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PRETFACE.

Believing that the ConrepErate WAR was a grand
panorama of heroic endurance and devoted courage, I
bring this picture as an offering and lay it wupon the
altar of Southern glory and renown. I have written
of Smprsy and his Division because I served with them,
and because I desire, if possible, to hang another gar-
land upon the brow of one who gathered his laurels
from the close and serried ranks of his enemies.

To the memory of my dead comrades of SHELBY'S
Missourr Cavarry DivistoN—to the young and the brave
who fell fighting manfully for the proud, imperial South
—this monument is erected by the unskilled hands of

the ATUTHOR.




Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year of our Lord 1867, by

ROBERT J. LAWRENCE,

In the Clerk’s Office of the District Court of the United States for the Southern Dis-
triet of QOhio. .
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SHELBY AND HIS MEN:

OR;

THE WAR IN THE WEST.

CHAPTER I.

Tue art of book-making is not a discovery of to-day; its re-
quirements and unyielding laws are not the necessities of yester-
day. The information I propose to give may be useful, perhaps,
in a limited manner, to some future historian—it will be interesting
to my old comrades who desire to march again over their trampled
battle-fields, and scatter a few flowers upon the lowly graves of the
tried and the true.

With the cold analysis and exhaustive research of standard his-
tory I have nothing to do, nor is it the intention of the author to
confine his book to bare statements of facts and naked arrays of
figures. He desires to decorate it with incidents—some of them
romantic and wonderful, perhaps, yet strictly true—enliven the
tediousness of its narrative with anecdotes, and sow broadcast over
its pages the peculiarities of “ Shelby and His Men.”

There will be abruptness in its details, digressions that may be
buccaneerish, weakness in its deseriptions, lack of color in its
word-painting, and finish in its rhetoric—yet authorship has no
beaten path—and to pass the Spligen successfully, one should be
a Macdonald.

I profess simply to have given the Southern side in all accounts
of battles, sieges, marches, raids and campaigns—with a view
always, though, to truth, justice, and the requirements of reason..

(ix)



10 SHELBY AND HIS MEN; OR,

Those who desire to examine an essay upon the ethics of war or a
compilation of statistical facts, must seek elsewhere, and read the
pages of some other book.

Intending to deal largely with General Shelby and his command,
as separate and distinct actors in a drama which was performed upon
half a continent, I shall, in order to preserve perfect unity, and to
follow his career from beginning to end, speak of every battle in
which he was engaged, comment on results, and criticize the genius
and combinations of the chief commander. Other reflections than
these must be left for abler historians and for more voluminous
works. I only desire to place upon record many bright and glow-
ing facts unknown to all save the actors, and to add another leaf to
the great chapter of events which will, in the future years, immor-
talize the unfortunate Confederates who staked all, and lost all, in
a superhuman struggle against fate and superior numbers. The
book endeavors to be history in chronicling the events of the war in
which General Shelby took part, and biography in all which relates
to the individual acts and exploits of the characters introduced.

It may be well, perhaps, before introducing General Shelby to
my readers, that a statement should be made of the intention to
deal with him entirely as an officer and a public man, whose mili-
tary reputation and career belong to the age, and by that age will
be judged, either favorably or unfavorably. Claiming Missouri as
the land of his cheice and adoption, seeking all opportunities to
deliver a blow in her behalf, and ever looking fondly and faithfully
to the day when she would stand foremost and greatest among the
States of the Southern Confederacy, he was always inspired with
a kind of fervor in battle—a confidence and enthusiasm almost irre-
sistible. It is not the author’s intention to give even a synopsis of
General Shelby’s earlier life, nor the names of his ancestors, nor
the various but commonplace vicissitudes through which he passed,
doubtless, from youth to manhood. He will be spoken of simply as
a living, daring, ambitious, successful soldier; whose genius and
energy, valor and unconquerable determination, carried him up rap-
uly from the Captaincy of a Company, to be General of a Divis-
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ion. There is about the man, too, a subtile essence of chivalry—a
dash of the daring and romantic, which will have him pictured only
as leading his troops rapidly amid the wreck and the roar of bat-
tle ; his black plume guiding the men, and his own splendid exam-
ple nerving them to deeds of immortal endeavor. Like some na-
tures which can be only stirred by strong old wine, he needs the
red glare of conflict and the shouts and cheers of victory to make
his picture stand out upon the canvas life-like and regal in its war-
rior-manhood.

Major General Joseph Orville Shelby was born in Lexington,
Kentucky, in 1831, and after receiving a good education, and some
practical experience as a merchant, finally removed to Lafayette
county, Missouri, and commenced the manufacture of bale rope in’
Waverly. Difficulties in Kansas occmring very soon after his set-
tlement in Missouri, he eagerly espoused the Southern side of the
question; left a lucrative business; went back to Kentucky;
raised a fine company for service in the Territory, and took the
field with Clark, Atchison, and Reid, rendering signal service to the
pro-slavery settlers. Quiet having been restored, and abolitionism
threatening and driving back the Southern tide of emigration,
General Shelby again returned to his manufactory.

The Confederate Struggle for Independence, which came so sud-
denly upon a nation of farmers and tradespeople, transforming them
into vast armies and columns of attack, found Joseph O. Shelby
hard at work in his rope factory in Waverly, Missouri, a little town
in Lafayette county, remarkable for being a terror to all Boston-
Aid-Society emigrants going by river to Kansas, and for being in-
habited by bitter and uncompromising Southerners.

Before commencing the narrative of military events in which the
name of General Shelby is so intimately woven, it were well, per-
haps, to preface them by some introductory remarks upon the po-
litical condition of Missouri, and to inquire briefly how closely
the State might have been joined to the fortunes of the Confeder-
acy, and how rapidly a large majority of her people might have
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been stirred into a great mass of revolution, terrible and over-
whelming because of wonderful strength and resources.

The elections late in the year of 1860 revealed the fact that
there were about 25,000 Black Republicans in Missouri, of whom
a majority were in and around St. Louis. As early as May 10,
1860, the first meeting which ever assembled in a Slave State to
consider the question of taking public position with the anti-slavery
element of the North, met in St. Louis, and sent delegates to the
Chicago Convention. This meeting was followed by others more
or less enthusiastic, while clubs of Union Leagues and mysterious
Wide Awakes paraded the streets and marched in procession to the
places of political gatherings. The germ of Abolitionism had been
deposited in St. Louis when Frank Blair shouted his battle cry of
Emancipation. It was caught up, expanded, and illustrated, until
it became delightful to the Germans, and extremely agreeable to -
many of their Anglo-Saxon friends and neighbors. At first, some
objection was manifested against those gatherings which had for
their ambition a complete and radical overthrow of the institutions
of the State, and the Republicans were sometimes assailed with bit-
ter abuse, shouts of derision, showers of stones, and now and then
a pistol bullet. These manifestations of disapproval failed, neces-
sarily, because they were only indulged in by the rabble, and were
discountenanced and condemned by those men of all others having
the most at stake, and who should have risen in their might and
swept from St. Louis and the State every vestige of opposition to
an institution created by God, and destroyed afterward only that it
might be purified and given back in some other shape, with the
understanding of mankind clearer as to its nature and to the great
part it must yet perform in the political economy of the continent.
The means to eradicate the evil were at hand, but the nerve was
wanting. The same effeminacy which looked unmoved upon the
strides taken by Abolitionism in Kansas, and blurted out harmless
and unfulfilled threats, quietly folded its gouty hands-in St. Louis
until it was bound hand and foot and delivered over, body and soul,
by the very men it had warmed into life and fed into plethora.
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When war first reared its ungainly head, the people of Missouri,
after a little schooling, would not have been opposed to Secession,
and were not unpatriotic nor unwilling, after awhile, to cast their
fortunes with the Southern Confederacy; but they were steeped in
a content so lazy that the mustering of Home Guards about the
Arsenal and the tramp of battalions, defiling through the principal
streets preparing for Camp Jackson, attracted scarcely any attention,
and the only internal question hotly disputed among them involved
the demand whether there was or was not a desire for any change
whatsoever.

It was believed, alas! by the Southern leaders, that in the hour
of danger the habits, and traditions, and prejudices, and withes of
system which bound the slaveholders of Missouri, would drop from
about them like burned flax, and that the children of Virginia and
Kentucky, Tennessee and the Carolinas—aristocrats to the core—
would stand out in an hour fit to sit on Committees of Public Safety
and shed blood like water rather than yield aninch. The principle
laid down was entirely correct, but the time given was entirely too
short. Those in Missouri sympathizing with the war for independ-
ence were gyved and bound by prosperity, and habit, and the
ignorance of the masses. The politics which hampered them was a
faculty incapable of being suspended, and a creed which they were
unwilling to abjure or forsake. It was impossible, they thought, to
take issue with the sovereignty of State authorities: a week after
Lyon landed he would have shot their Governor and dispersed their
Legislature had the desire appealed to his reason. But the
lethargy, in justice, must be attributed to plethora, not starvation—
to the total absence of that feeling of fear which Continental peo-
ples, who are divided from enemies by a river, and whose fathers
remember to have seen horses stabled in their cathedrals, never
lose; from a flabbiness of mind which long rest produces in nations
as well as men. All that was needed was an organization, States’
Rights in its best sense, an organization by which the genuine
strength of the State could, in the hour of need, have been brought
easily into play. It was never made. The bayonets, defied and
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abused beyond the Mississippi river, were powerful engines when
brought in direct contact with the masses, and the truth became to be
recognized slowly that it does not take years but months to make a
man a soldier. The opposition, by reason of their skillful leaders,
thorough knowledge of the crisis, and unscrupulous and desperate
efforts, won the advance, the prestige of sudden attack, the moral
force of a first victory, and all the terror inspired by rapid and
bloody measures. The Lincoln Government to be respected must
be feared, and with a sword stained by the blood of youth and inno-
cence, Lyon smote deadly blows—rapid as the crowding events,
and heartless and pitiless as civil strife always demands.

The failure of Missouri to furnish a hundred thousand men to
the armies of the South, is due, in a great measure, to the weak-
ness and indecision of her political leaders, who temporized and
plotted—incurring all the odium of conspiracy—(if there be any
odium attached to men struggling for the right)}—without the cor-
responding merit of success and victory.

The Legislature met on the 2d of January, 1861, and the House
of Representatives elected Secessionists to its offices, and shortly
afterward the Licutenant Governor, Thomas C. Reynolds, invited all
of the Senators who were in favor of standing up manfully for the
South, to his private rooms for consultation.

The inaugural of Governor Jackson was just such a message as
suited the people at that time—eminently politic, and sufficiently
Southern to satisfy the originals, and stimulate the timid and the
procrastinating.  Although the fatal dogma of neutrality was
enunciated in the words that ¢ Missouri and Kentucky should
stand by the South, and preserve her equilibrium,” no one, how-
ever ultra his views, but hbelieved that when the time came, Gover-
nor Jackson would tear off this mask, and boldly raise the standard
of revolt. His efforts to remain neutral deceived no one, not even
himgelf, and from first to last, the fact was self-evident that he
must either drive or be driven.

Politically, Governor Jackson was not a bold man. He belonged
to a dominant party in Missouri—a party which was perfect in its
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routine and machinery, and sought and gained popularity more
from the precedents and traditions of the past, than from any bold
or original plans for the present or the future. The crisis was new
and terrifying. Revolution had a ghastly look for leaders accus-
tomed to caucuses and ballots ; daring measures savored of bullets
and gunpowder ; while quick decided action seemed the very acme
of temerity and despair. He had still a lingering hope that colli-
sions might be avoided, and some fears in relation to personal con-
sequences to himself. The bold and consistent measures his judg-
ment and the unanswerable arguments of his friends forced upon
him one day, were destroyed by his doubts and fears upon the next;
and while still hesitating and brooding over the great responsibility
resting upon him, the capture of Camp Jackson came like a thun-
derbolt, because, in the ignorance of his military advisers, the sky
was asserted to be clear, and the horizon without the shadow of a
storm-cloud.

Of the 200,000 voters in Missouri, over 170,000 voted against
Lincoln, and of the 17,000 voting for him, nearly all lived in St.
Louis, Franklin, and Gasconade counties. But the time soon came
when to disagree with the Administration was treason, and when
men were to be persecuted and murdered for the crime of opinion,

A determined leader, having his own course marked out, clearly
and definitely, yet seeking, as a politician, some encouragement
and signs of assistance from the people, had only to cast his eyes
over Missouri, after the fall of Fort Sumpter, and learn that a large
majority were waiting eagerly for vigorous action. In the prin-
cipal inland towns, Union meetings were broken up; the “Stars
and Stripes ” had been persistently torn down and trampled upon ;
Secession banners were given to the winds in St. Louis, Lexington,
Rolla, Kansas City, and Springfield; great gatherings were had in
Platte, Lafayette, Ray, Jasper, Boone, Saline, and some thirty or
forty other counties, indorsing the capture of Fort Sumpter, and
expressing, by stirring resolutions, the most unqualified devotion to
the Southern cause. The Bell and Everett party sympathized with
the Secessionists, and only awaited some clinching act of diplomacy,
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some daring effort or battle, to throw itself into. their arms. The
Democratic party, containing the bulk of the Secessionists per se, was
ready and ripe for revolt, and looked to the Governor and the Leg-
islature as the proper authorities to carry the State out of the Union.

