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| went to 5t Jomes in September, 1854, and left there in July, 1858,
remaining through two onpuol sessions. Here | spent the very happiest
period of my boyhcod daoys. At the oge of nearly 51 years | lock
hack with even greater love ond oltection for the place ond everyone
connected with it, and a yearning to revisit it, believing | would hove
been a difterent ond a better mon had | groduated there or even
remained until the “War” began in 1861,

After lecwing deoar old 51, James College, Fountain Rock, Washing-
ton County, Moryland, in July, 1858, | remained at home eighteen
manths, going te school, ond in December, 1859, went to South Caro-
linn College, ot Columbia, to stand my exaomination ond be ready
10 enter my closs of the first of Jonuary, 1860. | remained here
until April, 1861, ond olthough my life wos very ditterent here from
what it hod been ot 5t Juomes, still my recollections and associations
are of the most pleosont and, the anly regret that | now have is that
| did net study barder. But then | waos there during one of the most
exciting periods in American History. Abroham Lincaln wos elected
President of the United 5States in Movember, 1860, ond in December,
South Corolina seceded from the Union. A splendid company ol
cardets was organized immediately, compesed entirely of students and
their services offered 1o the Governer in Januvary, 1848]; which was
nceapted in Apnl, and on the eleventh day of that manth we attended
cur |ost recitation and lecture. On the twelfth ithe first day of the
biembr dment of Fort Sumter we lett an a special train far Charleston
und areved there amid hooming of connon. We were quartered that
aigh® in the Hibernion Hall, and sarly next morming on o swill, low
ehec kel stecuper durwg the hattest e dhe bight we ran the gauntlel
r Foer Moglirie an Sollivan's Iland Moo wee nemoined By several
Bimrs huggirg the rear waolls af the Fot, tor being infantry and the

tattln buang corried nn entuely by artllery, we were idle spectators
i vendr come Tor as o move o the extreome end of the |l.||;|r1rf
whern 0w thouaht the enemy wos oboot 19 elfect a londing  'We

wera J ohle.gquick morched to thot poim, ond soon marched bock
agom, Lang at Fort Meultrie when Majer Anderson handed down his
colens brom the flog-stotf of Fort Sumier. The pext doy he marched
oul with his gorrisen and the Conlfederates took  possession.  We
remajred on Sullivan’s Island lor mare thar @ month, and guartered
a purt of the lime: in the Moultrie House Hatel, and then in cottages
which were crupnolly summer resorls lor plecsure seckers on the sea-
shore

We were o splendid company ‘about 130 musketsi, superbly uni-
termed ond, o4 o gererol thing, the very “llower of the lond.” We



spent o most delightful time on the island ond in May returned to
Columbia, where the company was disbanded; some returning to
college to complete the session, but by for the greater part entering
the Army, joining commands from their respective homas. | wos among
the last nomed and remained in the Army almost the whole of the
war. | have met o good mony of my college mates since | laft
Columbia. Of my adventures in the Army after | left Columbio | hope
sometime to write on account.

W. T. CHARLES

“Chantilly”, Sunday, October 29, 1893,
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RECOLLECTIONS OF A CHRISTMAS
DURING “THE WAR"

(1862 — 1843)

By W. T. CHARLES, Written Thirty-Five Years After

Looking back upon the events of “the war” ofter the lopse of
thirty-five years, which wos our entire army life, it seems to me very
much like o retrospect of school-boy days. What we thought hardships
then seem now the most pleasant reminiscences of life, and even the
severest trials then, now seem invested with a linge of romunce. My
experience, | suppose, wos the some as hod come to hundreds of

-other old soldiers in both ormies, particularly to men of about my

age, | was just twenty when the events to which | om obout to ollude
occurred. In fact my twentieth birthdoy hoppened at that time, and
had something 1o do with bringing on the sociol teatures of this record.

After Brogg's fomous Kentucky Compaign and his hurried retreat
from Comp Dick Robinson, by woy of Wildcat Mountain upon the
very same defile where the lamented Zollcoffer marched with his
command just previous to his death ot Fishing Creek. His brave men
were almost panic stricken by the Federal troops who, concealed on
the heights abave him hurled immense stones or boulders down upon
his shoulders. They could do nothing to delend themselves, on one
side o precipice, on the other an apparently bottomless abyss with
enly a narrow rood on which to pass. We marched by this route and
through Cumberland Gop back inte Tennessee agean, and lote in
Movember or early December we found ourselees i Enneville, Ten-
NEesses,

We left the latter place in the beginning of that severe and
memaorable winter, and once more morched through the beeootiful
Sequatchie Volley, which we hod first seen in all the glory of summer
We went over the Cumberland Mauntains, past Sewanee, the seot of
the “University of the South”, then in its infancy, and orrived obout
the middle of December, 1862, ot the little Tennesses villnge of
Triunne, about 18 miles fram Franklin.

The main bady of the army hod been there for a few doys but
hod fallen bock 1o College Grove, which wos ot the base of two
roads; one fork Iwestern) led through Trivnne ta Franklin, and the
right (eastern! fork led to Murfreesboro. There, two weeks loter, wos
fought one of the bloodiest battles of the War, One section of
Semple’s Bottery 1Gaoldthwaite's two guns, to which | belonged! were
left at Trivnne os a sert ol advanced guard. Whaorton's Covalry wros
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the only troop between us and the Yankee occupying Franklin; thew
pickets ware focing Whorton's, sach wotching the other, and only o
few miles from us. As is alwoys the case when only o few troops
are in o ploce, we hod o much better time than when the whole body
of the Army was together. We had a much better chance to foroge
ond the opportunity of making the ocquaintance of the people, and
better still, 1o have o chance to be invited to thair homes. Two or
three of us were enjoying this delightful and very unusual privilege
on the night of December twenty-third ot the house of an old gentle-
man by the name of Beasley, who, with his doughter, Mrs. Mayfield,
a young widow of about my own oge, lived in the very heart of the
village. | happened to remark that the next day would be my birthday.
Miss Crossthwaite, a young lody present, who lived next door, felt
sorry, | suppose, to think of a young fellow at Christmas time ond on
his birthday, far from home and friends, having to live out in the cold
on top of o bleck hill, invited myself and friends to take breokfast
with her the next morning at her father's house. Of course we went,
and for this little piece of attention, my dear mother remembered
Miss Crossthwoite as long as she lived.

While ot breokfost Mr. Beasley remarked that if we could, by
ony possibility, get the whiskey, we could have a Christmos “Egg MNog”
ot his house the next night. We were not slow in acting upon this
suggestion, and os soon os we returned to comp, my friend Bob Hails
and mysell called our two colored servants, Mingo and Jim, and e
them instructions. Mr. Beasley hod told us where a certain “shil wos
which he did not think hod even been visited by the soldiers of either
army. Foraging wos o privilege tha! we could not then enjoy except
thrauvgh our servants, and as the next doy was Christmas and we
wonted a good dinner as well as the egg nog, we instructed Mingc
and lim not to come back without certain other things, particularly a
big Tennessee turkey gobbler! They left mounted on horsebock  ench
with three or four large Yonkee conteens on their shoulders ond o
plentiful supply of Conlederote money from the mess fund to moke
doubly sure that the whisky could be obtained.

Beb Haoils provided Mingo with some gold from o little stock he
had carried ever since he lirst entered the service, which wos kept
far special emergencies such as lolling o wounded prisoner into the
hands of the enemy. | want to mention here thot this wos one of
the many instances of devotion and loyalty of the Southern “darky”
to his young moster; Mingo knew perfectly well why Bob's father hod
thought of giving him this parcel of gold at porting and ke s
ciated the good it might do. Although he brought bock - -
he haod been sent for, under conditions that | will presens, -
he also brought back the gold untouched ot o time when - .
would never howve been doubted hod he :aid that he hod o
not only were the citizens, particularly farmers in that part
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nessee, looth to toking Confederate money at that time, but he went,
| may soy, between the lines whare the farmers hod occess daily,
to the town of Franklin, where greenbocks were freely circulated.
If it hod been known that they had gold in their pockets they never
would have been sold anything for Confederate money,

Mingo ond Jim got back to comp with o mognificent turkey ond
o paoir of ducks, plenty of whisky, ond they were both drunk os lords.
We were too well sotisfied with the supplies to roise o row with
them, especially os it had grown very cold as night fell. The prospect
of o good dinner the next day was such that we did not propose to
mar it by getting mad over as simple a thing as two drunken darkies.
Mingo sobered up sufficiently to cook the turkey elegontly for Christmas
dinner, which he did by suspending it on a string in front of a hot
fire, three sides surrounded by lorge flat stones, set on end, and the
fourth side facing the turkey., Mingo basted the turkey with o little
mop on the end of o stick to prevent burning. | dont think | ever
tasted o better turkey, and | am sure no party ever enjoyed one mare.
However, | must hosten on, especiolly os the events that | most par-
ticularly wish to commit to poper hoppened not so much on Christmas
night as on several doys and nights following.

The “egg nog” of Christmos night was o grond success, with
nothing whatever to mar our enjoyment, so much so that as we had
plenty of whisky and eggs for another evening’s plecsure, it wos
agreed that we would all meet ot Mr. Beasley’s house the next night
and repeat the fun,

The night in question was a typical one for sitting around a roaring
log fire, with a pleasont party in a snug old fashioned furm house
in Middle Tennessee. However, il was by no means a night on which
one would like to lie out on a picket line or hivoune on the roodside
by an unlimbered “MNapoleon” twelve-pounder,

The day hos been lowering: the cold gusts of wind from the
Morthwest seemed to go to our very bones, ond made us hug the fire.
We experienced the sensotion every soldier hos felt who has ever been
in camp in winter; that of burning up on one side and freezing the
other, The afterncon was not gray but “slate-colored”, os Dickens put
it, and as night fell it begon to sleet. | can vividly recall ot this
moment, nearly thirty-live years ofter the night ta which | refer, how
we braved the cold in onticipation of the good cheer owaiting us.
Our feelings were of glodness that we could so enjoy the wormth and
comfort in store for us. We hod in our imoginations drown the
picture of that special comfort, for we had been there befcre. Some-
how, | love to linger in retrospective reverie, just here ot this stoge
of my reminiscence. The combined pleasures and terrors of this par-
ticulor night will live in my memary as long as life itself, or my own
senses, shall last. | cught to be particular then as lo daoles, as some
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ol the incidents | om about to relate are historic; finally leading »
to the terrible Baottle of Murfreesboro.

This was the night of December twenty-sixth, 1862, It may possdd,
have been the twenty-seventh, for events possed rapidly. Look—y
bock at it now, | recall that the Grand Battle opened on the morniey
cf December thirty-first ot Murfressboro, ond wound up late w» “e
afterncon of January second, with the terrible ond fatal charge o
Breckenridge. During those few doys between the thirty-first ond e
second, there wos on enormous lull in events. Much wos crowded
into those days, most of which time we ware drenched to the skm and
thoroughly miserable, At thot time it had often been difficult for me
to occount for eoch day ond night from the evening of December
twenty-sixth to the morning of the thirty-first. | think | remorked o
good way back that | ought 1o hosten on. | forget as my memory
takes in again those vivid scenes, thot they may not be interesting to
the probable readers. Therefore, | will return to the evening | wos
about 1o speck of when | mode that long digression. | have said that
os night fell it began to sleet. 'We hod entered the gote and slipped
and slid on the ice covered steps of Mr. Beasley's house, and sow
through the window a scene which con never be lully appreciated
except by persons who had just lelt such miseroble surroundings as
we had lelt At comp it was too wet to wccessfully keep vp o hire,
ond we had not yet learned to put up the log ond mud chimneys 1o
our tents which the saverity of the winter weather forced ws 10 &
few weeks later at Tullohoma. The bolonce of our men who were not i
the social swim kept fo their meager blankets on half wet beds of straw
We would have been in the same situation had it not been for ald moan
Beasley.

