and foot on the step, waited to 

see that the remainder of the party had gained entrance into the rear box-car. This 

seemed difficult and slow, though it really consumed but a few seconds, for the 

car stood on a considerable bank, and the first who came were pitched in by their 

comrades, while these in turn dragged in the others, and the door was instantly 

closed. A sentinel, with musket in hand, stood not a dozen feet from the engine, 

watching the whole proceeding; but before he or any of the soldiers or guards 

around could make up their minds to interfere all was done, and Andrews, with a 

nod to his engineer, stepped on board. The valve was pulled wide open, and for a 

moment the wheels slipped round in rapid, ineffective revolutions; then, with a 

bound that jerked the soldiers in the box-car from their feet, the little train darted 

away, leaving the camp and the station in the wildest uproar and confusion. The 

first step of the enterprise was triumphantly accomplished. 

According to the time-table, of which Andrews had secured a copy, there were 

two trains to be met. These presented no serious hindrance to our attaining high 

speed, for we could tell just where to expect them. There was also a local freight 

not down on the time-table, but which could not be far distant. Any danger of 

collision with it could be avoided by running according to the schedule of the 

captured train until it was passed; then at the highest possible speed we could run 

to the Oostenaula and Chickamauga bridges, lay them in ashes, and pass on 

through Chattanooga to Mitchel at Huntsville, or wherever eastward of that point 

he might be found, arriving long before the close of the day. It was a brilliant 
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prospect, and so far as human estimates can determine it would have been 

realized had the day been Friday instead of Saturday. Friday every train had been 

on time, the day dry, the road in perfect order. Now the road was in disorder, 

every train far behind time, and two "extras" were approaching us. But of these 

unfavorable conditions we knew nothing, and pressed confidently forward. 

We stopped frequently, and at one point tore up the track, cut telegraph wires, 

and loaded on cross-ties to be used in bridge-burning. Wood and water were 

taken without difficulty, Andrews very coolly telling the story to which he 

adhered throughout the run—namely, that he was one of General Beauregard's 

officers, running an impressed powder-train through to that commander at 

Corinth. We had no good instruments for track-raising, as we had intended rather 

to depend upon fire; but the amount of time spent in taking up a rail was not 

material at this stage of our journey, as we easily kept on the time of our captured 

train. There was a wonderful exhilaration in passing swiftly by towns and 

stations through the heart of an enemy's country in this manner. It possessed just 

enough of the spice of danger, in this part of the run, to render it thoroughly 

enjoyable. The slightest accident to our engine, however, or a miscarriage in any 

part of our program, would have completely changed the conditions. 

At Etowah we found the "Yonah," an old locomotive owned by an iron company, 

standing with steam up; but not wishing to alarm the enemy till the local freight 

had been safely met, we left it unharmed. Kingston, thirty miles from the 

starting-point, was safely reached. A train from Rome, Georgia, on a branch 

road, had just arrived and was waiting for the morning mail—our train. We 

learned that the local freight would soon come also, and, taking the side-track, 

waited for it. When it arrived, however, Andrews saw, to his surprise and 

chagrin, that it bore a red flag, indicating another train not far behind. Stepping 

over to the conductor, he boldly asked: "What does it mean that the road is 

blocked in this manner when I have orders to take this powder to Beauregard 

without a minute's delay?" The answer was interesting, but not reassuring: 

"Mitchel has captured Huntsville, and is said to be coming to Chattanooga, and 

we are getting everything out of there." He was asked by Andrews to pull his 

train a long way down the track out of the way, and promptly obeyed. 

It seemed an exceedingly long time before the expected "extra" arrived, and 

when it did come it bore another red flag. The reason given was that the "local," 

being too great for one engine, had been made up in two sections, and the second 

section would doubtless be along in a short time. This was terribly vexatious; yet 

there seemed nothing to do but to wait. To start out between the sections of an 

extra train would be to court destruction. There were already three trains around 

us, and their many passengers and others were all growing very curious about the 

mysterious train, manned by strangers, which had arrived on the time of the 



morning mail. For an hour and five minutes from the time of arrival at Kingston 

we remained in this most critical position. The sixteen of us who were shut up 

tightly in a box-car,—personating Beauregard's ammunition,—hearing sounds 

outside, but unable to distinguish words, had perhaps the most trying position. 

Andrews sent us, by one of the engineers, a cautious warning to be ready to fight 

in case the uneasiness of the crowd around led them to make any investigation, 

while he himself kept near the station to prevent the sending off of any alarming 

telegram. So intolerable was our suspense, that the order for a deadly conflict 

would have been felt as a relief. But the assurance of Andrews quieted the crowd 

until the whistle of the expected train from the north was heard; then as it glided 

up to the depot, past the end of our side-track, we were off without more words. 

But unexpected danger had arisen behind us. Out of the panic at Big Shanty two 

men emerged, determined, if possible, to foil the unknown captors of their train. 

There was no telegraph station, and no locomotive at hand with which to follow; 

but the conductor of the train, W.A. Fuller, and Anthony Murphy, foreman of the 

Atlanta railway machine-shops, who happened to be on board of Fuller's train, 

started on foot after us as hard as they could run. Finding a hand-car they 

mounted it and pushed forward till they neared Etowah, where they ran on the 

break we had made in the road, and were precipitated down the embankment into 

the ditch. Continuing with more caution, they reached Etowah and found the 

"Yonah," which was at once pressed into service, loaded with soldiers who were 

at hand, and hurried with flying wheels toward Kingston. Fuller prepared to fight 

at that point, for he knew of the tangle of extra trains, and of the lateness of the 

regular trains, and did not think we should be able to pass. We had been gone 

only four minutes when he arrived and found himself stopped by three long, 

heavy trains of cars, headed in the wrong direction. To move them out of the way 

so as to pass would cause a delay he was little inclined to afford—would, indeed, 

have almost certainly given us the victory. So, abandoning his engine, he with 

Murphy ran across to the Rome train, and, uncoupling the engine and one car, 

pushed forward with about forty armed men. As the Rome branch connected with 

the main road above the depot, he encountered no hindrance, and it was now a 

fair race. We were not many minutes ahead. 

Four miles from Kingston we again stopped and cut the telegraph. While trying 

to take up a rail at this point we were greatly startled. One end of the rail was 

loosened, and eight of us were pulling at it, when in the distance we distinctly 

heard the whistle of a pursuing engine. With a frantic effort we broke the rail, 

and all tumbled over the embankment with the effort. We moved on, and at 

Adairsville we found a mixed train (freight and passenger) waiting, but there was 

an express on the road that had not yet arrived. We could afford no more delay, 

and set out for the next station, Calhoun, at terrible speed, hoping to reach that 



point before the express, which was behind time, should arrive. The nine miles 

which we had to travel were left behind in less than the same number of minutes. 

The express was just pulling out, but, hearing our whistle, backed before us until 

we were able to take the side-track. It stopped, however, in such a manner as 

completely to close up the other end of the switch. The two trains, side by side, 

almost touched each other, and our precipitate arrival caused natural suspicion. 

Many searching questions were asked, which had to be answered before we 

could get the opportunity of proceeding. We in the box-car could hear the 

altercation, and were almost sure that a fight would be necessary before the 

conductor would consent to "pull up" in order to let us out. Here again our 

position was most critical, for the pursuers were rapidly approaching. 

Fuller and Murphy saw the obstruction of the broken rail in time, by reversing 

their engine, to prevent wreck, but the hindrance was for the present insuperable. 

Leaving all their men behind, they started for a second foot-race. Before they had 

gone far they met the train we had passed at Adairsville and turned it back after 

us. At Adairsville they dropped the cars, and with locomotive and tender loaded 

with armed men, they drove forward at the highest speed possible. They knew 

that we were not many minutes ahead, and trusted to overhaul us before the 

express train could be safely passed. 

But Andrews had told the powder story again with all his skill, and added a direct 

request in peremptory form to have the way opened before him, which the 

Confederate conductor did not see fit to resist; and just before the pursuers 

arrived at Calhoun we were again under way. Stopping once more to cut wires 

and tear up the track, we felt a thrill of exhilaration to which we had long been 

strangers. The track was now clear before us to Chattanooga; and even west of 

that city we had good reason to believe that we should find no other train in the 

way till we had reached Mitchel's lines. If one rail could now be lifted we would 

be in a few minutes at the Oostenaula bridge; and that burned, the rest of the task 

would be little more than simple manual labor, with the enemy absolutely 

powerless. We worked with a will. 

But in a moment the tables were turned. Not far behind we heard the scream of a 

locomotive bearing down upon us at lightning speed. The men on board were in 

plain sight and well armed. Two minutes—perhaps one—would have removed 

the rail at which we were toiling; then the game would have been in our own 

hands, for there was no other locomotive beyond that could be turned back after 

us. But the most desperate efforts were in vain. The rail was simply bent, and we 

hurried to our engine and darted away, while remorselessly after us thundered the 

enemy. 



Now the contestants were in clear view, and a race followed unparalleled in the 

annals of war. Wishing to gain a little time for the burning of the Oostenaula 

bridge, we dropped one car, and, shortly after, another; but they were "picked up" 

and pushed ahead to Resaca. We were obliged to run over the high trestles and 

covered bridge at that point without a pause. This was the first failure in the work 

assigned us. 

The Confederates could not overtake and stop us on the road; but their aim was 

to keep close behind, so that we might not be able to damage the road or take in 

wood or water. In the former they succeeded, but not in the latter. Both engines 

were put at the highest rate of speed. We were obliged to cut the wire after every 

station passed, in order that an alarm might not be sent ahead; and we constantly 

strove to throw our pursuers off the track, or to obstruct the road permanently in 

some way, so that we might be able to burn the Chickamauga bridges, still ahead. 

The chances seemed good that Fuller and Murphy would be wrecked. We broke 

out the end of our last box-car and dropped cross-ties on the track as we ran, thus 

checking their progress and getting far enough ahead to take in wood and water 

at two separate stations. Several times we almost lifted a rail, but each time the 

coming of the Confederates within rifle-range compelled us to desist and speed 

on. Our worst hindrance was the rain. The previous day (Friday) had been clear, 

with a high wind, and on such a day fire would have been easily and 

tremendously effective. But to-day a bridge could be burned only with abundance 

of fuel and careful nursing. 

Thus we sped on, mile after mile, in this fearful chase, round curves and past 

stations in seemingly endless perspective. Whenever we lost sight of the enemy 

beyond a curve, we hoped that some of our obstructions had been effective in 

throwing him from the track, and that we should see him no more; but at each 

long reach backward the smoke was again seen, and the shrill whistle was like 

the scream of a bird of prey. The time could not have been so very long, for the 

terrible speed was rapidly devouring the distance; but with our nerves strained to 

the highest tension each minute seemed an hour. On several occasions the escape 

of the enemy from wreck was little less than miraculous. At one point a rail was 

placed across the track on a curve so skilfully that it was not seen till the train ran 

upon it at full speed. Fuller says that they were terribly jolted, and seemed to 

bounce altogether from the track, but lighted on the rails in safety. Some of the 

Confederates wished to leave a train which was driven at such a reckless rate, but 

their wishes were not gratified. 

Before reaching Dalton we urged Andrews to turn and attack the enemy, laying 

an ambush so as to get into close quarters, that our revolvers might be on equal 

terms with their guns. I have little doubt that if this had been carried out it would 

have succeeded. But either because he thought the chance of wrecking or 



obstructing the enemy still good, or feared that the country ahead had been 

alarmed by a telegram around the Confederacy by the way of Richmond, 

Andrews merely gave the plan his sanction without making any attempt to carry 

it into execution. 

