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Jantes Scort DENuAM.

James Scott Denbam was born in Monticello, Fla,, in 1845;
and died in that city in 1009. Between these two dates lies
the history of a noble life, a true Christian character, and 2
gencrous and devoted friend.

At a meeting of the Patton Anderson Camp the memorial
committee read resolutions of respect to their dead comrade
and Capt. T. G. Bott made an address. He said: “Before
moving the adoption of the resolutions just submitted [ am
<constrained to cxpress in a few words the high personal re-
spect [ have always entcrtained for him whom to-day we meet
‘to honor. All around me are comrades who have known him
from boyhood and who will indorse the strongest tribute that
words of mine can pay. T rccognized in him a man pure in
heart and clear of mind whose opinions of moral cthics and
of business were worthy of the most carefu]l consideration,
On Thursday, Apri) 29, when it was learned that James Scott
Denbam had suddenly answered the last roll eall, the cntire
<ity was clouded with sorrow, and the silent look of sympathy
with which friend met friend was a tribute greater than words,
cach fecling that one of the noblest of friends had passed
from him. He lived his rcligion, and his berutiful influence
rests like a benediction upon those who knew and loved him.”

Commander B. W. Partridge spoke eloguently of Comrade
Denham, and he was followed by Comrades George N. Foot-
man, W. H, Wright, Jolin Dean, and W. A. Lindscy, who paid

high tribute in their earncst words of praise.

Rev. D. C. KeLLey.

Rev. D. C. Kelley, D.D.,, was born in Leesville, Wilson
County, Tenn,, in 1833; and dicd in Nashville in 19009. He
was sent as a missionary to China by the M. E. Church, South,
and {or years did very noble work in propagating Christianity
in that far-off land. On his return to America he organized
a company of cavalry which was called Kelley’s Troop and
which scrved under Gen. N. B. Forrest, and was with that
gallant commander during the war. D. C. Kelley so distin-
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guished himself for coolness in action and bravery in face of
danger that he was rapidly promoted, being made major of
battalion. He was elected lientenant colonel of Forrest's
Regiment the day before the battle of Shiloh, and took the
duty of colonel in the battle of Murfreesboro. He was on
Forrest’s staff as chaplain and aid. Afterwards he commanded
a regiment, then a brigade till the end of the war, winning
a brilliant reputation as “Forrest's fighting preacher.” .

At the end of the war he was made pastor of several of
the largest Methodist Churches in Tennessee, Here his in-
fluence for good was widely felt, as in Nis upright life and
true Christianity he was an example of what a noble man
should be.

Ricrarp T. OwEeN.

Lieut, Richard T. Owen was born’ March 13, 1837; and died
in Shelbyville, Ky., May 14, 1009, aged seventy-two ycars. Foc
a long while he was Adjutant of John H. Waller Camp, No.
237, U. C. V. Here is an outline of “Dick’s” soldier life:

He left Kentucky for the Confederate army in Virginia
July 28, 1861, and enlisted as a private on the famous batile-
field of Manassas in Company K, 12th Regiment, Mississippi
Volunteer Infantry. On September 10, 1862, he was pro-
moted to sccond lientenant of his company., He fought at
Kelly’s Ford, Second Manassay, Harper's Ferry, Sharpsburg,
in the Wilderness from the 6th to tho 12th of May, 1864, at
Spottsylvania C. H., and Concord Church, In Mississippi he
engaged in a2 number of skirmishes while serving in a bat-
talion of scouts commanded by his brother, Capt. R. A. Owen,
In the desperate battle of Sharpsburg he was wounded in the
hip, foot, and shoulder, and at Spottsylvania in the leg. In
August, 1864, “Dick” was retired' from active service in in-
fantry becaunce of wounds and assigned to duty in a Confeder-
ate scout corps operating in Mississippi under Maj., Jeff D,
Bradford:

He surrendered at Jackson May 13, 1865, to Gen. E, R. S,
Canby. This was the last organized body east of the great
river to surrender, and one that had been held in readiness to
see President Davis safely across should he escape to its
banks, He was, however, captured on May 10 in Georgia.

Lieutenant Owen was a handsome man and a fine soldicr.
He was bearing the colors and leading his company wlen so
severely wounded. Few soldiers were so intelligent and en-
thusiastic; not many were so widely known and greatly ad-
mired. He was repeatedly elected to office in bis home county,
and served long as Clerk of the Ciceuit Court. His books as
County Assessor are mentioned as models. The regiment in
which lie held so honorable a place was remarkable for its
record, and it had perhaps no braver officer. His funeral
was conducted by his old messmate, and hundreds followed
the flag-covered casket to the flower-decked grave. God bless
his brave brother and loving sister.

{Sketch by his friend, Rev. J. R. Deering, Lexiagton, Ky.]

ScurrR—W. B. Scurr, Sr., died on May 27, 1909, at his
lome, near Torrance,. Miss,, in his sixty-ninth yecar. He was
a good citizen and a faithful soldier in Company G, 15th Mis-
sissippi Regiment. He had but few faufts. Hce was gental
and kind—a ray of sunshine and cheer to hjs surroundings..

[From W. A. Carr, postimaster at Coffeeville, Miss.]

There are several engravings for “Last Roll” where the
names are omitted, Parties interested will oblige by writing
description of pictures that have been sent and that have not
appeared. Tt is very desirable that this be done.
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yicld nis sword and surrender. ] surrendered at the same
time with about Afty others. When the Federals left, mysels
and two others were suffered to come back across the river.

Fifty-two per cent of Cleburme's Diviston were disabled
from the abattis to the top of the works. My regiment was
about thrce hundred strong when they filed to the right of
the hill that November evening, and never mustered over
sixty guns after. President Davis, in his “Rise and Fall of
the Confederacy,” describes truly the affair as it was. Our
CoNFEDERATE VETERAN is our historical record, and every care
must be taken to prevent these unjust reflections resting on
troops with such rcputations as Cleburne and his division
had won. If old Pat could have lived thirty years longer,
such reflections would not have been made.

CLEBURNE'S DIVISION AT MISSIONARY RIDGE,
BY B. F. GRADY, CLINTON, N. C.

The numerous pubhications in the VereraN and in the
Chickamauga Park Dedication about the Chattanocoga battles
do injustice to Cleburnc’s Division and to Granbury's Bri-
gade. 1 have been surprised at this, though it is probably
due to the fact that all the prominent participators in the
battles are dead, most of them being killed at Frarkiin. After
Sherman got ready to attack Bragg's right on Missionary
Ridge, Cleburne hurried there to check him. When we were
preparing to climb a spur of the mountain, the Yankees made
their appearance on its top. We then took position on the
ridge just in our rear. My company (K, of the Twenty-Fifth
Texas Dismounted Cavalry) went forward and skirmished till
midnight, and when we were relieved we found that the bri-
gade (Granbury’s) had erected a breastwork across the ridge.
We went to sleep, but before day Gen. Cleburne ordered us
to move back 2 few hundred yards and take a position across
the ridge. On a ridge 10 our right (a valley between vs) we
could sec Lowry's Alabama Brigade at right angles to us;
but it was never attacked. 1 do not kaow who was on our
Jeft, but think it was Govan's Arkansas Brigade. We had
ne time to prepare any defensive works before we were at-
tacked. The Aght lasted ait day, Sherman doggedly determined
10 drive us away; but we held the ground till about nine
o'clock at night, when we learned that Bragg had been routed.
Then, engaging a little in what “our army did in Flanders,”
we abandoned the ground. The next day our division was
selected to guard Bragg's rear to Tunnel Hill. We waded
the Chickamauga at Ringgold, and next morning the pur-
suers were upon us; but we repulsed their every attack tll
perhaps two o'clock, thus giving the remnants of Bragg's
artillery and wagons time to get aut of reach of the invaders.
We then withdrew, and the enemy stayed on the other side
of Taylor's Ridge.