In times of great revolution, when men’s minds are continually
stirred by rapid and astounding events, there is but little choice
left in the selection of means to control the storm, and but scanty
periods afforded for the discussion of political problems bearing
upon the questions at issue. Cortez burned his ships, that none
might look back oceanward, when faint with the blows and the toils
of the strife, and those who guide the elements of civil warin a
struggle for life and honor, should seek, possibly, to cover their
followers with such 2 mantle of blood, that peace would bring no
respite, and defeat nothing but destruction.

The field offered in St. Louis was ripe for the sickle, yet the
harvest might have been bloody, for it was a harvest of death. On
conflicting sides were the reapers arrayed—men representing prin-
ciples that have been antagonistic for a hundred years, though the
numbers were unequal and the resources disproportionate. The
“Slave power,” as it was fashionably called, had the power, the
advantage of majorities, the offices, the machinery of the State
government, the will—but not the intellect and the man.

Twenty thousand Black Republicans in and around St. Louis,
composed largely of the German element, overawed, controlled,
and finally possessed the State. From insignificant meetings,
silently and fearfully held, they grew and strengthened, under the
wisdom of Frank Blair, and the cold, grim genius of Lyon, until
they broke down the spirit and the loyalty of one hundred thousand
voting Southerners, and drove Price and his army across the Missis-
sippi River. Success justifies all means, and victory will gild the
bloodiest measures until they blossom as the rose. Defeat finds no
consolation in the whisperings of mercy, and the rigors of subju-
gation are not mitigated by the remembrances of measures aban-
doned because they might have been tainted by the smell of powder
and of death.
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It would be as disagrecable as unprofitable, and altogether unneces-
gary for the purposes of this book, to trace, step by step, the crea-
tion, expansion, and final triumph of the Black Republicans in Mis-
souri. It is intended only in what follows to place the State right
before her sisters of the South, and endeavor to explain why so lit-
tle was given from a source where so much was expected.

The intense excitement created everywhere by the capture of Fort
Sumpter was felt as much, probably, in Missouri as in any other
State, North or South. War was deemed inevitable, then, by all
classes, and preparations were instantly begun for the strife. Tak-
ing the initiatory in St. Louis, under the admirable leadership of
Frank Blair, the Black Republicans worked hard for success, and
even as early as February the Union Guards were formed, a Union
Safety Committee established, large amounts of money raised and
expended in the purchase of arms, ammunition, and accouterments,
while ten regiments of volunteers were being rapidly envolled to
meet the crisis.

The Secessionists were active, also, and thousands of minute men
had arms and resolution enough for any work. The St. Louis Ar-
senal was a prize so valuable that it became at once the object of the -
greatest concern to both parties, and measures were inaugurated
simultancously for its capture and defense. This arsenal contained,
in January, probably 60,000 stands of Springfield and Enfield mus-
kets, 1,500,000 rounds of cartridges, several siege guns and field
pieces, together with considerable machinery, and munitions of war
in great abundance. The main magazine contained 90,000 pounds
of gunpowder. The advantages resulting from a distribution of all
these war materials among the Southern people of Missouri would
have been almost incalculable, and the warmest supporters of Gov-
ernor Jackson must seek in vain for excuses or reasons possibly jus-
tifying the failure of its capture.

At this time the only force protecting the arsenal consisted of
some staff officers, three or four soldiers detailed from Jefferson
Barracks, and the mechanics required for ordinary duty. No prep-
arations had been made, or probably thought of, looking to defense,

)
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and fifty good men might have captured and secured the precious
prize. It was urged upon the authorities time and again. The very
boldness and daring of the act would necessarily have carried with
it sufficient weight to overawe many, encourage many, and stimulate
to enthusiasm half the population of the State; beside, revolution,
with giant strength, was striding over the whole country, events suc-
ceeded each other with the rapidity of lightning, and men’s minds
needed violent excitement to keep them strung for great emergen-
cies. Better than all, though, the arms were needed for the protee-
tion of Missouri, for the assistance of the South, and to save the
homes and firesides of the Secessionists from foreign and mercenary
soldiers.

The blight of procrastination and timidity, however, was upon the
State, and palsied the arms and counteracted the resolutions of those
who were eager and anxious for desperate measures. Brigadier
General D. M. Frost, commanding the militia of the First Military
District, in a letter to Governor Jackson, dated January 24, 1861,
informed him that an interview with Major Bell (then in command
of the arsenal) had just been held, and that Major Bell, who was a
Southern man in feeling, advised no haste in the matter, pledging
his word that nothing should be removed from the arsenal without
first notifying General Frost. Frost also advised the Governor, in
his letter, that all his (the Governor’s) influence should be used to
keep the attention of the United States Government away from the
arsenal. Nothing bold was recommended, evidently, by this officer,
but there were others who urged its capture in strong appeals, and
were almost tempted to risk everything themselves in an effort for
the purpose. :

“ A blunder in politics is worse than a crime,” and to be ignorant
of the wants and requirements of a people in periods of universal
danger, can neither be justified by inexperience, nor be forgiven be-
cause of an unwillingness to fight and to shed blood. Governor
Jackson believed that the capture of the arsenal would precipitate
Secession, and he wanted no such thing as immediate Secession.
He urged that the minds of the people were not prepared for such
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rapid action. The geographical position of the State, surrounded
on three sides by a cordon of free territory, was given, too, as a rea-
son against it, and why she should make no hostile movements op-
posing the United States. Jackson had some idea of making an
arrangement with the Governors of Iowa, Kansas, and Illinois,
looking to the preservation of neutrality. Ie dreaded the blood-
shed and destruction which would follow war, yet shrank instinetively
from any participation in the contest proposed to be waged by the
North upon the South, and when a contingent from Missouri was
demanded by the Secretary of War, to aid in the coercion of the
seceded States, it was indignantly refused by Governor Jackson,
although the uncompromising tone of the refusal was rather due to
the counselors surrounding him than to Jackson himself. He
shrank, therefore, from the responsibility of taking any violent
steps, and preferred the ruinous poliey of acting on the defensive,
until, step by step, he was driven from his capital, his State, and his
people.

Major Bell resigned. A Lieutenant Thompsen, from Newport
Barracks, with a small body of regulars, removed the Government
funds from the Custom House and Sub-Treasury, January 6th, and
then the people were quietly waiting for the Confederates to put
forth some strength that they might join them. After the resigna-
tion of Bell, and the assignment in his place of Major Hagner, in
conjunction with Captain Sweeny, the Secessionists urged Governor
Jackson to take the place at once, while those in the country were
clamorous for action. The Governor withheld his sanction upon the
ground that the time had not yet arrived, and that it would be mad-
ness for Missouri to begin the war, although in almost all the other
Slave States every vestige of property belonging to the United
States Government had been seized and appropriated for the use of
the Confederacy.

Blair and his friends were active, vigilant, and determined,
Their armed followers were numerous, not deficient in courage, im-
bued with a species of sublime fanaticism, and devoted and detm
mined to persevere in the war for the Union.
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On the 6th of February, 1861, a splendid company of regulars
from Fort Riley, commanded by Captain Nathaniel Lyon, filed into
the arsenal grounds and they looked vicious and bold. Even then
the place might have been easily taken, and should have been taken
most certainly ; for the removal of Bell, the reinforcements arriving
from Newport and Fort Riley, and the appointment of uncompro-
mising Federal officers to the command, must surely have convinced
the most doubting that not only were the eyes of the Government
upon it, but the hands of the Government also.

Lyon was speedily reinforced, and looked about him, like a fin-
ished soldier, as he was, for means to defend his charge. He forti-
fied, and drilled, and prepared rapidly for coming events, while his
friends on the outside, no less active, organized regiment after reg-
iment, which were as speedily armed and equipped.

At the election held in February, the Union ticket was generally
successful throughout the State, but it was a conditional Union, and
only in St. Louis were the unconditional Unionists triumphant. On
the 4th of February, Commissioners were appointed to the Peace
Conference to be held in Washington City for the purpose of arrang-
ing “terms of settlement,” and the idea still seemed prominent that
something would be done to prevent actual war. So thought the
members of the Convention, for they assembled in Jefferson City
upon the 28th of February, sat three days, and adjourned to meet
again in St. Louis. This Convention had just been elected by the
people, and contained a majority of conditional Union men.

Meanwhile, the proceedings of the Legislature—which was unde-
niably Southern—and the operations of the Secessionists through-
out the State, had all been placed before Liyon and the Black Repub-
licans of St. Louis, and they determined to hold the arsenal at all
hazards, which was now in a complete state of defense.

Fort Sumpter fell at last, and the excitement in St. Louls and
Missouri was tremendous, and again fate furnished the authorities
with the means to capture Lyon and his prize. Surely the vail of
neutrality must have been swept away by the thunder of Beaure-
gard’s guns at Charleston, and the leaders could no longer delude
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themselves with the phantom of procrastination. The city author-
ities were Southern, the State authorities were Southern, there were
officers at the arsenal Southern in feeling, and the first blow in the
war had been struck heavily.

The President called for 75,000 volunteers to suppress rebellion,
and Missouri was required to furnish her proportion, but Jackson
manfully replied that she should not ¢ furnish a single man to sub-
jugate her sister States of the South.”

About the 18th the arsenal at Liberty was seized by the Seces-
sionists, and its contents distributed among volunteer companies
forming for war, and Lyon, fearing a like attack, reinforced his
garrison by volunteers. Harney was withdrawn from St. Louis,
Hagner was sent to Leavenworth, and Lyon reigned supreme in his
barracks. Tive regiments were organized and armed, followed very
soon afterward by five more, and when these ten thousand men were
thoroughly armed and accoutered, Captain Lyon, having no further
use for the surplus arms and ammunition at the arsenal, deliberately,
on the night of the 26th of April, loaded them upon the steamer City
of Alton, and sent them over to Illinois to be used in subjugating
those very Missourians who had stood silently by to see the coveted
prize slipping through thelr weak and nerveless hands.

On the 22d of Apul Governor Jackson issued a proclamation
summoning the Legislature to meet in Jefferson City, on the 2d of
May, in extraordinary session, but it was too late then to save the
arsenal, and the loss of the arsenal lost the State. Ie also ordered
that the militia should go into camp in their respective districts for
the period of six days, as provided by law.

On the 3 of May, still hesitating and undecided, Governor Jack-
son sent in his message to the called session of the Legislature, in
which he advised that the State should be put in a proper attitude
of defense; that the militia law should be revised and rendered
more effective; that a system of drill and discipline should be
adopted ; and that the people should be placed in such a condition
as to be enabled to defend their rights and honor. He declared
Missouri had no war to prosecute; it was not her policy to make
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any aggressions on any State or people, but that Zer people must
be prepared to defend their honor.

In conformity with law, the troops in the first Military Dis-
trict went into camp in St. Louis, at the western end of Olive Street,
in a place called Lindell Grove. True, the United States flag waved
over the thronging volunteers, but it was a delusion and a sham—
and there was but little love for it in the hearts of any beneath its
folds. The young men there had been educated to believe that the
South was right, that slavery was right—and that the success of
any party inimical to these views furnished just cause for actual
war. If their leaders had been wise as Blair and bold as Lyon,
St. Louis would have run with other blood and in larger quan-
tities.

Lyon and his adviser, Blair, had only temporized and made some
faint bows to the law from the first, that time might be gained to
organize and recruit, so when the ten thousand volunteers were
armed and drilled, he marched out boldly from his fortifications,
surprised, surrounded, and captured Frost and his innocent militia,
with as much ease, apparently, as a keen sportsman drives into the
ready net an entire covey of frightened partridges. In a military
sense, General Frost can make some &xcuse for his surprise, by
claiming, as he has a right to do, that the orders of his superiors
left him no other alternative ; but in a political sense, there can be
no sufficient reason given for keeping the camp in such an exposed
condition that it invited attack from largely superior numbers,
made formidable by the very arms lost to the Secessionists through
the incomprehensible tardiness of their leaders.

It would, perhaps, be unjust and unreasonable to judge the
actions of men by the facts acquired after practical tests have been
made, and it would be equally improper to hold them responsible
for errors which could only be known when the injurious conse-
quences were felt ; but ignorance of any law constitutes no author-
ity for its violation, and those who seek, by political diplomacy, to
govern and to lead great parties or States, must suffer, to a certain
extent, for that default of knowledge, which, if possessed and pro-
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perly exercised, secures to their followers the greatest possible
amount of good. General Frost, as a subordinate officer, had his
duty plain before him—he was to obey. Governor Jackson’s duty
was equally as clear—he was to create. Within the folds of that
broad, good mantle which success ever throws around her chosen
ones, many technical forms might have been hid, and many arbitrary
measures laid softly to sleep. If it were deemed best at that time
to temporize and procrastinate, and to refuse battle studiously and
persistently, it should have been the settled policy of the leaders
to have an open field behind them and ample roads to retreat upon,
when the worst came about. The danger, from being constantly
avoided, grew larger rapidly, and from being unmenaced it became
intolerant. General Frost knew nothing of his peril until he
was lost, and Governor Jackson had made no preparations to grap-
ple the disaster which destroyed him.