Dalton was passed without difficulty, and beyond we stopped again to cut wires 

and to obstruct the track. It happened that a regiment was encamped not a 

hundred yards away, but they did not molest us. Fuller had written a despatch to 

Chattanooga, and dropped a man with orders to have it forwarded instantly, while 

he pushed on to save the bridges. Part of the message got through and created a 

wild panic in Chattanooga, although it did not materially influence our fortunes. 

Our supply of fuel was now very short, and without getting rid of our pursuers 

long enough to take in more, it was evident that we could not run as far as 

Chattanooga. 

While cutting the wire we made an attempt to get up another rail; but the enemy, 

as usual, were too quick for us. We had no tool for this purpose except a wedge-

pointed iron bar. Two or three bent iron claws for pulling out spikes would have 

given us such incontestable superiority that, down to almost the last of our run, 

we should have been able to escape and even to burn all the Chickamauga 

bridges. But it had not been our intention to rely on this mode of obstruction—an 

emergency only rendered necessary by our unexpected delay and the pouring 

rain. 

We made no attempt to damage the long tunnel north of Dalton, as our enemies 

had greatly dreaded. The last hope of the raid was now staked upon an effort of a 

kind different from any that we had yet made, but which, if successful, would 

still enable us to destroy the bridges nearest Chattanooga. But, on the other hand, 

its failure would terminate the chase. Life and success were put upon one throw. 

A few more obstructions were dropped on the track, and our own speed increased 

so that we soon forged a considerable distance ahead. The side and end boards of 

the last car were torn into shreds, all available fuel was piled upon it, and blazing 

brands were brought back from the engine. By the time we approached a long, 

covered bridge a fire in the car was fairly started. We uncoupled it in the middle 

of the bridge, and with painful suspense waited the issue. Oh for a few minutes 

till the work of conflagration was fairly begun! There was still steam pressure 

enough in our boiler to carry us to the next wood-yard, where we could have 

replenished our fuel by force, if necessary, so as to run as near to Chattanooga as 

was deemed prudent. We did not know of the telegraph message which the 

pursuers had sent ahead. But, alas! the minutes were not given. Before the bridge 

was extensively fired the enemy was upon us, and we moved slowly onward, 

looking back to see what they would do next. We had not long to conjecture. The 



Confederates pushed right into the smoke, and drove the burning car before them 

to the next side-track. 

With no car left, and no fuel, the last scrap having thrown into the engine or upon 

the burning car, and with no obstruction to drop on the track, our situation was 

indeed desperate. A few minutes only remained until our steed of iron which had 

so well served us would be powerless. 

But it might still be possible to save ourselves. If we left the train in a body, and, 

taking a direct course toward the Union lines, hurried over the mountains at right 

angles with their course, we could not, from the nature of the country, be 

followed by cavalry, and could easily travel—athletic young men as we were, 

and fleeing for life—as rapidly as any pursuers. There was no telegraph in the 

mountainous districts west and northwest of us, and the prospect of reaching the 

Union lines seemed to me then, and has always since seemed, very fair. 

Confederate pursuers with whom I have since conversed freely have agreed on 

two points—that we could have escaped in the manner here pointed out, and that 

an attack on the pursuing train would likely have been successful. But Andrews 

thought otherwise, at least in relation to the former plan, and ordered us to jump 

from the locomotive one by one, and, dispersing in the woods, each endeavor to 

save himself. Thus ended the Andrews railroad raid. 

It is easy now to understand why Mitchel paused thirty miles west of 

Chattanooga. The Andrews raiders had been forced to stop eighteen miles south 

of the same town, and no flying train met him with the expected tidings that all 

railroad communications of Chattanooga were destroyed, and that the town was 

in a panic and undefended. He dared advance no farther without heavy 

reinforcements from Pittsburg Landing or the north; and he probably believed to 

the day of his death, six months later, that the whole Andrews party had perished 

without accomplishing anything. 

A few words will give the sequel to this remarkable enterprise. There was great 

excitement in Chattanooga and in the whole of the surrounding Confederate 

territory for scores of miles. The hunt for the fugitive raiders was prompt, 

energetic, and completely successful. Ignorant of the country, disorganized, and 

far from the Union lines, they strove in vain to escape. Several were captured the 

same day on which they left the cars, and all but two within a week. Even these 

two were overtaken and brought back when they supposed that they were 

virtually out of danger. Two of those who had failed to be on the train were 

identified and added to the band of prisoners. 

Now follows the saddest part of the story. Being in citizens' dress within an 

enemy's lines, the whole party were held as spies, and closely and vigorously 



guarded. A court-martial was convened, and the leader and seven others out of 

the twenty-two were condemned and executed. The remainder were never 

brought to trial, probably because of the advance of Union forces, and the 

consequent confusion into which the affairs of the departments of east Tennessee 

and Georgia were thrown. Of the remaining fourteen, eight succeeded by a bold 

effort—attacking their guard in broad daylight—in making their escape from 

Atlanta, Georgia, and ultimately in reaching the North. The other six who shared 

in this effort, but were recaptured, remained prisoners until the latter part of 

March, 1863, when they were exchanged through a special arrangement made 

with Secretary Stanton. All the survivors of this expedition received medals and 

promotion.[4] The pursuers also received expressions of gratitude from their 

fellow-Confederates, notably from the governor and the legislature of Georgia. 

[4]Below is a list of the participants in the raid: 

 

James J. Andrews,[A] leader; 

William Campbell,[A] a civilian who volunteered to accompany the raiders; 

George D. Wilson,[A] Company B, 2d Ohio Volunteers; 

Marion A. Ross,[A] Company A, 2d Ohio Volunteers; 

Perry G. Shadrack,[A] Company K, 2d Ohio Volunteers; 

Samuel Slavens,[A] 33d Ohio Volunteers; 

Samuel Robinson,[A] Company G, 33d Ohio Volunteers; 

John Scott,[A] Company K, 21st Ohio Volunteers; 

Wilson W. Brown,[B] Company F, 21st Ohio Volunteers; 

William Knight,[B] Company E, 21st Ohio Volunteers; 

Mark Wood,[B] Company C, 21st Ohio Volunteers; 

James A. Wilson,[B] Company C, 21st Ohio Volunteers; 

John Wollam,[B] Company C, 33d Ohio Volunteers; 

D.A. Dorsey,[B] Company H, 33d Ohio Volunteers; 

Jacob Parrott,[C] Company K, 33d Ohio Volunteers; 

Robert Buffum,[C] Company H, 21st Ohio Volunteers; 

William Benzinger,[C] Company G, 21st Ohio Volunteers; 

William Reddick,[C] Company B, 33d Ohio Volunteers; 

E.H. Mason,[C] Company K, 21st Ohio Volunteers; 

William Pittenger,[C] Company G, 2d Ohio Volunteers. 

J.R. Porter, Company C, 21st Ohio, and Martin J. Hawkins, Company A, 33d Ohio, reached 

Marietta, but did not get on board of the train. They were captured and imprisoned with their 

comrades. 

[A] Executed. [B] Escaped. [C] Exchanged. 

 

MOSBY'S "PARTIZAN RANGERS" 
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BY A.E. RICHARDS 

During the early stages of the war between the States, the Confederate Congress 

enacted a statute known as the Partizan Ranger Act, which provided for 

independent bodies of cavalry to be organized as other government troops. The 

officers were to be regularly commissioned and the men to be paid like other 

soldiers. The distinctive features were, that the rangers should operate 

independently of the regular army and be entitled to the legitimate spoil captured 

from the enemy. 

While John S. Mosby was employed as a scout by General J.E.B. Stuart, he had 

concluded that a command organized and operated as contemplated by this act 

could do great damage to the enemy guarding that portion of Northern Virginia 

abandoned by the Confederate armies. But the partizan branch of the service 

having been brought into disrepute by the worse than futile efforts of others, his 

superior officers at first refused him permission to engage in so questionable an 

enterprise. Finally, however, General Stuart gave Mosby a detail of nine men 

from the regular cavalry with which to experiment. 

At that time the two main armies operating in Virginia were confronting each 

other near Fredericksburg. To protect their lines of communication with 

Washington, the Federals had stationed a considerable force across the Potomac, 

with headquarters at Fairfax Court-house. They also established a complete 

cordon of pickets from a point on the river above Washington to a point below, 

thus encompassing many square miles of Virginia territory. Upon these outposts 

Mosby commenced his operations. The size of his command compelled him to 

confine his attacks to the small details made nightly for picket duty. But he was 

so uniformly successful that when the time came for him to report back to 

General Stuart, that officer was so pleased with the experiment that he allowed 

Mosby to select fifteen men from his old regiment and return, for an indefinite 

period, to his chosen field of operations. 

His first exploits had been so noised abroad that the young men from the 

neighboring counties and the soldiers at home on furloughs would request 

permission to join in his raids. He could easily muster fifty of these, known as 

"Mosby's Conglomerates," for any expedition. The opportunity for developing 

his ideas of border warfare was thus presented. With great vigor he renewed his 

attacks upon the Federal outposts. As a recognition of one of his successful 

exploits, the Confederate government sent him a captain's commission with 

authority to raise a company of partizan rangers. The material for this was 

already at hand, and on June 10, 1862, he organized his first company. This was 

the nucleus around which he subsequently shaped his ideal command. The fame 

of his achievements had already spread throughout Virginia and Maryland, and 



attracted to his standard many kindred spirits from both States. No conscripting 

was necessary. Those for whom this mode of warfare possessed a charm would 

brave hardship and danger for the privilege of enlisting under his banner. His 

recruits from Maryland, and many of those from Virginia, were compelled to 

pass through the Federal pickets in order to join his command. Yet great care had 

to be exercised in the selection of his men, and not every applicant was received. 

If an unworthy soldier procured admission, so soon as the mistake was 

discovered he was sent under guard as a conscript to the regular service. 

Mosby reserved the right to select all of his officers, who were invariably chosen 

from those who had already demonstrated their fitness for this particular service. 

It has been said of a great military hero that the surest proof of his genius was his 

skill in finding out genius in others, and his promptness in calling it into action. 

Mosby, in his limited sphere, displayed a similar talent, and to this faculty, 

almost as much as any one thing, may be attributed his success with his enlarged 

command. When a sufficient number of men had enlisted to form a new 

company, he would have them drawn up in line and his adjutant would read to 

them the names of those selected for officers, with the announcement that all who 

were not in favor of their election could step out of the ranks and go to the 

regular service. Of course no one ever left. In order to comply with the law, the 

form of an election was then gone through with, and their commander's choice 

ratified. In no other body of troops were all the officers thus unanimously elected. 

Mosby's command, as finally organized, consisted of eight companies of cavalry 

and one of mounted artillery, officered by a colonel, a lieutenant-colonel, and a 

major, with the usual complement of company officers. But the entire force was 

seldom combined. Instead of this, they would be divided into two or more 

detachments operating in different places. So it was not at all unusual for an 

attack to be made the same night upon Sheridan's line of transportation in the 

valley, upon the pickets guarding the Baltimore and Ohio Railroad, upon the 

outposts in Fairfax County, and upon the rear of the army manoeuvering against 

Lee. This explains—what at the time seemed to many of the readers of the 

Northern newspapers a mystery—how Mosby's men could be in so many 

different places at the same time. The safety and success of the Rangers were 

enhanced by these subdivisions, the Federals having become so alert as to make 

it extremely difficult for a large command either to evade their pickets or 

manoeuver within their lines. From fifty to one hundred men were all that were 

usually marched together, and many of their most brilliant successes were 

achieved with even a smaller force. Mosby had only twenty men with him when 

he captured Brigadier-General Edwin H. Stoughton. With these he penetrated the 

heart of the Federal camp, and carried off its commander. General Stoughton was 

in charge of an army of cavalry, infantry, and artillery, with headquarters at 



Fairfax Court-house. One dark night in March, 1863, Mosby, with this small 

detachment, evaded the Federal pickets, passed through the sleeping army, and 

with their camp-fires gleaming all around him, and their sentinels on duty, 

aroused their general from his slumbers, and took him captive with thirty-seven 

of his comrades. 