I am not willing for Cleburne's Division, and particularly
Granbury's Brigade, 1o be passed over in silence when these
battles are up for discussion. A well-knewn history of the
Unilted States, and written by a Southerner, says that in the
Chattanooga battles Bragg “‘was defeated everywhere,” which
is very wnjust. Sherman’s defeat, in his Zanking movement
on Missionary Ridge, was perhaps the worst he ever suffered,
unless we give Vicksburg credit for a more damaging repulse
when Sherman and McClernand went there in December,
1862.

CAVALRY OF HOOD'S LEFT AT NASHVILLE.
BY JOHN JOHNSTON, MEMPHIS, TENN.
Rucker’s Brigade of Cavalry held the extreme left of the
Confederate army in froni of Nashville. ] was a member of

the Fourteenth Tennessee, then commanded by Col. R. White.
We were in camp back of the Cockrill place and just north
of the Charlotte Pike.

The morning of December 15 dawned bright and clear.
Just after breakfast we were called to arms, and, hastily mount-
ing, went off in a gallop. As we rose the hill we were greeted
by the sound of artillery over toward our right front, which
betokened the opening of the battle, Riding rapidly forward
for a few hundred yards, we were dismounted and placed be-
hind 2 line of rail stacks on a sort of bluff. The ground in
our immediate front was a low level, several hundred yards
back to the foot of a range of hills. :

We soon became hatly engaged with the enesiy’s skirmish
line, which lasted for some time. We rested quietly for a
little while, when suddenly some one exclaimed: “Lookl
look! Just look at the Yankees!” Springing up and looking
over our rail piles, we beheld a sight which filled us with
awe. About hal{ a mile away, but in plain view, there ap-
peared an immense number of the enemy’s infantry, as we
supposed, coming over the hills and marching with quickstep
down the slope toward us, forming into one, two, three, four,
five, or six lines of battle—how many, I could not say—and
marching as steadily as on dress parade. Their line of march
was not directly toward us, but acrass our front, so that
when they got opposite us we were squarely oa their right
flank and about threc handred yards or less away. In fact,
they seemed to have ignored us and to have directed their at-
tack against a line of our troops directly in their front and
apparently running nearly at right angles with us. We stood
quietly looking on at the masses of the cnemy passing our
front, feeling helpless. Our line was very thin, and we
could not muster over twelve hundred n afl, while
there must have been as many thousands of them. About
that time the general engagement to our right front seemed
to open up, and, after firing a few scattering shots, we walked
back, mounted our horses, and rode to the back of the field
in our rear. Here we met McDonald's Battation, led by
Capt. Barbour. After conferring awhile, we filed off south-
ward, led by McDonald's Battalion. We did not know what
had happencd in our front, and never knew unti) I recently
read an account of it im Dr. Wyeth’s “Life of Forrest.” From
this narrative it would appear that the great masses of Federal
troops that passed before us that morming were Wilson’s
Cavalry dismounted, and that they were attacking Ector's
Brigade of Infaniry, which was to our right. I think this
must be a mistake. They looked like infantry, and I have al-
ways believed that they were.

Following the lead of McDonald's Battalion, we came te
where Gen. Chalmers's headquarters had been. The Yankec
cavalry had run into them but 2 shost while before, but nonc
were then in sight. Turning to the left, we moved castward up
a ravine a hittle way, then rapidly up and over a rough, steep
hill on our left. As we were ascending the hill Gen. Chal-
mers rode wp alongside in a gallop, urging uws forward
Rcaching the crest of the hill, we were thrown into line, fa-
cing northward and down a long, sloping hillside covered with
sedge and patches of small trees and bushes. A few hun-
dred yards down the slope we saw a2 line of mounted Yankee
cavalry advancing up our way. Without halting even to form
we charged, and much to my surprisc they gave way. This
was repeated severzl times, until, being reénforced by heavy
lines of dismounted men, they advanced steadily up the hill,
and we retired slowly before them southward, until we
crossed a smal] stream and took position behind a high ridge
on the southern side, with the Hardi@ikc just to our
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left. Here, with our riflemen posted on the crest of this

o™~ ridge, reénforced by a small battery, we repulsed several

charges of cavalry and held our ground until night came to
our relief. While the fighting was going on at this poinot
the gunboats on the Cumberland, though out of sight, threw
a number of immense bombs in our direction, which exploded
not far in our rear.

About dark the fighting ceased in our front, and wé were
quictly withdrawn and moved out, with Col. D. C. Kelley at
the head of the column, in a southeasterly direction toward
the Hillsboro Pike. Striking into a cross-country road, we
followed it until we came to a farmhouse. Col. Kelley had
the owner brousght out, and he guided us to the Hillsboro
Pike, which we reached about midnight, or possibly later,
and, turning to the lefc, followed it for a quarter or half
mile toward Nashville Presently we saw the flickering of a
fice several hundred yards in our front, which we approached
very slowly, then came the flash of a gun and the whir of
a bullet. Halting for a few scconds, Col. Kelley in low tones
gave the order to countermarch, and led us back down the
pike for a short distance. Some of us were then formed into
a skirmish line acrass the pike, and the balance of the com-
mand went back 2 little way and took position on a low ridge
at a place where a cross road led off toward the Granay White
Pike, and fartifed by piling up logs, rails, and brush. In
the mcantime the e¢nemy had pushed forward, their outpost
until they came in coatact with our skirmish line. They ex-
changed a few shots with us and then retired. We could
tell their whereabouts only by the flash of their guns. We
sat on our horses quictly until day dawned, dark and
lowering. The mist soon turned to a gentle rain, and later
was miogled with snowflakes. It was lale in the day before
the cnemy appeared in our front. For some time our skirmish
linc only was engaged, but after a whilc they came on in force,
and wec were pressed slowly back to our main line. The
skirmishing now became spirited, and we were freely shelled
by their artillery as we rode up the erest of the hill on which
our lin¢ was posted.

In 2 few minutes after we reached our main line the
Seventh Alabama came marching afoot from our Fight front.
As soon as Lhey reached us we mounted and moved off
hastily in the dircction of the Granny White Pike. It was
growing dark when we reached the pike. The head of our
column turned to the left and we rode up the pike toward
Nashville a short distance, and came to a halt at 2 lane, with
a small ficld on our left. Just then the report of a gun was
heard in our fromt, and a bullet came singing down our line.
The {ront of our column had already been formed squarely
across the pike. We were faced 10 the left; the fence thrown
down, we rode inside, dismounted, and were hurriedly marched
across the field to the fence on the west side and took position
behingd it, our line being at right angles with the line of our
other men who had formed across the pike to our right
Others formed on our left, and cxtended probably into the
open woods beyond the south fence. Here we became im-
mediately engaged.  The cnemy’s cavalry in overwhelming
numbers were already close on our front and flank.  Wilson’s
whole cavalry corps (as we have since learned), estimated
at from scven thousand lo ten thousand, was now attacking
our small force. Hood’s army had been driven from its last
position and was now making its way to and down the
Franklin Pike, and this cavalry force, including the farce we
had been fighting over on the Hillshoro Pike—which had
doubtless followed us—was now endecavoring 1o force its way
down our road ta strike Hood's army on the flank, and we.

not over twelve hundred men, stationed across the Granny
White Pike and to the westward of 1, were the only protec-
tion to Hood’s army in that dircction. We—Llhat is, the private
soldiers—did not kaow all of this then, nor did we know of
the fearfu)l odds against which we fought, but we were in
fipe spirits and sprang to our work with alacrity and en-
thusiasm. Kneeling or crouching down behind that rail fence,
which constituted our only protection, we poured a constant
stream of shot out into the night. We could sec nothing;
the mist and darkness had covered all in front, and we shot
blindly out into the dark woods, our whole line from right to
left being one comtinuous blaze of musketry. -In 2ll that
we were greatly encouraged and animated by Col. Kelley, who
gallantly sat his horse and rode up and down behind us,
cheering us and calling out to us: “Pour # into them, boys!
Pour it into them|”