The news of the surrender of Camp Jackson was received in
Jefferson City about six o’clock, in the evening of the 10th, and
created intense excitement. After the dispatch announcing the
fact was read, the Military Bill immediately passed both Iouses;
a portion of the Osage-Bridge was destroyed; twelve thousand
kegs of powder were sent into the interior, and the State treasure
removed to a more distant and safer place. The appearance in
the streets, too, of one hundred splendidly drilled soldiers, under
Captain, afterward the gallant Colonel Joseph Kelly, served much to
restore confidence, and create feelings of safety and protection.
The bloody and mereciless blows struck in St. Louis, almost broke
down the spirit of Governor Jackson, and aroused in him an indig-
nation the more distressing because of its indecision. )

At this moment General Sterling Price tendered his sword to
Governor Jackson, and was by him appointed Major General and
Commander-in-Chief of the State forces. This appointment destroyed
the Southern love and loyalty of Colonel A. W. Doniphan, and from
that time forward he no longer addressed disunion meetings, nor
advocated conditional secession. Greneral Price had previously
served in the Mexican war, having, like President Davis, resigned
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his seat in Congress for that purpose. His private character was
unimpeachable, and his personal integrity eminent and undisputed.
He had seen some military service, but it was of such a limited
quantity that its remembrances could bring but little pleasure, and
its experiences have nothing of value as bearing upon the gigantic
contest about to be inaugurated. Up to the massacres in St. Louis,
he had been an avowed Union man, and sought sedulously to avert
the impending war. He is reported to have remarked, when learn-
ing the news of Lyon’s swift attack, “ Everything is lost.”

Camp Jackson was too bold a stroke to follow up vigorously, for
the State was furiously aroused, the Governor called for troops,
and from every direction an indignant people were crowding to the
capital for battle. The agents of the Administration temporized,
and promised to explain why the measures taken had been so vio-
lent and bloody. The principal actors in the drama were kept in
the background, and General Harney came between the antagonis-
tic parties as a mediator. The authorities at Jefferson City were
amused and cajoled by pacific demonstrations, really sincere and
well-meant on the part of General Harney, but ruinous to the
hopes and wishes of the Secessionists. The Administration made
use of him to gain time by negotiations, and it succeeded admirably.

General Harney arrived on the 11th, and assumed command on
the 12th. His presence quieted somewhat the excitement in St.
Louis, as his services of over forty years in the regular army, and
his high character for energy and impartiality became to be can-
vassed and appreciated. Harney, in his manifesto, however,
denounced the Military Bill, and called i an indirect Secession ordi-
nance, which tgnored the forms even resorted to by other Slates.
He advised that it should not be obeyed, because it was in conflict
with the laws of the United States, and would, if enforced, take
the State out of the Union.

Generals Price and Harney met in St. Louis, May 21st, and the
interview then held was a long one. It resulted in a declaration
which depended for success upon the support given it by the people
of Missouri, and the faithfulness of adherence to it by the United
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States Government. A full and friendly interchange of views was
indulged in; the arrangements made by General Price were con-
currcd in by Governor Jackson; the State troops at Jefferson City
were disbanded ; and the declaration made by General Harney that
no incarsions by Federal troops would he necessary or advised.
The object of the meeting seemingly was to restore peace and good
order to the people of the State, in subordination to the laws of the
General Government. Jackson declared that the whole power of
the militia should be used to support law and order, and urged, in
conjunction with Harney, that the people should go about their
business as usual, and hoped that the unquiet elements which
threatened so seriously to disturb the public peace, might soon sub-
side, and be remembered only to be deplored. Harney, well man-
ipulated by his Washington masters, published an address to the
Missourians, described the object of the conference, and pledged
that its stipulations should be faithfully and religiously kept by him.
Communications to prominent St. Louisans from prominent poli-
ticians at Washington, assured the people also that the Adminis-
tration would observe neutrality. The people, thoroughly advised
and governed by their leaders, did observe this hollow truce, and
waited until Lyon had consolidated his power and strengthened his
battalions; until the militia were disbanded, and the horror at
Camp Jackson appeased ; until the Legislature had recovered from
its fright, and the Unionists their old audacity.

This Price-Ilarney treaty had a most deleterious effect upon the
revolutionary party in Missowri. It restrained, and therefore
weakened its ardor; relaxed, and therefore enervated its muscles;
parried, and therefore avoided the fatality of its blow. It ereated
a feeling of security which was false, and shred the locks from the
unshorn Sampson, until his limbs were nerveless and his efforts
without force. Nothing exceeded the blight of its influence, except
the delusion of its victims; and the ills which it entailed were only
overmatched by the number of its sacrifices. Conceived as a matter
of policy, it was accepted as a necessity, and enforced as a virtue.
Guiltless as the Trojan leaders, perhaps, the wooden horse yet
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entered Troy, where its speedless limbs and pulseless chest were
soon transformed into armed men, and banners, and a trivmph.

General Harney was relieved from command in St Louis, and
even affer his recall, General Price issued an address, in which he
referred to their past arrangement, and declared that it was sidll the
intention of the Brecutive to adhere to i, in spirit and in letter. ,

Afterward, too, Governor Jackson and General Price met Gen-
eral Lyon in conference at the Planter’s House in St. Louis, when,
after all overtures for peace had been spurned by Lyon, and a dec-
laration made to the effect that unless Missouri was loyal to the
core, she should be made to feel the power of the Grovernment, and
that the hlood of every man, woman, and child should flow like wa-
ter if necessary to bring about this loyalty, Governor Jackson
called immediately for fifty thousand soldiers, the tocsin was soun-
ded everywhere, and Missouri arose slowly, gathered up her arms,
and prepared for the conflict.

Honest, sincere, patriotic and purely Southern were our leaders
in Missowri, but the end neither justified their delay, nor the result
the wisdom and policy of their measures. From lack of nerve and
ability a State was lost, a cause struck fearfully from the com-
mencement, a people overrun—and, isolated, shut up, and crushed
and broken in spirit, Missouri looked tamely on and saw her kin-
dred destroyed and the fair fields of her sisters depopulated by the
red hands of the spoilers. We ask sympathy, and honor, and love,
and glory for those who struck with Price and Bowen, and Parsons
and Green, and Marmaduke and Shelby, and Cockrell and Gates,
and in after times, perhaps, when Missouri is asked for her jewels,
she will point to these as her priceless ones.

In coming years the lessons taught by the failures of the past
will not be thrown away—for history furnishes no Ii ght to correct
the revolutionists of the future except the struggles and achieve-
ments of the past, and there are no beacons to guide the footsteps
aright from the sepulchers of dead republics. No bugles can sound
a recall loud enough to drown the shouts of “woe to the van-
quished,” and the hosts marshaled for subjugation are rarely ever
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appeased or pacified until the: spoils have been garnered and the
degradation completed. Hampered and bound, and controlled as
she was—Missouri did much for her blood and her kindred—yet
there will come periods when her children will grieve and sorrow
greatly that so little was done, when her ability andher desire were
so great to do more.
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CHAPTER II.

Tus echoes of the first guns at Sumpter had scarcely been borne
to the West upon the winds of Northern fury and indignation, when
a new flag was given to the people of Missouri, and a new song
was sung by the mustering squadrons.

One of the foremost to anticipate the conflict, Joseph O. Shelby,
immediately raised a cavalry company in Lafayette county,
mounted, armed, and uniformed it with remarkable rapidity, and
marched away to Independence, Jackson county, which was
threatened by some Federal dragoons from Kansas City.

The State troops, massed at the crossing of the Little Blue
river, a strong defensive point, waited in daily anticipation of an
attack, while Captain Shelby and his company did constant duty in
front. Here Colonel Holloway and young MecClanahan, the first
victims from Jackson county, which was afterward so lavish of
her blood and treasure, laid down their lives thus early upon their
country’s altar, being killed in a skirmish with some of Sturgis’
dragoons. The expected general engagement did not take place ;
the Federals ceased all threatening movements from the Kansas
border, and the troops rendezvoused at Lexington, for organization
and information, under the command of General Rains, who visited
the camp and addressed the soldiers. To this point, also, General
Price, laboring under severe and sudden illness, was advancing by
slow and easy stages.

After the mask was torn off; after the Governor and his Legis-
lature were fugitives; and when foreign troops were pouring by
thousands into the State to find the inhabitants powerless for good
or for evil, General Liyon pressed his advantages characteristically,
He led a column up the Missouri river in person; another column was
sent to the Southwest under General Sigel ; Jefferson City was taken



THE WAR IN THE WEST. 29

without a blow ; and in a few dayshe attacked and dispersed a hasty
assemblage of undisciplined militia who had congregated at Boone-
ville, illy armed, and without knowing almost why they came to
the town.

This affair at Booneville has been unnecessarily magnified, and per-
sistently spoken of as a disaster. After the evacuation of Jefferson
City, Governor Jackson took post at this town, merely to breathe a
little, and concentrate a respectable escort for his retreat southward.
The troops there (some four or five hundred militia) were placed
under the command of the then Colonel John S. Marmaduke, who
had absolute military control. He advised, from the first, that no
battle should be risked, and Governor Jackson positively assured
him that no battle should be made. Orders even had been issued
for the march to Arkansas, when some indiscreet civilians persuaded
the Governor to try the issue with Lyon. Jackson at once, and
without consultation with Marmaduke, declared his intention of
fighting, and required preparations to be made instantly for action.
Marmaduke argued that it would be ruinous, and attended with
only one result—that of complete overthrow. Governor Jackson
insisted, asked Marmaduke to retain command until the issue was
decided, and left the plan and its performance entirely to his subor-
dinate. Somewhere in Pettis county, most probably at Syracuse,
General Parsons had concentrated a regiment of militia and four
pieces of artillery. These Marmaduke desired to have with him at
Booneville, and Governor Jackson ordered General Parsons to march
instantly to the threatened point with his men and his cannon.
From some cause, the order was not obeyed, and so, with his five
hundred illy-armed militia, with but little ammunition, and no artil-
lery, Marmaduke met General Liyon and his two thousand volunteers
and regulars, and two six-gun batteries. As Marmaduke predicted,
s0 it happened. Captain William Brown’s company fought intelli-
gently and well, but nearly the entire mob outside of this company
fled, after three or four discharges from the batteries, leaving Gaov- '
ernor Jackson almost without a body-guard, and Colonel Marmaduke
without o regiment. Two or three were probably killed, and as
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many wounded. The balance escaped without difficulty, and soon
joined the army at Cowskin Prairie.

Having neither organization, arms, ammunition, nor anything
which constitutes soldiers, save inherent courage, the forces at Lex-
ington were ordered by Geeneral Price to march southward, and form
a junction, if possible, with Brigadier General Ben. McCulloch,
known then to be advancing from the interior of Arkansas toward
the Missouri line with a small but well-organized force. Under the
immediate command of State Brigadier General James S. Rains, the
forces turned their backs upon Lexington in the midst of a terriffie
rain-storm, and took the first proud step in the direction which
linked their destinies ever afterward with the Confederacy.

Anticipating this movement, General Lyon marched from St.
Louis upon Springfield, having returned to the former city after the
capture of Booneville, and General Sturgis, with a light, compact .
body of dragoons, came rapidly down from Kansas City, on the
west, to intercept the Southern troops at the crossing of the Osage.
This last movement was unsuccessful, and Governor Jackson, who
had gone southward from Booneville with General Parsons and a
small body of troops, and General Price, from Lexington, formed a
junction, with evident feelings of relief and pleasure. United, and
in high spirits, the army continued its march. Captain Shelby’s
company, better trained and better disciplined than any other at
that time, was constantly in the saddle, doing much severe and un-
ceasing duty. When within a day’s march of Carthage, the county
seat of Jasper county, Captain Shelby in advance, the approaching
forces of General Sigel were discovered, numbering, perhaps, three
thousand of all arms, and who had gradually gained the front by
advancing on a parallel line and to the right of Gteneral Price.

Preparations for battle were immediately made under the direction
of General M. M. Parsons and Colonel R. H. Weightman. The ef-
fective infantry were drawn up on either side of Captain Hiram
Bledsoe’s famous four-gun battery, the cavalry, under General Rains,
maneuvered on the flanks, and in the rear, Governor Jackson, with
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all the unarmed men, baggage wagons, ete., formed a reserve line—
it was the line of spectators. ‘

After the battle opened, a battery belonging to General Parsons’
command went into action on the right of Bledsoe, but was soon
withdrawn, because of a scarcity of ammunition.

Sigel fired first, Bledsoe replied spiritedly, and for half an hour
the artillery duél was hot and bloody. Weightman ordered the in-
fantry to advance rapidly, which was done, and the enemy were en-
gaged at close quarters for a few minutes. General Sigel, hard
pressed, and evidently fearful of joining in decisive battle, retreated,
throughout the entire day, With eminent ability. Captain Shelby
sustained himself well during the contest, and had the honor of
receiving the first fire from Sigel’s outlying dragoons, when en-
countered early in the morning. Night and extreme heat put an
end to the race, the victory being with the Missourians, for the en-
emy had been driven twenty miles, their dead and wounded aban-
doned, and the outlet southward, a most vital question, completely
secured. The forces on both sides were nearly equal, and the losses
the same. The advantages to the Confederates were great, because
they preserved their organization, got acquainted with artillery, felt
confidence in themselves and their leaders, and were within bhail
almost of succor and supplies.