But the novelty of Mosby's mode of warfare consisted chiefly in the manner of 

subsisting, quartering and protecting his men. The upper portion of Loudon and 

Fauquier counties, embracing a circuit of about thirty miles in diameter, was then 

known as "Mosby's Confederacy." By a glance at the map it will be observed that 

it bordered upon the Blue Ridge Mountains on the west, and the Bull Run 

Mountains on the east. The valley between is one of the richest, most beautiful, 

and highly cultivated in the State of Virginia. It was thickly inhabited with old 

Virginia families, who were loyal and true to the Southern cause. These people 

received Mosby's men into their houses as their guests, and neither danger nor 

want could tempt their betrayal. Robin Hood's band sought safety in the solitudes 

of Sherwood Forest, Marion's men secreted themselves "in the pleasant wilds of 

Snow's Island" and other South Carolina swamps, but the Partizan Rangers of 

Virginia protected themselves by dispersing in an open country among a 

sympathizing people. They never established a camp; to have done so would 

have invited capture. Each soldier had his boarding-house, where he lived when 

off duty, as a member of the family. From these they would come, singly or in 

groups, bringing their rations with them to some designated rendezvous, march 

rapidly to and from the point of attack, send their prisoners under guard to the 

nearest Confederate post, divide the spoil, and disperse. If they were pursued by 

an overwhelming force as was frequently the case, the evening found them 

scattered to the four winds, where each man, mounted upon his own fleet steed, 

could protect himself from capture. If the Federals attempted to follow the chase 

in small parties, the Rangers, from behind every hill and grove, would 

concentrate and dash upon them. If they marched in solid column, the Rangers 

would hang upon their flanks, firing upon them from behind trees, fences, and 

hilltops. In this way, General Julius Stahel, who had invaded Mosby's 

Confederacy with two brigades of cavalry and four pieces of artillery for the 

avowed purpose of utterly demolishing the Rangers, was so annoyed that he 

retired, thoroughly disgusted with an enemy "who only fought when they got 

their foe at a disadvantage." 

As there were no civil officers commissioned by either party in all that section of 

Virginia, the people naturally turned to Mosby as their only representative of law 

and order. It was not unusual for them to submit their property controversies to 

him for decision. In this way he acquired a civil jurisdiction in connection with 

his military dictatorship. Being a lawyer by profession, educated at the 



University of Virginia, his civil administration became as remarkable for its 

prudence and justice as his military leadership was for magnanimity and dash. I 

heard an old citizen remark, "For two years Mosby was our ruler, and the country 

never was better governed." He protected the people from stragglers and 

deserters, who pillaged friend and foe alike. Every captured horse-thief was 

promptly executed. He required his own men to treat the citizens with fairness 

and courtesy, and any violation of this rule was punished by sending the offender 

to the regular service. Its observance was more easily enforced than would 

appear possible at first glance. The men were scarcely ever off duty, except for 

necessary rest. The officers were then distributed among them, and by their 

example and authority controlled, when necessary, the deportment of their men. 

The citizens with whom they lived also exercised a healthy influence over them. 

These relations engendered many attachments that ran like golden threads 

through the soldier's life and outlived the rough usages of war. 

It thus became no easy matter to drive the Rangers from a territory so dear to 

them, and in which they were befriended by all. On two occasions the entire 

Federal army operating against General Lee passed through Mosby's 

Confederacy, and yet his men did not abandon it. They hid themselves in the 

mountains during the day, and descended upon the enemy at night. They thus 

observed every movement of the Federal army, and all valuable information was 

promptly sent to the Confederate general. On one of these occasions, June 17, 

1863, Mosby found himself at ten o'clock at night between the infantry and 

cavalry commands of General Hooker's army. Observing three horses hitched 

near a house, with an orderly standing by, he left his command with the prisoners 

already captured, and taking with him three men, rode up to the orderly and was 

informed by him that the horses belonged to Major William E. Sterling and 

another officer. In a whisper he said to the orderly: 

"My name is Mosby. Keep quiet!" 

The man understood him to say that he (the orderly) was "Mosby," and very 

indignantly replied: 

"No sir, I am as good a Union man as ever walked the earth." 

"Those are just the sort I am after," said Mosby. 

Just then the two officers emerged from the house. As they approached, one of 

the Rangers stretched out his hand to disarm the major. Supposing him to be an 

acquaintance, Major Sterling offered his hand in return, but was overwhelmed 

with surprise when informed that he was a prisoner. Upon examination he was 

found to be the bearer of important despatches from General Hooker to his chief 

of cavalry, General Pleasonton. These despatches, which developed the 



contemplated movements of the army and directed the coöperation of the cavalry, 

were placed in General Stuart's hands by dawn of day. On this and many similar 

occasions information furnished by the Rangers proved invaluable to the 

Confederate generals. 

But furnishing information was not the most important service they rendered. It 

has been fairly estimated that they detained on guard duty thirty thousand Federal 

soldiers, who otherwise might have been employed at the front. Even then the 

Federal lines of transportation were constantly being attacked, with more or less 

success. It was impossible to protect them against such reckless activity as the 

Rangers were constantly displaying. No matter how vigilant the Federals were, 

Mosby was sure to find an opportunity for attacking. Sometimes his success 

would lie in the very boldness of the attempt. This was never more strikingly 

illustrated than in one of his attacks upon Sheridan's line of transportation. The 

Federal arm which had driven General Early up the valley beyond Winchester 

was drawing its supplies over the turnpike from Harper's Ferry. Mosby, taking a 

command of five companies of cavalry and two mountain howitzers,—

numbering two hundred and fifty men,—passed at night across the Blue Ridge, 

and fording the Shenandoah, halted a few miles below Berryville. Riding out to 

the turnpike, he discovered in his immediate front two large trains parked for the 

night—one going toward the army loaded, the other returning empty. He 

determined to capture the former, composed of one hundred and fifty wagons. At 

daybreak it commenced to move, guarded by a brigade of infantry and two 

hundred and fifty cavalry. The train and its guard were soon strung along the 

turnpike. The cavalry rode on the flank near the center, a company of infantry 

marched in front of each tenth wagon, and the remaining force was distributed 

between the rear-and advance-guards. It was a bright summer morning, and just 

as the sun was rising the Rangers marched across the open fields and halted about 

four hundred yards from the road, and within full view of the moving train. 

Observing the Federal cavalry dismounted across the road a quarter of a mile to 

his left, Mosby sent two companies of his cavalry and one howitzer, with orders 

to take a position immediately opposite them and there await the signal of attack, 

which was to be three shots fired from the howitzer left behind. This detachment 

did not halt until it was within seventy-five yards of the moving train. Of course 

the Federals observed all these manoeuvers, but were misled by their very 

boldness; they never imagined but what this new force was a part of their own 

army. So when the first shot, which fell short, was fired from the howitzer, 

several of their officers rode to the eminence not more than thirty steps in front of 

the detached Confederate squadron, and lifting their glasses to their eyes, 

prepared to witness what they supposed to be artillery practice. Just then the 

second shell from the howitzer burst in the midst of their cavalry, who, supposing 

it had been fired in that direction through mistake, hastily prepared to move 



beyond range. Immediately the rebel yell was raised, and the squadron dashed at 

the Federals, scattering them in every direction, and capturing the officers with 

their glasses still in their hands. Turning abruptly to the left, the Rangers charged 

along the road, riding over company after company of infantry until checked by a 

volley from the advance-guard. At the same time another squadron had struck the 

turnpike immediately in front of their first position, and turning to the right, had 

ridden down everything between them and the rear-guard. Then, with one 

howitzer playing upon the advance and the other upon the rear-guard, the 

Rangers rapidly collected their prisoners, unhitched the teams, and burned the 

wagons. When reinforcements reached the Federals they deployed their 

skirmishers and advanced in line of battle, only to see the Rangers riding over the 

hills in the distance, taking with them three hundred prisoners, seven hundred 

mules and horses, and two hundred and thirty beef-cattle. But the rejoicing of the 

Rangers was almost turned into chagrin when they learned from the Northern 

papers that one of the wagons from which they had taken the mules was loaded 

with an iron safe containing one million dollars to pay off the army. Upon 

reading it, Mosby dropped the paper with a sigh, exclaiming, "There's a cool 

million gone after it was fairly earned! What other man could sustain such losses 

with so little embarrassment?" 

But this failure of the Rangers to secure their "earnings" did not always attend 

them. Shortly after that they collected a sufficient amount of "dues" to enable 

them to determine upon greenbacks as the future currency of their Confederacy. 

It happened in this wise. Taking with him seventy-five men, Mosby crossed, at 

an early hour of the night, in rear of Sheridan's army, and struck the Baltimore 

and Ohio Railroad above Harper's Ferry, near Duffield Station. Here they prized 

up one side of the track to a height of four feet, placing a secure foundation under 

it. Soon the night express came rushing along. The engine upset, and the train 

came to a stand without serious injury to the passengers. Immediately the cars 

were boarded, and every one in Federal uniform captured. Among the prisoners 

were two paymasters, Majors Moore and Ruggles, who had in a satchel and tin 

box $168,000, in greenbacks, to pay off the troops stationed along the road. 

Securing this rich booty, the Rangers burned the cars and repassed Sheridan's 

pickets before the day had dawned. The money was divided upon reaching their 

Confederacy, each man receiving something over two thousand dollars, Mosby 

taking nothing. 

Only the men who participated in a particular raid were allowed to share in its 

spoil. The officer who commanded the expedition always controlled the 

distribution. It was seldom there was anything to divide except horses and their 

equipments. Those who had distinguished themselves in the fight were allowed 

the first choice as a reward for their gallantry, the shares of the others being 



divided by lot. This system, by rewarding individual merit, encouraged a healthy 

rivalry among the men, and at the same time removed all inducement to leave the 

fight for plunder. Often when a charge was ordered, a genuine horse-race 

followed, the swiftest steeds leading the way. 

In this manner the men were mounted and equipped without expense to 

themselves or the Confederate Government. On the contrary, the army 

quartermaster kept an agent in Mosby's Confederacy, to purchase from the 

Rangers their surplus stock and arms. His standing price for a horse was forty 

dollars in gold. But each Ranger retained two or more of the best for his own use. 

In this way they were always splendidly mounted. I once heard a Federal officer 

say he was not surprised that Mosby's men rode such fine horses, as they had 

both armies to pick from. The cavalry was armed with pistols alone, of which 

each man carried at least two. Their superiority over all other arms for this 

branch of the service was frequently demonstrated. It is a weapon that can be 

used with one hand, leaving the other to guide the horse. Cavalry is never really 

efficient unless trained to rush into close contact with the enemy. To see the 

whites of their eyes is not sufficient; they must ride over the foe. In the rapid 

charge the carbine is not only useless, but a positive incumbrance. The saber is 

comparatively harmless; it serves to frighten the timid, but rarely ever deals a 

death-wound. Let two men encounter each other in the charge, one relying upon 

his pistol, the other upon his saber, and the former, though an ordinary 

marksman, will almost invariably get the better of his antagonist. The Rangers 

realized their advantage in this respect. It encouraged them to rush into close 

quarters, where the rapid discharge of their pistols soon told upon the enemy, no 

matter how bravely they had withstood the onset. I have seen the victory decided 

alone by the superiority of the pistol over the saber, where the opposing columns 

had crossed each other in the charge and, wheeling, had mingled in the fight. 