How long this lasted, I do not know. 1 thought about thirty
minutes, but some say until midnight. It all came to an end
very suddeniy. While we were in- the height of the batile,
with no sign of wavering, a young friend of mine, immediately
at my right, sprang to his fcet and exclaimed, “There they
are now 1" jndicating that he saw the enemy’s line but a few
feet away. Instantly our whole line rose and began to falt
back. Surprised and astonished, I called out, "O no; don't
run, boys!” but it was of no avail—all wcre in full retreat,
and we could do nothing but make a run for our horses,
which were held on the other side of the field near the pike
What my friend saw I don't know, and whether anybody
else saw the situation as he did Y cannot tell, but the whole
line seemed to give way all at once. And we did not {all
back any too soom, for the enemy had almost completely en-
veloped our left, and in a fcw minutes more would have been
in possession of the pike in our rear and our way of retrcat
in that direction effectually closed. As it was, quile a num-
ber of our men were coptured before they could reach their
horses. After getting into my saddle with some difficulty, I
was hailed by a companion, who had been left afoot. Di-
recting him to climb up oa a fence, he succceded in getting
behind me. But all this consumed some minutes of very
precious time, and when we rode onto the pike our comrades
bad all Aed, and we were left alone. Going down the pike at
a lively pace, we saw, about one hundred feet to our right, a
group of mounted men crowding together and checring as
il winding up some sort of a scrap or chase. We could see
them but dimly, and at first thought they were some of our
men, but, fearing we might be mistaken, rode past. It turned
out that this was a party of Yankee cavalry who bad just
finished up a fight with Gen. Rucker, and had caplured him
after shooting him from his horse. Riding down the pike
for several hundred yards, we turned off into a little country
road that diverged castward from the pike, and soon found
ourselves alone. All was now quict, and no sound of battle
was heard. We went down Ihis road for a mile or two,
when we came uapon the Franklin Pike, and greatly to our
surprise saw our infaniry passing down it, seemingly in a very
disorganized condition. Just as we rcached the pike the
clouds parted and the moon came oul and fooded the scene
with a brillianmt light.

My heart sank wilhin me when I came thus upon our
routed army. for, strange to say, during 3ll the two days that
had just passed we had heard no sound of battle but our own
and had very hitde information ag to what was going on over
on our right. Bul now I realized that the battle was lost
After looking sadly upon the scene, my companion and I rode
back about ﬁfl)- yards from the pike, procured some forage
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for our hosses (he having captured a loose horse), wrapped
the halters around our acms, laid down in a fence comer, and
went to slecp.  When we awoke the sun was up, Hood’s army
had all passed, and no one was to be seen but an occasional
barefooted straggler bivouacking by the roadside. There was
not a sound or sign of impending battle; all was as peaceful
and quiet as if no war had been. But, realizing that we must
be ip an exposed position, my companion and 1 mouated our
horses and rode down the pike toward Franklin. Going a
mile or more, we came vupon Gen. Hood and his staff and 2
number of soldiers at a place where a road seemed to come
in from the direction of the Granny White Pike. Gen. Hood
was sitting on his horse very quicetly, and was looking up the
road as if expecting the appearance of the enemy in that
direction, He bad a worn and dejected look. A few men
bad ralfied at this point, and 1 found there a number of my
own regiment who, I suppose, had followed another road to
this place. After waiting here for some time, we gathered
quite 3 respectable regmiment of cavalry, and under orders
from our chief we took a road that led off in a southeasterly
direction from the main pike, and followed it until we came
to a halt on the wooded hills south of Franklin and east of
the Columbia Pike. It must have been as late as seven
o'clock when we left Gen. Hood on the Franklin Pike, and
nothing had been secn of the enemy up to that time.

Col. D. C. Kelley adds to the above paper, by request:

“The account of the part taken in the battle of Nashville
by your correspondent is more accurate than is generally made
by a private in the ranks. For the benefit of the future his-
torian it may be well enough to say that Col. Kelley, by
osder of Gen. Rucker, was in command of the cavalry, in
action, of ‘Rucker’s Brigade! The troop wbhich he speaks
of ax ‘McDonald's Battalion’ was in reality ‘Forrest’'s Old
Regiment,” MecDonald’s Battalion had becn restored to its
old place in the regiment. The writer 15 mistaken on the
point of bLeing near Gen. Chalmers’s headquarters when we
made the second fight. We had fought first on Richland
Creck. When the second fight was made we were near the
Davidson house, on the Charlotte Pike. Chalmers’s head-
quarters were on the Harding Pike. I did not see, or receive
an order from, cither Gens. Chalmers or Rucker during the
day. After night, when the enemy had been repulsed and
had been withdrawn from the field, an order came from Gen.
Chalmers, through Gen. Rucker, to make good our connce-
tion with the left flank of our acmy. At daylight, withou:
the loss of gun or wagon, we found the left flank of our army
on the Hillsboro Pike.

“The latter positian, which he mentions as on the Granny
White Pike, was in conformity 10 an order to Gen. Chalmers
Banded me by Gen. Rucker after 4 pat. The order was to
the following effect: “The army is in full retreat. Keep the
cnemy’s cavalry off my rear at alt hazards. Hood.'

“The writer could not give 100 much credit to the fighting
of the c¢ight hundred men left him in Wilson’s front that
night. Gen. Rueker had taken two guns and sclected a posi-
ven in the rear for fortihcavion, 10 which at the last pos-
sible moment we were to retire. Alier desperate fighting
for an hour or more in the dark and four repulses of the
enemy's advance, Col. \While, of the Fourtcenth Tennessce
Cavalsy, sent me word that the enemy was passing him on
s teft. He received in response an order to 'mount a
squadron and charge any force thar attemnpls (o pass your
flank * Unfortunately, 1 was so ncar the line of my central
regiment that the message was overheard. This regiment
had, by bad handling, bren wice stampeded. 1 had placed

them in the ccnter that 1 might personally hold them in posi-
tion. They had fought nably that night, but now panicked and
broke. The former commanding officer had been relieved;
the major in command gallantly aided in the cffore to rally
them, but, raising the ery that ‘ammunition is exhauvsted,” they
broke for their bosses. ] moved to the right to bring another
regiment to the center. Their break left the Fourtcenth un-
supported on my left flank, and before we could reoccupy
the center the enemy broke through the unoccupicd space,
separating me from the Fourtcenth, struck Gen. Rucker pre-
paring 2 position ia the rear, and left me to throw the re
mainder of the command between the enemy and our disorderly
mess of infantry in retreat on the pike at Brentwood.

“G>n. Rucker was wounded, captured, and his arm ampu-
tated in Nashville the next day. I covered the retreat on
Franklin with less than five hundred men.  About nine o'clock
the next maming Col. White and thc Fourteenth Tennessee
Cavalry rejoined me at Franklin.”

D’GOURNAY'S BATTALION OF ARTILLERY.

The following sketch was written by Col. DcGournay a
short time before his death at the request of J. W. Minnich,
of Crand Isle, La, who served under DcGournay from the
organization of his ficst company and who sends it to the
VETERAN for publication:

“After seceding from the Union Louisiana took possession
of Forts Jacksan and St. Philip, and I went to the first-named
as quartermaster to the Orlecans Artillery, While there I
Jearned that the Legislature had voled the formation of {our
companics of artillery for Stale defense. 1 made immediate
application for a captaincy, and procceded to form a company,
many mcmbers of the Orleans Battalion enlisting with me.
We were soon relieved by another command, and ] returned
to New Orleans with nearly a {ull company of drilled artil-
lerists, expecting fo get my commission and go on active stry-
ice without delay. 1 was mistaken. A voung lawycr. with no
military experience, but being the grandson of a Revoluiionary
hero, wished’lo raise a company. The cool aliernative was
offered me to joint this gentleman as his first licutenant, my
men forming the nucleus of his company, or to reccive a
commission as captain of a second company, but 1 promptly
refused both.