We sow through thot window o room so brilliantly lighted by the
roaring log fire of hickory ond cedar, Mrs. Mayfield, Miss Crossthwiite
and Mr, Beasley. Mrs. Maylield wore a long apron preparctory 4
beating eggs, while in the corner of the room wos a tohle with the
eggs piled up in a big dish like shot in an ordnance yard, together
with all the paraphernalia and occessories of egg nog making. Old

man Beasley, by the way, who always reminded me of ou old riend

Dr. Peurifoy, of M. Meigs, was so extremely pleasant and jolly, sug-
gested the idea that the inclemency of the evening had induced him to
somple the canteens or jugs in advance. The theory that histary
repeats itself wos reenacted on o smoll scole os one of the preludes
to the Battle of Waterloo, which was immortalized by no less a poet
than Byron himself, and familiar to every English speaking schoa! by
and girl in the world. True, the scene was not lowd omid such -

cent surroundings os the Duchess of Richmond's place, e -
gathered any greot omount of beauty and chivalry. Howeve. -
around that hospitable Tennessee fireside, as sleet beat gently 4

the window panes, and sipped our egg nog in silence. Hoy' -
hod remarked:
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“Ah, this is certainly grond,” when somecne held uo hiz hand,
bespeaking silence with such genuine earnestness that not o sound wos
heard near us but the gentle beating of the sleet upon the panes.
As “What woe thot?” we looked hurriedly towards each ather, for the
sound was strangely familiar, especially to orfilleryists, and that was
what afl of us were. There it wos ogoin. There was no mistoking
that “boom”. It wos o cannen, and as one of our members hastily
threw cpen the tront door, there wos waftted 1o us from the opposite
hill up the pike, where our command was camped, the stirring bugle
call of “Boots and Saddles”, while the drums of the Sixteenth Alabama
Intantry beat the “long rell”., We started on a run, but Lord what o
night. Darkness wos blacker since we entered the house not more
than on hour age, that it seemed as it we might catch held of it
like some immense ball, as the sleet stung our foces like shore needles.

How we monoged to get to camp through thet darkness | can nol
tell. We first tried 10 keep in the middle of the turnpike, but the rattle
of sabres and the tramping of horses feet on the almost frazen ground
while the cavalry came rushing olong in the dorkness soan warned us
thaot we would be run over if we did not get quickly out ol the way.
There was a pretense of o sidewolk through the little stragglirg villoge
which consisted of o poth about a yord wide, six or eight feet higher
than the turnpike, ond separated from the lotter by ditches which
had become gullies. | have noticed just such diobalical arrangements
in other country villoges. MNow, by some blessed diversifications ol
neture, o snldier con laugh ot anything, ar rather ke can lough ot
whitever strikes him os ludicious uindar the mest trying circumstances.
As strunge ond os incengruous oz it may seem, Benson, Haoils, Frazer
ond myself loughed ot o sidiculous weere Latwean Hayt ond some
covoliymen until we could scarcely run, In aur otempl e get owl
of the way of a charging horseman by trying ‘o reach the ude salk,
Hayt lell into one of the deepest ot the gullies E

“Hey, there! Halt stop! You inferral nuterng rQangge ¢ *»rlaimed
Hay! frem the bottem of the ditch, tor he tearad ot 1he cavalrymon

might have lnerally ridden dewn upon him

“Why the devil don't you fellows <tuy where you belong mstead
of scooting back 1o the reor as soon as o gun s fired  Soy, why
cdidn’t yeu stay there long encugh tor us to get inle pesition?”

“What cutfit do you belong 10?7, the cavaliyman asked. He
reigned m hiz harse sucddenly, rather surprised, | imagire, ¢t being
thus addressed by a suppased sentinel under the ground. “What outhit
I say?”

“Tey the {"If!l“i_-r-rr 40 H---:r| saicd roather ,-rr-u:“y. “1a the 4;-.:-|'Ipr-br on the
hall -"‘ndf--_"

""l.."..l'ul:!'.|l"' s the f_l:w(ll."l,ll"l-’j'.l'l_ at he tauched g his herse 1o g e
his ricle inlo the dorkness, “the guns you say cre en the hill yonde:
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ond you are down in o hole; so you are ot least in the position
which you are generally found whether the rest of the bottery o
of not."

"Go to the devil,” Hoyt cried, ond fired a parting shot oy e
scrambled up out of the ditch. All this hoppened much quicker thae
it takes to tell, and meantime some comrades of “Hoyt's man,” hovieg
heard the excited conversotion, reigned in their horses when we come
upon them, for | don't think they could see us. We certainly could no
see them, but then we had just come from a brightly lighted room, whiie
they had been out in the darkness for hours. They reigned in thes
horses long enough ta tell us thot they (Wharton's Cavalryl hod beer
skirmishing with the Yonkees since early morning, and while most of
the fighting had been confined to cavalry on each side, still the enemy
hod a battery of Mountain howitzers that had opered an them several
times during the d&y. We hod not heard them, nor had we heard the
rifle and carbine firing. They said os they rode off, in reply probobly
to Hoyt's taunt about their scooting back to the rear:

“If you lellows go through with as much in the next twenty.tour
hours as we have in the last, you will be glod encugh to be relisved

“Since night come on,” said another man, toking up the threod of
conversotion as the first one moved on in his direction and we started
on ours, “under cover of dorkness they have thrown aut a colim o
infantry, | think. “Anyway those guns you heard a while aga were not
Mountain Howitzers,”

“But there is plenty of covalry in front to take care of you,” fui
o third man who passed us, “so don't be uneasy.”

This conversation, remember, was strung out along the rood
the holi-mile or three-quarters between Mr, Beosley's house and ..
caomp. From this we inferred that the enemy was probobly cdvancing
in torce and hod been kept up as o covalry skirmish os lang o
possible. Now, although there was plenty of cavalry st'! « frent, the
last horseman had informed us that General Wharton was preparing
1o turn them over to us. If we hod taken os long te ger ‘o camp as
| have been in telling it, we would probably have been put under
orrest. Howewver, in o very few minutes after meeting the lost men.
tioned covalryman, we were back again near the house of our friends,
on the outskirts of the little village, with ocur gurs unlimbered. Here
we stood or loid by our guns mare than holf the night, whie s
covalry skirmished in our frent. As | think of v o caval-,
who fought all that night, it impels me to say that eu.
the service, the cavalry, the infantry, and the ortillery, were = -
ready to guy one ancther obout “getting out of the way of o frght
having no reol service to perfarm, still | was sure with oll my he
that each fully oppreciated the other and had the canfiderce, oo

&

of the other. Certainly they all knew by that date that nobody was
having on easy time of it. A little after midnight the moon come up;
it was drizzling roin ond sleet; the moon wos obout half full, and
much better than the inky dorkness.

At the first sign of doy we hod the satisfaction of seeing our
friends, the Crossthwaites, and Mr, Beosley and Mrs. Mayfield; leaving,
olong with all the non-combotants of the village who had been warned
by the commanding officer to go to o place of safety, | have never
seen or heord from them since that groy and gloamy December
morning, when they departed in o two-horse wagan with Mr. Beasley
seated high up on o pile of mattresses and household furnishings. |
am sure from the satisfied, almost jolly monner in which he seemed
to be conducting himszlf, that he had not forgotten to toke the jug
along with him,

We did not hove time to follow our friends’ progress, although
we were within a stone’s throw of their house. We could only feel
thankful that they had gone. A puff of white smoke from the crest of
the hill where last night was our camp, and a shell from o Parrot gun
come shrieking over our heods so low thot had it gone a lile more
to the right it might have gone threugh the second story of the Cross-
thwaite house.

Lok what o dork locking mass wos that just back of us just where
the white puft of smoke was seen o moment ago. Was it infontry?
There waos ne mistaking that, but our cavalry was in the woay and we
could net fire, However, that little offair had been better plonned
than we had imagined: for while we were thinking that the little band
of infantry would deploy as skirmishes, before we could get o shot at
them the lost of our cavalry suddenly and quickly possed to the reor,
We were quite certain that they were nct aware of their nearness to
two guns of Semple’s Battery — the biggest in the Tennessee Army.

We had barely time to note the entire obsence of any fonkee
cavalry in our front when the order wos given to fire. They were
expecting artillery, but not such guns at that, and we took advontage
of their surprise and poured it inte them. The surprise was only
temporary, for those were veterans on our front, ond Western men
at that. There was alse a full bottery of artillery on that hill, and how
much infantry behind it we did not know. The arillery duel wos too
hot just then to enable us to think about ather things; for they hod
discovered that we had only two pieces. They were Napoleon guns:
twelve pounders, and we knew and apprecioted the canfidence that
all the infantry in Brogg's Army had in us. There were only two
Mopaleon botteries of six guns each in our entire army: Comanches
Robinsons and our own. Mo matter how heavy the artillery firing
wos from Bragg's one hundred or more pieces, there was always o
will “Rebel Yell” down the entire line whenever either of these batteries
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cpened fire. This wos a notorious fact. The “Yonks” had “felt us,” or
what would the next move on their part mean?

“Double charge with cannister,” ordered Lieutenant Goldthwoe
ond the command was in connection with the expectan! earnestnes-
the Sixteanth Alaboma Infantry, who until then had no occosion to &
anything but lie down. We knew oll too plainly that they wers goeg
to charge our guns. Lieutenant Goldthwaoite was os while o3 o shesr
but he was coal and not a bit scared. It was his way; he apprecioe 4
his responsibility and the lives of the men under his command, moe
of whom he hod known from boyhood. Some, like myse!’, were ha
old schoclmates. He wos not mistoken, but for @ moment we though
he hod lost the power of speech os we waited for the crder thal wos
slow in coming. He only wonted them to opproach a little nearer, for
he knew the terrible effect of those guns ot a certain range when
double charged with cannister,

“Ah! those Yonks must be Regulars. They break into o double
quick, but they move like they were en dress parade” Lieutenont
Goldthwaoite gove the command to fire at last, and just when it should
have come. The infantry in the hallow, between the two hills, made it
pertect for the Yankee battery to fire over their heads, which they did,
ond thus prevented the Sixteenth from following up ony advantoges
we otherwise might hove gained. Amid the smoke and din come the
order, "Limber to the reor”, and we fell back and left the Sixteenth
in front for the first time.