But the Rangers were compelled to discard the carbine and the saber for other 

reasons than their inferiority in the hand-to-hand conflict. It was always their 

policy to take the enemy by surprise if possible. Their favorite plan was to wind 

their way through the Federal pickets during the night, and make the attack at 

break of day. The rattling of the carbine and saber would have made it impossible 

to execute these movements with the silence necessary to success. To the 

uninitiated it would be surprising to see with what noiseless secrecy these 

manoeuvers could be accomplished. Only whispered commands were necessary 

from the officers, and the presence of danger insured silence in the ranks. This 

silence, which was observed so long as silence was proper, served to make the 

charge, with its shout and its cheer, the more terrible to the foe. 

But it must not be imagined the Rangers were always successful. They were 

themselves sometimes surprised, sometimes repulsed. Nothing else could be 



expected from almost daily encounters in a country abandoned to the enemy. 

There were occasions when they were saved from total ruin only by their 

knowledge of the country and the swiftness of their steeds. 

 

A ROMANCE OF MORGAN'S ROUGH-RIDERS 

THE RAID, THE CAPTURE, AND THE ESCAPE 

 

I. THE RAID 

BY BASIL W. DUKE 

In the summer of 1863, when, at Tullahoma, Tennessee, General Bragg's army 

was menaced by superior numbers in flank and rear, he determined to send a 

body of cavalry into Kentucky, which should operate upon Rosecrans's 

communications between Nashville and Louisville, break the railroads, capture 

or threaten all the minor depots of supplies, intercept and defeat all detachments 

not too strong to be engaged, and keep the enemy so on the alert in his own rear 

that he would lose or neglect his opportunity to embarrass or endanger the march 

of the army when its retrograde movement began. He even hoped that a part of 

the hostile forces before him might be thus detained long enough to prevent their 

participation in the battle which he expected to fight when he crossed the 

Tennessee. 

The officer whom he selected to accomplish this diversion was General John H. 

Morgan, whose division of mounted riflemen was well fitted for the work in 

hand. Equal in courage, dash, and discipline to the other fine cavalry commands 

which General Bragg had at his disposal, it had passed a longer apprenticeship in 

expeditionary service than had any other. Its rank and file was of that mettle 

which finds its natural element in active and audacious enterprise, and was yet 

thrilled with the fire of youth; for there were few men in the division over 

twenty-five years of age. It was imbued with the spirit of its commander, and 

confided in his skill and fortune; no endeavor was deemed impossible or even 

hazardous when he led. It was inured to constant, almost daily, combat with the 

enemy, of all arms and under every possible contingency. During its four years of 

service the 2d Kentucky Cavalry, of which General Morgan was the first colonel, 
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lost sixty-three commissioned officers killed and wounded; Company A of that 

regiment, of which Morgan was the first captain, losing during the war seventy-

five men killed. It had on its muster-roll, from first to last, nearly two hundred 

and fifty men. The history of this company and regiment was scarcely 

exceptional in the command. 

 GENERAL 

JOHN H. MORGAN. 

Morgan was beyond all men adapted to independent command of this nature. His 

energy never flagged, and his invention was always equal to the emergency. 

Boldness and caution were united in all that he undertook. He had a most 

remarkable aptitude for promptly acquiring a knowledge of any country in which 

he was operating; and as he kept it, so to speak, "in his head," he was enabled 

easily to extricate himself from difficulties. The celerity with which he marched, 



the promptness with which he attacked or eluded a foe, intensified the confidence 

of his followers, and kept his antagonists always in doubt and apprehension. 

In his conference with General Bragg, Morgan differed with his chief regarding 

the full effect of a raid that should not be extended beyond the Ohio. General 

Bragg desired it to be confined to Kentucky. He gave Morgan carte blanche to 

go where he pleased in that State and stay as long as he pleased; suggesting, 

among other things, that he capture Louisville. Morgan urged that while by such 

a raid he might so divert to himself the attention of General Henry M. Judah and 

the cavalry of Rosecrans that they would not molest General Bragg's retreat, he 

could do nothing, in this way, in behalf of the other equally important feature of 

the plan—the detention of troops that would otherwise strengthen Rosecrans in 

the decisive battle to be fought south of the Tennessee. He contended, moreover, 

that a raid into Indiana and Ohio, the more especially as important political 

elections were pending there, would cause troops to be withdrawn from 

Rosecrans and Burnside for the protection of those States. But General Bragg 

refused permission to cross the Ohio, and instructed Morgan to make the raid as 

originally designed. 

 THE MORGAN 

RAID. 
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JULY 1863. 

Some weeks previous to this conference, by Morgan's direction I had sent 

competent men to examine the fords of the upper Ohio. He had even then 

contemplated such an expedition. It had long been his conviction that the 

Confederacy could maintain the struggle only by transferring hostilities and 

waging war, whenever opportunity offered, on Northern soil. Upon his return 

from this interview he told me what had been discussed, and what were General 

Bragg's instructions. He said that he meant to disobey them; that the emergency, 

he believed, justified disobedience. He was resolved to cross the Ohio River and 

invade Indiana and Ohio. His command would probably be captured, he said; but 

in no other way could he give substantial aid to the army. General Bragg had 

directed Morgan to detail two thousand men for the expedition. From the two 

brigades commanded respectively by myself and Colonel Adam R. Johnson, 

Morgan selected twenty-four hundred and sixty of the best-mounted and most 

effective. He took with him four pieces of artillery—two 3-inch Parrotts, attached 

to the First Brigade, and two 12-pounder howitzers, attached to the Second. 

I should state that Morgan had thoroughly planned the raid before he marched 

from Tennessee. He meant to cross the Cumberland in the vicinity of Burkesville, 

and to march directly across Kentucky to the nearest point at which he could 

reach the Ohio west of Louisville, so closely approaching Louisville as to compel 

belief that he meant to attempt its capture. Turning to the right after entering 

Indiana, and marching as nearly due east as possible, he would reduce to a 

minimum the distance necessary to be covered, and yet threaten and alarm the 

population of the two States as completely as by penetrating deeply into them; 

more so, indeed, for pursuing this line he would reach the immediate vicinity of 

Cincinnati and excite fears for the safety of that city. While he intended to 

prolong the raid to the uttermost, he proposed to be at no time far from the Ohio, 

so that he might avail himself of an opportunity to recross. On reaching the 

borders of Pennsylvania, he intended, if General Lee should be in that State, to 

make every effort to join him; failing in that, to make his escape through West 

Virginia. Information he had gotten about the fords of the upper Ohio had 

induced him to indicate Buffington's Island as the point where he would attempt 

to recross that stream. He deemed the passage of the Cumberland one of the four 

chief difficulties of the expedition that might prove really dangerous and 

insuperable; the other three were the passage of the Ohio, the circuit around 

Cincinnati, and the recrossing of the Ohio. 

Before noon on the 2d of July my brigade began to cross the Cumberland at 

Burkesville and at Scott's Ferry, two miles higher up the stream. The river, 

swollen by heavy and long-continued rains, was pouring down a volume of water 

which overspread its banks and rushed with a velocity that seemed to defy any 



attempt to stem it. Two or three canoes lashed together and two small flats served 

to transport the men and the field-pieces, while the horses were made to swim. 

Many of them were swept far down by the boiling flood. This process was 

necessarily slow, as well as precarious. Colonel Johnson, whose brigade was 

crossing at Turkey Neck Bend, several miles below Burkesville, was scarcely so 

well provided with the means of ferriage as myself. About 3 P.M. the enemy 

began to threaten both brigades. Had these demonstrations been made earlier, and 

vigorously, we could have gotten over the river. Fortunately by this time we had 

taken over the 6th Kentucky and 9th Tennessee of my brigade—aggregating 

nearly six hundred men—and also the two pieces of artillery. These regiments 

were moved beyond Burkesville and placed in a position which served all the 

purposes of an ambuscade. When the enemy approached, one or two volleys 

caused his column to recoil in confusion. General Morgan instantly charged it 

with Quirk's scouts and some companies of the 9th Tennessee, and not only 

prevented it from rallying, but drove it all the way back to Marrowbone, entering 

the encampment there with the troops he was pursuing in a pell-mell dash. He 

was soon driven back, however, by the enemy's infantry and artillery. 

The effect of this blow was to keep the enemy quiet for the rest of the day and 

night. The forces threatening Colonel Johnson were also withdrawn, and we both 

accomplished the passage of the river without further molestation. That night the 

division marched out on the Columbia road and encamped about two miles from 

Burkesville. On the next day Judah concentrated the three brigades of his cavalry 

command in that region, while orders were sent to all the other Federal 

detachments in Kentucky to close in upon our line of march. 

General Bragg had sent with the expedition a large party of commissaries of 

subsistence, who were directed to collect cattle north of the Cumberland and 

drive them, guarded by one of our regiments, to Tullahoma. I have never 

understood how he expected us to be able, under the circumstances, to collect the 

cattle, or the foragers to drive them out. The commissaries did not attempt to 

carry out their instructions, but followed us the entire distance and pulled up in 

prison. They were gallant fellows and made no complaint of danger or hardship, 

seeming rather to enjoy it. 



 THE FARMER FROM 

CALFKILLER CREEK. 

There was one case, however, which excited universal pity. An old farmer and 

excellent man, who lived near Sparta, had accompanied us to Burkesville; that is, 

he meant to go no farther, and thought we would not. He wished to procure a 

barrel of salt, as the supply of that commodity was exhausted in his part of the 

country. He readily purchased the salt, but learned, to his consternation, that the 

march to Burkesville was a mere preliminary canter. He was confronted with the 

alternative of going on a dangerous raid or of returning alone through a region 

swarming with the fierce bushwhackers of "Tinker Dave" Beattie, who never 

gave quarter to Confederate soldier or Southern sympathizer. He knew that if he 

fell into their hands they would pickle him with his own salt. So this old man 

sadly yet wisely resolved to follow the fortunes of Morgan. He made the grand 

tour, was hurried along day after day through battle and ambush, dragged night 

after night on the remorseless march, ferried over the broad Ohio under fire of 

the militia and gunboats, and lodged at last in a "loathsome dungeon." On one 

occasion, in Ohio, when the home guards were peppering us in rather livelier 

fashion than usual, he said to Captain C.H. Morgan, with tears in his voice: "I 

sw'ar if I wouldn't give all the salt in Kaintucky to stand once more safe and 

sound on the banks of Calfkiller Creek." 
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 GENERAL DUKE TESTS THE PIES 

Pushing on before dawn of the 3d, we reached Columbia in the afternoon. The 

place was occupied by a detachment of Colonel Frank Wolford's brigade, which 

was quickly driven out. Encamping that evening some eight miles from 

Columbia, we could hear all night the ringing of the axes near Green River 

bridge, on the road from Columbia to Campbellsville. Three or four hundred of 

the 25th Michigan Infantry were stationed at the bridge to protect it; but the 

commander, Colonel Orlando H. Moore, deliberately quitting the elaborate 

stockade erected near the bridge,—in which nine officers out of ten would have 

remained, but where we could have shelled him into surrender without losing a 

man ourselves,—selected one of the strongest natural positions I ever saw, and 

fortified it skilfully although simply. The Green River makes here an immense 

horseshoe sweep, with the bridge at the toe of the horseshoe; and more than a 

mile south of it was the point where Colonel Moore elected to make his fight. 