“T was about disbanding my company in New Orleans
when influential friends advised me to wait a little longer.
At this juncture Alfred Coppens returned from Montgomery
with Jeflerson Davis’s authorization to raise a battalion of
zouaves, the first commission issued, I believe, under the secal
of the government of the Confederate Siates. Coppens pro-
posed to me to join him. ‘But my company,’ 1 objucted, ‘is
intended for artillery service” ‘That is no objcction,” said
Coppens.  'I have a right to a battery of artillery attached
to the battalion.”” Although our arm was heavy artillery, [
viclded, and we proceeded 1o organize the Zowave Battalion,
which was soon ordered to Pensacola.

“There Gen. Bragg objected to receiving my company as
artillery; the Zouaves were light infantry and not wntitled to
have a baltery. ‘But added the General, 'l am very glad
your men arc trained artillecymen.  While T must ¢nroll you
as hght infantry, T will detail you on artillery duty.  You wili
report (o Gen. Villepigue asnd liclp to build and wan the bat-
teries al Warrington Harbor!

“We did this work so satisfactorily 1hat when we were
ordered to Yorktown Gen. Villepigue gave me a note of
introduction to Gen. Magruder. My Pensacola experieace
was repeated at Yorktown  Gen. Magrader. an old artillery
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Prof. William P. Trent, in his ‘' Robert E. Lee,” writes:

‘“There was then nothing to do but to acknowledge the
campaign a (ailure. The Confederate government with-
drew its troops and sent them elsewhere. Lee, whom the
press abused, and cven (ormer [riends began to regard as
overrated, was assigned to the command of the Departnent
of South Carolina, Geocgia, and Florida; and her western
counties were lost to the Old Dominion forever. It must
have been a crushing blow to Lee at the time, but he bore it
uncomplainingly. . . . And when all is said, n6 commander,
however great, can succeed against bad roads, bad weather,
sickness of troops, Jack of judgment, and want ol harmony
among subordinates, and a strong, alert enemy, Yet this is
what Lee was expected to do.”

President Davis, in an address before a memorial meeting
at Richmond in 1870, referring to General Lee in this cam-
paign, said:

"“He came back carrying the heavy weight ol defeat and
unappreciated by the people he served, (or they could not
know, as I knew, that if his plans had been carried out, the
result would have been victory rather than retreat. You did
not know it; for I should not have known it had he not
breathed it in my ear only at my carncst request and begging
that nothing be said about it. The clamor which then arose
followed him as he went to South Carolina, so that it became
necessary on his departure to write a letter to the Governor
of the State, telling him what manner of man he was. Yet
through all this, with a magnanimity rarely equalled, he
stood in silence, without defending himsell or allowing others
to defend him, for he wasg unwilling to offend anyone who was
wearing a sword and striking blows for the Confederacy.”

WITH FORREST IN MIDDLE TENNESSEE.
BY CAPT. JAMES DINKINS, NEW ORLEANS, LA.

Shartly after his brillant operations at Johnsonville, Gen-
eral Forrest reccived orders fram General Beauregard di-
recting him to repair with hig entice command to Middle
Tennessee and form a junction with General Hood, and,
with that object, he marched to Perrywville. where he
hoped to cffect the passage of the Tennessee River. The roads
were deep with mud; in fact, they had been ever since leaving
Jackson. The horses had been much of the time on scant
rations, and cspecially those of the artillery began to show
fatigue. General Forrest had preceded the command with
his staff and escort and weat to work at once to build a raft
with timbers taken from vacant buildings. Chalmers and
his staff and escort coming up went to work 1o build another,
but upon tnal neither would answer any uselul purpose.

Meanwhile two yawls were brought up on wagons (com the
Undine, and with them the crossing began, and by daylight,
the 15th Tennessee had been thrown across with its horses,
which had been made to swim.

The rains continued all night, and the river had risen at
the rate of two fcet in twenty-four hours and was filled with
driftwood. The crossing, though difficult, continued until
tlie 7th Tennessee and Forrest's old regiment under Kelley,
about four hundred in all of Rucker's Brigade, had gotten
over.

It was impossilile to cross the artillery and wagons, and
Forrest, thercefore, directed Rucker to wmove forward and
effect a junction with Generat Hood at Mount Pleasant.

As we rode into Perryville, down the slope of a rugged
bank, we passed a large china trec from which three rough-
looking mew, coverced with wmud, were haanging from a limb.
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They had cvidently been dead some time. It was a horrible
sight. No onc seemed to know, nor seemed to care, who they
were nor where they came from. No one secmed to have
any curiosity, but [ was curious to learn the wherefores and
asked an old woman who stood in [ront of 2 vacant house
near by, if she knew who they were.  She said: ' Dem fellows
wuz bushwhackers, and they got hung.”” That was the only
information 1 ever had in connection with the ghastly sight.
Their bodies were hanginging partially over the road, and
we had to ride around them. I could see them for several
days alter we had gone.

Chalmers was ordesed to move directly upon [uka, but the
roads were impassable. 1t continued to rain. Buford
marched by way of Corinth, but the jaded artillery horses
could not move the guns. Both Chalmers and Bulord sent
detachments through the country and impressed oxcn as the
only means of moving the artillery. The weather was dread-
ful, very cold. Every soldier was wet to the skin for several
days. Chalmers finally reached luka and pressed on to
Cherokee Station, where Buford joined him a day later.
Both divisions were ordered to Florence, where Chalmers ar-
rived on the 17th and crossed the river on a3 pontoon which
had been constructed for General Hood's army and en-
camped two miles northward of the town.

The Army of Tenngssee was encamped on both sides of the
river. Florence was filled at the time with general officer:
and their staffs, and cverything betokened an early march
The troops seemed to be in fine spirits, but the regiments had
bLeen reduced to the size of a big company in many cases.

The wretched roads and the gloomy weather made the
situation anything but encouraging. All along the road from
Cherokece Station were wagons broken down, and mules.
Many of them had literally died in harness.

Nowadays, thinking back, I sce many things that | never
noticed then, and as I recall the scenes of that army, | marvel
that it was able to move forward at all. The war had worked
destruction in its ranks. The situation tooked like the des-
perate venture of a desperate cause, but among all the troops
we saw, officers and men, there was no faint-heartedness, bu:
on the contrary, an evident dcsire to go forward and fight i
out. Was there ever anything more heroic? Every thinking
man knew that the end was near, and yet, when Genera.
Hood gave the order at Franklin, ““Bring on the fight,” the
men of that immortal body rushed on the breastworks of the
enemy with the recklessaess of despair—and left five thousanc
of the choicest spirits of any age dead and wounded on the
field.

I will not (oliow in detail the movements of Forrest':
Cavalry to Nashvlle, nor the aw(ul scenes on the retrear aite:
the disaster at that place, but every mile of the wav woulc
fill a book.

This story is written to relate the results of Forrest's cam-
paign in West Tennessce, which ended when we fornmed -
junction with General Hood at Florence, October 17, 1564.

But | want to pay tribute to a beautifu) voung lady of
Nashville who came to my defense when [ was in disgres:
Slhic was the bravest gisl | ever met. 1 want to pav chat teibute
now, because this will be the last opportunity to do so. Man:
books ¢ould be writien about the deeds of Forrest's Cavalry
sufficient Lo form a modest library., Those evenrs are 23 clear
in my mind as the scenes of a4 waking dream, {or not zince |
could remember, doubtless, not since wmy irrecponsible bov.
hood, have | felt more interest in the events of the past thar
[do to-day.

For [ hear the voice of the years that arc gone;
They rol) before me with theie deeds.”
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Everything in readiness, General Hood ordered the ad-
vance into Middle Tenncssce. Chalmers moved forward
with his division from Prewict's Mill, and soon Colonel Rucker
encountered a brigade of Federal cavalry, which he attacked
with great spirit, and dispersed them.