Bledsoe suffered severely. Some of his best men were wounded,
among them the Captain himself, Tom. Young, Charley Young, Licu-
tenant Charley Higgins, and several other brave volunteer Missou-
rians. This was Bledsoe’s first fight since the Mexican War, where
he had seen some service, and he distinguished himself greatly.
The five from Sigel’s guns was accurate, and concentrated princi-
pally upon the battery. One gun, commanded by Bledsoe’s gallant
Licutenant, Curtis 0. Wallace, seemed the especial object of attack,
and he and his brother Charley, as brave as the Lieutenant, at one
time, in conjunction with Lieutenant Frank Trigg, Lee Bradley,
Arthur Brown, and Joe Smith, worked their piece alone. In fact,
the courage displayed by the officers and men of this battery had
much to do with the steadiness of the raw militia, enduring for the
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first time in their lives the galling fire of six pieces of artillery, at
cannister range. Supporting Bledsoe’s guns was hot work for the
infantry, and many were killed and wounded. Among the former
was Eldridge Booten, 2 gallant and devoted soldier.

In the first melee after Sigel’s retreat commenced, Captain Kel-
ly’s company, from St. Louis, particalarly distinguished itself, its
gallant leader pressing it forward in pursuit with ‘great rapidity,
ably assisted by the daring and lamented Rock Champion.

Halting on Cowskin Prairie after a severe and fatiguing march,
the army drilled hard, fasted much, living frequently on so many
ears of corn daily issued to the troops—and by every species of
rigid and extreme discipline prepared itself for the death-grapple
with General Lyon, who had quietly halted at Springfield, gathered
up his strength, united with Sturgis and Sigel, and made everything
ready with the calm, practiced eye of a soldier and a veteran,
While the army labored at Cowskin, Captain Shelby returned
rapidly to Lafayette county, intending to recruit and organize a
regiment, but Lexington was occupied hy a large Federal garrison ;
Home Guards were in force at every cross-road and village tavern;
and there was but little rest to the soldiers, and but small oppor-
tunity for recruiting. Captain Shelby, however, with his one hun-
dred splendidly mounted men, having an experienced surgeon, Dr,
Russell, with him, in case of accidents, kept the entire country in
turmoil and commotion. Between Dover and Lexington, and but
four miles from the former, a tributary to the Missouri river, Tabo
creek, cuts square across the road with banks forty feet in height.
Spanning this deep, treacherous stream was a commodious bridge—
high above the highest waters. On the Dover side, Captain Shelby
had two Jarge rifle-pits constructed, filled them with riflemen, im-
provised two wooden cannon, and embargoed this bridge and the
road. Lexington arose as one man. Lieutenant Colonel White, the
commander, marched out with the entire garrison; two huge mor-
tars were mounted on a steam tug and shelled the fefe du pont from
the river; the infantry came down in solid column to attack in
front; the Home Guards concentrated angrily upon the lefs flank,
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and between the cannonade from the boats and the rattle of the
assaulting lines in front, Captain Shelby quietly fell back twelve
aniles to Waverly. Here he made another wooden cannon, and
proceeded to interrupt the navigation of the Missouri river. His
one hundred men were magnified into two or three thousand. The
shadows of the cottonwoods along the bank had much credit for
hiding vast and wonderful masked batteries. So one fine day the
steamer Sunshine came gayly along, relying upon her bright name
perhaps to make light about these dark places. She was brought
to by twenty men and duly inspected by Captain Shelby. One
hundred army wagons, going to General Canby at Leavenworth, and
fifteen hundred sacks of flour were taken ashore. Nothing else
was disturbed. Shelby ever had high regard for steamboatmen
and steamboat property, and never during his entire career would
he permit an unarmed boat to be destroyed. Some grand Jjurors
were on another boat when arrested by Shelby’s wary riflemen, and
they were greatly exercised. Their consciences were guilty, for
they were returning from 3t. Louis where they had been to vote
away Southern men’s property and take freely from their neighboxs’
goods and chattels whatever might be coveted. Colonel Casper
Gruber of the Federal army, was on board with them, and he was
the best of the lot. Shelby, for Gruber’s sake, released the jurors
after making a declaration which had rather more logic than law in
1. After stirring up “ great drouble mit the Federals” for two
weeks and more, he galloped away again to rejoin the Confederate
army advancing upon Oak Hills. It was a week before they be-
licved him gone, and actually pursued for days an imaginary shape
and an imaginary squadron.

General McCulloch broke camp in the Cherokee Nation late
in July, and marched directly on Springfield, where General Lyon
lay seemingly inactive and awaiting attack. Simultaneously with
the movement of the Arkansas forces, General Price also put his
column in motion upon the same point and by different roads. Co-
operating at Cassville, and being engaged in several insignificant
affairs beyond with Lyon's forces who had marched southward to

3
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find McCulloch, but had returned on meeting him, the two armies
finally bivouacked on Wilson’s creek, twelve miles from Spring-
field and the enemy. Waiting for the issuance of ammunition,
rations, and the preparations for a decisive battle consumed several
days, during which an unusual quietude prevailed, and skirmishing
occurred only atrare intervals. Finally, it was resolved to march
at dark on the night of the 9th of August, surprise Geeneral Lyon,
if possible, and, in any event, to attack him at daylight. The
troops were drawn up, the order of march published, and the
pickets called in preparatory to advancing in line of battle. Be-
fore morning, however, an ominous cloud, with occasional flurries
of rain, delayed the march, as it was deemed best not to expose
the soldiers, on the eve of an important engagement, to the risk of
wet and damaged ammunition, there being but few cartridge-boxes
in the entire army, and so the men lay upon their arms, momenta-
rily expecting the order to advance. The outlying pickets and
videttes were not thrown forward, by some inadvertency, again
during the night, and between daylight and sunrise the next morn-
ing, while many were still asleep, General Liyon’s entire army had
surprised General McCulloch, taken position, and was advancing
directly upon the unprepared and unprotected encampment.
Indeed, so complete were the maneuvers of the enemy, that Gen-
eral Sigel actually gained the rear of the Confederates, took a
strong position and completely commanded the only road available
for retreat and for communication southward.
~ Uracquainted, and therefore undeterred by the imminent danger,
and only knowing it was victory, or defeat and almost annihilation,
the Confederates formed rapidly and without confusion. Missou-
rians, Arkansans, and Lousianians rushed side by side to the front,
and engaged Greneral Lyon’s army at close quarters and with dis-
tinguished bravery. For six hours the battle raged furiously, and
though the slaughter was great, neither army had gained sufficient
advantage to confide in victory. Weightman, at the head of his
brigade, led them up to the charge with a recklessness which cost
him his life, and he fell pierced by three bullets and mortally
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wounded. The carnage on this bloody hill was dreadful. Regi-
ments and brigades, without seemingly having any leaders or organ-
ization, yet marched up to it to be cut down, to be repulsed, yet
straight and determined they returned again and again to its assault.
Shot-guns, rifles, horse-pistols, revolvers, deringers even, were flash-
ing incessantly upon the Federals, so near together had the lines
advanced. Lyon died like the hero he was. The first shot seemed,
however, to stagger him and to effect his mind, for he was seen to
swerve backward from the front after receiving it and hesitate for
some time, a portion of his men meanwhile fighting desperately, but
by far the largest portion falling away from the flanks beyond range.
It was truly the privates’ battle. General McBride’s division of
southeast Missourians, bore the brunt of the fight, and saved the
day undoubtedly. The men of this division, barefooted, hungry,
ragged, wretchedly armed, yet seemed devoid of fear and eager for
the hottest place in the conflict. Entire companies, without one sin-
gle gun of any kind among them, marched boldly to the front, stood
to be shot at until the Federal lines were driven back, that they
might, in this manner, obtain muskets. History furnishes but few
examples of such heroic fortitude ; American history not one before.

Near to Liyon, as he lay dead, was a young St. Louisan, Captain
Cary Gratz—pale and cold and silent now, as that leader whom he
had followed so well. He had joined a Federal regiment at the
beginning of the war, and was a brave and accomplished soldier. In
the terrible, murderous onset which Lyon had just ordered before
being stricken down, Captain Gratz was far to the front, fighting
splendidly and well. The huge hot wave came onward and roared
and tossed its vicious crest, red with great blood-splashes, high upon
the bold, bad hill. Down went Weightman, and Slack, and Hurst,
and Gordon, and two hundred other brave Confederates. The baflled
tide relaxed the tension of its grim embrace at last, and the obb came
speedily. Borne not backward from the wreck, the dead Captain
lay near his leader. In life he had been tender and true; that life
was given to his country, as men ever give who are chivalrous and
devoted.  Sigel’s battery and infantry supports, on the Cassville
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road, were charged by the 8d Louisiana, the cannon taken, and the
infantry routed and almost destroyed. Then the entire Confederate
line pressed furiously upon the enemy. Bledsoe and Woodruff
opened with the cannister taken from Sigel at half range; the shot-
guns and rifles in the hands of the Missourians told fearfully; and
General Lyon, being killed on the field while heading his men for a
final charge, the whole Federal army broke into rapid retreat, and
pressed on throughout the night in the direction of Rolla, abandon-
ing their dead commander and all their killed and wounded. Pur-
suit was not attempted by the victors, on account of the scarcity of
ammunition, and not until two days after were the dead all buried,
the wounded cared for, and Springfield occupied by the entire army
of Price. The action had been unusually bloody, the Federals suf-
fering most, and the extreme heat making many slight wounds una-
voidably fatal. The Confederates also lost many valuable officers,
one of the noblest and the best being Colonel Richard Hanson
Weightman—the hero of Carthage, the idol of his command, the
peerless soldier, the chivalrous gentleman, and the costliest victim
the South had yet offered upon the altar of her sacrifices. Amid the
low growls of the subsiding battle, amid the slain of his heroic brig-
ade, who had followed him three times to the crest of “Bloody Hill,”
and just as the shrill, impatient cheers of his victorious comrades
rang out wildly on the battle-breeze, Weightman’s devoted spirit
passed away from earth, followed by the tears and heartfelt sorrow
of the entire army.

Perhaps no battle ever gained by the Confederates has been so
universally distorted and claimed as a Federal victory. McCulloch’s
forces were never driven from the field, as has been asserted, nor
were tents and baggage-wagons destroyed by the Missourians in their
asceribed flight and panic. The Federals were probably outnumbered
three or four thousand, yet half of Price’s men were without guns,
and many of them went into the battle side by side with their more
fortunate comrades, that weapons might be gathered from the field
after the conflict began. McCulloch was completely surprised, and
his advantage in numbers more than neutralized by the confusion
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and terror such mancuvers almost always inspire. Sigel did not
fight, however, and the 8d Louisiana swept him away from the rear
almost without a struggle, took his battery, and scattered his Ger-
man mercenaries. This naturally encouraged one side and depressed
the other. The Confederates, too, fought desperately, giving up
blood and lives without a murmur, and often with shouts and cries of
joy. Many noble and heroic men lay at night upon the torn and
trampled field. Those were royal vietims, too, and the list contained
such names as Weightman, Colonel Ben. Brown, of Ray, Colonel
Austin, of Carroll, and that noble old Roman, Colonel Allen, of
Saline, who went into the fight calmly, with a presentiment of his
own death vivid in his mind. Arkansas had many heroes to fall this
bloody day also, and Louisiana was lavish of her best and bravest.

With the army under Price were three St. Louisans—Captain
Isaac Fulkerson, and Messrs. Purdeyville and Harris. They were
amateur fighters, and joined for a battle simply; but before either
of them had performed his morning drill, some of Sigel’s men sur-
rounded, unawares, the tent of Major Armistead, of the Arkansas
army, with whom they were messing, and without a word, opened
fire on the sleeping inmates. Major Armistead was Ikilled
instantly, but the others, led by the daring Fulkerson, fired rap-
idly, and retreated as best they could, and finally escaped, Captain
‘Fulkerson receiving an ugly wound in the hand. In after days he
paid them back again, and commanded the Van Dorn, in Jeff
Thompson’s brilliant and desperate gunboat battle above Fort Pil-
low, sinking, with his one boat, under a terrific and concentrated
fire, two of the enemy’s vessels. ‘

This circumstance is mentioned to prove the completeness of the
surprise, and how noiselessly and secretly the Federals gained the
encampments, and commenced bloody work upon the occupants.
After the death of Lyon, retreat was the only salvation for the
remnant of his army, and Major Sturgis, then in command, cer-
tainly deserves much credit for the masterly manner in which it
was conducted. Pursuit was not attempted, because of a scareity
of ammunition alone, for the cavalry was intact, and many infantry
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regiments in perfect order and discipline. General MecCulloch, in
an article published in the Richmond (Va.) Whig, in a reply to an
attack made upon him by J. W. Tucker, of the Missouri State
Journal, said: “Immediately after the battle was over, and, in
truth, before all my forces had returned from the pursuit of the
enemy, orders were issued for the wounded to be brought from the
battle-field, the dead to be buried, and the army to be ready to
march after the enemy that night. We did not march for the want
of ammunition. Several of my officers informed me—when they
heard of the order—that some of their men had fired their last
cartridge at the enemy, as we had only twenty-five rounds to the
man before the battle began, and no more within hundreds of miles.
After a conference with General Price, it was thought best to let
well enough alone.”
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CHAPTER III.