The river there wound back so nearly upon its previous course that the peninsula, 

or "neck," was scarcely a hundred yards wide. This narrow neck was also very 

short, the river bending almost immediately to the west again. At that time it was 

thickly covered with trees and undergrowth, and Colonel Moore, felling the 

heaviest timber, had constructed a formidable abatis across the narrowest part of 
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it. Just in front of the abatis there was open ground for perhaps two hundred 

yards. South of the open was a deep ravine. The road ran on the east side of the 

cleared place, and the banks of the river were high and precipitous. The center of 

the open space rose into a swell, sloping gently away both to the north and south. 

On the crest of the swell Moore had thrown up a slight earthwork, which was 

manned when we approached. An officer was promptly despatched with a flag to 

demand his surrender. Colonel Moore responded that an officer of the United 

States ought not to surrender on the Fourth of July, and he must therefore decline. 

Captain "Ed" Byrne had planted one of the Parrott guns about six hundred yards 

from the earthwork, and on the return of the bearer of the flag opened fire, 

probing the work with a round shot. One man in the trench was killed by this 

shot, and the others ran back to the abatis. 

Colonel Johnson, whose brigade was in advance, immediately dashed forward 

with the 3d and 11th Kentucky to attack the main position. Artillery could not be 

used, for the guns could bear upon the abatis only from the crest of which I have 

spoken, and if posted there the cannoneers, at the very short range, would not 

have been able to serve their pieces. The position could be won only by direct 

assault. The men rushed up to the fallen timber, but became entangled in the 

network of trunks and branches, and were shot down while trying to climb over 

or push through them. I reinforced Johnson with a part of Smith's regiment, the 

5th Kentucky, but the jam and confusion incident to moving in so circumscribed 

an area and through the dense undergrowth broke the force of the charge. The 

enemy was quite numerous enough to defend a line so short and strong and 

perfectly protected on both flanks. We had not more than six hundred men 

actually engaged, and the fighting lasted not longer than fifteen or twenty 

minutes. Our loss was about ninety, nearly as many killed as wounded. 

Afterward we learned that Colonel Moore's loss was six killed and twenty-three 

wounded. When General Morgan ordered the attack he was not aware of the 

strength of the position; nor had he anticipated a resistance so spirited and so 

skilfully planned. He reluctantly drew off without another assault, convinced that 

to capture the abatis and its defenders would cost him half his command. Among 

the killed were Colonel D.W. Chenault and Captain Alexander Treble of the 11th 

Kentucky, Lieutenant Robert Cowan of the 3d, and Major Thomas Y. Brent, Jr., 

and Lieutenants Holloway and Ferguson of the 5th. These officers were all killed 

literally at the muzzles of the rifles. 

Colonel Moore's position might easily have been avoided; indeed, we passed 

around it immediately afterward, crossing the river at a ford about two miles 

below the bridge. Morgan assailed it merely in accordance with his habitual 

policy when advancing of attacking all in his path except very superior forces. 



On the same afternoon Captain William M. Magenis, assistant adjutant-general 

of the division, a valuable officer, was murdered by a Captain Murphy, whom he 

had placed under arrest for robbing a citizen. Murphy made his escape from the 

guard two or three days subsequently, just as the court-martial which was to have 

tried him was convening. 

On the morning of July 5th the column reached Lebanon, which was garrisoned 

by the 20th Kentucky Infantry, commanded by Colonel Charles S. Hanson. The 

8th and 9th Michigan Cavalry and the 11th Michigan Battery, under command of 

Colonel James I. David, were approaching by the Danville road to reinforce the 

garrison, necessitating a large detachment to observe them. Morgan's demand for 

surrender having been refused, artillery fire was directed upon the railroad depot 

and other buildings in which the enemy had established himself; but, as the 

Federals endured it with great firmness, it became necessary to carry the town by 

assault. Our loss was some forty in killed and wounded, including several 

excellent officers. One death universally deplored was that of the General's 

brother, Lieutenant Thomas H. Morgan. He was a bright, handsome, and very 

gallant lad of nineteen, the favorite of the division. He was killed in front of the 

2d Kentucky in the charge upon the depot. The Federal loss was three killed and 

sixteen wounded, and three hundred and eighty were prisoners. 

Without delay we passed through Springfield and Bardstown, crossing the 

Louisville and Nashville Railroad at Lebanon Junction, thirty miles from 

Louisville, on the evening of the 6th. At Springfield two companies of about 

ninety men were sent toward Harrodsburg and Danville to occupy the attention of 

the Federal cavalry in that quarter. From Bardstown, Captain W.C. Davis, acting 

assistant adjutant-general of the First Brigade, was sent with a detachment of one 

hundred and thirty men to scout in the vicinity of Louisville, to produce the 

impression that the city was about to be attacked, and to divert attention from the 

passage of the Ohio by the main body at Brandenburg. He was instructed to cross 

the river somewhere east of Louisville and to rejoin the column on its line of 

march through Indiana. He executed the first part of the program perfectly, but 

was unable to get across the river. Tapping the wires at Lebanon Junction, we 

learned from intercepted despatches that the garrison at Louisville was much 

alarmed, and in expectation of an immediate attack. 

The detachments I have just mentioned, with some smaller ones previously sent 

off on similar service, aggregated not less than two hundred and sixty men 

permanently separated from the division; which, with a loss in killed and 

wounded, in Kentucky, of about one hundred and fifty, had reduced our effective 

strength at the Ohio, by more than four hundred. 



The rapid and constant marching already began to tell upon both horses and men, 

but we reached the Ohio at Brandenburg at 9 A.M. on the 8th. Captains Samuel 

Taylor and H.C. Meriwether of the 10th Kentucky had been sent forward the day 

before, with their companies, to capture steamboats. We found them in 

possession of two large craft. One had been surprised at the wharf, and steaming 

out on her, they had captured the other. Preparations for crossing were begun; 

but, just as the first boat was about to push off, an unexpected musketry fire was 

opened from the Indiana side by a party of home-guards collected behind some 

houses and haystacks. They were in pursuit of Captain Thomas H. Hines, who 

had that morning returned from Indiana to Kentucky, after having undertaken a 

brief expedition of his own. This fire did no harm, the river here being eight 

hundred or a thousand yards wide. But in a few minutes the bright gleam of a 

field-piece spouted through the low-hanging mist on the farther bank. Its shell 

pitched into a group near the wharf, severely wounding Captain W.H. Wilson, 

acting quartermaster of the First Brigade. Several shots from this piece followed 

in quick succession, but it was silenced by Lieutenant Lawrence with his Parrotts. 

The 2d Kentucky and 9th Tennessee were speedily ferried over without their 

horses, and forming under the bluff they advanced upon the militia, which had 

retired to a wooded ridge some six hundred yards from the river-bank, 

abandoning the gun. The two regiments were moving across some open ground, 

toward the ridge, sustaining no loss from the volleys fired at them, and the boats 

had scarcely returned for further service when a more formidable enemy 

appeared. A gunboat, the Elk, steamed rapidly round the bend, and began firing 

alternately upon the troops in the town and those already across. The situation 

was now extremely critical. We could not continue the ferriage while this little 

vixen remained, for one well-directed shot would have sent either of the boats to 

the bottom. Delay was exceedingly hazardous, affording the enemy opportunity 

to cut off the regiments we had already sent over, and giving the cavalry in 

pursuit of us time to come up. If forced to give up the attempt to cross the river, 

we must also abandon our comrades on the other side. So every piece of artillery 

was planted and opened on the gunboat, and after an hour or two of vigorous 

cannonading she was driven off. By midnight all our troops were over. 



  

HOSPITALITIES OF THE FARM 

About noon of the 9th the column reached the little town of Corydon, Indiana, 

which proved not nearly so gentle as its name. Our advance-guard, commanded 

by Colonel R.C. Morgan, found a body of militia there, ensconced behind stout 

barricades of fence rails, stretching for some distance on each side of the road. 

Colonel Morgan charged the barricade, his horses could not leap it, the militia 

stood resolutely, and he lost sixteen men. A few dismounted skirmishers thrown 

upon the flanks, and a shot or two from one of the pieces which accompanied the 

advance-guard, quickly dispersed them, however, and we entered the town 

without further resistance. 

Our progress, quite rapid in Kentucky, was now accelerated, and we were 

habitually twenty-one hours out of the twenty-four in the saddle, very frequently 

not halting at night or going into camp at all. For the first three or four days we 

saw nothing of the inhabitants save in their character as militia, when they forced 

themselves on our attention much more frequently than we desired. The houses 

were entirely deserted. Often we found the kitchen fire blazing, the keys hanging 

in the cupboard lock, and the chickens sauntering about the yard with a 

confidence which proved that they had never before seen soldiers. 

As the first scare wore off, however, we found the women and children 

remaining at home, while the men went to the muster. When a thirsty cavalryman 
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rode up to a house to inquire for buttermilk, he was generally met by a buxom 

dame, with a half-dozen or more small children peeping out from her voluminous 

skirts, who, in response to a question about the "old man," would say: "The men 

hev all gone to the 'rally'; you'll see 'em soon." We experienced little difficulty in 

procuring food for man and horse. Usually upon our raids it was much easier to 

obtain meat than bread. But in Indiana and Ohio we always found bread ready 

baked at every house. In Ohio, on more than one occasion, in deserted houses we 

found pies, hot from the oven, displayed upon tables conveniently spread. The 

first time that I witnessed this sort of hospitality was when I rode up to a house 

where a party of my men were standing around a table garnished as I have 

described, eyeing the pies hungrily, but showing no disposition to touch them. I 

asked, in astonishment, why they were so abstinent. One of them replied that they 

feared the pies might be poisoned. I was quite sure, on the contrary, that they 

were intended as a propitiatory offering. I have always been fond of pies,—these 

were of luscious apples,—so I made the spokesman hand me one of the largest, 

and proceeded to eat it. The men watched me vigilantly for two or three minutes, 

and then, as I seemed much better after my repast, they took hold ravenously. 

The severe marching made an exchange of horses a necessity, though as a rule 

the horses we took were very inferior to the Kentucky and Tennessee stock we 

had brought with us, and which had generally a large infusion of thoroughbred 

blood. The horses we impressed were for the most part heavy, sluggish beasts, 

barefooted and grass-fed, and gave out after a day or two, sometimes in a few 

hours. A strong provost guard, under Major Steele of the 3d Kentucky, had been 

organized to prevent the two practices most prejudicial to discipline and 

efficiency—straggling and pillage. There were very good reasons, independent of 

the provost guard, why the men should not straggle far from the line of march; 

but the well-filled stores and gaudy shop-windows of the Indiana and Ohio towns 

seemed to stimulate, in men accustomed to impoverished and unpretentious 

Dixie, the propensity to appropriate beyond limit or restraint. I had never before 

seen anything like this disposition to plunder. Our perilous situation only seemed 

to render the men more reckless. At the same time, anything more ludicrous than 

the manner in which they indulged their predatory tastes can scarcely be 

imagined. The weather was intensely warm,—the hot July sun burned the earth to 

powder, and we were breathing superheated dust,—yet one man rode for three 

days with seven pairs of skates slung about his neck; another loaded himself with 

sleigh-bells. A large chafing-dish, a medium-sized Dutch clock, a green glass 

decanter with goblets to match, a bag of horn buttons, a chandelier, and a bird-

cage containing three canaries were some of the articles I saw borne off and 

jealously fondled. The officers usually waited a reasonable period, until the 

novelty had worn off, and then had this rubbish thrown away. Baby shoes and 

calico, however, were the staple articles of appropriation. A fellow would 



procure a bolt of calico, carry it carefully for a day or two, then cast it aside and 

get another. 