As General Chalmers, his staff and escort followed, we saw
the body of Col. W. A, Dawson lying beside the pike. He
had been killed in the fight, and some one had pulled his body
to the roadside. 1 had spoken to him not mare than half an
hour helare, and seeing his dead body was a great shock to me.
,..So0 much oc-
curred at Colum-
bia, Spring Hill,
and Franklin that
would awaken
other memories ol
the survivors of
thatarmy, if there
are any; but [ £
promised not to I
cxtend thisarticle. ¢

After the battle
of Franklin, Gen-
eral Forrest was
directed to occupy
the vicinity of
Murfreesboro to
prevent a flank
mavement from
that dircction,
while Chalmers
was left in com-
mand of the cav-
alry with Hood’s army. After reaching the vicinity of Nash-
ville, December 1, General Chalmess was invited to make
his headquartérs at old historic * Belle Meade,” which was
then the home of Gen. W. H. Harding. "It was very cold,
and the comflorts of that hospitable home were greatly en-
joyed by the gencral and stafl, while the boys of the escort
were comfortably housed in the jarge barn and sheds. 1
can sce now Lhe gentle, refined, and hospitable Mrs. Harding,
who belonged to the distinguished family of McGavock's, as
she greeted us. Let it be understood our clathing was not
snitable (or a receptiorn occasion. We had for weeks past
been exposed to rain and mud, and it was more the wonder
she welcomed us in her beautiful home at all. There were
two daughters, the cldest Miss Selene, about nineteen years
of age, and Miss Mary, scarcely more than a child, but she
was as gracious as a gazelle is graceful. Miss Selene was
difficult to describe, as she appeared to all of us.  As beautiful
as the morning sun, as radiant as the spring, and as sweet as
summer. Our evenings were spent in the large parlors, where
we would repair after supper. In our party, beside the Gen-
cral, there was the accomplished Adjutant Genesal, Capt.
W. A. Goodman, Maj. Brady Crump, Captain Herbert,
Major Andrew Mills, Capt. L. T. Lindsey, Lieut. Jule
Taylor, and mysclf. Herbert could play the violin while
Jule Taylor and } sang, and with Miss Selene at the piansg,
our ¢venings were heavenly,

Every marning the Geacral would ride around the lines
and retorn about four in the aftemoon. lt was but a day
when they all said that Dinkins was head over heela in love
with Miss Scelene, and they niissed no opportunity to say so.
Be that as ik may, would it not have been unusual if I had
not been in love with her? As a matter of fact, the General
ond every rascal who had accused me, every one of them,
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was in love with her. In truth, we were all in love with Mrs.
Hardiog and her two daughters. Howcever, there was a little
gir] back in Mississippt with whom I had played dolls and
checkers when we were children. We were sweethearts then,
and we have been sweethearts for seventy years, We will
celebrate the sixtieth anniversary of our wedding next No-
vember 15, and we are still on our honeymoou trip.

On QOctober 6, General Hood notified General Chalmers
that General Stewart would relieve him on the Harding Pike;
therefore, General Chalmers directed Colonel Rucker ta
move his brigade to the Charlotte Pike at Davidson's Land-
ing. The following moraing, we rode to the point that Col-
onel Rucker had aoccupied and found General Ector and his
brigade of infantry standing in the road. General Stewart
and staff soon joined us, and General Stewart asked General
Ector how far in advance were his pickets, General Ector
answered that he had but a short time belore reached the
place and did not kaow. Turmning to me, General Chalmers
said: ' Dinkins, take a few af the boys from the escort and
ride unitil you find the pickets.” It was very cold and quite
foggy. but with D. R. Wagner, F. M. Norfleet, W, J. Hughes,
J. T. West, and W. I. Robinson—alt about my age—we rode
forth to find the pickets. My best horse had been killed at
Franklin, and [ was riding a big four-year-old blooded colt
which Colonel McGavock bad given me, scarcely more than
bridle wise. We had gone about half a2 mile when suddenly
we came in sight of a fire in the woods, near the pike. We
halted, and after a moment, I called on Dan Wagner to go
with me, lenving the others where we had halted.

We rode cautiously on to within fifty yards of the fire and
discovered blue-clad legs. One could not see the bodies on
account of the fog, [ whispered to Dan, ** They are Yankees,”
and immediately almost one of them said, *‘Look! Look!”
and they fired on us, and continued to fire at us as we ran.
When the other boys hcard the guns and the clatter of our
horses’ feet, they did not await orders.

Then ic was | discovered | had a great horse. He ran
easily ahead of the others, and when we reached the point
where we had left the generals, I tried to pull up the colt, but
he ran with the speed of the wind and the [right of a deer.
I did my best, but it was beyond all possibility, [ could not
bold him. He must haverun a fnile before [ got control of him.

When 1 returned to join General Chalmers, he had gone,
and, after some effart to find him, | rode to Belle Meade.
\When the General reached there about 4 p.y., the trouble be-
gan. He did not speak to me, scarcely noticed me at supper.
After supper he stated to the family that [ ran away from him,
and Major Crump, in the most serious manner, made it his per-
sonal duty to tell Miss Selene that T had disgraced myself.

I knew the General was teasing me. He often did. but he
loved melike a younger brother. [ was not so much disturhed
about what General and Mrs, Harding would say. 1 thaought
they would understand, but [ did not wan2 Miss Selenc to be
told that I ran away.

The next nighr Crump and Jule Taytor brought the svbject
up again, when Miss Selene said in a firm voice: 1 don’t
believe Lieutenant Dinkins ran away.” Then General
Harding said: " Daughter, Goneral Chalmers said he did.”
Quickly Miss Selene responded: ““I don't carc what General
Chalmers said. [ don’t believe it."”

If a dove had lown down from the clouds with a message
for me from the angels, | would not have been happier. '*Na-
ture made her, then broke the mold."”

At three o'clock in the morning of December 15, a messen-
ger rcached General Chalmers from General Hood advising
that the enemy would attack our lines at daybreak.
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We hurried to Davidson’s Landing and found Colonel Ruck-
er in desperate combat with a force several times his numbers,
Jt was just daylight, and we coald see a column of Federal
cavalry crossinga field to charge in column down the pike.
They were about half a mile distant. General Chalmers
fiurried Walton'’s Battery into position and had the guns
double shotted with grape and canister, and, as the enemy
began to cross a bridge over a little creek, some three hundred
yards distant, Walton opened. Men and horses.went down,
and those not wounded tumbled over them. Heading the
escort company, General Chalmers dashed into the confused
ranks, which were scampering away, and was followed by
Rucker with the 7th Tennessec. It was a great stampede,
and Walton continued to shell the retreating mob.

Every officer of the escort was killed or wounded, and when
we returned to Davidson's Landing we found that the army
had been driven back several miles rearward of our position.
Then it was General Chalmers said: !* Dinkins, take command
of the escort company and cross the Walnut Ridge at the first
passage and find il our wagons are at Belle Meade." They
had been left at the raca track. We galloped ahead and
crossed nearly opposite Belle Meade. It was nearly dark.
Reaching the race track, we found that the wagons had been
pburnced and the teams taken away. We could see men moving
about in the yard, some on {oot, some mounted. | determined
toattack them if they were Yankees. We rode totherear of the
barn and could plainly sec that they were Yankces. They
had no thought of Confederates being in the rear. We {formed
in the archway under the barn, | told the bugler to blow the
charge, and we dashed at them. Several were killed and
wounded, and as we [ollowed after those on horseback, we
ran into a camp of infantry. \Ve galloped back while the
Federals opened fire on us. Bullets were striking the house
and trces as we galloped through the yard. I saw Miss
Sclene standing on the steps, waving a handkerchief, bullets
whizzing about her. | called to her, as | passed and grabbed
her handkerchiel, 1o go into the house, but she stood like a
goddess. She was the bravest person in the crowd.