——————

GeNErAL Price moved up to Springfield from Wilson’s ereek,
and commeneced reorganizing his army, recruiting, furloughing, and
drilling. General McCulloch, refusing to co-operate with the Mis-
sourians in a movement northward, assigning as reasons therefor
his orders from Richmond, which insisted on a defensive policy,
withdrew his forces outside the State, and thereby weakened, to a
considerable degree, the military enthusizssm awakened by the
victory of Oak Iills. United counsels and a cordial commingling
of State banners at this eritical period, would certainly have secured
Missouri to the Confederacy, and prevented that fatal division
among the people which, later, lost the State, and forced Price
across the Mississippi river.

Thus far the fighting had all been in favor of the Southerners,
and, in s military aspeet, affairs were hopeful and in a most pros-
perous condition. Licutenant Colonel William S. O’Kane, com-
manding a battalion of Missourians, had attacked, charged, and
captured a large detachment of German Home Guards, at Cole
Camp, near Warsaw, Benton county, and the blow dealt them was
brief, bloody, and terribly in earnest. It had a wonderful effect,
too, upon that portion of the State for a long time afterward—even
when O’Kane and his gallant followers had been transferred to
other fields of usefulness.

This Cole Camp battle had a greater effect upon the prolongation
of the struggle in Missouri, and did more to secure the success of
future operations in the State, than would seem probable from eas
ual attention. Colonel Cook, in constant and direct communication
with General Lyon, commanded thirteen hundred and ninety German
militia, well armed and passably drilled. When the forces under
Governor Jackson retreated southward from Booneville, and the force
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under General Parsons southward from Syracuse, Colonel Cook threw
his men in their front, and vitally threatened their organization and
even existence. At Warsaw, Colonel (’Kane had hastily assembled
about four hundred undisciplined volunteers, unfolded his plans, and
suggested to them the necessity of attacking Colonel Cook in the rear,
and forcing him to abandon the grasp he held upon Jackson’s line of
march. With a resolution worthy of the old, imperial Roman days,
this little band, at daylight on the morning of the 18th of June, pre-
cipitated itself upon Cook’s command, routed it after an hour of des-
perate fighting, killed eighty, wounded one hundred and twenty, and
captured ninety-three prisoners, losing only nine men killed and three
wounded—five of the nine killed being officers. This severe blow
checked andstaggered Lyon’s entire army pressing closely after Gov-
ernor Jackson, and finally caused it to halt until, by cautious and
timid scouting, Greneral Liyon learned, to his chagrin, that the forces
in front of him had been scarcely four hundred rank and fle.
About the time of the battle of Oak Hills, General Hardee was
operating in Southeast Missouri with about thirty-five hundred
men, his depot of supplies being at Pocahontas, a little village situ-
ated at the head of navigation upon Black River. Here all the
available Arkansas troops had been concentrated, amounting to
some five or six thousand men. This force was effective in scarcely
any degree, because of the scarcity of its arms and equip-
ments, and hecause a disease called “black measles” raged among
the ranks of the volunteers in the shape of an epidemic, and
almost decimated them. As long as General Hardee remained
at Pocahontas his supplies were sure, but to do work he must
advance over a wretchedly broken country, destitute almost
entirely of provisions, by Greenville and Fredericktown, upon Iron-
ton, and thus along the Iron Mountain railroad toward St. Louis.
He did advance as far as Greenville and made some demonstrations
upon Ironton, a place of great natural strength, partially fortified,
and garrisoned by several regiments. Hardee’s idea was rather to
advance by Fredericktown toward New Madrid, and effect a junc-
tion with General Pillow, then at the former place with seven or
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eight thousand well armed and accoutered soldiers—the best indeed
of any of the Western Confederate commands. Had there been
any concert of action between Iardee and Pillow, the latter could
easily have reached Fredericktown from New Madrid—quite as
easily as ITardee could from Pocahontas. These forces joined by
the eager Missourians, and some two thousand of the State Guard
under General Jeff. Thompson, would have been suflicient to take
Ironton, and, uniting with Price, whose soldiers were flushed by a
recent bloody and brilliant vietory, marched squarely and fixedly
upon St. Louis with every probability of success, defeating its
garrison if it marched out, and investing the city until the State
had visen and her volunteers were organized. General Hardee, in
eredit be it spoken, was extremely desirous that such a cam-
paign should be made, and so, also, was General Price, but the
Riclunond authorities deemed Kentucky and Columbus more impor-
tant than St. Louis and Missouri; General Pillow’s forces were
recalled from New Madrid; Hardee returned to Pocahontas, and
was very soon afterward ordered, with the most of his forces, to
Bowling Green, Kentucky, then the point of concentration for Gen-
eral Albert Siduey Johnston’s army.

While General Price remained in Springficld, gathering supplies,
and placing his army upon a war footing, Captain Shelby was
again ordered to the Missouri river.with intructions to “recruit and
annoy the enemy in every possible manner, and to keep alive the
spirit of resistance by constant and unceasing efforts.” Victori-
ous in various severe skirmishes, at Dover, at Tabo creek, and at
Salt fork, a united movement was made by several Federal com-
manders to drive him from Lafayette county, couspicuous among
whom was Licutenant Colonel White, senior officer of the Lexing-
ton garrison. Baflling all operations inaugurated for his destruc-
tion, Captain Shelby thus early gave assurances of those wonder-
ful attributes of genius, intrepidity and activity, which were so
eminently displayed during a later period of the struggle. Con-
stantly in the saddle, attacking at strange and sudden hours, now
cutting off the pickets and again capturing unwary foragers—his
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movements defied calculation, and engendered the greatest fear and
hatred—for then the virtues of a manly foe were scarcely appre-
ciated. While thus operating in Lafayette, he received from Lex-
ington, Kentucky, the gratifying assurances that a little ruse he had
fixed up in St. Louis before the Camp Jackson affair, had been
successful. Captain John H. Morgan, afterward the celebrated
raider-general, had a fine company in his native city of Lexington,
but found it almost impossible to supply his men with musket-caps.
Captain Morgan applied to Captain Shelby for help in the matter.
Shelby was equal to the emergency. Enough strong, mecek-looking
flower-pots were obtained to hold a hundred thousand bright, new
hat-caps—the very things for the Kentucky “rebels,” and by and with
the assistance of one of St. Louis’ well-known gun-dealers, whose
name shall be suppressed until the confiscation question is settled
—these caps were carefully packed, then earth placed over them,
then roses, and lilacs, and dahlias, and dandelions, and what not
were planted in all the pots. These were shipped to Captain Mor-
gan and speedily received by him. General Duke tells elegantly
and well how Morgan used them. Morgan and Shelby had been
associates from hoyhood and were devoted friends. Kentucky has
many peerless names upon the pages-of her history, and she has
had giants, too, whose blows came up from the arena of life heavy
and hard as those struck by Horatius and Spurius Lartius before
“the bridge went down ;” but the brightest one in all her annals
will be the one upon the unspotted surface of which is written the
name of JomN H. MoreaN. Around the grave of the dead hero,
the South has not yet gathered to weep. She is no mourner now.
Not until the story of his brave, fond life has been told ; not until
pride has had its say ; not until history scatters there the thickly-
gathered laurel leaves ; not until poesy decorates her buried love
with rare, sweet, lingering melodies, will affection, with a wealth of
wild tears in its eyes, stand pale on the marge of his grave and
rear thereon its monument. Shelby’s renown belongs to Missouri,
yet Lexington should feel honored evermore that from her good
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old shades were launched forth upon the military firmament two
comets of such intense brilliancy.

General Price moved from Springfield, and moved suddenly.
Lexington was the objective point, now heavily garrisoned by a
brigade of Irishmen, a regiment of Illinois’ cavalry, and several
regiments of Missouri State militia. Ilis advance encountered a
large body of Kansas jayhawkers, near Dry Wood creck, across
the Missouri line, and after routing them with some loss, pushed
on to Lexington, and drove in the outlying grand guards of Colonel
Mulligan. Captain Shelby moved up from Dover, burned Tabo
bridge by order, which was an unfortunate and unreasonable move-
ment, entailing much suffering upon the county, and invested Lex-
ington from the east. The city and its defenses were doomed. A
large succoring detachment from Kansas City was met at Blue
Mills Landing by Colonel J. H. R. Cundiff, of St. Joseph, and com-
plotely cut to pieces, thus destroying all hope of outside aid or
relief. A week of constant perseverance on the part of the
besiegers, and honorable endurance on the part of the besieged,
culminated in an unconditional surrender of the Federal forces
with all their arms and munitions of war. Captain Shelby was
distinguished for his untiring energy and intelligence during the
investment, and furnished General Price valuable information in
regard to the movements of various detachments marching to the
relief of Lexington, and also in watching and guarding the ncigh-
boring ferries on the Missouri river. The fruits of the Lexington
victory were carefully garnered, and the improved arms received
by the troops with evident marks of intense gratification, while the
army waited for recruits and supplies upon the scene of its
triumph.

At no period, perhaps, before or since, in his military career, did
General Price display as much vigor and reliance upon the enthusi-
asm of his soldiers, and that attraction of dignity and presence
which wins so rapidly upon the young volunteers when eoupled with
kindness and laxity of military discipline. The success at Liexing-
ton had been great, yet the men gathered there were a mob, and
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came and went almost as they pleased. To a large extent, General
Price was not responsible for this. From the failure to capture the
St. Louis Arsenal, he had no arms to give them, and the war was
too young, and the personal consequences too remote for the masses
to organize, drill, and discipline theniselves preparatory to receiving
guns at a future time.. When forced to retreat southward from Lex-
ington, his thirty thousand followers fell away so fast that, when he
reached the Osage, General Price had scarcely eight thousand effect-
ive soldiers.

The victory at Lexington was a substantial one, too, and gained
at a saving of life truly marvelous. Colonel Thomas Hinkle, of Wel-
lington, claimed the hemp-bale idea, and whoever originated it cer-
tainly had a clear, mathematical head. Behind those impenetrable,
moving walls, the doomed garrison saw itself girt about by slowly-
contracting barriers, until, unable to reach its assailants, diseretion
was deemed the better part of valor, and Colonel Mulligan surren-
dered.

The Farmers’ Bank, at Lexington, previous to General Price’s ar-
rival, had been robbed by the Federals of over one million dollars in
notes of its own issue and specie. With the exception of some fifteen
cor twenty thousand dollars that fell into the hands of an enterpris-
ing and reticent thief, the entire amount was restored to the bank
unconditionally. Fortunately for the stockholders and depositors,
the Federal commander had no opportunity to remove his spoils,
and having no reservation in the matter of their retention after the
surrender, cheerfully gave back the notes and the gold. In the res-
titution of this property, clearly and justly belonging to the con-
querors, General Price was actuated by feelings of pure generosity.
Most of the officers of this bank were Southern men, so also were a
majority of its directors, and having his mind made up from the first,
General Price yet listened to the solicitations of General William
Shields, Mr. Robert Aull, Mr. William Limerick, and others, urging
a restoration of the money. It had a most happy effect upon the
people, and made for General Price additional personal friends.

The incidents growing out of the siege of Lexington were few in
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number, and altogether commonplace. No brilliant fighting was
necessary, and none was, therefore, attempted. In the re-capture of
Colonel Oliver Anderson’s dwelling-house, a large brick structure
near the Masonic College, which had been wrested from the Missou-
rians by a hot charge of an Irish battalion, Lieutenant Green Ball
greatly distinguished himself. e led his men three times against
the stout fort, taking it, at last, with a rush and a great hurrah.
Captain Churchill Clark exhibited here fine fighting qualities, and
his own battery and that of Bledsoe were remarked for the great
precision and fatality of their fire. Indeed, it was a battle of sharp-
shooters—a regular Donnybrook fair of a thing. Wherever a head
was seen, the skirmishers shot at it. Soldiers carried rations for
the day, and from behind every available obstruction poured a mer-
ciless and continued fusilade upon the suffering garrison.

During the march from Springficld, and the necessary time con-
gumed before and after the battle, General Fremont had concen-
trated a formidable army at St. Louis, and threatened General Price’s
communication with General McCulloch, rendered vital from the fact
of drawing all munitions of war and disciplined reinforcements
therefrom. Thenon co-operative policy under which McCulloch acted
was now plainly seen in all of its unfortunate bearings. Price’s
army, in the center of the State, swelled largely by enthusiastic vol-
unteers, and flushed with victory, would have been formidable, aided
by the regulars under McCulloch, but isolated, and five hundred
miles from support, it could not hope to successfully encounter Fre-
mont’s splendid legions. A retreat was ordered southward from
Lexington, and a race began between Price and Fremont, the former
to secure his base, the latter to gain the rear of his antagonist.
Captain Shelby led the van of the army, and, by his activity and
energy, kept General Price duly informed of all movements of the
enemy necessary to be known. ‘

Price halted at Pineville, to give battle alone. Fremont was re-
lieved, and Hunter appointed in his stead, who entered Springfield,
and threw forward a strong advance to Wilson’s cereek, all of which
was preceded by a reckless charge of Geeneral Fremont’s body-guard
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into the town, then held by a small Confederate garrison. The
charge was repulsed, and the escort left half its number dead or
wounded upon the field. Hunter, without apparent reason, and not
menaced by the enemy, suddenly evacuated Springfield, and retreated
rapidly upon St. Louis, leaving all Southwest Missouri open to the
operations of the Confederates. General Price leisurely moved up
and occupied Springfield. The Missouri Legislature met at Neosho,
formally passed an ordinance of Secession, and declared the State’s
intention to join its fortunes irrevocably with the Southern Confed-
eracy.