On the next elevation we got into position agoin’ just os belors
one gun on either side of the rood. The Sixteenth hod waited for us
to get into positicn and hod hordly hod time to get behird s whan
"Boom!”, there it came agoin irom the Yonkee batrery. But this 1w
fram the very hill which we had left. It wos now evident to Luw
Lieutenant Goldthwaite and to the Maojor commanding the bottalian
of the Sixteenth Infaniry, thot we were gutnumbered at least four 1o
cne. They concluded, in the obsence of reinforcements ar bar coders,
ta fight them at every hilltep, and thus retard their advance os mure
os possible. We locked back on the little village, whi-n in such o
shart time we hod leorned to love. | witrested o sight that made me
feel sad whenever | have thought of it tor & long timz since.

Mearly every house in the villuge had been knocked olmost into
kindling wood. MNone any more so than the two housas of our friends,
porticularly the Beasley home, and they were much less able 1= «and
the loss. Up to this time we knew that they hnd been = o+ oy
Yarkee shct and shell, which wos some slight consalarier -
later | am sure that our own guns hod helped to complete the oo

We had no time to think of it then. The Yanks seere 4t know
conditicn and were crowding us for all they were werth
a

“Why the devil,” soid the irrepressible Hoyt, “dont they send us
some help from down at College Grove? It will be remembered that
the main body of the army, after they had remained o few days ot
Triunne, hod been moved back to College Grove, ot the bose of
the two roods,

"Don’t you know,” continued Hoyt, “thot they are bound to hear
these guns at that short o distonce? Or do you reckon ‘Old Brag’
hasn't yet weke up from his Christmas drunk?”

“Look!” he exclaimed, as in his copacity of number five he storted
back to the limber chest for a cartridge;

“There goes the last of those ‘butter-milk’ rangers back to the rear.”
True encugh. The last squad of cavalry, which hod been waiting
down the pike suddenly moved off in the direction of College Grove.
A solitary horseman come dashing towards us, and we soon discerned
that he was o courier from some general’s headquarters; probably
Bragg's. He delivered his dispatch and was off in a minute. Bragg
wos not asleep this time. Even if he did lose his head (figuratively
speaking! o few days later, as he wos generally believed to hove done,
he was certainly with his command that day. We were ordered to
do just what we were doing, fall back to College Grove as slowly os
possible. In a big baottle, o general engagement, the average private
soldier has very little idea of what is really going on, in fact, no more
than his horse does. Even brigadier generals have only o vague
conception of the plons and tactics which the commaonding general
hos imparted only to his trusted corps commanders, However, in a
little atfair such os | now speak of, the Lieutenant in charge of two
guns found o sort of sense of relief in imparting his information o
his two aides, vio his sergeants, Therefare, Goldihwaoite told the two
nan-commissioned officers, and Sergeant Ball, of our piece, gradually
informed us of whet was going on. If you were an old seldier you
have probobly guessed already that the commanding general had
every reason to believe thatl the demonstration on the part of the
enemy, waos only a feint, so for os the pike wos concerned; and that
he wos really massing his troops in front of Murlreesboro on the
other prong of the "™

All this time the weather continued utterly miserable, and we had
not seen the sun for a single minute. The cald rain drizzled most of
the time. We had been up all night, ond it was now about nine
o'tlock in the morning, and still we hod hod no breakfost. We were
almost in front of the residence, rather mansion, of Mr. Perkins, a rich
and well known breeder of blooded horses and generally fine stack.

At thot moment cur acting commissary sergeant, with the three or
four servants helanging to cur command, tock odvantoge of the first
ﬁhckening af the rain, and the lull in the EOI'IF"!.'-I"'IITI'I""'IQ, to come up
with our rations. From this time on, until we come within cheering
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distance of the Army ot College Grove, the attacks of the enemy come
at longer and longer intervals and ot longer range. | think we we:
obout a mile ond a half from the main body when we exchonge
our last shot with them,

Circumstances force me to reler to a certain incident whict
would have mentioned in the first of this reminiscence, but for teo
of making it too long. However, | don't think this poper would be
complete without it. In foct, to the average reader | suppose it will
be the most interesting part of it. That is supposing my friends will be
partial enough to consider any of it interesting.

Mr. Perkins was @ man known throughout Tennessee, ond beyond
as a breeder of thoroughbreds; not only horses, but cattle and sheep
Indeed, | believe he was more noted for his mognificent Alderneys
and Gotswold sheep than for horses. Furthermore, he was rich and
stood high socially. His residence, which was situoted on a gentle
eminence of least o quarter of a mile back from the pike, was jus
such a house as what used to be known in Montgomery, Alabama, os
the Charles T. Paollard residence at Jefferson and Lowrence Streets
Alsa, there was the old Major Cowles mansion, ofterwards used os
offices by the Alobama Midland Railway Plant System.

Mr. Perkins' home was certainly a magnificent country residence
for those days, ond the oppointments and arrangements within wers
squally os hondsome and in keeping with the exterior. Apporectly
Mr Perkins kept open house, al least at Christmas tims, v the
Sauthern ante bellum style. His two young dovghters hod had thres
ar four young ladies spending Christmas with them, and that pe-t. o
year there was the unusuol attraction of the presence of the Army o
Tennessee, Mr. Perking' beoutiful home was about o mile and o half
ar two miles back from the little villoge of Triunne,

The greater port af the Army wos ot College Grove, while ail of
s bottery and oll of the Sixteenth Alabomo Inlontry were ot Triunne,
Captain Semple, though very strict in mony respects, alwoys allowe:d
us to toke our muosical instruments :::Fong, evan if x-_mr_-ﬂuﬂg TP
impertant hod to be lelt behind, ard o lorge was the necewsuny
equipment for our six-gun bottery of twelve pourder MNapolears,
warkirg eight herses to each gun and six te each caisson, that | don't
think any cf his supericr oftticers knew that he hod o private two horse
wagen tor his mess all through the hardest compaigns, Thus, when
we crossed the Tennessee River, at Chattanaoqga, in the summer of
1842, and started on the famous Kentucky Campargn, that “Mostiner”
Brogg issued on order to throw away all super!'vous b ‘o
were only ollowed o change of under clothing and o @ oo
private soldier. Two or three vicling and Joe Goode's bane, nor
mention so small an instrument as Armstrorg’s Hute, went unchoilenrge:
. througheut the trip in Semple’s headnuarters wogen
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A few days befare Christmas my old friend, loe Goode, of our
battery come to me and proposed that we serenode the Perkins.

“For,” he soid, “| understand Mr. Perkins is @ most hospitable
gentleman, and a jolly good fellow besides, ond we will be sure to
get some of that Christmas Cheer”, This was o perfectly proper remark
coming from a soldier,

Under the circumstances when Gaode proposed the serenade, all
we hod to do waos wait for night. | suggested to Joe that we coll on
the Adjutant of the Sixteenth Alabama, invite him to join us, and thus
get the brass band of the regiment to come alang.

“In this way,” | soid, "so for os ploying out on the lown is con-
cerned, we con give them o grond serenade.”. No sooner soid than
done, and that night about ten o'clock, with the Sixteenth Bond lo
ploy outside, and our stringed orchestra to play inside (that is, if we
were invited inside), together with the Adjvtont ond two or three
friends who did not ploy on anything except the “viands” (that Mr.
Perkins ofterwards dispensed of so hospitably). We stood on the
lawn not far from the front entrance.

It is not my intention to relate here the incidents and recollections
ol that night, or enter the house, even in imagination. Many things
happened that were pleasant, amusing, and even ridiculous, and they
alone would form o chapter of reminiscences.

Suffice it to say thot the band opened with o grond overture
that routed the Gotswolds out of the “sheep cots” which lined the broad
lawn an either side. Mr. Perkins came out and mnvited us in; and our
stringed band had an opportunity of playing inside. We were served
such refreshments as | never tosted at any time or place belore or
since. Thus il will be understcod why some af us 0! least were more
than willing to moke a stand in front of Mr. Perkins’ residence on thet
aventful marning, when we saw that the members of his family had
not yel leht for a place within cur lines. Belore we ell bock from in
front of his ploce we hod the satisfaction of seeing Mr. Perkins drive
oul of his gate in something like a Germantown or covered wagonette,
behind two high stepping nicktailed boys. The ladies were with him
ond had been preceded by two or three wogons. They waved their
handkerchiefs os they turned down the pike and though our foces were
block with powder stains, | think we were rather proud of their
attentions.

That little incident cheered ws up for a while, but the drizzle
soor caome on to dampen our ardor, and nothing very unusual occurred
until we caught up with the main body of the Army. | do not think
Mr. Perkins’ mansion wos damaged. It certainly was not bomborded
by the shot or shell of either side, for it wos too for bock from the
rood, ond the pike was tco straight ot thot point for any such thing
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to have hoppened accidentally. Therefore, it it wos injured ot ol!
was done wonlonly, | have no reason to think that such was the cose

About three o'clock in the ofterncon o prolonged cheer reoche
our ears, to which we tried to respond heartily, and soon gur ik
squad that hod been so contented ot Triunne for three weeks, lost its
identity in the body of the Army. Here we experienced such a lealing
of disappointment as to almost moke the best of us give up. When
we joined the Army at College Grove, hod dried ourselves by the fire,
and hod had something to eat, we expected to be able 1o at leost
lie down on some dry straw in a tent, and sleep for twenty-four hours,
We hoped that no motter what was to be dane, we, ot least, would
be off duty for that length of time,

Delusive hope! Already some of the brigode wos in motion, ond
within an hour from the time that we halted ot College Grove, we
were off ogain; this time up the cther fork of the "V in the direction
of Murfreesbaro.

Mow | wish to record one foct; for wha can say that long after |
am dead and gone, and when these poges are yellow from age, that
the inexorable hand of fote may cost this manuscript into the hands of
some of my descendents yet unborn — perhaps some grandchild. There-
fore this night ond doy were omong the most terrible ond trying
times | ever have experienced, and of all the heart-rending, de-
pressing doys and nights | hove ever passed through, or expe-t
to pass through, this, with the exception of one single night o
few days loter, wos the most dreodful. | think it must hove been the
twenty.ninth of December, 1862, | om a little doubtful os to exac
dates up ta the thirty-first. | hove not the slightest doubt as to thot
day, for if | had, histery would corroborate me.

We left College Grove in the rain. Every hour it rained horder,
and by nightfall it was pouring down. The rood was full of water;
averybedy was drenched; generals, colonels, privates, even the harses
that pulled the guns had a listless, despairing lock os the rain streamed
aft their flanks. 5till we plodded on withcut @ word. It wos cold,
it is true, but not nearly so cold as it was a few nights loter.

It was just os dorkness was coming on, ond we krew that we must
soon bivouoc somewhere. Our gpn halted in tront cf the gotes of o
typical well-to-do Tennessee farmer's house. Every old soldier knows
how it is when on army begins to moke occosional shert halts, par-
ticularly when about to go into comp for the night. One part of the
army may be on top of o hill, while another part, a mile or two
behind, moy be down in o volley. One corps may be in o dense
woods, while others in the rear may be in open lields.

Thus it hoppened, at the time | speak of, that our particular gun
was immediotely in front of this farmer's gate, ond not more than
ten steps from his doar. In all my life | never saw o more inviting
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picture than the one presented to our view through the windows of
thot form house os we stood in the road in the drenching roin. A
roaring fire of hickory and dry cedar blozed on the hearth. On one
side sot o ruddy foced old Tennessee farmer, the picture af health.
Opposite him sat his wife, while to complete the semi-circle his daugh-
ters sat between them ond in front of the fire. They hod tired of
watching the wet scldiers march post, though they felt for them and
pitied them, but they had gone inside to their comfortable fire.