From Corydon our route was via Salem, Vienna, Lexington, Paris, Vernon, 

Dupont, and Sumanville to Harrison, near the Ohio State line and twenty-five 

miles from Cincinnati. Detachments were sent to Madison, Versailles, and other 

points, to burn bridges, bewilder and confuse those before and behind us, and 

keep bodies of military stationary that might otherwise give trouble. All were 

drawn in before we reached Harrison. At this point Morgan began 

demonstrations intended to convey the impression that he would cross the 

Cincinnati, Hamilton, and Dayton Railroad at Hamilton. He had always 

anticipated difficulty in getting over this road; fearing that the troops from 

Kentucky would be concentrated at or near Cincinnati, and that every effort 

would be made to intercept him there. If these troops lined the railroad and were 

judiciously posted, he knew it would be extremely difficult to elude them or cut 

his way through them. He believed that if he could pass this ordeal safely, the 

success of the expedition would be assured, unless the river should be so high 

that the boats would be able to transport troops to intercept him at the upper 

fords. 

After remaining at Harrison two or three hours, and sending detachments in the 

direction of Hamilton, he moved with the entire column on the Hamilton road. 

But as soon as he was clear of the town, he cut the telegraph-wires—previously 

left intact with the hope that they might be used to convey intelligence of his 

apparent movement toward Hamilton—and, turning across the country, gained 

the direct road to Cincinnati. He hoped that, deceived by his demonstrations at 

Harrison, the larger part of the troops at Cincinnati would be sent to Hamilton, 

and that it would be too late to recall them when his movement toward Cincinnati 

was discovered. He trusted that those remaining would be drawn into the city, 

under the impression that he meant to attack, leaving the way clear for his rapid 

transit. He has been criticized for not attempting the capture of Cincinnati, but he 

had no mind to involve his handful of wearied men in a labyrinth of streets. We 

felt very much more at home amid rural surroundings. But if he had taken 

Cincinnati, and had safely crossed the river there, the raid would have been so 

much briefer, and its principal object to that extent defeated by the release of the 

troops pursuing us. 



 LOOKING FOR THE FOOTPRINTS OF THE VAN. 

We reached the environs of Cincinnati about ten o'clock at night, and were not 

clear of them until after daybreak. My brigade was marching in the rear, and the 

guides were with General Morgan in the front. The continual straggling of some 

companies in the rear of Johnson's brigade caused me to become separated from 

the remainder of the column by a wide gap, and I was for some time entirely 

ignorant of what direction I should take. The night was pitch-dark, and I was 

compelled to light torches and seek the track of the column by the foam dropped 

from the mouths of the horses and the dust kicked up by their feet. At every halt 

which this groping search necessitated, scores of tired men would fall asleep and 

drop out of their saddles. Daylight appeared after we had crossed all of the 

principal suburban roads, and were near the Little Miami Railroad. I never 

welcomed the fresh, invigorating air of morning more gratefully. That afternoon 

we reached Williamsburg, twenty-eight miles east of Cincinnati. 

The Ohio militia were more numerous and aggressive than those of Indiana. We 

had frequent skirmishes with them daily, and although hundreds were captured, 

they resumed operations as soon as they were turned loose. What excited in us 

more astonishment than all else we saw were the crowds of able-bodied men. The 

contrast with the South, drained of adult males to recruit her armies, was striking, 
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and suggestive of anything but confidence on our part in the result of the 

struggle. 

At Piketon we learned that Vicksburg had fallen, and that General Lee, having 

been repulsed at Gettysburg, had retreated across the Potomac. Under the 

circumstances this information was peculiarly disheartening. As we approached 

Pomeroy the militia began to embarrass our march by felling trees and erecting 

barricades across the roads. In passing near that town we were assailed by regular 

troops,—as we called the volunteers, in contradistinction to the militia,—and 

forced a passage only by some sharp fighting. At 1 P.M. on the 18th we reached 

Chester, eighteen miles from Buffington's Island. A halt here of nearly two hours 

proved disastrous, as it caused us to arrive at the river after nightfall, and delayed 

any attempt at crossing until the next morning. Morgan thoroughly appreciated 

the importance of crossing the river at once, but it was impossible. The darkness 

was intense, we were ignorant of the ford and without guides, and were 

encumbered with nearly two hundred wounded, whom we were unwilling to 

abandon. By instruction I placed the 5th and 6th Kentucky in position to attack, 

as soon as day broke, an earthwork commanding the ford, and which we learned 

was mounted with two guns and manned by three hundred infantry. At dawn I 

moved upon the work, and found it had been evacuated and the guns thrown over 

the bluff. Pressing on a few hundred yards to reconnoiter the Pomeroy road, we 

suddenly encountered the enemy. It proved to be General Judah's advance. The 

5th and 6th Kentucky instantly attacked and dispersed it, taking a piece of 

artillery and forty or fifty prisoners, inflicting some loss in killed and wounded. 

The position in which we found ourselves, now that we had light enough to 

examine the ground, was anything but favorable. The valley we had entered, 

about a mile long and perhaps eight hundred yards wide at its southern 

extremity,—the river running here nearly due north and south,—gradually 

narrows, as the ridge which is its western boundary closely approaches the river-

bank, until it becomes a mere ravine. The Chester road enters the valley at a point 

about equidistant from either end. As the 5th Kentucky fell back that it might be 

aligned on the 6th Kentucky, across the southern end of the valley, into which 

Judah's whole force was now pouring, it was charged by the 8th and 9th 

Michigan and a detachment of the 5th Indiana. A part of the 5th Kentucky was 

cut off by this charge, the gun we had taken was recaptured, and our Parrotts also 

fell into the hands of the enemy. They were so clogged with dust, however, as to 

be almost unserviceable, and their ammunition was expended. Bringing up a part 

of the 2d Kentucky, I succeeded in checking and driving back the regiments that 

first bore down on us, but they were quickly reinforced and immediately returned 

to the attack. In the mean time Colonel Johnson's videttes on the Chester road 

had been driven in, and the cavalry under Hobson, which had followed us 



throughout our long march, deployed on the ridge, and attacked on that side. I 

sent a courier to General Morgan, advising that he retreat up the river and out of 

the valley with all the men he could extricate, while Colonel Johnson and I, with 

the troops already engaged, would endeavor to hold the enemy in check. The 

action was soon hot from both directions, and the gunboats, steaming up the river 

abreast of us, commenced shelling vigorously. We were now between three 

assailants. A sharp artillery fire was opened by each, and the peculiar formation 

we were compelled to adopt exposed us to a severe cross-fire of small arms. 

We were in no condition to make a successful or energetic resistance. The men 

were worn out and demoralized by the tremendous march, and the fatigue and 

lack of sleep for the ten days that had elapsed since they had crossed the Ohio. 

Having had no opportunity to replenish their cartridge-boxes, they were almost 

destitute of ammunition, and after firing two or three rounds were virtually 

unarmed. To this fact is attributable the very small loss our assailants sustained. 

Broken down as we were, if we had been supplied with cartridges we could have 

piled the ground with Judah's men as they advanced over the open plain into the 

valley. As the line, seeking to cover the withdrawal of the troops taken off by 

General Morgan, was rolled back by the repeated charges of the enemy, the 

stragglers were rushing wildly about the valley, with bolts of calico streaming 

from their saddles, and changing direction with every shrieking shell. When the 

rear-guard neared the northern end of the valley,—out of which General Morgan 

with the greater part of the command had now passed,—and perceived that the 

only avenue of escape was through a narrow gorge, a general rush was made for 

it. The Michigan regiments dashed into the mass of fugitives, and the gunboats 

swept the narrow pass with grape. All order lost in a wild tide of flight. 

About seven hundred were captured here, and perhaps a hundred and twenty 

killed and wounded. Probably a thousand men got out with General Morgan. Of 

these some three hundred succeeded in swimming the river at a point twenty 

miles above Buffington, while many were drowned in the attempt. The arrival of 

the gunboats prevented others from crossing. General Morgan had gotten nearly 

over, when, seeing that the bulk of his command must remain on the Ohio side, 

he returned. For six more days Morgan taxed energy and ingenuity to the utmost 

to escape the toils. Absolutely exhausted, he surrendered near the Pennsylvania 

line, on the 26th day of July, with three hundred and sixty-four men. 

The expedition was of immediate benefit, since a part of the forces that would 

otherwise have harassed Bragg's retreat and swollen Rosecrans's muster-roll at 

Chickamauga were carried by the pursuit of Morgan so far northward that they 

were kept from participating in that battle. 



But Morgan's cavalry was almost destroyed, and his prestige impaired. Much the 

larger number of the captured men lingered in the Northern prisons until the 

close of the war. That portion of his command which had remained in Tennessee 

became disintegrated; the men either were incorporated in other organizations, 

or, attracted by the fascinations of irregular warfare, were virtually lost to the 

service. Morgan, after four or five months' imprisonment in the Ohio 

penitentiary, effected an escape which has scarcely a parallel for ingenuity and 

daring. He was received in the South enthusiastically. The authorities at 

Richmond seemed at first to share the popular sympathy and admiration. But it 

soon became apparent that his infraction of discipline in crossing the Ohio was 

not forgiven. Placed for a short time in practical command of the Department of 

Southwestern Virginia, he was given inadequate means for its defense, and 

bound with instructions which accorded neither with his temperament nor with 

his situation. The troops he commanded were not, like his old riders, accustomed 

to his methods, confident in his genius, and devoted to his fortunes. He attempted 

aggressive operations with his former energy and self-reliance, but not with his 

former success. He drove out of West Virginia two invading columns, and then 

made an incursion into the heart of Kentucky—known as his last Kentucky 

raid—in the hope of anticipating and deterring a movement into his own 

territory. Very successful at first, this raid ended, too, in disaster. After capturing 

and dispersing Federal forces in the aggregate much larger than his own, he 

encountered at Cynthiana a vastly superior force, and was defeated. Two months 

later, September 4, 1864, he was killed at Greeneville, Tennessee, while 

advancing to attack the Federal detachments stationed in front of Knoxville.[5] 

[5]E.W. Doran of Greeneville, Tenn., gives the following particulars of General Morgan's death: 

General Morgan came to Greeneville on September 3, and stationed his troops on a hill overlooking 

the town from the east, while he and his staff were entertained at the "Williams Mansion," the finest 

residence in town. At this time Captain Robert C. Carter, in command of a company of Colonel 

Crawford's regiment, was stationed three or four miles north of the town. He got accurate 

information of Morgan's whereabouts, and sent a messenger at once to General A.C. Gillem, at 

Bull's Gap, sixteen miles distant. This message was intrusted to John Davis and two other young 

men of his company, who rode through a fearful storm, picking their way by the lightning-flashes 

and arriving there some time before midnight. Other messages were probably sent to Gillem that 

night from Greeneville, but this was the first received. The report usually given in the histories to 

the effect that Mrs. Joseph Williams carried the news is not correct, as she was known to be in an 

opposite direction several miles, and knew nothing of the affair. In an hour after the message was 

delivered Gillem's forces were hurrying on their way to Greeneville, where they arrived about 

daylight, and surrounded the house where Morgan was. He ran out, without waiting to dress, to 

conceal himself in the shrubbery and grape arbors, but was seen from the street and shot by Andrew 

G. Campbell, a private in the 13th Tennessee. Campbell was promoted to a lieutenancy. Morgan's 

body was afterward secured by his friends and given decent burial. But little firing was done by 

either army; and after Morgan was killed his forces marched out of town while the Union forces 

marched in, in easy range of each other, yet not a shot was fired on either side. 
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The remnant of his old command served during the gloomy winter of 1864-65 in 

the region where their leader met death, fighting often on the same ground. When 

Richmond fell, and Lee surrendered, they marched to join Joseph E. Johnston. 