General Price marched from Springfield late in the Autumn, and
took post on Sac river, where his army was thoroughly reorgan-
ized; a proclamation issued calling for fifty thousand men, and
recruiting officers sent everywhere throughout the State to enlist
soldiers. Captain Shelby again returned to the Missouri river, and
brought to aid his efforts against the invaders of his country, a
determination hardened by exposure, and a genius expanded by
unceasing exercise.

The rigors of an early winter forced Price to abandon his posi-
tion on Sae river, and retire upon Springfield, where his supplies
had been concentrated, and where his troops could obtain shelter
and hospital arrangements. The long, cold months were spent in
such snatches of drill as the weather permitted, and in organizing
from the State troops Confederate regiments and brigades. Slowly
and surely the Federals had been concentrating alarge army at Rolla,
the terminus of the southwest branch of the Pacific railroad, which
was viewed with uneasiness, if not alarm, by General Price. Gen-
eral Curtis commanded it, ably assisted by the old antagonist of
Carthage and Oak Hills, General Sigel. Early in March, and while
the weather was still intensely cold, Curtis precipitated himself
against Springfield, his advance pressing boldly upon the Confede-
rate cavalry covering the town. Unable, perhaps—and certainly
unwilling to fight—General Price retreated rapidly toward Arkan-
sus, abandoning many valuable supplies to the enemy. Heavy skir-
mishing commenced with the rear and advance until General Price
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took position at Cross Hollows, in Arkansas, a natural barrier of
much strength.

During the occupation of the line of Sac river, recruiting officers
were busy in the interior of Missouri. Lexington, from its central
position, became at once the point of concentration. Two com-
panies were formed there within a week after Price’s proclamation
had been issued. Captain Joe. Moreland, the debonair, dashing,
devil-may-care soldier—inimitable and fascinating as Crichton—
commanded one, seconded by such gay and splendid fellows as Lieu-
tenants Yandell Blackwell, Geo. Venable, Charley Anderson, and
privates Jerry Bair, Paul Baker, Johnny Arnold, Dan. Veitch, Dick
Jaynes, Joel Whitehurst, Tom Thompson, Wm. Hamlet, Wm. Shep-
herd, Zeke Newman, John Ball, Hunter Jenkins, Chas. Stewart,
Bal and Jim Crump, Paul and Pigott Reinhard, Joe Wilson, and
twenty others. Captain John P. Bowman commanded the other
company, filled with some of the best men in Missouri. Lieuten-
ant Will McCausland was his second in command, and finally went
up to Captain. Wellington sent her companies, too; Carroll hers;
and from every direction recruits were pouring in. Missouri was
thoroughly aroused now, and eager to send her sons forth to battle.
General Price, duly informed of the progress made by his recruiting
officers, sent a large cavalry detachment, under Colonel Clarkson, to
bring the volunteers safely to hislines. The Federals were well posted
also, and General B. M. Prentiss, at the head of four thousand infantry,
approached Lexington from the west, and shelled the helpless town
for an hour and more. Fortunately no one was injured, and after
some harmless skirmishing he retired in the direction of Carrollton.

Colonel Merrill, leading his celebrated White Horse Cavalry,
came up to Waverly to engage Shelby, and see what might be
effected there. Camping for the night near the residence of Mr.
De Moss, just below the town, Merrill bivouacked in line of battle,
wary and determined. Ascertaining his exact position, and having
in his possession one of the mortars captured at Lexington, with
probably two dozen bombs, Captain Shelby concluded to improvise
a small display of fireworks for Colonel Merrill’s amusement. Tle
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mortar had no bed, but that mattered little. An ox-cart was pro-
cured, men were harnessed to it, the mortar was lifted in, and,
merrily and saucily under the midnight stars, Shelby led his one
hundred men to attack one thousand. Dick Collins was the battery
captain, and he had for assistants, or artillerists, Steve Fell, Jim
Rudd, Will Fell, Jim Evans, and four or five others. Approaching
to within good shelling distance, Collins opened fiercely, and the
shells went screaming and exploding all about Merrill’'s camp.
Bugles rang out instantly the alarm, the White EHorsemen scam-
pered back in haste beyond range and waited wearily in their sad-
dles for the dawn. They came on then cautiously, for the artillery
had confused them wonderfully. Merrill’s calculations had not been
made to embrace cannon. Unfortunately, while firing the seventh
shell, it exploded in the gun, and mortar and ox-cart went up together,
so Shelby fought Merrill stubbornly into Waverly, and through the
streets and from behind houses. Merrill bargained for no such
opposition, and, after remaining in the town for a few moments
only, hastened back toward Sedalia, leaving Captain Shelby master
of the situation. The volunteers at Lexington, though menaced by
that same column under Pope which captured Magoffin’s detach-
ment at Blackwater, made good their junction with Price hy tre-
mendous and exhausting marches.

The cavalry covered General Price’s retreat from Springfield to
Cross Hollows with great credit. Colonel Bill Martin, commanding
a splendid regiment of young volunteers, made some desperate fights.
At Sugar creek he charged the leading Federal regiment so fiercely
that he staggered the entire pursuing division and checked its dash
for hours. Disabled by wounds, Colonel Martin was forced after-
ward to leave the service, but not until Pea Ridge gave him an
opportunity to cover himself with unfading laurels. Colonel Gates
and Si Gordon also did excellent work in the rear from Wilson’s
creek to Bentonville. By a rapid gallop of great danger and suf-
fering, Captain Shelby joined the army here, and continued with it
on the retreat to Boston mountains, where General McCulloch
was concentrating his army, slowly and at a late hour. Curtis
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halted at Fayctteville and finally withdrew to the battle-field of Elk
orn, or Pea Ridge, to await developments.

General Karl Van Dorn, sent by the Confederate President to
assume command of the Trans-Mississippi Department, was at Jack-
sonport, Arkansas, when informed of Price’s retreat, and immedi-
ately hurried to the front to take command in person, before the
approaching battle. The thunder of artillery announced his arrival,
and the rapid preparations for the conflict announced his decision.
In the midst of a severe snow-storm, on the 4th of March, 1862,
the army, under General Van Dorn, marched northward to engage
the enemy. Sigel was surpriscd and almost captured at Bentonville,
but cutting through the thin line of cavalry opposed between his
command and Curtis, joined the latter in good time for the morrow’s
fight. Captain Shelby was hotly engaged during the day, and fol-
lowed Sigel’s flying ecolumn almost within sight of Curtis’ position.

General Van Dorn divided his army into two divisions. The Mis-
sourians, under Price, attacked Curtis at daylight on the 7th, and
McCulloch gained the rear and found Sigel in position in a dense
wood of low, bushy timber. These dispositions were unfortunate,
and embracing an extensive field of operations, lost much of that
unity and compactness so essentially necessary in the operations of
small armies, and deprived the division separated from the com-
mander of much of his personal supervision and direction.

The battle opened auspiciously for the Confederates. Curtis
gave way before the impetuous attacks of the Missourians, and
abaudoned his position, his camp, and his wounded to the enemy,
who slept that night upon the ground thus gained, cagerly waiting
for daylight to venew the successful fight. In the rear these
advantages were materially neutralized.  McCulloch advanced
against Sigel with his usual gallantry; o six-gun battery was
charged and taken by a dashing attack from Colonel Stone’s Texas
regiment, and the Confederates were gaining ground rapidly, when
MecCulloch fell dead at the head of his troops, a bullet through his
dauntless breast.  The fiery and impatient McIntosh took his place,
and led his soldiers once more to the attack, when he, too, fell

4
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mortally wounded, and died almost immediately. The sudden fall
of these two popular leaders, had the usual effect upon the soldiers,
and they became demoralized and indifferent. The Indians, too,
who had been operating with the rear division, were wholly unfit
for any warfare on earth, except massacre and plunder, and scat-
tered heyond all concentration, after a dozen discharges from Sigel’s
battery. Thus, the darkness which closed in upon Price’s victo-
rious soldiers, hid also a disaster and a repulse of MeCulloch’s
wing. Sigel was well informed of all these facts, and finding no
enemy in his front, and knowing, perhaps, the extent of the loss
inflicted upon his antagonists, moved up during the night and
joined Curtis. General Van Dorn learned, with sorrow and dis-
may, that the attack under McCulloch had signally failed, and that
his forces were so beyond concentration, as to forbid all idea of
joining them to Price’s column in time for the battle of the second
day. Retreat was resolved upon that night, but only the com-
manders knew the extent of disaster, and the next morning Price
moved against the enemy at daylight, to cover the withdrawal of
MecCulloeh’s forces first. Here Captain Shelby particularly dis-
tinguished himself. HExposed to a heavy fire, he maneuvered with
admirable precision, and by a rapid attack upon the head of a cav-
alry regiment, succeeded in preventing the cutting off and capture
of one of Price’s infantry battalions which had remained, without
orders, long after the army withdrew. The enemy pursued slowly,
evidently ignorant of Van Dorn’s movements. Captain Shelby
held the extreme rear, and turned suddenly during the day to drive
back frequent dashes of the Federal cavalry. Everything was
withdrawn with perfect ease. The battle was justly considered
a Federal victory, because they held the field and gained possession
of the dead and wounded, yet the Federal loss was greater in men
and material. General Van Dorn, in dividing his command, left
much to chance which could have been overcome by his direct and
personal attention. e surrounded Curtis, and left him no alter-
native but to cut through or surrender at diseretion, and the army
which enveloped him was less by five thousand than his own. The
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Indians were a great source of weakness, and the innumerable
mounted men on the Bentonville road, not only did not take any
part in the fight, but served as a damaging nucleus for all strag-
glers and camp followers.

The retreat from the bloody field of Pea Ridge to Van Buren
was severe, and hunger added its terrors to the misery of the
march. The mountain streams, swollen by incessant rains and the
sudden melting of the snows, were forded by the ragged soldiers
in the bitter, freezing weather, and the oozing blood from the still
running wounds of many a poor hero congealed in icicles as it
fell.

Throughout all the dreary march, Captain Shelby maintained
the high discipline of his company, and from the rear brought up
every straggler and broken artillery conveyance. The drooping
and repulsed army halted at Van Buren. Curtis, terribly pun-
ished, did not advance from his battle-field, hut contented himself
with writing flaming dispatches to St. Louis, and assuming all the
honor justly won by Sigel. Indeed, so hard pressed was Curtis
the first day, that a consultation was held with his officers consider-
ing the plan of surrender, and but for the resolute firmness of
Sigel, the deaths of MeCulloch and MeIntosh, and the demoraliza-
tion of their forces, the disgraceful alternative would have been
chosen.

Many brave and rising officers were killed upon the Confederato
side, and Missouri offered up some of her most devoted children.
General Slack, of Chillicothe, wounded badly at Oak Hills, received
a bullet directly upon the scar of his old wound, and fell mortally
shot, leading his gallant brigade upon the encmy. Colonel John
S. Boyd, of Platte county, Colonel Ben Rives, of Ray, and Major
ITart, of Platte, aftor winning immortal names, and fighting mau-
fully and well, were left dead upon the field of honor. The boy-
hero, Churehill Clarke, of St. Louis, commanding a buttery with
distinguished bravery, was killed almost when the battle was over,
down among his guns, cheering on his men, and stimulating thew
to decds of desperate daring.  General Price also received a severs
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wound in the arm, but retained command of his troops, and led
them from the field in safety. The dead were buried by the Fed-
erals, and the wounded cared for in their hospitals. Exposure and
fatigue killed many afterward, and the mortality at Van Buren wags
heavy. Lafayette county mourned one of her best officers—Colo-
nel John P. Bowman—whose pride and steady courage forced him
into battle, when his frame was so exhausted by sickness that he
could with difficulty ride at the head of his troops, and Judge
Tarleton, an old, gray-haired veteran of sixty, eéscaped the dangers
of the conflict only to die, with hundreds of his comrades, in the
gloom of a hospital.

The brave and devoted Major Ward, of Lamar, received his
death-wound, and his gallant young son James, although shot in
the ankle, at Cassville, on the retreat, yet went again into the fight
with his father, and was wounded severely the second time in the
leg. Another son of this noble old veteran, Ed. Ward, was struck
down by his side with a painful wound, and the father and his two
boy-heroes were horne from the field—the one to die, and the others
to strike, afterward, hard and heavy blows for the Confederacy.

Captain Bledsoe, handling his battery with his accustomed dar-
ing was wounded again badly, with many of his battle-tried com-
pany. Colonels Burbridge, Martin, Gates, Slayback, Macdonald,
General Rains, his Adjutant, Colonel McLean, his aid-de-camp,
Colonel Rathbun, and thousands of other officers and men, dis-
played courage worthy of a better fate, and only abandoned the
field when the fighting became useless and hopeless.
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CHAPTER IV.

Smrnor’s bloody sunset embers had not faded from the southern
sky when an appeal came to the army near Van Buren asking for
help at Corinth. The veterans of Qak IIills and Pea Ridge heard
it and hastened on to Des Arc to embark for Memphis. General
Price was commissioned a Major General in the Confederate army,
and requested his soldiers to follow him across the river. The
cavalry were all dismounted, and Captain Shelby giving up his
horses with alacrity, commenced the same day the infantry drill,
and when the hour for embarkation came, led his company to & man
upon the boat.