“Charles”, soid my friend, Don Frazer, as he waolked up close to
me, “let’s go in there as scon os the battery moves on and see if
they will let us stay all night. The cempany is bound to go inta comp
of some sort in o few minutes. There won't be any roll call en such o
night as this, and os neither of us are riders and have no harse to
ottend to, we will never be missed.”

"Give me your hand on that,” | replied, “I am your man.”

Remember, now, whoever you moy be who chances 1o read these
lines, that for twenty-four hours we had been in this rain, marching
oll doy, with no sleep the night before, except such snatches os we
could get lying down by the side of our guns in the rain. | hove
never done such a thing before, or since, and the temptation was
very great, When the lost of our guns possed the gate we waolked
boldly in, knowing that it the former would receive us we would
have nothing to lear but the rear guard whaose duty it was 1o look out
tar stragglers. Much of the Army was sill behind us, ond we had
ample time to relate our tale of woe before they came up. We tald
the old people of our experiences cf that day and the night before;
how tired and wet we were, and asked them to let us spend the
night there. It haoppened that the couy '» hod had a sen whe had
been killed or token prisoner in ane of the eorlier bottles of the same
Western Army. It was probobly Shiloh, Anyhow, their sympathies
sere enfirely with us. Therefore, we were soon members of the com.
tartable family circle. They said they had heard our guns on the
ather “pike” all through the long dreadful night and did net know
whot ot meant; or whot 1o do. We felt so much at home hbefcre
the reur guard came alang thot we told them of the risk we ran in
being found in there, and they tald us to ren upstairs whenever it
wos necessary. There was a railing, which was really a wall abaut
six feet high to those steps, ond when the rear guord come in for
they could nat resist the temptaticn af “warming” a while by such a
:IFE_ we ran up fo the top of the stairs and tock o seatl until they
aad e=ft,

I vividly recall the fact that the old man hud killed some hegs o
few doys belore, und we had spore ribs and savsages for supper thot
night. After this repast, ond o few pipes smoked around that
hospitable fireside, we were escorted upstairs 1o retire in on ald.
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fashioned Tennessee featherbed. Imagine it, if you can: If you have
never possed through just such on experience os o night in the cold
and rain, followed by the rext night in o featherbed in which you
hove almost sank out of sight. If you hove never been in our situ-
ation then you have no idea of the sensation produced.

The last thing we said to the old former as he left us wos 1o
impress upon him the necessity of owokening us ot the firy sign of
doy; and the last thought we hod os we drifted off into o dreamless
slumber was of the thousands of poor fellows lying out in it, from
generals to privates. But | expect we two privoles were the only ones
in a featherbed that an emperor might have envied.

When we owoke in the morning the sun, though obscured by the
clouds, wos away up in the sky; in short, it was about nine o'clock,
and we had slept for twelve hoursl One hasty glonce out the window
showed not a soldier in sight, though we knew many of them must
hove camped quite near the house. Hurriedly we donned our clothes
and rushed downstairs, where the fomily had long since finished
their breokfast.

"Oh, my friends,” | said, "Why did you not woke us up, as you
promised?” \We were sleeping so soundly, he told us, and he knew
thot we were tired, and he did not have the heart to disturb us.

“You were very kind,” we said, “but we are in for it now.”

Cwur breakfost was at the fire, but the fac that we did not even
take time te put it inta our haversacks is prool positive thot we were
in o desperate hurry. We started down the rood, or rather up the
rood double quick, in o voin hope of overtaking the Army before it
should moke onother holt. However, anyone wha has ever tried it
knows how difticult it is 1o cvertake an Army, or any other party
who has obeut three hours start, even traveling or marching at an
ordinary speed.

After an hour or two of this forced marching we come up with
two lrish infantry soldiers who were frying some sousage meat on o
flat stane or piece of iron. They were separated from the road by
2 low stone wall, not more than two or three feet high.

"Hello,” we called, "Have you got encugh for twe mere?”
“Oh, yes,” they soid, “we con always divide with a soldier.”

They hod some hard tack (Army crackers) ond some sousage
meat | think they had gotten from our friends of the night before.
We felt much better alter we ate, and we all four started alf 1agether,
but never overtock the army, and never sow our battery again untl
obout three o'clock P.M. in line of battle with the rest of the Army.
Thank heaven not o shot had yet been fired,

O T L R

When we arrived on the outskirts of the litle town of Murfrees-
baro, and just s we had crossed the railrood trocks, all four of us
ware orrested by the provost guard ond token before the provost
marshal. Our two Irish friends seemed o little uneasy on the woy to
the marshal's office os to what would be done with us,

"Hold on,” | soid. “Let me be spokesmon when we get there
The truth is the straightest way out of this motter.” | soid this becouse
| naturally felt a desire to help our companions of the last few hours,
and as | did not know where they had been or how long they hod been
there, and as | supposed the marshol would think we hod all been
together, | did not know what sort of @ compromising tangle they
might get us into if questioned. | promised 1o pull us all through i
they would leave it 1o me, ond they seemed much relieved.

Therefore, when we were marched inte a room, which | presume
had been “Police Headquarters” eriginally, hod given our nomes,
company, brigode, division ond corps, we were ordered to give
on account of ourselves ,and state why we were not with our
command ot that important time. | proceeded, in as few words as
possible, to impress upon the marshal the trying ordeal through
which a handful of us hod passed for the twenty-four hours just pre-
ceding our night ot the farm house; how worn out and drenched with
roin, we could not resist the temptation of stopping ot the farm
house. We thought that the Army would comp in sight of us, and we
trusted the old man 1o awoken us of down. | wound up by saying
that we could not bear to think of the bottle opening without our
being with our command, and only osked the privilege of being sent
there os speedily as possible. It only remained for us to remind him
that we belonged to Semple’s battery, of Hordee's corps, to which,
fortunately, the marshal bimself wos oftached 5o the guord wos
ordered to show us the diection in which 1o go te find our own
company.

We did not get off so easily, for when we reparted there cur tole
ol woe wosnt worth o cent, because there were others including
Lieutenant Goldthwaite himself, who hod been through the same
wdeal We were informed that we would be placed on extro guord
duty every other night for o week; that was to soy, two hours on and
four off, and that we would not be excused from duty the doy follow.
ing as the fight wos onticipated. We could entertain ourselves during
the hours of doylight by toking chorge cf the sore-bock and disobled
horses of which there were alwoys severol. We were to lead them
whenever we should move,

However, thaot waos one order thot wos never carried oul beyond
the first night. We hod no ideo of what o terrible battle fote had ir
store for us. It is soid now by historions to have been one of the
hardest fought of the whole war, in which the percentoge of death
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was os great, il not greater, than any cther. As to standing guard, |
was so deaf from octing number “4” at our gun ithe mon who pulls
the lonyord, or in other words, fires the cannonl, that | would have
bean useless as o sentinel, even if any save those on the picket lines or
skirmish lires hod been needed. The time come soon enocugh to look
ofter the sore-bocks ond disobled horses, os there were plenty to
care for,

It was about three o'clock in the ofterncon when we joined the
boys again and heard them tell how on the night betore, they had fo
ploce two fence rails side by side and put their oil cloths or blankets

folded double to keep their bocks out of the water, Just think that -

Dan Frozer and | were out of sight in our featherbed only o few
hundred yords oway. Think of the comparison; think of what comfort
and what suffering can be so near together and yet so far apart, Go
even further and compare it to everyday life, and try to reclize how
vary near ond yet how very for regal luxury may be from the most
object paverty and suffering. One thing army life had done for me;
it hod enabled me to know how one could suffer from hunger and
cald, and it made me more thankful and oppreciative. | never get
into o comfortable bed on a bitter cold night but that | have a feeling
of unfeigned thankfulness for what | have and one of sincere com-
passion lor those who “have not".

There is one incident that | recall very vividly, on the maorning of
December thirtieth, or was it the thirty-first? Anywoy, it was the
marning of the first day’s fight.

Henry Waotterson, since ncﬁ‘..i:" over the United States of America
os editor of the Louisville Courier-Journal, wir. then publishing o
little paper colled “The Rebel”.

It was a savcy, daring litlle sheet, and followed the Arry in the
field,. At that time it was being published at Murfreesbero, ond on
the very daoy of bottle, before the sun wos up, the newsboys were
crying it olong the line. Of course this wos before the "ball” had
apened,

Orne little squib | remembered was this: “They say the Yankees
nave greenbocks — let our brove boys find out todaoy.” Least some
unkind eritic should interpret thls as an invitation or hint to rob deod
Yankees, | will say here that the play of words simply meant that we
should literolly see their backs by routing them,

| have wondered how Watterson, ofter being as devoted 1o the
couse as he oppeared to be, could soy in the Century [or some other
prominent mogozine| thot we never defeated the Federals, especially
when they hod more men than we hod, wos more than | could compre.
hend. It was o well known foct thot frequently we defeoted two to
our one, and 1o be perfectly just and foir, | expect there wos occasion
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when they defeated us with the odds in their favor. However, Colonel
Watterson soid that we were so exactly and evenly matched thet the
side that had the smoller ormy were invariobly whipped, which ploces
generalship ot o discount. That would be equivalent to saying that
we were alwoys whipped. Stalistics show beyond o doubt that there
was scarcely ever a time when the Federal Army did not at least
double ours in number of men, not to mention superior guns ond
other equipment.

It is not my intention to even ottempt any description of the
terrible, stubbornly fought Battle of Murfreesboro, called by the
Federals, and since known in history as the “Battle of Stone River”
It wos fought in mid-winter from the morning of the thirty-tirst of
December, 1842, until the night of either January third or fourth, 1843,
We holted ot Estelle Springs ofter Bragg's unmecessary and ignominous
retreat. The battle really ended with Breckenridge's terrible and
unfortunate charge lote in the ofterncon of lonuary second. The
weather was simply awful, for either it wos freezing or pouring down
rain, or cold and raining, or, ot the best, lowering and oloemy. | do
not recall seeing the sun during any of the time mentioned.

There were two or three incidents of o personal nature, however,
that | will put on record here, os it seems that | am bound to do,

Qur bottery was divided, either because it was too big to be
handled successfully os one compony, or because our Mapoleon guns
were too invaluable to be used entirely in any one division. Whatever
the reason wos, the foct remains thot Comanche Robinson, who
commanded the only other lwelve pounder Mapolean botery, and
ours | Semple’sl, were never even operated in the ome wing of the
Army. We knew each other literally by hearsay, and when either
battery heard the guns of the cihe off in a distant part of the field,
we lelt a kind of sympathetic thrill tingle in our veins, and knew it
meant business. In big aitillery duels, when all the guns of the carps,
cr even more, would be massed in one ploce, probobly fifty or more
pieces in ocne continuous line, we had chten hoped that Bobinson's
hatery and ours might be side by side, but it never hoppered. We
would probably, bear Cemanche, but that was oll

On two tormer occasions, lievtenant Geldthwaite's section ef twe
guns were detached frem the ather four, os we had been throughout
our pleasant sojourn o Triunne. On the alterncon of Jonuory second
our heing occidentally in thot some shape relieved us of toking part in
Breckenridge's terrible chorge. | soy occidentolly, becouse in the
first day's fight on December thirty-first, Lieutenant Fitzpotrick, with
the tirst, or right section, had been detoched, while the Coptoin with
the other four guns, and the Lieutenants, were together, | think f
Semple hod had any idea of the terrible ardeal through which he
was docmed o pass on that eventful alternoon, he would hove wonted
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Goldthwoite with him. In that change one of our guns (Sergeant
Frank Rondalph's) wos lost, captured; and after that we were made o
four gun battery. That wos not to degrode us, but becouse it was
really too big to ba hondled successfully as one company; and sadder
still, becausa the gun was not the only thing lost. We hod lost men,
good men, and especially Lieutenant Joe Pollard, as gallant a young
officer os ever drew o sabre. We had only men encugh te man o
four gun bottery, and our complement of officers was just right. From
that time to the end they fought together. But back to the incidents
of which | speak.