Miss Selene married Gen, \WW. H. Jackson, and Miss Mary
married Judge Jackson, of the U. S. Supreme Court. They
have all passed to reaims above. Peace to them; I drop a
tear to their memory.

Of the splendid manhood of Forrest Cavalry there were, of
cousse, outstanding figures whose memory [ would lave to
perpetuate.  Aside from General Forrest, whom I regard as
the greatest military man of all the centuries, [ can see many
of the immo:itals. | remember how kind General Chalmers
was to me. No boy ever toved an older brother more than
| did Ceneral Chalmers. He was the highest type of a gentle-
maa, kind and considerate af every one, but no man could
lead him in battle. He was called the “gamecock” by his
soldicrs. He was the most delight{ul companion of any man
| eves knew. He was only fifteen years my semior and was
thirty-five years of age when the war ended. [ was twenty.

As brigade commander, § recail Col. E. W. Rucker, Col.
Robert McCulloch, Col. W. A. Johnson, Col. Ed Crossfand.
Gen. 3. B. Lyon, Gen. A. W. Campbetl, Col. J. J. Necely, our
regimental commander, Col. George Dibrell, ol the 8ch
Tennessec; Col. J. B. Biffle. of the 9th Tenaessee: Col. J. H.
Edmondson, of the 11th Tennessce; Col. T. H. Lockwood,
of the 15th Tennessee; Col. D. C. Kelley, Forrest old regi-
ment; Col. A. H. Chalmers, t8th Mississippi; Col. H. P.
Mabry, of the 3rd Texas; Col. \W. L. Duff, of the 8th Mis-
Sissippi: and others.

Arc these men to be forgotten? Not all the great men of
earth arc remembered, but the Southern peaple should pre-

lowei ~~— —
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serve the memory of the men who suffered and gave all for
the cavse.

To those who have read my stories of Forrest's Cavalry
[ tender my profound appreciation. 1l they have found any
pleasure in the reading. the happiness is mine, and aaw
1 say “'Au revoir.””

[ shall Anish a manuscript entidled " The Women of the
South” to be printed in book form. Therc [ have fnished.
But this is not a swan song. \Ve can dance the fox trot
and one-step as nicely as the flapper and jelly beans—and
! learned about a yearago how to get on in the world without
working. Doubtiess the readers of the VETERAN would
rather have that information unfolded to them than to read
stories of the war.

BRAVERY OF SOUTHERN WOMEN.
BY CORNELIUS B. HITE, WASHINGTON, D. C.

"“The Women of the South in War Times,” compiled by
Matthew Page Andrews, missed one episode which would
have added another link in the chain of heroic acts to the
credit of the glorious women of the South, so well set forth
in this book.

Early in October, 1864, while ¢n route to rejoin my regi-
ment in the Valley of Virginia, 1 went into the ‘* Debatable
Land™ of Upper Fauquicr County, to visit an aunt, not scea
for a year and morc, wha lived at the old Marshall home catled
“Edgeworth.” She-remained there ali through those stress-
ful times, with her two small children and a fcw servants,
although the enemy now and then scarched the house for
Confederates, knowing her {our stepsons werein the Southern
army and occasionally at home. At this parcicular time, a
raiding Yankee regiment (cavalry) was said to be somewhere
in those parts.

The night before my arrival five soldiers spent the night at
Edgeworth—Mrs. Marshall's brother, Capt. A. Magilf Smith,
a Major Lewis, a cousin, Jaquelin Ambler, and her two step-
sons, \William and Charles Marshall; and Charles Marshall
and Ambler sct out carly to get news ol the raiders, the others
remaining to await their report. It seems, however, that the
Yankees came in behind the scouts from an unexpected direc-
tion, and, seeing three horses bridled and saddled, quietly ap-
proached the house with a body of dismounted men armed
with carbines. Fortunately just at this moment, William
Marshall happened to go out of the back door. and, facing the
kitchen, saw the cook. “Aunt Lucy,” f(rantically waving
toward thc Yankees, whom he quickly saw. Going back
into the house, he gave the alarm, whereupon Captain Smith
quickly grabbed his hat and pisto! and rushed for his horse
near the back door, but the Yankees opencd fice, and were so
ncar that he ran back into the house, and, jumping out of
the back hatl window, he went the ‘‘light fantastic woe””
through the orchard. and got away. His sister, hearing the
firing, had run out into the yard and cavght the foremost
Yankee by his belt, and shook him. saying, ** That's my broth-
er: you mustn't shoot.”” and thus prevented him from aiming,
although he threatened her with the butt of his carbine. As
soon as her brother was out of sight. she burried back into the
house, and hid Major Lewis in a seccet closet, although an
officer was almost at the door bLefore she had fnished. but
this closet was not discovered and none of the party was
captured. However, the raiders got three good saddie horses
ready to smount and two running loose in the yard, owned by
some ol Mosby's men.

I rode up just alter the Yankees had left, and Marshull had
come [rom under the porch, where a guard had been walking
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ANDERSONVILLE PRISONERS AND EXCHANGE.

James Calloway through the Macon (Ga.) Telegraph secks
information conceining the delegation of Federal prisoners
who went to Washington on parole in behalf of an exchange
of prisoncrs. He writes:

“It has been the understanding that this delegation returned
and reported absolute failure. Mr. Jra E. Forbes, of Hart-
ford, Conn., who was a prisoner at Andersonville and who
“is writing a history of the prison, in a letter to me says the
delegation never returned. He writes: "The information which
you want about the delegation that was sent to Washinglén
from Andersonville prison, together with a {ull report of
the mecting of sergeants inside the stockade, will be found
in the government reports of Civil War operations in Series
1., Vol. VII., “Prisoners of War,” page 615 ¢t ol, serial num-
ber 120. The officers signing the docoment in Charleston
prison intended for the President were Gen. George Stone-
man, Col. T. J. Harrison, 8ih [ndiana Cavalry, and Col. J.
B. Dorr, 8th Jowa Cavalry. This document was received
at Hilton Head, S. C., August 17, 1864, from the hands of
Private Tracey, 82d New York. The names of the four dele-
gates who made their way to Washington arc Edward Bales,
Company K, 42d New York, Chairman; H. C. Higginson,
Company K, 1oth Illinais; Prescott Tracey, Company G,
&2d New York; and Sylvester Noirot, Company B. sth New
Jersey Infantry. There were two other men, Wilham N.
Johnson and F. Garland, who must have dropped out on the
way. The four men who went to Washington did not return
16 Andersonville, but were declared exchanged September
22, 1864, They made use of their opportunitics to misrepre-
sent and malign the Confederate officers at Andersonville.
1 was a prisoner in the stockade {from May 3, (864, until the
middle of September, when I was sent to Florenee, S. C.
My regiment was the t6th Connecticut, which was caplured
at Plymouth, N. C.. April 20, 1864. A monument oi more
than common interest will be crected in the national cemetery
at Andersonville by the State of Conpecticut very séon in
memory of the men from this State who dicd in the prison.
The number who died from Connecticut regiments is three
hundred and thirtecen.  Of that number, nincty-three were
from my regimeat, the 16th Connecticut. My history will
be an impassioned Study of the life at Andersonville at a
distance of forty-three years. [ am anxious to secure all the
facts T can, especially in regard to the expériences of Con-
federates outside of the prison’

“Mr. Forbes 15 anxious to get the dates of the marching
of the different batches of prisoners from Andersonville (o
Jacksonville, They were moved at different times—perbaps
February, March, and the last in April, 1865."

Mr. Calloway inquires: “Were there two delcgations?  Did
not one return and report their failure before the Lincoln
Cabinet? Who remembers about the different removals of
prisoncrs—i. ¢, marches from Andersonville 1o Jacksonville

in 18657"

REMARKABLE SLAVE HISTORY IN TENNESSEL.

BY §ION. C. W. MEISKELL, MEMPHIS, TENN.