After his capitulation they were part of the escort that guarded, Jefferson Davis in 

his aimless retreat from Charlotte and laid down their arms at Woodville, 

Georgia, by order of John. C. Breckinridge, when the armies of the Confederacy 

were disbanded, and its President became a fugitive. 

 

II. THE CAPTURE 

BY ORLANDO B. WILLCOX 

When it was known at Indianapolis that General Morgan, with a large force, had 

crossed the Ohio, the city was panic-stricken. The State had been literally 

depleted of troops to assist Kentucky, and everybody knew it. The very worst 

was apprehended—that railways would be cut up, passenger and freight trains 

robbed, bridges and depots burned, our arsenal pillaged, two thousand 

Confederate prisoners at Camp Morton liberated, and Jeffersonville, with all its 

Government stores, and possibly Indianapolis itself, destroyed. 

Nor was this all. It had been reported, and partly believed, as afterward indeed 

proved to be the fact, that the State was literally undermined with rebel 

sympathizers banded together in secret organizations. The coming of Morgan had 

been looked for, and his progress through Kentucky watched with considerable 

anxiety. It was gloomily predicted that hundreds, perhaps thousands, of "Knights 

of the Golden Circle" and of "Sons of Liberty" would flock to his standard and 

endeavor to carry the State over to the Confederacy. 

Morgan probably had fair reason to believe that his ranks would be at least 

largely recruited in the southern counties of Indiana. The governor of Indiana, 

Oliver P. Morton, went to work with all his tremendous energy and indomitable 

will, in the face of the greatest opposition that had been encountered in any 

Northern State, amounting, just before, almost to open rebellion. He proclaimed 

martial law, though not in express terms, and ordered out the "Legion," or militia, 

and called upon the loyal citizens of the State to enroll themselves as minute-

men, to organize and report for arms and for martial duty. Thousands responded 

to the call within twenty-four hours—many within two hours.[6] Everything 

possible was done by telegraph, until the lines were cut. Some arms were found 
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in the State Arsenal, and more with accoutrements and ammunition, together 

with whole batteries of artillery, were procured from Chicago and St. Louis. 

[6]According to the report of the adjutant-general of Indiana, 30,000 militia assembled within 

thirty-six hours, and about the time Morgan was leaving the State 65,000 men were in the field. In 

Ohio, according to a report made to the adjutant-general, 55,000 militia turned out; many of them 

refused pay, yet $232,000 were disbursed for services during the raid. It would appear, therefore, 

that 120,000 militia took the field against Morgan, in addition to the three brigades of General 

Judah's United State cavalry.—EDITOR. 

The disposition of the State levies that came thronging in was left to me as fast as 

they were armed. The three great junctions of the Ohio and Mississippi Railroad 

in Indiana, over which troops and supplies were shipped from all points to 

Rosecrans at Chattanooga—viz., Mitchell, Seymour, and Vernon,—were first to 

be made secure; for surely Morgan must have some military objectives, and these 

appeared to be the most likely. The westerly junction was Mitchell. This was 

quickly occupied and guarded by General James Hughes, with Legion men, 

reinforced by the new organizations rising in that quarter. Seymour was the most 

central, and lay directly on the road to Cincinnati and Indianapolis from 

Louisville; and at Seymour a brigade was assembled from the center of the State, 

with General John Love, a skilful old army officer, to command it, with 

instructions to have an eye to Vernon likewise. To this last point Burnside 

ordered a battery from Cincinnati; and what few troops I had in Michigan, though 

half organized, came down to Vernon and to General Love. Besides these thus 

rendezvoused, the people of the southern counties were called upon to 

bushwhack the enemy, to obstruct roads, to guard trains, bridges, etc., and to 

make themselves generally useful and pestiferous. 

Our militia first came in contact with the enemy opposite Brandenburg, where he 

crossed; but it made the stand at Corydon Junction, where the road runs between 

two abrupt hills, across which Colonel Lewis Jordan threw up some light 

intrenchments. Morgan's advance attempted to ride over these "rail-piles" rough-

shod, but lost some twenty troopers unhorsed. They brought up their reserve and 

artillery, flanked, and finally surrounded Colonel Jordan, who, after an hour's 

resolute resistance, surrendered. 

This gave the raiders the town, and the citizens the first taste of Morgan's style, 

which somewhat disgusted the numerous class of Southern sympathizers. The 

shops were given up to plunder, and the ladies levied on for meals for the whole 

command. 

Throwing out columns in various directions, Morgan pushed for Mitchell, where 

no doubt he expected to cut the Ohio and Mississippi Railroad, got as far as 

Salem in that direction, captured or dispersed a few squads of badly armed 

minute-men who were guarding depots and bridges, which he burned, and 
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doubtless hearing from his scouts, sent out in citizens' clothes, of Hughes's force 

collected at Mitchell, he discreetly turned off northeastward, apparently aiming 

next for Seymour. This I heard with great satisfaction. 

The panic at Indianapolis began to subside. Still I felt uneasy for Seymour, as I 

next heard of Morgan at Vienna, where he tapped the telegraph-lines and learned 

what he could of all our plans to catch him. He came within nine miles of 

Seymour. General Love sent out a reconnaissance of sharpshooters under 

Colonel C.V. De Land, with a couple of field-pieces. They found that Morgan 

had turned off eastward. Love divined his object, and started De Land and two 

Indiana regiments of militia for Vernon. Here Morgan next turned up, planted his 

Parrotts, and demanded surrender. He was defied until Love's arrival with the rest 

of his militia, and then he swept off in a hurry from Vernon, followed by our 

men, who captured his pickets and rear-guard, but who, having no cavalry, were 

soon outmarched. 

Morgan secured a great advantage by seizing all the horses within 

reach,[7] leaving none for the militia or for General E.H. Hobson, which enabled 

him to gain on his pursuers, and he would then have left Hobson far out of sight 

but for the home guard, who obstructed the roads somewhat, and bushwhacked 

his men from every hedge, hill, or tree, when it could be done. But the trouble 

was that we could not attack him with sufficient organized numbers. 

[7]General J.M. Shackelford says in his official report: "Our pursuit was much retarded by the 

enemy's burning all the bridges in our front. He had every advantage. His system of horse-stealing 

was perfect. He would despatch men from the head of each regiment, on each side of the road, to go 

five miles into the country, seizing every horse, and then fall in at the rear of the column. In this 

way he swept the country for ten miles of all the horses."—EDITOR. 

After he left Vernon we felt safe at Indianapolis. "Defensive sites" were 

abandoned, and the banks brought back their deposits which they had sent off by 

express to Chicago and the North. Some fears, or hopes, were entertained as to 

Madison, toward which Morgan next bent his way—fears for the safety of that 

city, and hopes that, with the help of Judah's troops and the gunboats now on the 

way up the river, we might put an end to the raid. From Indianapolis we started 

General Lew Wallace with a good brigade of minute-men, and with high hopes 

that at either Madison or Lawrenceburg, farther up the river, he might "capture 

them." The people ahead were asked by telegraph to coöperate. But after going 

down that line as far as Dupont, Morgan turned northeast for Versailles, where 

we next heard of him threatening the Cincinnati and Indianapolis Railway. This 

was a nice bit of work. He baffled all our calculations, and did some damage on 

both the Ohio and Mississippi and Cincinnati railroads, sending off flying 

columns in a dozen directions at a time for the purpose, as well as to throw 

Hobson off the scent. Some of these columns looked like traveling circuses 
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adorned with useless plunder and an excess of clowns. Thus they went through 

Pierceville and Milan to Harrison, on White River, and on the Ohio line. Here 

Hobson's advance came upon them, but unfortunately it paused to plant artillery, 

instead of dashing across the bridge and engaging the raiders until the main body 

should arrive. This lost us the bridge, which was burned before our eyes, and 

many hours' delay, marching round by the ford. Their next demonstration was 

toward Hamilton. Here there was a fine railway bridge over the Big Miami. 

Hobson followed in such close pursuit through New Baltimore, Glendale, and 

Miamiville that the raiders did little damage. Their attempt to burn a bridge at 

Miamiville was repulsed by the home guard. My last troops were despatched 

from Indianapolis to head them off at Hamilton, after five hours' delay caused by 

the intoxication of their commander. His successor in command was General 

Hascall, who swore like a trooper to find himself "just in time to be too late." He 

proceeded through Hamilton, Ohio, as far as Loveland. But Morgan had sent 

only a detachment toward Hamilton to divert attention from Cincinnati, toward 

which he made a rapid march with his whole united force. 

Governor Tod of Ohio had already called out the militia and proclaimed martial 

law. He raised men enough, but Burnside had to organize and arm them. Morgan 

found the great city guarded, but he passed through the very suburbs by a night 

march around it, unmolested. He crossed the Little Miami Railroad at daylight, 

and came north in sight of Camp Dennison, where Colonel Neff half armed his 

convalescents, threw out pickets, dug rifle-pits, and threw up intrenchments. His 

fiery old veterans saved a railway bridge, and actually captured a lieutenant and 

others before they sheered off and went some ten miles northward to 

Williamsburg. From that point they seemed to be steering for the great bend of 

the Ohio at Pomeroy. 

In the vicinity of Cincinnati, Colonel W.P. Sanders, the splendid raider of East 

Tennessee, came up from Kentucky with some Michigan cavalry, and joined 

Hobson in pursuit, and these were about the only fresh horses in the chase. 

Sanders had come by steamer, and, landing at Cincinnati, had been thrown out 

from there, it was hoped, ahead of Morgan, who, however, was too quick for 

him. They met later on. 

Under the good management of Colonel A.V. Kautz in advance, with his brigade, 

and of Sanders, the men now marched more steadily and gained ground. Kautz 

had observed how the other brigade commanders had lost distance and blown 

their horses by following false leads, halting and closing up rapidly at the 

frequent reports of "enemy in front," and by stopping to plant artillery. Marching 

in his own way, at a steady walk, his brigade forming the rear-guard, he had 

arrived at Batavia two hours before the main body, that had been "cavorting 



round the country" all day, "misled by two citizen guides"—possibly Morgan's 

own men. 

Not stopping to draw the rations sent out to him from Cincinnati, Hobson urged 

his jaded horses through Brown, Adams, and Pike counties, now under the lead 

of Kautz, and reached Jasper, on the Scioto, at midnight of the 16th, Morgan 

having passed there at sundown. The next day they raced through Jackson. On 

the 18th, Hobson, at Rutland, learned that Morgan had been turned off by the 

militia at Pomeroy, and had taken the Chester road for Portland and the fords of 

the Ohio. The chase became animated. Our troopers made a march of fifty miles 

that day and still had twenty-five miles to reach Chester. They arrived there 

without a halt at eleven at night, and had still fifteen miles to reach the ford. They 

kept on, and at dawn of the 19th struck the enemy's pickets. Two miles out from 

Portland, Morgan was brought to bay—and not by Hobson alone. First came the 

militia, then came Judah. His division had pushed up the river in steamers 

parallel with Morgan's course. Lieutenant John O'Neil, afterward of Fenian fame, 

with a troop of Indiana cavalry, kept up the touch on Morgan's right flank by a 

running fight, stinging it at every vulnerable point, and reporting Morgan's course 

to Judah in the neck-and-neck race. Aided by the local militia, O'Neil now 

dashed ahead and fearlessly skirmished with the enemy's flankers from every 

coign of vantage. He reached the last descent to the river-bottom near Buffington 

Bar, and near the historical Blennerhasset's Island, early on the morning of the 

19th. 