It wos quite sarly on the morning of December thirty-first and the
infantry firing had become really serious, whan Semple was ordered,
with four guns (ours among them|, to toke position in o kind of Earth
Works about a quarter of o mile to the front. It semed to us that it
was immediately in line with the infantry, though the the fire of the
enamy did not appear to be in that direction. As soon os our guns
were in position we ware served all around with o good stiff drink of
Tennessee whisky. Charley Holt, who did not want his just then,
placed his tin cup containing the drink on top of the earth-works
and took his seot in the corner of the fort. He said that he would
leave the cup there until he wanted it. He said that he would need it o
good deal more a little loter on. | will never forget the consternation
depicted on Holt's face o few minutes later when a solid shot from
one of the enemy’s guns struck the cup. That was the first shot that
hod been fired in our direction since we had token our positions by
our guns. That cup wos right obove Holt's head, and the only evidence
we had os to what hod become of it was the fragments of dust and
earth which fell on Holt. |t disoppeared so suddenly thot the whisky
did not appear even to be spilled, nor was the cup ever seen ogain.

Heolt was too dozed to say or do anything for a while but stare
in a sort of helpless, though ludicrous condition, while our sergeant,
Ball, remarked that that fellow woas o gunner from “oway-back.” There
was no time now to think of Holt's whisky, & moment later o genuine
“Rebel Yell" arocse on our left; the enemy’s artillery thundered with
redoubled fury for o few minutes, while the rottle of musketry was like
the oft told conebrake on fire. Then, like the wolf on the fold, a solid
division of infantry (Cheothom's) swept down upon the Yonkees, corry-
ing everything before them, It wos a grand and beautiful sight, but they
went diagonally across our front, and we were afraid to fire; otherwise,
as was remarked ot the time, we could have “moved them up"” os they
fell back rother orderly. Suffice it then to say that we were m
once ordered to move forword, which we did ocross an open corn-
tield: ond ot the risk of being o greater “bore” than ever. Soon we
discovered that we were ploced in our new positions to stay at all
hazards, ond we were told that we were 1o hold the fart ne matter
what hoppened.
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Our new pasition, which wos some distance to the front and =il
further to the right, consisted of a kind of earth waorks which may
hove been o Federol redout that our troops hod taken from the
enamy earlier in the morning. However, the ditch was on the inside
os we approoched it, resembling rifle pits. At the same time the
ditch was just right for ortillery occupying it on the other side, for it
would have been the outside to a Yankee battery. One thing waos
certain, the sopper: and miners had been there. | believe they were
there when we movd up, as small pits or holes were sunk in the
ground obout twenty-five or thirty fest back from the earth work.
One pit wos immediately behind each gun. The limber chests which
contoined the ammunition were taken off and let down into these
holes ond all the riders and horses, including the complete coissons,
were sent back at least a half mile or more to the rear. They were to
take shelter behind a regular precipice of rock thirty feet high, about
ane fourth mile long and with o wall os steep as the side of o house.

We were there to stoy, and the gallant Kentuckions were on
their feet to bear their part of the contest, which never came. Evary
time they dored so near the order was the same, “Double charge
with canister,” The Kentuckians were on their feet odvisedly for all
ordeals through which a soldier is called to pass. There is nothing so
trying os to stand up ond be shot at without the privilege of taking o
part in it, They did stond up, twenty-five or thirty feet to our rear
too, until ordered to lie down; as they were being picked off by
hidden sharpshooters. For o long time we did nat knaw where these
sharpshooters were until our officers osked the Colonel of the Ken-
tuckians to let his men stay in the inside ditch. These sharpshooters
hod succeeded in concealing themselves securely in the tops of the
lectless trees, but they were discovered by someone who accidentally
noticed o white pult of smeoke frem the 1op of o tree simultanecusly
with the falling aver of an infantryman. The infantryman hod stoad
too high to watch the effect of our shat upon a slightly demaralized
Federal battery which was trying to take position upon the opposite hill.

Every old soldier knows thot shorpshooters in beth armies were
ohten darng ond would creep up while o battery was engoged in
corceatrating their fire in ancther direction. They would conceal them.

- selves .~ some ploce of vantage ond pick off the most conspicuous

logking men, officers, or possibly o general, it they were seen  For
special occcosions men would be selected who were noted far nerve os
well as for marksmanship. When we felt sure thot o sharpshooter wos
i o carfain free, we trained o gun on the tree ond expleded o shell
or *he secand shot right in the middle ef the branches. Whatever
become of that sharpshooter we never knew. He may hove come down
at the lirst shot, or he may have been blown to pieces, but a sharp-
shooter tokes those chances, It is certain that this porticular ane
troubled ps no langer.
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There are two other incidents which | must record, as they occurred
on the first day's fight of December thirty-first, 1862,

The first one, reloting to myself personally, | might consider a
compliment, though honestly | have never viewed it that way. | think
| wos selected becouse | wos o lightweight, ond becouse | was con-
sidered o good horsemon and a fast rider.

The limber chests ware sunken in the ground below the level of the
aarth, so tho! number six, the fuse cutter in chorge of the ammunition,
sat behind the chest, bt facing the front, which was completely sofe.
Abter quite o lively artillery duel in the early afternoon we ron short
of certain kinds of ommunition. Lieutenant Goldthwaite beckoned to
me. “Will” he soid, “| wont you to toke my horse aond go for two
caissons o3 quickly os possible. | know it is risky, but when you mount,
ride for it. Moke a quick dash. Yeu con ride Indian fashion anyhow.*

I confess | did not fancy it much, though | felt somewhat compli-
mented. To get on a horse, when everyone elso who could was hugging
the ground, and ride across on open cornfield wa: not a pleasant
reflection. It was o probable target for shorpshooters, not to mention
reflection. | wos o proboble target for sharpshooters, not to mention
thousands of stroy bullets and bursting shells,

The horse, "Gelim” was standing in the ditch at the lower end of
the battey, tied to a stake ond trembling in object terror, He showed
every sign of pleosure at my approach, and when | led him out of the
ditch he seemed delighted ot hoving o companion so near, When |
mounted o shell exploded high in the air over our heods. He squatted
so low that it was with difficulty thot he regained his natural upright
position. He seemed to be trying to hug the eorth as he had seen the
men doing, and when the bullets would strike the dry standing corn.
stalks he seemed to be completely demorolized. It wos o demoralizing
situation for me, too.

| confess, it would not have been so trying hod there been several
of us along, but to be alone it was much worse. We hod just spotted
one sharpshooter up a tree, and | did not know but that | was o
target tor one or more of them. The horse squatted every minute, and
when a bomb would explade he would almost get down on the ground.
Soon | dismounted and led him, being careful to keep his body be
tween mysell and the Yonkes bullets. In short, | tacked ocross the
field, like a ship ot seq, using the horse os a traveling breastwork. He
was so afraid thot | would leave hime that it wos with great difficulty
that | kept him from stepping on my feet.

At length | reached the coissons where our boys, as well as some
from other batteries, were actually lying around loughing and tull'-:ing_
| think | have intimated before that all things were pleasant or un.
pleasant by comparison, and | have referred to the boys in their wet
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and gloomy tents, while a few of us sat around old man Beasley's
fireside and sipped egg nog. | hove also said that the maost dalightful
ond inviting picture | ever sow was through the window of the farm
house, as we $tood in the cold ond roin the night before we reached
Murfreesboro. But if things ore ogreecble or pleasant by comparison,
then thot ploce and scene wos the most delightful in my recollaction.
They were secure behind the ledge of rock, and the noise of battle
seemed for oway. The colored servants who belonged to the battery
ware quistly cooking o3 if with @ wagon train, and even my man Jim,
the biggest coward | think | hove ever seen, seemed contented.

| delivered my orders to Lieutenont Pollard, who by virtue of his
position os commondant of coissons, was in charge. Poor fellow. Just
two daoys loter he wos killed in the terrible “Charge of Breckenridge”,
He died after o double operation, having a leg and arm amputated.

Two coissons, sach in chorge of o corporal, storted ot once; the
orders being that as soon as they reached the top of te hill to drive
under whip and spur until they reached the fort. When they left |
could not resist the temptation to stop there for o moment lo drow a
long breath and pull myself together. For a minute the thought came
into my mind that | hod not been told to go back; that it was getting
late in the afterncon, and | never would be missed up there; further-
mare, | wos fast becoming so deaf from firing 12 pounders that | could
scarcely hear. But thank heaven the thought waos only for o minute. |
mounted my horse ond rode to the top of the bluff, and then reclized
that | hod made a mistake in not going on with the caissons, for to have
dashed across the field would have been exciting, and therefore, not so
irying. Perhaps there would hove been some sort of eclat in apparently
galloping up in charge of o relief corps. As it was, | trocked back as
| had come and met the coisson party obout halfway tearing back to
the fart. | wos fortunote enough to get back ta the line just o few
minutes bafore the enemy made their last attempt to disladge us from
cur positions. A lerrilic bombardment commenced which losted wntil
darkress put an end to it, ond none too soon. They had shot the top
ol the tweastworks until it scorcely protected us. If the caoissons hod
not arrived when they did we might hove run out of ammunition com-
pletety We would have to perform the humilioting task of surrendering
the guns, as we had no horses with which te haul them away,

The cther little incident connected with this day's fight had nothing
whatever to do with the battle proper, but referred to thot night.

It hod been gloomy and cloudy all day; not one ray of sunshine,
and os night come on it grew colder every minute, Of course, we
could have no fire, neither could the Yonkees A fire would reveal
our lines and our position, giving sharpshocters a chance to pick us
off, or even to be chorged or surrounded and coptured by o larger
body. We gathered dry cornstalks and lined the bottem of the ditch
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with them for our beds. It wos just wide enough after that for two of
us to lie down side by side. Of course, there was not room enough
in tha ditch for oll of vs, including the Kentucky regiment. Bob Haily
ond | put one of our blankets on the ground to lie on, and covered
with the other. In the deod of night | was oroused by o big, fot man,
lying down between ond on top of us. It wos simply impossible for
three to pock in there side by side.

“Get off vs,” | soid. "Get off,” soid Bob, “or Ill stick a knife in
you.” The fot man hod no idea of moving, that is, during the hours
of dorkness, Strange is it moy seem, he kept us so warm that we let
him remain, Until this doy | haove no idea who he wos.