The o)d-lime Presbyterian mother was a great Bible stu-
She was a Bible oracte. These mothers in lIsrael
exerted great influcnee not only in their own families but in
Almost without exception thev detested
slavery, and to them, perhaps more 1than to any other cause,
is 16 be attribured the advanced position of Tennessee in carly

dent.

the cominunity.
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days on emancipalion. Under the Constitution of 17¢6 free
negroes voled. In 180t Tennessee enacted a law favoring
voluntary e¢mancipation. In 1824 there was formed at Cohun-
bia "The Moral and Religiovs Manumission Society of West
Tenncssce;” and in 1827, of the one hundred and thirty-five
antislavery socielies in America, one hundred and six were in
the South and twenty-five of these were in Tennessee. Three-
fifths of her people were in favor of slave emancipation before
it was thought of in Boston.

Shortly after the Tenncssce Manumission Socicty memorial-
ized Congress to prohibit internal slave trade the citizens of
Ohio, after selling land to threc hundred negroces, freed by the
wilt af John Randolph, of Roanoke, raised an armed force
and refused to lel them 1ake possession.

When the liberty-loving Tennessccans were striving for the
freeing of Southern slaves, Illinois was passing her law fining
any free negro fifty dollars who stayed in that State ten days
with the intention of remaining; and if the finc and costs wure
not paid immcdiately, the negro was to be sold to any one who
would pay them. And Philadelphians were burning Afdican
churches, and in New York negroes were terrorized and slain
by the vengeful mob. But for all this, when Tennessee saw
the Constitution of our fathers denounced as a “league witht
hell and a covenant with death,” and she to be dragooncd
imo unconstitutional views of the government they had estab-
hshed, 115,000 of her sons leaped to arms.  But that conflict
is ended; and now, turning our backs upon the past, save s
imperishable glories, fully realizing that old things have pussed
away, save the memory of knightly deeds angd deathless fame,
renewing loyal allegiance to the flag of the iudissoluble Union
of indestructible States, we carncestly address ourscelves (o the
new conditions that confront us all and (he new problems that
press for solution; yet we must be allowed to rejoice in the
conviction that those sorry historians who impugn the mo-
tives of gentlemen and traduce the decds of soldiers will sink
into forgetlulness, and that posterity will vindicate us as the
only defenders of the Constitution of 1776, to cstabhsh which
all our fathets fough(, and to maintain which in Hs inlegray
ours tavght us to Aght, and we did.”

(W. T. M. Dickson, of Milford, Tex., quotes the forcgoing
iromn “Pioncer Presbyterianism in Tennessce.”
was a member of the Confederale Congress.]

The speaker

CALLANT COL. WILLIAM F. TAYIOR.
BY CAPT. W. A. POLK, CORSICANA, TEX,

Those of us who were in the service from 1861 to 1865 wi-
nessed many daring deeds of our comrades, many of winch
bordered on recklessness. One that made a lasling impressing
through the forty-one years that have passed occurced neur
Frankhin, Tenn.. on Hood's retreat from Nashville, in Decemn-
her, 1%84. Col. W. F. Taylor, of the 7th Tennessee Cavalry.
[Forrest’s Corps, was the man referred to, and his condua
on the occasion which T am about to describe was in keeping
with his usual course on the battleheld.

During the investment of Nashville Rucker’s Brigade, of
which the 7th Tennessce was a parl, was statioved on the
Charlotte Pike, ncar the Cumberland River, when the re-
treat hegan. It was among the last to abandon its position,
and we became very badly mixed up with the Federals. In
fact, we would have been happicr i( they had been kept at a
more respectfol distance.  AS a conscquence of coming in
frequent contact with the enemy during the night, we were
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very badly scattercd next morning when we ammived in the
vicinity of Franklin, at which time we had sixty-four of the
7th Tennessee Cavalry together under the command of Colo-
nel Taylor.

There were several brigades up to that time guarding the
rear, and by request of our colonel they moved on to Frank-
Jin, and Taylor was given charge with his sixty-four men.
We were then formed accoss the pike about one mile north
of Franklin to await the arrival of the enemy, and we had
not long to wait until three regiments of Wilder's Brigade
of Indianians came in sight. As we were so inferar in point
of numbers, they did not deem it necessary to form a line of
battle; but came at us with drawn sabers by fours and sec-
tions of cight, one column keeping the pike and one regiment
on cither side, about fifty yards apart. Our artillery between
us and Franklin was firing very rapidly at the advancing foe,
and from the number of shells that cxploded immediately over
vs we concluded that our gunners were cutting their fuses
very short. We fought them until they were within about
forty yards of us, with our gallant colone] riding up and doun
the line imploring his men to stand and whip them. Our line
then broke, as nearly alt the men had fired their last cartridge.
About twenty-five Jonse horses, whose riders had been shot as
they advanced on our line, continued the charge after their
owners had been unhorsed, and they remained with us in the
stampede to Franklin. As we filed into the pike we passed
Colonel Taylor, who was fAghting, still looking aftes the rear,
though al) alome, and it was thought that he killed three of
the enemy before they were repulsed near the river by infantry
and artillery.

UNION SOLDILER'S OPINION OF CAPTAIN GURLEY.
AY H. L. wWoop (CO. G, 18yTH 0. V. 1.). ROCHESTER, MICH,

I have read i the VeTeran for February, 1907, what T be-
lieve to be quite an accurate account of the capture of Col
Rob Ingersoll. ] became well acquainted during the fatter part
nf the war wilt the father and brother of Capt. Frank Gus-
ley, and only last September had the pleasure and the honor
nf being the guest of the gallant Captain at his pleasant home
on his large plantation, near Gurley’s, Ala. Captain Gurley
is just the kind of man [ expected to find—bdrave, broad-
gauged, libaral, honored and beloved by his fellow-citizens.

Captain Gurley and 1 were brought up in alagether differ-
ent environments. }e believed slavery was a divine mstitu-
tion and that the war between the States was inevitable, and
he fought valiantly and 1o the last in defense of the South and
his honcst canvictions, My father was not only a Republican
liat an abolitiomst, and T was tavght that slavery was a crime
and must be abolished. At the age of fifty-six years my
father responded 10 the Arst call to arms, and at the age of
uxteen ) respauded to the last call, and it took brave boys
to enlist then, as we had long bLefore given up the idea of a
“before breakfast™ job in ending the war. Tt was while sta-
tioned 31 Gurley's Tanks, near the good town of Gurley, that
I became wel! acquainted with the f[ather and brother of Cap-
tain Gurley; and I well remember the father as an honest,
dean-cut old gantleman and a2 man who would carefvlly train
his family 1o Lecome only good citizens. T found Capuain
Gurley the son of his fatlier,

The killing of Gen. R. L. McCook caused Captain Gurley's
imprisonment and death sentence. His release through the
arders of Mr. Lincoln, s clection to the office of sheriff

of Madison County, Ala., at the closc of the war, his rearrest
by the carpetbag government and confinement of five months
in the Huntsvitle jail, and all without the scintilla of a charge
against him, simply ‘to get him out of the way, showed his
loyalty, his forgivencss; and the utter lack of enmity after all
these wrongs is what would make any clean Northeru man
love and admire him. If any spech will spend a few days with
this brave citizen of the South, he will never more doubt the
truthfulness of this story. Having served six years in the
Legislature of my own State, it has been my good fortune to
meet many prominent men from all over the country, among
them your gallant Joe Wheeler; but I have never met a man
whose personality struck me more foreibly than that of Capt.
Frank B. Gurley. I admired him as a soldier and I sym-
pathized with him for his sufferings. The imprisonment, the
death sentence had no terrors to his indomitable spirit. But
the cruel charges of “cowardice” and “assassin” which he had
to face were enough to break the spirit of any brave man. He
would rather die than suffer dishouwor. While the killing of
General McCook was unfortunate, st was only the fate of war,
and was mare of an accident than otherwise. It was done in
a {fair running fight. General McCook was not in an ambu-
lance, as has been claimed. As long as 1 live I sha)l stand
ready to defend the honor and good name of Capt. Frank B.
Gurley.