The Ohio River was up. It had risen unexpectedly. But here Morgan must cross, 

if at all. It could not be forded by night, when he got here. He tried the ford at 

Blennerhasset. Failing in this, his men collected flatboats, and set to work calking 

them, meantime sending a party to Buffington Bar, where they found a small 

earthwork and captured its guard; and these things delayed them until morning. 

General Judah attempted a reconnaissance, resulting in a fight, which he 

describes as follows in his report: 

Before leaving Pomeroy I despatched a courier to General Hobson, apprising him 

of my direction, and requesting him to press the enemy's rear with all the forces 

he could bring up. Traveling all night, I reached the last descent to the river-

bottom at Buffington Bar at 5.30 A.M. on the 19th. Here, halting my force, and 

placing my artillery in a commanding position, I determined to make a 

reconnaissance in person, for the purpose of ascertaining if a report just made to 

me—that the gunboats had left on a previous evening, the home guards had 

retreated, and that the enemy had been crossing all night—was true. A very dense 

fog enveloped everything, confining the view of surrounding objects to a radius 

of about fifty yards. I was accompanied by a small advance-guard, my escort, and 

one piece of Henshaw's battery, a section of which, under Captain Henshaw, I 



had ordered to join my force. I advanced slowly and cautiously along a road 

leading toward the river, ... when my little force found itself enveloped on three 

sides—front and both flanks—by three regiments, dismounted, and led by 

Colonel Basil [W.] Duke, just discernible through the fog, at a distance of from 

fifty to a hundred yards. This force, as I afterward learned, had been disposed for 

the capture of the home guards, intrenched on the bank of the river. To use 

Colonel Duke's own expression after his capture, "He could not have been more 

surprised at the presence of my force if it had been dropped from the clouds." As 

soon as discovered, the enemy opened a heavy fire, advancing so rapidly that 

before the piece of artillery could be brought into battery it was captured, as were 

also Captain R.C. Kise, my assistant adjutant-general, Captain Grafton, volunteer 

aide-de-camp, and between twenty and thirty of my men. Two privates were 

killed. Major McCook (since dead), paymaster and volunteer aide-de-

camp,[8] Lieutenant F.G. Price, aide-de-camp, and ten men were wounded. 

Searching in vain for an opening through which to charge and temporarily beat 

back the enemy, I was compelled to fall back upon the main body, which I 

rapidly brought up into position, and opened a rapid and beautifully accurate 

artillery fire from the pieces of the 5th Indiana upon a battery of two pieces 

which the enemy had opened upon me, as well as upon his deployed dismounted 

force in line. Obstructing fences prevented a charge by my cavalry. In less than 

half an hour the enemy's lines were broken and in retreat. The advance of my 

artillery, and a charge of cavalry made by Lieutenant O'Neil, 5th Indiana 

Cavalry, with only fifty men, converted his retreat into a rout, and drove him 

upon General Hobson's forces, which had engaged him upon the other road. His 

prisoners, the piece of artillery lost by me, all of his own artillery (five pieces), 

his camp equipage, and transportation and plunder of all kinds, were abandoned 

and captured. We also captured large numbers of prisoners, including Colonels 

Basil [W.] Duke, Dick [R.C.] Morgan, and Allen [Ward?], and the most of 

General Morgan's staff. 

[8]Major Daniel McCook, father of the famous fighting family, who pushed himself in, against 

remonstrance, to find the slayer of his son (General Robert L. McCook), reported to be with 

Morgan. 

Yet with a considerable force Morgan succeeded in making his escape, and 

started into the interior like a fox for cover. Passing around the advanced column 

of his enemy, he suddenly came upon the end of Shackelford's column, under 

Wolford, whom he at once attacked with his usual audacity. Shackelford reversed 

his column, selected his best horses, and gave pursuit. He overtook the enemy at 

Backum Church, where Wolford's Kentucky fellows rushed upon Morgan's men 

with drawn sabers and Kentucky yells, and chased them until next afternoon, 

when they were found collected on a high bluff, where some hundreds 

surrendered; but Morgan again escaped, and with over six hundred horsemen 
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gave our fellows a long chase yet by the dirt road and by rail. Continuing north 

through several counties, he veered northwest toward the Pennsylvania line, even 

now burning buildings, car-loads of freight, and bridges by the way, though hotly 

hounded by Shackelford, and flanked and headed off by troops in cars. 

Among the latter was Major W.B. Way, of the 9th Michigan, with a battalion of 

his regiment. Way had left the cars at Mingo and marched over near to 

Steubenville,[9] where he began a skirmish which lasted over twenty-five miles 

toward Salineville, away up in Columbiana County. Here he brought Morgan to 

bay. The latter still fought desperately, losing 200 prisoners, and over 70 of his 

men killed or wounded, and skipped away. Another Union detachment came up 

by rail under Major George W. Rue, of the 9th Kentucky Cavalry, joined 

Shackelford at Hammondsville, and took the advance with 300 men. 

[9]Mr. E.E. Day makes the following statement in regard to Morgan's brief stay at Wintersville: 

Defeated at Buffington Bar, Morgan abandoned his plan of making a watering 

trough of Lake Erie, and fled north through the tier of river counties, keeping 

within a few miles of the Ohio. The river was low, but not fordable except at 

Coxe's Riffle, a few miles below Steubenville. Headed at this point also, he 

struck across the country and passed through Wintersville, a small village five 

miles west of Steubenville. That was a memorable Saturday in Wintersville. 

Morgan's progress across the State had been watched with the most feverish 

anxiety, and the dread that the village might lie in his path filled the hearts of 

many. The wildest rumors passed current. Morgan and his "guerrillas," it was 

said, would kill all the men, lay the village in ashes, and carry off the women and 

children. The militia, or "hundred-day men," who lived in or near the village, 

drilled in the village streets, and fired rattling volleys of blank cartridges at a 

board fence, in preparation for the coming conflict. On Friday evening word 

came that Morgan would attempt to force a passage at Coxe's Riffle the next 

morning, and the militia marched to Steubenville to help intercept him. A bloody 

battle was expected. About the middle of the forenoon a horseman dashed into 

the village shouting, "Morgan's coming! He's just down at John Hanna's!" and 

galloped on to warn others. Mr. Hanna was a farmer living about a mile south of 

the village. He had shouldered his musket and gone with the militia, leaving his 

wife and two children at home. About ten o'clock Morgan's men were seen 

coming up the road. Mrs. Hanna with her children attempted to reach a 

neighbor's house, but they were overtaken and ordered to the house, which they 

found full of soldiers. Morgan and his officers were stretched, dusty clothes, 

boots, and all, upon her beds, and a negro was getting dinner. While the third 

table was eating, a squad of militiamen appeared on a neighboring hill. Morgan 

ordered their capture, saying, "What will those Yankees do with the thousand 

men I have?" A number of Morgan's men started to carry out their chief's 
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command, but the militia made good their escape. Soon after, word came that 

Shackelford's men were near, and Morgan left so hurriedly that he neglected to 

take the quilts and blankets his men had selected. 

In the village all was consternation. Many of the women and children gathered at 

the Maxwell Tavern. Their terror upon hearing that Morgan was "just down at 

Hanna's" cannot be described. Word had been sent to Steubenville, and Colonel 

James Collier marched out with a force of about eight hundred militia, sending a 

squad under command of Captain Prentiss to reconnoiter. They galloped through 

the village, and as Morgan's advance came in sight began firing. The fire was 

returned, and a private named Parks, from Steubenville, was wounded. Morgan's 

men charged the scouting party, sending them through the village back to the 

main body in a very demoralized condition. The frightened women, and still 

worse frightened children, no sooner saw the "dust-brown ranks" of the head of 

Morgan's column than they beat a hasty retreat down the alley to the house of Dr. 

Markle, the village physician. This change of base was made under fire, as 

Morgan's men were shooting at the retreating militia, and also at a house owned 

by William Fisher, in which they had heard there were a number of militiamen. 

At the doctor's house all crowded into one room, and were led in prayer by the 

minister's wife. The retreat of the scouting party did not have a very cheering 

effect upon the advancing militia. As they passed a field of broom-corn several 

men suddenly disappeared, their swift course through the cane being easily 

followed by the swaying of the tassels. The militia were met by rumors that the 

village was in ashes. Morgan did not set fire to the village, but his men found 

time to explore the village store, and to search the Fisher house, in the second 

story of which they found a flag. Morgan's men were hardly out of sight on the 

Richmond road when Colonel Collier and the militia appeared. They formed line 

of battle on a hill east of the village just in time to see Shackelford's advance 

coming along the road over which they were expecting Morgan. The colonel at 

once opened fire with his six-pounder loaded with scrap-iron. The first shot did 

little damage. One piece of scrap-iron found its way to the right, and struck with 

a resounding thwack against the end of the Maxwell Tavern. The second shot did 

not hit anything. One of Shackelford's officers rode across the field and inquired, 

"What are you fools shooting at?" The colonel then learned, to his astonishment, 

that Morgan was at least two miles out on the Richmond road. Many who had 

been conspicuously absent then showed themselves, and the daring deeds and 

hairbreadth escapes which came to light are not to be lightly referred to. At least 

a dozen dead rebels, it was said, would be discovered in the fields when the 

farmers came to cut their oats, but for some reason the bodies were never found. 

At Salineville he found Morgan, pursued by Major Way, pushing for Smith's 

Ford on the Ohio. Breaking into trot and gallop, he outmarched and intercepted 



the fugitives at the cross-roads near Beaver Creek, and had gained the enemy's 

front and flank when a flag of truce was raised, and Morgan coolly demanded his 

surrender. Rue's threat to open fire brought Morgan to terms, when another issue 

was raised. It was now claimed that Morgan had already surrendered, namely, to 

a militia officer, and had been by him paroled. This "officer" turned out to be 

"Captain" James Burbick, of the home guard.[10] Rue held Morgan, with 364 

officers and men and 400 horses, till General Shackelford came up, who held 

them as prisoners of war. 

[10]General W.T.H. Brooks says in his report: 

Morgan had passed a company of citizens from New Lisbon, and agreed not to fire upon them if 

they would not fire upon him. He had taken two or three of their men prisoners, and was using them 

as guides. Among them was a Mr. Burbick, of New Lisbon, who had gone out at the head of a small 

squad of mounted men. When Morgan saw that his advance was about to be cut off by Major Rue, 

he said to this Captain Burbick: "I would prefer to surrender to the militia rather than to United 

States troops. I will surrender to you if you will agree to respect private property and parole the 

officers and men as soon as we get to Cincinnati." Burbick replied that he knew nothing about this 

business. Morgan said, "Give me an answer, yes or no." Burbick, evidently in confusion, said, 

"Yes." 

James Burbick sent a statement to Governor Tod, in which he said that he was not a prisoner with 

Morgan, but that he was guiding him voluntarily away from the vicinity of New Lisbon, after 

Morgan had agreed not to pass through that town. Burbick reported that he accepted Morgan's 

surrender, and started for the rear with a handkerchief tied to a stick to intercept the advancing 

troops, while Lieutenant C.D. Maus, a prisoner with Morgan, was sent with another flag of truce 

across the fields. 

And thus ended the greatest of Morgan's raids. By it Bragg lost a fine large 

division of cavalry, that, if added to Buckner's force,—already equal to 

Burnside's in East Tennessee,—might have defeated Burnside; or, if thrown 

across Rosecrans's flanks or long lines of supply and communication, or used in 

reconnaissance on the Tennessee River, might have baffled Rosecrans's plans 

altogether. As it was, Rosecrans was able to deceive Bragg by counterfeit 

movements that could easily have been detected by Morgan. 
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