That night was a cold one, and o missroble one, but the most
terrible night in my memory was yet to come.

The first sign of doy we were aroused, and had expected that the
only reveille we would hear would be the bursting of o bomb over our
heads as soon as the Yankees could see our lines. But when we sprang
to our feet not o Yankee wos to be seen in our front as far as the eye
could sse. Thet night was fearfully cold, though we had slapt com-
fortably. | saw several blankets under which the men hod slept which
were octuolly frozen so stiff that they stood out like dry cowhides.
They hod to be mashed to be folded or rolled up. This, as | have
snid, wos not the coldest night, but ot the time | thought none could
be colder,

i had been on awful battle on Stone River on this the last day of
the memarable year 1862. It was much more terrible in some parts of
the field than in our front. There were instances where whole divisions
of infantry from each side had met in the mast stubborn and terrible
hand to hand encounters ever witnessed. The death rate was simply
appalling. The rattle of musketry was mode more dreadful by the in-
cessant boom boom of artillery which had grown inte one silen roar,
terrible beyond description. Those near and not engoged in the Fight
felt, as one of our batterymen expressed it: "It wos as if your soul was
going out of your body through your mouth, and it would be a relief
for the enemy to charge you or open fire on you, so that you might not
hear it A war correspondent who said on viewing the ground a little
later that the sight hod mode him sick. He remarked ot the time to
the corps commander with whom he wos standing:

“My God! General, is there no way 1o stop this butchery?"”

True, several botteries hod been taoken and retoken omidst the
terrible carnage on both sides, while cur bottery, which had been
ploced to pratect the right wing of the Army, should it be “flanked”,
wos in the same spot os on the previous morning. Whether it was
becouse our Napoleons were so terribly effective ot long range, or if
they hod been handled in a superior manner, or if it was just luck,
I don't pretend ta say.
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On that New Year's day there was scorcely a gun fired. | don't
remember aven hearing a rifle shot, though the two armies lay fronting
esach other. If it was so for, a drawn battle, or it it hod been so
terrible thot both commanders were dozed, and willing each for the
other to resume, or if an armistice hod been agreed upon in order
to bury the deod, | do not know. If for the latter reason, it was very
imperfectly done, for many a poor Federal soldier whe fell upon
ground now held by our troops, was never buried, unless it wos done
saveral days later; and then it is doubttul if they could be found. We
could not bury them; it was as much a3 we could do to bury our own,
and | hope thet none of our men suffered the fate that | knew befell
many o poor tellow on the other side. 5till, | have been told by visitors
o Muriressboro since the wor, and by others passing through there by
roilrood, that the quiet city of the deod on the hillsides spoke more
forcibly than words of the terrible “carnival of blood” once enacted
there. It verified the stotement of a noted and impartial histerion and
statisticion that the percentage killed at Stone River waos probably
greater than in any cther bottle of the war.

Early on that particular marning we were ordered to move. We
went back to our first position of the doy before, and then 1o a turnpike
bayond where we wers joined by the other two guns of our bottery
and were glad to be together again. This was certainly on important
rood; o brood, magnificent turnpike which led to Lebanon, or straight
to Triunne. We went on that rood to the left (West) for about o mile
and halted for some little time by the side of a dense cedar thicket
to our right and Morth of the pike. Here | sow a sight that | have
never seen before, and which | hope | never see again.

The cedar thicket was about fifty yords from the rood, There wos
no fence on either side, but o few oaks scottered between the rood
and the cedars served os o notural barrier, In summer they would have
been o beoutiful little grove. It was o raw, cold, gloamy day under any
circumstonces, but rendered o hundred fold mcre so by the dreadtul
bottle of the doy before, by which there was scarcely o “Mess” in the
whole army that did not mourn o comrade. Moybe a son or father,
cr more often a brother, Up and down the roodside aos for os the
eye could see, ond in the cedar thicket loy the dead bodies of the
Yankees, so close together that one could have walked for ot least o
half a mile without putting his foot on the ground, but could have
stepped from body to body.

Some few had survived the cold of the previods night and were
still alive, while to add to the horror of the sitvation, hogs hod olready
ottocked scme of the bodies. Among the many Confederate infontry
ragiments engoged that doy belore in this part cf the field wes the
Thirty-Fourth Aloboma. It wos commanded by my friend and the
uncle of my wife, Colonel J. C. B. Mitchell. The cedors where the
hottest of the battle began were so dense that the Colonel, as well as
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many other field officers, hod dismounted and left their horses in care
of on orderly. In the excitement of the charge Colonel Mitchell had
gone away ohead of his men, and when the order was given to fall
bock for tear of being cut off or flanked, he was almost exhousted,
as he was o lorge stout man. Viewing the situation, Charles McDade,
of his command, (Young Charles, he wos colled then,, offered the
Colonel o back ride, and insisted on his taking it.

“You'll be taken prisoner, Colonel, if you don't get awoy from
here in o hurry,” soid McDade; ond it is authoritatively stated thot the
Colonel did get bock with his command mounted on the back of
the young giant, McDade.

A most touching little incident occurred while we had halted by the
cedar thicket which | have never been able to relate without tears com-
ing unbidden to my syes. Lying on the roadside, not more than ten stepe
from the pike, with his heod propped up by his knopsack, his blue
overcoat buttoned up close to his neck, ond on his head a nobby
smoking cdp (knit perhaps by his sweetheart in the far oway Morthl,
was o young man of nineteen or twenty upon whose feotures death
had placed its imprint. A more refined foce | have never seen, as he
lay there dying, far away from home in o strange lond, with not a
comrade, not even a generous foe, to soothe him in his last moments.
He laid there with his big brown eyes looking straight ot us half
pleading with an expression, though not defiant by any means, still
with o resolution to die like a man. | hove said there wos not o
generous foe to soothe him, but there wos one close atl hand. Perhaps
the counterport of the one ne moy hove prayed for in the quiet
solemn watches of the long night before, one who with all his foults
may one doy say: “Lord when saw | thee sick, or noked, or hungry,
or in prison and ministered unto thee?" And the welcome onswer, oll
have been thrilled at hearing, “Inasmuch os ye hove done it unto
ane of the least of these, my brethren, ye have done it unto me.”

Big hearted Bob Lide, surgeon of our battery, and my friend, hod
ridden up on his groy pony, and when he hod reached the spot where
| sat on my horse, stopped to have o chot with me. But the moment
he saw that young soldier he was off his horse, and in on instant wos
kneeling by his side, His experienced professional eye took in the
situation at a glance, while his hig heart overflowed with the gentle
sympathy of a woman, Thrusting one arm behind his neck, he roised
the boy up a little so as to support him on his knee,

“Don’t be ofroid of me or of my groy coat,” he said in the kindest
tone. “l am a surgeon ond it is my business to relieve you if | can.”
“Furthermore,” he continued, | om a man and a brother in such
cases os these ond Blue ond Groy are aoll one to me.” Though the
young man waos perfectly in his senses, no one knew better thon Bob
Lide thot the boy was dying. “Here, toke a little of this,” Bob said
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he placed o conteen of whisky to the boy’s lips. "Now, is thers
| eon do for you; anything you would like to say to me?
that the young soldier was fast passing awoy, os Dickens put
roll of the muffled drums was in his ears.”

you coold tell them at home thot you sow me,” the young man
began, “thot you were with me, that you, — if you, — if — “ Bob laid
him gently down, stroightened his limbs with one hond, thrust into his
breast, the other by his side; he pulled the overcoat around the boy
and then with his own foce turned away from us, a2 if to conceal his
he mounted his horse and without a word rode down the
. What more could he do? Thers were five hundred deod men in
., and yet, strange is it may seem, though perfectly natural, the
young soldier dying o stranger in o strange lond, hod atfected him
mora than all the rest of them.
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We were soon ordered to move on again, and that afterncon
found oursalves back to the right again, our horses picketed to the
wheels of the guns, and the men sat around quietly talking for the first
time in nearly forty-sight hours. The calm before the dreadful story
of shot and shell.

| have said that | do not remember a single shot being fired on this
MNew Yeor's doy, neither do | remember hearing one on the next day
until two o'clock in the afterncon. Howewver, on the night of January
1st, 1863, a council of war was being held ot Brogg's headquarters
tent. This event has not Shly passed into histary os o meeting of
great importance, but hos been the subject of much controversy be-
tween generals of both sides in mogozine articles ever since.

Exactly what accurred will never be known. If Brogg was olone to
blame for what happened the following alterncon, or if he was over-
persuaded by his generals, ond thus ottoched the blome to others, or
if no ane was to blame because it wos fote, is olso something which
will { “ahobly never be positively known. Of one thing we were certain:
t was w wded thot the Yonkees should be chorged in their position
the !clivw -y afternoon, and it was olso decided, by his own request,
thot Seneral Breckenridge should moke the charge with his division
olone  ind other commands to contribute men encugh to fill his ronks,
depleted ‘rom losses the doy before. Among others so ossigned to
duty with kim were four guns of our bottery. As usuol, when two of
our guns we:s to be detoched from the whole, Goldthwaite's was
selected. And 'hus it happered that the section to which | belanged
was not in thot fotal charge; on incident to which | probobly owe
my lite,

At two o'clock in the afterncon of January 2nd, 1843, everything
was in readiness. The troops moved to the appointed rendezvous with
alacrity; tor although they did nct know the daring aHempt they were
obout to moke, they had learned of the utter demoralization of
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McCook’s Corps in the fiist day's fight. They found out that the only
reason the entire Yankee Army hod not been routed ofter the fearful
sloughter in the dense cedor thicket was thot in their retreat they had
gotten into the deep railroad cut with an embonkment six to eight
test deep. Behind thot splendid breastworks, they had been “rallied".
It was impassible to dislodge them with the force then at our command.
That could account for the quiet inaction of the enemy for nearly two
doys, and now that they were in the oggressive, they thought they had
them whipped and felt flushed with victory olready.

At four o'clock the signal gun was fired. Instantly the men pressed
forward, artillery moving along with infantry. The first line of Yonkee
troops stood firm @ while, then gave away and fell back in apparent
confusion. On, on, pressed the unsuspecting Confederates, ready for
the rout which they looked for every minute. Suddenly, without one
note of warning, ond with the precision of clock work, ten thousand
regulars orose as if from the depths of the earth, and with fifty piaces
of artillery in ambush to ossist them, poured o murderous fire into the
Confederate ranks. Such connonading | never heard before, The
rest of the army, all of us who were not engoged, though many
thousands of us might have been there to assist our comrodes, listened
in awe. We knew from the incessant booming of canncn, so rapid as
ta resemble the roaring of some dreadful beasts, and the rattle of
musketry that sounded like one continuous blast, that a terrible battle
wos going on. Inasmuch as no more troops were rushed to their
assistonce, no reinforcements were asked for, we could only think that
our own troops were carrying everything before them,

Men fought like devils incarnote. Hand to hond conflicts were
common. Intantry and artillery mixed and mingled 1ogether. Men were
knocked down with artillery hand pikes. On our side heroes were made
and un-made in one brief holf heur. They could net understand thet
they were whipped: caught like rats in a trop.