Now just a word in praise of the Confederate monuments
T saw during my visit in the South. 1 certainly showld have
liad tess respect for the Southern people had they failed 10
lionor the nmemory af those brave boys who fell in defense of
a causc they belicved to be right, and out of respect to their
wemory J always lifted my hat upon secing one of these beau-
tiful monuments,

There 35 a Yrench proverb which says: A coward never
forgives. Tt is not his nature.” We of the North, you of the
South all did our best. To-day we are brothers. Qur inter-
csts are one, and, like a brave peaple, while we do not forget,
let us forgive, " The South has her great blight, and from my
observations | have come to the concluston that the South
must be lel alone in handling the race question; and should it
ever come to a race war, ninety per cent of the North will
be with our white brathers of the South.

GENERAL SHERMAN AND MAJOR BOYD.

In a letter to {he Nashvilte Christian Advocate John W,
Pavlett wriles:

“William Tccumseh Sherman was not loved in the Souds,
but there was a time when he had good standing in Louisiana.
When the \War between the States was about to open, W. T.
Sherman was in charge of the Louisiana State University, at
Baton Rouge, and among those connected with Lim in the
management of the school was David Fleming Boyd, a native
of Wytheville. Va. These men, who had been good friends,
were ceparated by the war, hot the kindly feehing for cach
other was never entirely desfroved. Bowd ioined the Conled-
rrates aud sose 10 the rank of major; while Sherman. as we
all know, rose much higher an the Fedceral side. During the
war Boyd, with his command, was captured By Sherman,
who (reated him royally, or iried 1o do sa; but Boyd dechined
to be lreated cxccpt as a prisoner. ' want to stay with niy
nten who were captured with wme,' was his reply to the ¢n-
treaties by Bis captor, ‘Don't e a fool, Dave,” said the
General; ‘and i you C\‘il]_nol accept ilic best room ai head-
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CONFEDERATE VETERAN.

HUMORS OF WAR TIMES.

A. C. McLeary, Humboldt, Tenn.: A friend sent me
two numbers of the VETERAN, December and January,
and [ read both of them through the first night, and
was reminded of many funny things said and done
during the war. I was a private in Company G, 12th
Tennessee Cavalry, under Forrest. The greater part
of our company were boys from sixteen to twenty,
and we were a jolly set. German Tucker took a Con-
federate cracker to show to some ladies living near
camp, and they wanted to know how we ever got themn
to pieces. He told them that we put one corner of
the cracker in our mouth, placed the chin on a stump
and got some one to hit us on top of the head with a
waul. Bill Combs, when discussing the crackers as
an article of food, said, “I can get full of the ‘dad
gum’ things, but can’t get enough.”

Late one night we were cooking rations for onc of
our Middle Tennessee raids. Two of the boys, one in
the 14th Tennessee Regiment on another hili, and one
of my company, were “jawing’ at each other, when
the 14th man yelled out, “ You go'to h—.” Our man
answered, “ There's no way of getting there now, the
vankees have burnt the bridges.” Fourteenth an-
swered, * Thev did a good thing for you, then.”

While on that raid we marched and fought for days
and nights in succession. [ate one dark night wu
were on the march, it was raining, and we were all
wet. cold, tired, sleepy and hungry.  We were bunched
up in a creek bottom waiting for those in front to
ém cross the strenm.  Not a word was being spoken. Old
. sore hacked horses were trying lo rub their riders off
against some other horse. We knew we would have
fighting to do as soon as day broke, and we had the
blues. All at once Joe Leggett said: “Boys, I have
hecome reckless; I've got so I don’t care for nothing.
I had just as soon be at home now as to be here.”
The eflect was magic. While the skill and bravery of
our Generals and the fighting qualities of our soliliers
could not have been excelled, if it had not been for
those jolly spirits to animate others the war would
have come Lo a close much sooner.

l.et us have something more from Capt. Hord. 1
laughed more while reaging his Mike Kelly article
than any thing I have seen concerning the war. It
reminded me of my experience when Hood’s army
left Nashville. Not in Mike's charging qualities, but
in trying to mount a frightened horse when the
yankees and their hullets were coming fast. I wasa
good rider, and when at myself could mount a horse
as quick as an Indian. But [ had sprained my left
ankle so severely I could not stand on it w put the
other foot in the stirrup. Six or eight of us were on

uand—1I was a volunteer. We were at an old brick
1usze on the bank of the Cumberland river five or
six miles below Nashville. Qur horses were over the
hill out of the range of the gunboats three or four
hundred yards from us. The first thing we knew our
bovs were running the yankeecs, our boys in front,
down the Charlotte pike below us. As they passed
they sent R. B. Bledsoe, one of our company, to tell
Alts 1o get away if we could. The rest of the guards
eft me at once. Bledsoe saw me, run his horse some
“two hundred yards to where I was, jumped from the
saddle, threw me the reins, and was gone like a flash,
hoping 10 get to my horse and then make his escape.

ISC

Well, I must close, as I have already called for more
space than I expect to get. However, Mr. Editor, I
must tell of the uneasy ride this same old ankle caused
me to take. When we got back to the Tennessee
River our time came to cross the pontoon bridge about
midnight, and it was very dark. Gen. Cheatham was
there to see that every thing started on the bridge in
proper order. Orders were to dismount and lead
across, but there was no walking for me, so I kept my
seat and wason the bridge when Gen. Cheatham railed
out, “ Why in the — don’t you dismount?” *“I have
a sprained ankle, General, and can’t walk.,” “All
right, if you are a mind to risk it I will.” Whena
boy I rode bucking mules, jumping horses, young
steers, and a railroad train with wheels jumping the
ties, but all this was pleasure compared with that
pontoon ride. The river was bank full, the bridge in
a swing, jumping up and down. My eyes being up
above the rest, the lights on the bank in front blinded
me like a bat. It seemed to he the widest river in the
world.

LETTER WRITTEN IN WAR TIMES,

The following letter was recently sent to the writer
with request for its return.  The company referred to
was B, 415t Tennessee Regiment:

In the Ditches near Atlanta, July 30, 1864, 8 o'clock
a. M.—My Dear Friend C. H.: As I commence this
every thing is comparatively calm, though there was
“heavy” skirmishing all night, so reported, and it has
heen intense this morning on the left.  Our brigade i
a “support” for the cavalry on the right.

Day before yesterday, I understand, thero was a
“lively " engagement on the left. We did not hear
any thing except the artillery. I suppose that our
losg was quite heavy, but do not credit near all that ]
hear in regard toit. We hearthat the yankees burned
the supply train ol our corps.

The papers were thankfully reecived that you gave
me. There has not been a late paper here in about
two weeks. We get no news.

I arrived safely to my command with the onions.
The boys were eager for them, and say 1 must get an-
other furlough. In the cngagements during my ab-
sence some of our truest solfiers, and my near and
dear fricnds, gave their lives for their country. One
of my company, a good soldier and steady young man,
was shot through the head. The yankees never seri-
ously wounded one of my company, but have shot
three through the head, killing cach instantly. Of
all that were killed in my regiment I fear that neither
one was prepired to die.  How strange that men will
go hlindly into elernity, when a light is offered that
will show them the way! My dear friend, [ desire
that vou so live as that all may be well with you un-
der all circumstances.

The onions referred Lo, a two bushel sack full, were
Lought in Macon for 860, and the purchaser declined
€300, but had the pleasure of their distribution to com-
radex in his regiment.

Lt. Gien. S, D. Lee, Agricultural College, Miss.: I cou-
sider vour last two issues as splendid, and had made
up my mind to write you especially commending the
February number, The material is just what it ought
to be, and [ wish you eminent success in your work.
I wish you had started such a monthly ten years ago.
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