The golden, pleasant Memphis days passed like a dream, and
from the joys and excitements of the city, Captain Shelby marched
to the stern realities of the bivouac and trench. IHalleck, with his
one hundred thousand men, and his one hundred thousand spades
and shovels, was besieging Corinth. Every day brought some hot
skirmish which would occasionally break into a regular battle, and
Farmington came, soon after his arrival, in which General Marma-
duke won a vietory and a bright chaplet of renown.

General Van Dorn’s Missourians were on the extreme right of
the Confederate lines, and Captain Shelby’s company did incessant
outpost duty on the extreme right of the Missourians. Many dark
and silent struggles occurred in the pines that hid the skirmishers
of the two armies with almost darkness, and very often the hot
red waves of battle flowed so fiercely that even the eternal solitude
of the great forest could not destroy the shouts and cries and
groans of agony.

General Pope came gayly down to measure swords with Beaure-
gard, and a fierce fight was in progress when Van Dorn was
ordered to march rapidly to the front. Shelby’s company, deployed
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~on the right flank as skirmishers, struck Pope’s rear as he ran
from Bragg’s bheavy blows, and shouting that the game was afoot,
bore down merrily upon the tried Federals, followed by Van Dorn’s
impatient soldiers. For twelve miles the race was excitingly con-
tinued, aud Pope’s column was saved from destruction only by the
iuterposition of night and a deep morass. From the damp and
wire of the ditches around Corinth, Captain Shelby was ordered to
tuke post on the Tuscumbia river, at an important bridge twelve
miles from the Confederate lines, and to watch his trust as a young
kuight watches his armor. The entire country here was one vast
swamp, filled with enormous reptiles, which fattened and grew upon
the deadly miasma arising from ten thousand dank lagoons and
stagnant bayous. TFor two long weeks watch and ward was kept
upou the bridge, but no enemy came, and the boom of heavy guns
flouted more sullenly upon the winds from Corinth, and the untir-
ing Federal cavalry were busy with other railroads and other
bridges, but they avoided this one as if it were heaven-guarded.

Halleck dug and dug, and pushed his immense army forward
slowly and painfully as a wounded snake. Steel met steel—gun
answered gun in the pines around Hamburg, and the glitter of bright
bayonets, away over to the left, told a busy story of Bragg’s adven-
ture and unceasing activity.

But an enemy invaded the heart of Beauregard’s camp more
terrible, more deadly than Halleck’s vast host if it had been
doubled—it was the soldier’s enemy, disease. The sultry sun, the
putrid water, the unwholesome food, the low, swampy country, the
unceasing duty, the long eternal battle, sapped the elan of the
young volunteers, and filled the hospitals and the grave-yards with
the best blood of the South. Train after train carried the miser-
able sufferers southward, but train after train was still in demand,
and the epidemic increased and the mortality was fearful.

One hot, weary afternoon, Captain Shelby received orders to call
in all his outlying detachments, prepare three days’ rations, and
march directly on Corinth. A battle was deemed inevitable, for
lutterly the skirmishes had been unusually severe, and ever aud
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anon the hoarse voices of the heavy Parrotts could be heard loud
above the noisy and more rapid discharges of the field artillery.

Corinth was reached at nightfall, and the weary company slept
upon its arms just northward from the town, the sentinels halting
in their mechanical beats long enough to catch the echoes of IIal-
leck’s distant signal guns, and to watch the outpost cavalry rockets
going up among the clouds to break in thousand brighter stars than
those so high and so real they could not reach.

Before daylight the next morning, a vast, compact column—six-
teen deep—ocame from Bragy’s line on the left and marched away
in silence toward Tupuclo—followed by artillery, wagons, cavalry.
—and a sickly train of pale faces and cmacianted bodies. It wus
Beaurcgard evacuating Corinth before the pestilence, but not from
four of Halleck. The living tide surged past all the long hot day,
and every step was proud, and every gun glistened brightly in the
sunlight. A deathlike silence pervaded the deserted strects ; the
usual cannonading on the left had ceased; Van Dorn’s stubborn
pickets no longer plied their vengeful rifles, and the prowling cav-
alry hushed the clank of sabers and the shrill neighing of their
loncsome steeds., The last company in the last regiment who left
the grave-givdled town, Captain Shelby marched in skirmishing
order, with loaded guns and bayonets fixed. That night he
bivouacked seven miles from Corinth, the sentinel of Van Dorn’s
corps—the only thin line of wakeful and vigilant sentinels between
the enemy and the sleeping army.

It was a bright southern night, with a sky all stars and the carth
all bloow, that the retreating army halted in its march from Cor-
inth.  Upon a large hill two miles in rear of Van Dorn’s command,
a hwary grave-yard stretched away, white in the moonlight, and the
mourning aspens and the lonesome monuments stood like silent,
tearless mourners against the dewy sky. Captain Shelby was
ordered to take post in the solitude of this burial place, and watch
the roud with his accustomed fidelity. It was a strange and weird
sight to sec the grim, carcless soldiers flitting in and out among
the grave stones, or sleeping tranquilly near the fresh-made mounds
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which but the day before, mayhap, had been heaped upon some
comrade tried and true. The dew came down heavily alike upon
the living and the dead. A low, large moon went down in a tide of
crimson away beyond the bloody plain of Shiloh, and just at day-
light, a sharp, sudden burst of artillery on the right told that the
Federal advance was busy with Bragg’s rear on the middle road.
The Confederates turned sullenly at bay and swept back the brigade
of cavalry with scarcely an effort, from which lesson they took care
to apply the moral and gave up the pursuit without another blow.
Pope’s flaming dispatch had no foundation on earth except in his
own heated imagination, and Beauregard continued his march to
Tupuelo, at the rate of twelve miles per day—unmolested and un-
attacked. :

The pleasant, healthy woods around this “little Mississippi town,
called back the hopes of the army, and day by day it increased in
spirit and numbers.

The State service of Captain Shelby expired on the 10th of June,
and he was commissioned by the Secretary of War to raise a Con-
federate cavalry regiment, and ordered to proceed immediately to
the Missouri river, a distance of one thousand miles and recruit.
Time was nothing, and distance nothing, and danger nothing—so
Captain Shelby took the cars at Tupuelo and never drew rein until
he landed his company at Meridian. The march to the Mississippi
river was rapid and fatiguing. Fort Pillow, Memphis, and every
town except Vicksburg and Port Hudson, were in possession of the
enemy, and the gauntlet had to be run between innumerable bodies
of cavalry and a gigantic fleet of gunboats.

The river was reached by the company exactly opposite Helena,
Arkansas, and moving noiselessly to its bank, as Indian warriors on
the trail, the blue expanse stretched above and below like two vast
arms of living, moving water. One grim iron-clad lay at the Helena
wharf, and another was anchored half a mile above——dark sentinels
of the stream, silent as the motions of the watching scouts, and in-
animate as the vast cottonwoods unswayed by the breeze. The
company camped upon the bank, but enough in the shade of the
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trees to be concealed. Pickets were thrown out on every approach,
camp-guards carefully posted, and the tired soldiers not on duty dis-
posed themselves in every attitude and in every place which prom-
ised the most shade and the most rest.

Just at sunset the gunboat opposite slowly floated down the river,
and the one above, after sending up two brilliant rockets, and firing
a gun to leeward, glided along sullenly within twenty rods of Cap-
tain Shelby’s position, but without a suspicious object being discov-
ered by the lookout man, and in half an hour not a ripple marved
the placid bosom of the sleeping river, nor a single dark spot sat
upon the azure water as far as eye could reach. Up from the dark
cypress trees, where the yellow lagoons shimmered ghastly in the
moounlight, came the unceasing hooting of the restless, hungry owls,
and from the drier lands above the melancholy notes of whippoor-
wills eame sadly on the night air. It was too late to cross after the
ironclads were withdrawn, especially as it was very probable the
enemy held also the Arkansas shore, and Captain Shelby made prep-
arations to spend the night on the Mississippi side. The guards
were relieved and doubled, and volunteers called for to man a little
skiff in his possession, cross above Helena, reconnoiter, and, if pru-
dent, enter the town, and report before daylight. Six stalwart,
bright eyed, bronzed soldiers stepped forward merrily, and in ten
minutes more their oar-blades threw up diamond sparks in the moon-
light, and their swift bark gradually grew dimmer and less distinct.
No one slept. Home, and a thousand sweet, familiar fancies filled
every heart. The night was delicious, and the gigantic cottonwoods
threw far out upon the river great shadows that lay so quiet and
still it seemed a sin to vex the silence with a whispered word. DBut
the veckless soldiers were very gay, and very unromantie. Jake
Connor was called, the inimitable Irish delineator, the universal
chief of all serenading parties, the most debonair flirt who ever
forced a smile or won a heart, and the men gathered around him,
intent upon a song. Jake cvidently was influenced by the scene
around- him, and his voice was very fine and very passionate as he
sang to a melancholy tune the verses of the
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FALLEN DRAGOON.

“Rifleman, shoot me a fancy shot
Straight at the heart of yon prowling vidette;
Ring me a ball on the glittering spot
That shines on his breast like an amulet.”

4 Ah, Captain, here goes for a fine-drawn bead;
There’s music around when my barrel’s in tune.”
Crack went the rifle, the messenger sped,
And dead from his horse fell the ranging dragoon.

“Now, rifleman, steal throngh the bushes, and snatch
From your victim some trinket to handsel first blood—
A button, a loop, or that luminous patch
That gleams in the moon like a diamond stud.”

“Oh, Captain, I staggered and sunk on my track
As T gazed in the face of the fallen vidette,
For he looked so like you, as he lay on his baclk,
That my heart rose upon me, and masters me yet.

“Yet I snatched off this trinket, this locket of gold;
An inch from its center my lead broke its way,
Scarce grazing the picture, so fair to behold,
Of a beautiful lady in bridal array.”

“Ha, rifleman, fling me the locket! 'T'is she,
My brother’s young bride, and the fallen dragoon
Was her husband. Hush, soldier, 't was heaven’s decree ;
We must bury him there, by the light of the moon.”

The low, melancholy strains had scavcely floated away upon the
midnight, when the little skiff returned with two of the soldiers,
bringing news that the coast was clear, and that a large, commodi-
ous flathoat would be over in an hour, to cross the entire company.
No more sleep until the Rubicon had been passed, which was ae-
complished safely about sunrise, and the good and beautifal Helena
girls welcomed the hungry soldiers with smiles and eyes as bright
as the sunlight which flashes on steel. After a magnificent hreak-
fast, washed down by copious goblets of champagne, although prob-
ubly such a thing as champagne for breakfast had never been thought
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of before in Helena, Captain Shelby set about maturing his plans.
The position was still very difficult, and the dangers by no means
overcome. Little Rock was his objective point, to reach which
a large Federal expedition, holding all of White river to within
twelve miles of Duvall’s Bluff, had to be passed by strategic ability.
The country all around Helena was in possession of Federal cav-
alry, and the principal interior roads strongly guarded.

Six days of hot, heavy marching brought the company to Claren-
don, but these laborious days were lightened and rendered exultant
by the continued ovations given to the thoroughly drilled, hand-
somely-uniformed veterans. Indeed, the appearance of a soldier
is his best passport through any country, and better meals and better
treatment have been received by men whose guns were polished or
whose gray jackets were tidy and clean, than if they held a paper
indorsed by Adjutant and Inspector-General Cooper. True enough,
many heroic hearts were hid by butternut bleuses and blue jeans
coats; sure enough, flint-lock rifles and family fowling-picces huve
spoken as far in the battle’s van, as the costliest Enfield or the bet-
ter Minnie, but these were all exceptions. There was an insepara-
ble vision of buttermilk and diarvhea connected with these home-
spun soldiers—a certain poverty of Southern enthusiasm; a con-
tinual wail about going home; and a sickly hungering and credu-
lity concerning news.

So thought Mr. and Mrs. Colonel Lightfoot, as Shelby’s one hun-
dred gray-clad veterans, Mississippi-rifie armed, defiled in quick
time around the viands-loaded table down amid the heliotropes and
the roses in their dainty Southern home, and presented arms after-
ward to the glorious lostess as she handed them a little silken flag
which was soon to receive its baptism of fire and blood.

Clarendon was but a short distance below Duvall’s Bluff, and
from which the Federal gunboats had vetired to St. Charles, just
below still, only the day preceding Captain Shelby’s arrival. It
was necessary therefore, to hasten on, and be in time, if required,
to protect the Confederate position at which terminated the only
railroad in Arkansas.
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Fortunately, hidden away above Clarendon in one of the many
inlets or bayous putting into White river, was the little steamer
Charm, graceful as a ladybird, and frail, and swift, and beautiful.
In three hours after his arrival, Captain Shelby had embarked his
men without molestation, and up the deep and crooked stream was
scudding rapidly among the trees, which almost interlaced their
boughs over the river falcon steaming beneath.

Duvall’s Bluff was held by Colonel Nelson, of Texas, with a few
regulars and some two thousand raw recruits—the regulars being
artillerymen detailed to man a heavy three-gun battery. Cautious
and wary to a degree rarely surpassed, Captain Shelby closely ques-
tioned the Captain of the Charm, as to the position at Duvall’s
Bluff, and whether he had notified the commander of his approach,
knowing well that the trip up from Clarendon would be made in the
night, that his point of destination was hourly threatened by the
Federal land and naval forces, that the outlying Confederate scouts
along the river could not ascertain the identity of the boat in the

- darkness, and that there was great danger of being fired upon in
the confusion of an expected attack by the unskilled and excitable
militia. The Captain feared nothing, and qualified his confidence
by stating that his boat often plied between the two ports, and was
well known to the garrison above.