After having seen what had token place that doy we were certain
that the suspicions we hod before hand were confirmed. Anather
thing, if the most relioble information gothered years afterwards was
to be trusted, we were olso certain that while the cenference before
mentioned was taking place in General Brogg's tent, o daring ond
dangerous spy for Yankee gold in the service of General Bragg wos
operating well for our enemy. The spy, under cover of the intense
dorkness of the night, and falling rain, was standing behind Bragg's
tent within o few feet of his bock. It wos between nine and ten
o'clock in the evening. By midnight he had crossed Stane River, which
wos swollen from turbulent rains, to General Rosencrans’ headquarters
with all the infarmation necessary that Brogg wos afraid to entrust 1o
ony, sove his most confidentiol lievtenants. That accounts for the
fearful sloughter of the following afterncon.
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Ah, if the charge hod only been made of daylight, or sunrise,
before the anemy’s engineers and soppers and miners had had time to
prepare rifle pits for infantry, and ambuscades for artillery. The proof
of the domnoble spy’s assertions, made years ofterwards that he waos
behind Brogg's tent the night previous to this unforgotten charge is
here; the Yankees knew the very ground over which Breckenrdige pro-
posed to charge, ond had their troops, infantry and ortillery concealed
exactly where they wanted them; in rifle pits and ambuscades which
they had prepared since daylight, and they knew the very hour in
which to expect us. Our signal gun was their's.

| recall & cowncidence often mentioned in the battery shortly after
this charge There were with the four guns engaged in it, forty-four
prvotes  (OF course, with officers and non-commissioned officers, there
were twalve more; but of connoneers ond riders octually engoged, there
weare forty-four. They were in the fight forty-four minutes, and come out
twenty-two short. In other words, they lost o man every two minutes,
Their loss was exactly one half of the privotes engoged, or obout
two fifths of the whole number. They hod exactly os many privates
engoged os there were minutes consumed in the engagement. All
were either killed or so badly wounded as to fall inte the honds of
the anemy, with two notable exceptions; one of whom wos Lieutenont
Joe Pollard, wounded in the left leg and arm. He died that night. The
other was Private Riley, literally shet inte by o solid shot from a six
pounder rifle gun. Those two poor fellows were brought off the field
in the ambulance — one was dead, and the other mortally wounded,
Others not nearly so bodly wounded went to Yonkee prisons from
which they did not return for at least a year. In attempting to bury
poor Riley, while —

“"Ma useless coffin enclosed his breost,
Mor in sheet nor in shroud we wound him,”

i w=ing him in o simple Confederate gray overcoaot, the men
stood .« nd the quickly mode grove; their faces were oll powder
stained, sa-e where o teor trickled down, ond left o whiter furrow.
Scenes like this were more touching than when men were falling thick
ond tast as outumn leaves around you.

“Go watch the foremost ronk in danger's dork coreer,
Be sure the hand most daring there hos wiped awoy o tear”

Wviolm the men were standing oround the grove in the gloom of
the fast opprooching winter night, the little group wos spied by o
Yorkee battery on o neighboring elevotion. The battery begon ot
once to pour shot and shell into their midst, thus barely giving them
time to complete their sorrowlful tosk.
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our
was nearly dusk when the troops refired from the
! which were poor Lisutenant
Poliard ond Riley, wos octually shot off in the ottempt of Surgeon Bob
Lide to bring them from the scene of oction. Rain begon to pour steadily
soon after we got into bivovoc, ond the quistness thot followed o soon
after the terrific cannonoding ond musketry wos porticulorly depress-
ing. About nine or ten o'clock that night we heard that Joe Pollord
was deod.

For years | was under the impression thot we began our retreat
from Murfressboro the night of January 2nd, but in conversation a few
days since with my old friend and companion in arms, Tom Rooul, |
find that it was instead on Fridoy night, around seven or sight o'clock
that we went into bivouoc. All doy Soturday we remained in thot
ursetiled mood, not knowing what to expect, and between nine ond
ten o'clock on that memoroble Saturday night, in a drenching rain, we
begon our historic retreat from Murfreesboro.

At that juncture occurred one of the most remarkoble events |
expect thot waos ever recorded in the military annals of our country,
it wos o remarkoble coincidence which we could not begin to fathom
when we oscertained the truth of it o short time afterwards. it was in
short, o mystery which was only fully exploined years loter in the
confessions of the ubiquitous and infernal spy previously referred to.
The focts, as presented at that time, were simply as follows: Brogg,
os stoted, begon fo retreat from one side of Stone River ot about ten
o'clock Saturday night. An hour earlier, say nine o'clock, Rosencranz
was in full retreat from the other, Under cover of an intensely dark
and rainy night, ond with a partly frozen river between them, Rosen-
cranz thought, to get awoy without Brogg knowing it in time to
harross him. There they were, two greot ormies scooting away in
opposite directions, each retreating from the other. Hod it not been
too dark to see, we would have witnessed o spectocle equal to the
opera Boufe. But os we were wont to say at the time, “mark the dif-
ference in the two generals”. Rosencranz, though in retreat an hour
before Bragg started, found out that Bragg wos retrecting, and turned
and pursved him; and followed him for enough to convince Bragg
that he was whipped. However, gs o matter of fact, Rosencranz worsted
even os it was, up o the time of Breckenridge’s charge, wos as bodly
defeated as a generol could be without being octually routed and
pursued from the feld. But probably | should say it was unfortunate
in os much as Rosancranz knew all about it in odvance.,

How did Rosencranz, on a dork and stormy night, in full retreat o
full hour before Brogg, discover Bragg's movements? The spy said
that under instructions from Rosencronz, he crossed Stone River partly
frozen over, into Brogg's lines, fo ascertain if Bragg was preparing to
follow Rosencronz. He remained there long enocugh to assure himself
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that Brogg was preporing not to follow Rosencranz, but under cover of
the darkness, and the storm, 1o evacuate Murfreesboro himsalf. The
spy hastily recrossed the river, getting out of the lines with difficulty,
overtook Rosencranz, who marched bock as he had stated. The foct
in the cose bears out this statement.

And now | come to the night which | have referred to as the most
terrible night | ever passed through. The following night may have
been colder, bor the thermometer may hove registered several degrees
lower. It was one of those still nights, no wind nor rain, and the whole
sarth was frosen hord. We were still, too, in bivovac without tents,

hexi hod the privilege of lying down or sitting by the fire,
praberred. On that Soturday night, no man wha wos there
and Wved 1o get through it, will ever forget it. We left Murfreesboro
ot obout mne-thirty in a pouring rain. | was riding next to the lead in
ouwr gun, where | hod been riding since the first doy's fight. The
wogon train, of course, hod gone on in front, and the turnpike from
incessant rain and the excessive travel of marching and counter march-
ing of the army, with artillery as well as wagons, was cut up until it
wos wonse than no ot oll,

There was much that night omong the infaniry, and in as
much as it was possible for human nature to forget their own troubles
in such a trying time, we, of the artillery, forgot ours. The riders were
mounted, though it wos colder riding, and the cannoneers were allowed
at very bad places in the rood, to mount the limber chests and coissons,
though it was all the horses could do 1o pull them. The poor infantry,
many withou! shoes; many with their shoes worn out, had their fes
cut badly by uneven stones. Many gave out and dropped down by the
wayside to die, probably to freeze to death.

All night lang we marched through the rain. “Tramp, tramp, tramp
the boys are marching,” may sound very stirring and soul inspiring
when sung on the stage, but under such circumstances it was soul de-
pressing ond soul harrowing. The pomp and pride and circumstances
of war was ol knocked out of it

| mentiored once before, | think, that o soldier could laugh and
be goy sometimes under almast any conditions. It is a sort of safety
valve lor them, and | was in exceptionally .good spirits.  This is how
it came obout.

Just abow daylight on that gloomy Sunday morning, when we had
halted for o few moments for some purpose, Enoch, the body servant of
Lieutenant Fitzpatrick, come up to me os | sot listlessly on my horse. He
slyly touched the canteen by his side in o significant monner, and soid
in low tone of voice: “Mr. Charles, don’t you want a drink of Tennessee
whisky?’ “Great Scot,” | cried, brightening up in o second, "How
much?”, for | knew he had it for sale. He preduced o copbox, one of
those tin boxes intended to contain two hundred fifty waterproof cops,
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and which would hold obout o good sized wine glass full of whisky,
ond replied: “A dollar a drink.” | just had one five dollar bill in my
pocket . | handed him that, and ignoring his cop box, said, “Give me
the conteen.” He did so, ond | turned it up to my mouth ond drank, |
expect, nearly o whole tumbler full. | have often said to him since
the war, as | have given him a dime in better money, to treat himself
with: “Enoch, | believe you soved my life on that Sundoy morning on
the retreat from Murfreesboro to Estelle Springs.”

Shortly after this, | expect abovt sunrise, for it was clowdy ond
lowsring, and we couldn’t ses the sun, we halted ogain, this time to
sat what little rations we had. Our batery hoppened to be in front
of o farmhouse, ond our gun immediately betore the gate. The former,
o comporatively young man, come out to look at us, and ofter talking
awhile, leaning his chin over his gate, said: “1 will fill onyone’s sack
with opples for o quarter.,” MNow, | hod o bed-tick, as they were
called then, which my mother hod made for me when | entered the
service ond which | hod carried with me all through the compaigns.
it hod o flop, buttons and holes ot the top, so thot the strow or hay
it contained could be emptied out when not in use, ond the tick easily
corried under the saddle. | had an extra blanket under my saddle,
thus Ben Toylor, a cousin of mine who rode the wheel horfses of our
gun, hod my tick under his soddle. Ben hod alse had a pull at
Enoch’s canteen and concluded thot he would do something funny. He
soid to the man, as he dismounted from his horse, “Did you soy you
would fill any sack for o quarter?” “Yes" replied the man, that's
what | said.” “All right,” excloimed Ben os he took the tick from
beneath his saddle, and unfolded it in the road. “Then fill this one.”
As he spread it out on the ground about 7 feet long and about 5 feet
wide, the boys oll began to lough ond the Tennessean hod the dry
grins; but only for a minute, he recovered himself and took the tick and
started back to his house. “Fill it full,” cried Ben after the farmer,
“that's the controct, you know.” The boys loughed ogain, and so did
the Tennessean this time, moreso than anyone else, and in o way |
did not fancy, even then. The man went to the front door, tossed the
tick inta the house, and quietly took his seat on his piozza.

“Cousin Ban,” | said, “that fellow may think it o good joke, but .

just ot presant it is o very serious one with me. He is not going to
bring that tick bock, ond he knows as everyone alse in this part of
Tennessee does, how stringent Brogg's orders ore in regard to entering
ony man's house or yord without the owner's permission, | would not
take anything for that tick, not anly on account of its usefulness, but
becousa 4t was the lost thing my mother made for me before | left
home.. "Hey, ald manl” shouted Ben, “See hers, we are not going to
stay here all day: bring out the apples.” The man only loughed.

"Lock here,” said Ben, “if you don’t intend to stick to your bargain
about the apples, you can ot least bring the bog bock.” The man
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laughed ogain. “Don’t steal the bog,” shouted Ben, “Whan you know
you have the odvantoge of me ond | con’'t come in there and snatch
you over those bonnisters,” he continved, now thoroughly mad. The
boys now oll began to lough at Ben, in which the Tennesssan joined.
“See here, my friend,” | colled out in a3 conciliotory o tone as | could
mmnd.:luﬁ:hdmnﬂhbngium-mmhundudﬂh
you; it's mine, ond | nesd It bodly. So just pitch it aver the fence,
will you?”

“| havent eny controct with anybody but that big man with the
sandy whiskers,” soid the Tennessee former. That wos too much,
for Ban, who wos really fine locking when shaved up, was rather vain
of his parsonal oppearance. “Yes,” shouted he, “if you will only come
out here in the rood, this big mon with the sandy whiskers will give
you the worst whipping that ever on infernal mossback carried home.”
“Mossback” was a term applied to “stoy ot home™ men during the wor;
and it implied that they hod lain out in the woods o aveid conscription.
Just then we were ordered to move forword. Ben shook his fist ot
the fellow and callad him an infernal thisf; but the last we sow of him
he was standing on the top step of his house, his thumb on the end of
his nose, while he wiggled his fingers after the manner of the streer
small boy, the world over. Of course, that was the end of my bed tick.

All day Sunday we marched along. The rain hod csosad, but we
never saw the sun, and the weather was growing colder every minute.
Towards nightfoll we reoched Estelle Springs, then no sort of o ploce
at all, though of later years | hove seen it advertised os a summer
resort. It was so cold lying on the frozen ground, that the only
way we could sleep, tired as we were, was to build a big fire and
after the ground had become warm, move the fire and make our pallet
on the spot. Our servants, Bob Haoils' and my own, did not lie down
at all, but nodded around the fire. Therefore, when the ground would
become so cold os to wake us up agoin, we could once more move
the tire to its original ploce and make our beds on the freshly warmed
spot. Tha performonce we kept up during the night.

Hails Taylor, my friend and cousin who had been wounded in the
final charge ot Murfreesboro, and, by the way, was ancther who got
off the fwld that | omitted to mention, had come with us in the
ambulance, Hails was more seriously wounded than he imagined, or
olse he tock cold in his wounded leg that night. He wos shot in the
thigh with what was then called o buck ond ball cartridge, ond two
buck shot were still in his leg. He had received o surgeon’s order to
go home, ond wos consequently, much slated. He would esxhibit his
wound ond soy: “Boys, whot would you give for those two little buck-
shot? | om going home in the morning.” Poor fellow! Litle did he
know what wos in store for him. When he did get home he wos ploced
in bed and did not get up for weeks ond weeks. | very much doubt
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if he ever hos been the mon he would hove been but for those two
little buck shot,

A day or two loter we moved up o the little village of Tullahoma,
where for the first time, though it wos nearly the middle of January,
the Army went into winter quarters.

And now, having prolonged these reminiscences to o much grecter
extent than was ever intended, | must reluctantly bring them 1o a
close. | say reluctantly, becouses having recorded so much that was
unpleasant, not Yo say terrible, when | storted to relate only
pleasont recollections of a Christmas during the Wor —a
which in a few doys will have bean past thirty-tive ysars, and so
of the hearts that throbbed so gaily then have ceased to ;
of the looks that had shone so brightly then have ceased to glow:
the hands we grasped have grown cold; the eyes we sought have
hid their lustre in the grave. Much sodness comes bock with such
reflections os these. | reluctontly lay down my pen at this point,
though | recall so vividly the mony pleasont days by comparisons,
the almost cozy nights spent in those same winter quarters at Tullo-
homa. We built log and dirt chimneys to our tents and rested quietly
the long winter nights ofter our terrible experience of a bitler winter
campaign.

Mow, before the scanes fode entirely away in the dim vistas of the
long ogo; before memory itself shall fail to recall them os it almost does
row; before another and probably still another of the dear comrades,
who could now assist me in living over ogain the events of those
stirring times shall have gene 1o his “long home”, or I, myself, shall
have "crossed over the river to the other side, to rest beneath the
shade of the trees”, it would be pleasont to relate, after military
maneuvers hod temporarily quieted down and the Yankees rested in
their winter quarters, while we rested in ours, how friends come on
to see us, especially our lady friends. For o time Army headquarters
became one of the gayest places in the country,
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Orne pleasant day, while the snow loy deep upon the ground, the
infantry brigodes in General Cheathom’s Division, os if they hod not
olready seen enough of wor, built a snow fort and ollowed the weaker
brigodes, those who had suffered most ot Murfreesboro, 1o occupy it
while the stronger ones tried to dislodge them in the biggest snow
bottle ever seen. The bands played, and every, command came out
with its bullet torn regimental colors. Under the excitement of the
hour and the presence of the ladies, the officers could not resist the
temptation to join in os they would see their respectivea commands
waiver for wont of leaders; and laying dignity aside, first coptains,
then majors, and finally colonels themselves, rushed 1o the command
of their respective regiments to lead them on in the charge wntil it
become as exciting even to the spectotors as a real battle.
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Later on springtime come, and the Army moved a littlle forward,
a portion of it to the solid little town of Shelbyville, where Army
headquarters wos established for o while, ond the balance of it 1o
the little town of Wartrace, where the roilrood to the former ploce
branched off from the main line of the Mashville and Chottancoga
Roilwoy. Our boMery was encomped in o beoutiful beechgrove,
between the two lines of trocks. How peaceful aond beoutiful the
Tennessee fislds ond woods in that lovely springtime; and ogoin the
scene wos brightensd by the presence of lodies, ond among them
our friends, For the first time in many months we hod a chance to
hunt up friends in other divisions ond corps of the Army. There was
a band encampead on the side of a small mountain, ond every after-
noon, just as the sun was sinking in the Wesl, this band would play
“Lorena”, then new, and olwoys beautiful.

Meeting my old friend, Colonel Pelot, of Mount Meigs, then band
master in the 3rd or 4th Florida Infontry, and whom | hod not seen
for more than a year, | said, "Colonel, what fine bond is that over
on the mountain side, that plays ‘Loreno’ so beautifully?” “Mine,
sir,” said the Colanel, who spoke so exactly like the "Old Colonel” of
former days, so emphatic, so enthusiostic obout everything, that | burst
out loughing. | told him thot |.was going over to camp and write to
my sweetheor! that his bond ployed “Lorena” so sweetly that it made
me think of her, and | would ask her to learn it. After that, morning
ond evening, the Colonel would open with “Lorena”, and sometimes
on moonlight nights, ot time for tattoo, the bond would softly begin
with “Larena”. | used to think that the roll of the drums wos por-
ticularly grond in the second part, when those minor chords would
come in; mincr chords that the Colonel and myswelf loved 1o well.

There is one more incident | must record before | really close,
whaot my little niece, Fanny Tober, calls my Memories. It occurred ot
Tullahoma, just before the Army left that ploze for Shelbyville and
Wartrace, in the early spring of 1863.

The presence of lodies at Tullahema had made Army headquarters
one of the goyest of ploces. |t was probably about the first of March,
when the cavalry in our front reported that the Yonkees were odvancing
on Brogg's position, and one night some pickets who had been driven
in, brought the startling informotion that the Yanks were only o few
miles to the northwest of us. A wagon train of ours was out foraging
for corn and hay, and on its way bock to Tullohomo had come un-
pleasantly near o squad of Yankee covalry almest due west of us.
All thot ofterwards proved 1o be a folse alarm, but as thot was not
known at the hme, it was getting very serious with the little town full
of ladies and children, and transportation on the roilrood wos not as
perfect as it might have been. There was o possibility of the troins
being intercepted below us by o band of cavalry raiders, bent on
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topping the roilroad ond cutting off our communigations with Chatta-
noogo. Indeed, Brogg thought thet to be. their object.

. Dur wagons hod been going ta Lincoln County, Tennessee, south-
west of Tullohoma for corn. 1t was a land of plenty inasmuch as neither
ormy hod previously drown on it. It wos olso probable that the
Yankees had sought the same field, and being far from their base. of
operations, and near the enemy's lines, it wos necessary for their
wagon trains to go well guarded.

That wos not evident ot the time, and on that particular morning
thare was wild axcitement in Tu"uhqmu. k

“Mon-combotants to the rearl” waos Brogg's first order, and the
“Chottanooga Special” for ladies and children and citizens generally,
was scheduled 1o leave Tullohoma about four o'clock in the ohterncon.
All day long the goily coporisoned stall officers doshed about the
sireats on their horses, or they were of young lodies’ houses who were
known to be sojourning temporarily, aoll odding excitement to the
scene, At the oppointed time | want on the train to say goodbye to
Mrs. Eliza Burch, an aunt by marrioge of Florance Burch, who was
ofterwards to be my wife, and Miss Mary Mitchell, ofterwards to be
Mrs. F. H. Cobb. The troin waos full. Every seot wos taoken, and the
aisles wase crowded with soldiers about to part with friends and dear
ones. There wos o soldier saying forewell to his wile, o scene too
sacred for ordinory eyes, while here and there were unmistokable
signs of a young fellow parting with his sweetheort. The scene, though
exciting, waos touching in the extreme.

Mrs. Burch, olwaoys gracelul and elegant, who knew how 1o say
the right thing at the right time, and with effect, too, hod extended
her hond to me to soy goodbye. Just then the engine bell sounded.
“All aboord for Chottanoogol” shouted the conductor. “All off who
ore not going.” There wos o start for the doors. Mrs. Burch, partly
rising so thot she might lean towards me, soid in a voice low, but
distinctly enough to be heard by all those near, and full of feeling:
“Let me kiss you for your mother.” It wos the most dromatic scena |
ever witnessed. It seemed to affect everyone who heard it. And as if
it wos on excuse to give vent to “pent.up” feelings, oll eyes were
filled with tears. | can never forget it; and the impression it mode
on me is shown, | think, in the long account | have given of the incident,

Once before | remarked that | would reluctantly lay down my
pen. How reluctantly is omply proven in the number of poges | hove
written since | mode that statement. Without presuming for @ moment
to compore myself to Dickens, this is one thing | con say, in the
language of that immortal author, te whoever may have the patience
to pursue these pages, and that s that “MNo one con possibly enjoy
them mcre in the reading thon | hove in the writing of them.”
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Having follen baock, figuratively, from Wortrace to Tullahoma, |
must advance to that point ogain where | really ported from the
“Army of Tennessee”, before | take leave of these poges.

As | said before, there wos nothing to mar the peoce of thoss
quiet beoutiful spring days at Warlrace, except one night when there
was a folse olarm, and we ore hurried in the dead of night 1o Bell-
buckle, only like the King of France, to march back again.

One memorable day, early in June, | received an official looking
document through the mail which proved to be a notice informing me
that | had been oppointed Adjutant of the 7th Regiment, Alabama
Cavalry. | immediately opplied for a dischorge from the “Army of
Tennessee” on the grounds of promation. My battery officers uppm?nd
and forwarded it, kindly stoting that | was worthy of the promotion,
and after what seemed to me o very long time, it come bock opproved
from General Bragg, with orders for me to report to General Clanton,
at Montgomery, Alaboma. The delight | experienced can only be
oppreciated by a soldier who had not been home for more Ihuulw a
year. And one bright morning about the middle of June; so bright
that the locamative locked like burnished silver in the morning sun,
| soid forewell to the companions of so many summer days ond
winter nights, and a few minutes loter | was off for home,

The following October, on a lovely autumnol evening, | was married.

The End.