It was just past midnight. Grouped all about the decks, on the
forecastle, and in the steerage, the soldiers were gently sleeping, or
musing tenderly as they drank in the delicious harmony of air and
sky. The whistle sounded harshly and shrill, and these one hun
dred quiet forms sprang up wide awake and very cool. It was iu
deed a fearful moment. All up among the pines around Duvall’s
Bluff, lights were dancing to and fro, and the very water jarred with
the ceaseless rattle of drums beating the long roll, and the cavalry
bugles further away merrily blowing ¢ to horse.” DBut the darkest
danger was nearest and deadliest. Just above the highest spar of
the saucy Charm, the heavy earthwork frowned sullenly, tipped
with battle-lanterns and cut clear asunder where the three heavy
guns ran out to yawn upon the river. The spot had a tawny look
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in the uncertain light, very fascinating, yet very ghastly, and from
the leavy embankments there came quite distinetly the calm
words of a veteran commander, and the quick, precise movements
of practiced artillerists. The ramming home of each cartridge
thrilled through every bosom upon the boat, and every lip was close
pressed in the glare of the lighted port-fires. Long lines of infuntry
were forming on the crest of the hill behind the fort, and two field
batteries were waiting under cover of a strong redoubt to pour in a
destructive enfilading fire. Not a word was spoken; the moments
were hours—fearful in their intensity; but just as every match was
raised for destruction, and two thousand rifles were concentrated
upon the frail eraft, her furnace doors flew open by simplest acei-
dent. Captain Dunnington’s quick, scaman eyes caught her out-
line in a moment, and, striking down the nearest port-fire to him,
shouted in a voice heard above the roar and hiss of cscaping steam:
“Hold on men, for your lives, hold on—they are friends.” The
boat and her precious cargo were saved, and from her narrow deeks
there went up a cheer which shook her like an earthquake from
center to circumference. Yet it was a long time before all suspi-
cion became quieted. A guard was placed over the boat until
morning, and no communication of any kind permitted with the
shore. Captain Shelby, however, soon explained everything in the
most satisfactory manner, and when Colonel Nelson’s eyes marked
the manly soldiers, he felt he had a host to help him hold his own.
Ile asked them to volunteer while the danger lasted and fight with
him, which they did to a man, and the eager spirits marched to a
comfortable camp upon the river. Captain Dunnington soon made
an explanatory visit, and surely no men ever breathed easier when
they understood fully the frightful danger just past. As it was, the
Charm was unknown to any officer at the fort, and coming up so
suddenly in the night, from a quarter where danger was imminent,
no one believed her aught but an enemy. ¢ Within twenty rods of
you,” said Captain Duunington, in his quiet, impressive manner,
“and with guns I had trained on every conceivable spot, you must
have been crushed the first broadside; besides, one gun fired would
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have opened a thousand more, and in the tumult scarcely a man
could have escaped. I saw by the light from the furnaces that she
was a frail, little craft and I knew she could not be an enemy.”
In many pleasant dinners, and in many bumpers of generous whisky,
did Captain Dunnington receive compliments and good wishes for
his great coolness and admirable presence of mind.

Tt is to be hoped in charity the Captain of the Charm did not
reditate treachery, for his wife was on board with other ladies; at
any rate he was hung at Little Rock, two weeks afterward, for
treason to the Confederacy. '

A week was spent at Duvall’s Bluff waiting for the enemy, but
he did not come, and Captain Shelby, wishing to proceed on his way
to Missouri, applied to Colonel Nelson for transportation to Little
Rock, but Colonel Nelson was not satisfied with the condition of
affairs yet on the river, and referred the matter to General Hind-
man, who complimented the company on its courage and discipline,
and insisted on its remaining until all danger had passed. Captain
Shelby naturally anxious to hasten on to Missouri that he might
accomplish his mission, asked and received permission to return to
Mississippi to confer again with General Beauregard, and taking
with him Dr. Junius Terry, started on a rapid gallop to Tupuelo.

His departure cast a gloom upon the company not easily shaken
off, but soon sterner duties called forth all the energy of the patriotic
soldiers. The Federals had really withdrawn from Clarendon the
week previous to Captain Shelby’s application for release, but now
came back in larger force, and with the evident intention of attack-
ing Duvall’s Bluff by land and water. Skirmishes with the Con-
federate outposts were held daily, and the gunboats came almost
in sight of the lookouts on the heavy redoubt.

Opposite Duvall’s Bluff was a low, flat, densely timbered bot-
tom, which made an excellent cover for riflemen to operate against
the principal battery of the Confederates. Colonel Nelson deemed
it a vital point and ordered Captain Shelby’s company to occupy it,
throw up a strong earthwork, and keep every hostile foot away from
the bank of the river. A hundred strong negro arms, exercised by
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fonr days of incessant toil, promised well, and the little fort grew
into life, and the naked abatis towered defiantly on the approaches
from below.  The fortification was named ¢ Fort Shelby,” and over
all and above all were the proud folds of that flag given by Mus.
Lightfoot. ’

In the damp and the mire of this miasmatic bottom the men
watched and worked. The rain came down in torrents, but they
built cane houses and kept tolerably dry. By-and-by the ague and
the rattlesnakes invaded these and forced their occupants out; and
extra duty, and hard rations, and dearth of medicines told heavily
upon the devoted soldiers, just from the swamps and lagoons about
Corinth. Now and then glorious news swept past tho Federal flect
at Clarendon—news of triumph and venown, won by Lee and Jack-
son among the pines of Richmond; and now and then the nearer
pufling of the iren-clads hurried every man to his post.

The Fourth of July came in a great gush of sunshine and bird
music, and while waiting for the threatened attack upon Duvall’s
Bluff, it may be well to roview, briefly, the situation of affairs, and
narrate succinctly the events that had transpired recently, bearing
directly upon the condition of the Trans-Mississippi Department.

The bloody struggle of Elkhorn, on the line between Benton
county, Arkansas, and Barry county, Missouri, in March, 1862,
was a gloomy beginning of the campaign in the West. McCulloch
and McIntosh, hoth generals of brigades, had been slain on the field.
Pike, also a Brigadier, had retreated with his Indian contingent out
of North West Arkansas, unpursued, through the Cherokee country,
the Chickasaw country, and the country of the Choctaws, two hun-
dred and fifty miles to the southward, only halting on the ¢ Little
Blue,” an unknown thread of a stream, twenty miles from Red river,
where he constructed fortifications on the open prairie, erected a
saw-mill remote from timber, and devoted himself to gastronomy
and poetic meditation, with elegant accompaniments. Van Dorn
and Price had retreated across the snowy * Boston mountains” to
the banks of the Arkansas, and thence marched eastward to Des
Arc, on White river, where they embarked with all their troops and
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material for Corinth, Mississippi, under orders from General Albert
Sidney Johnston, who was massing forces there for the lion’s spring
that ended his career—the won and lost fight of Shiloh. Thus,
Missouri, Arkansas and the Indian Territory stripped bare of men
and means, were deliberately abandoned to the enemy ; and the same
policy was extended over the residue of the Trans-Mississippi re-
gion, for from Louisiana and from Texas a stream of companies,
regiments and brigades poured continuously toward the east, leaving
their own homes defenseless.

It can not well be doubted that Curtis, the nominal victor of
Elkhorn, had now the chance to carry his standards, virtually un-
opposed, to the very gulf coasts of Texas, riveting the links of
subjugation fully two years before history actually made that won-
derful record. But when the subtile Dutch mercenary, Sigel, left
him his brain had departed and his right arm been lopped off. A
forward movement did indeed ensue, but on a circuitous route,
bending with White river to Batesville, southeasterly, then diverg-
ing toward the seuthwest, in the direction of Little Rock; but with
such slow and timid marches that the advance of the Federal army
wag on Bayou Des Are, still forty miles distant, at the end of May.
Co-operating forces were waited for by Curtis; one was the so-called
“Indian Expedition,” seven or eight thousand strong, then moving
down from Fort Scott on the line of the Arkansas; the other was a
gunboat fleet and some three thousand infantry, to come np White
river under Colonel Fitch. With these auxiliaries and his own
victorious troops, numbering at least fifteen thousand, the Federal
commander made sure of occupying the Arkansan capital, and re-
ducing all the West to submission.

At this erisis General Hindman, bringing only his staff and an
order from Beauregard assigning him to the command, reached Lit-
tle Rock. Siezing upon fifteen hundred Texas cavalry, en route for
Corinth, he constituted them his “army,” gave out that heavy re-
inforcements from the Cis-Mississippi States and from Texas were
close at hand, and pushed at once against the Federal advance,
which incontinently fled at his approach, leaving in his possession
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many arms and an ammunition train, without which he must have
failed within a week to keep the field.  Attacking Curtis daily in
front and flanks, and finally forcing him back on Batesville, he then
threw a scouting party in his rear and captured his telegraphie cor-
respondence with Ilalleck, the Yankee generalissimo, in which pa-
thetic appeals were made for relief, and dread of destruction expressed.

Hindman, strengthened by numerous recruits, now formed the de-
sign of capturing Curtis’ army, in which he had almost suceceded,
when the failure of General Rust to drive back the enemy’s advanee
at Gage’s point, on Cache river, and the failure of the same officer
to lay waste the country from which alone the invader’s supplies
were drawn, disappointed his hopes in this respeet, and enabled Cur-
tis to make good his escape to MHelena, on the Mississippi river.
Rust was soon after relieved from duty, and relapsed into a braw-
ling ¢ Unionist” speedily.

Meantime, Pike was ordered to move up to the Kansas line to
resist the Indian expedition, and, when he protested against so “rash”
a step, he was also thrown overboard, and the movement was car-
ried out successfully, ITindman leading the troops.

Before the affair at Gage’s Point, an useless gunboat that Lad
escaped into White river from the wrecked Confederate fleet of
the Mississippi, was sunk by Hindman’s order to obstruct the chan-
nel at St. Charles, the first town above the mouth. Her crew,
seventy-nine in number, with two thirty-two pounder columbiads
and four field pieces, under Lieutenant Dunnington of the navy,
and thirty-five Arkansas riflemen, led by Licutenant Williams of
Hindman’s staff, all commwanded by Lieutenant T'ry, of the navy,
constituted the whole force that could then be spared from the op-
erations against Curtis and the essential work of fortifying Duvall’s
Bluff, the White River terminus of the Little Rock railway. The
instructions given were to fight any enemy, of whutever strength,
to the last moment possible, and they were obeyed with heroic de-
votion. Fiteh’s fleet of gunboats and transports soon hove in sight,
and, after a three howr’s contest was driven back out of range, ex-
cept the iron-clad “Mound City,” which was destroyed, with all on.

5
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board, by a thirty-two pounder shot perforating her steam pipe. An
eye-witness, one of Dunnington’s gunners, thus deseribed that event—
the first of its kind in the war. This gunner was a debonair, gallant,
sun-browned Scotchman, who had been upon all the seas, and
cruised in as many different men-of-war as there were scars upon
his rugged frame. Taciturn and sententious, he talked but little,
yet infantry of the line know how to unlock these rusty clasps, and
they plied him with ¢ white-lightning ” manfully. By-and-by he
warmed with the night, and after a cordon of fire and smoke had
been made around the camp to keep off the mosquitoes and rattle-
snakes, he told the story of the “Mound City ”—a tragedy more
horrible and more revolting than is generally seen or known in war.
T give his words as nearly as I recollect them now, after the lapse
of so many years, and the hiding of so many fresh, young, eager
faces which were grouped around him that night in the glare of the
crimson firelight:

“I joined your gunboat Missouri at Little Rock, a year ago,
and she being now high and dry, I was ordered here with my com-
pany, and thence to St. Charles, which is the second town below
Clarendon, on this narrow, snaky river. We had heard many
rumors of gunboats below, and very often the outlying scouts
rushed into quarters, breathless, with some terrible story of these
iron monsters. We had two heavy guns in battery—the only one
I relied on, however, was my piece, bright and well served by as
reckless a lot of devil-may-care Irishmen as ever lit a port-fire or
pulled a lanyard. One morning, sure enough, about ten o’clock, a
large dark object turned the nearest bend below, and forged slowly
forward—very gloomy and very defiant. Simultaneously with her
appearance, the infantry drove in all our detachments, and com-
pletely enveloped the little earthwork. When within about five
hundred yards or less of our position, the iron-clad turned a full
broadside, and I saw painted in neat, white letters, “ Mound City.”
Not a man was visible, and although she poured in a perfect tem-
pest of shot and shell, no guns could be seen. Our lighter pieces
.opened first, but their balls rolled off from her sides like hailstones
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on a slate roof, and I feared then she was invulnerable. Presently
a port opened like the mouth of a hogshead, and feeling a kind of
inspiration that the opportune time had arrived, I sighted my
columbiad, held in reserve up to this time, and pulled the lanyard
with a jerk. The thunderbolt sped, entered the yawning aperture,
tore through the steam-pipe like an express train, and buried itself
in the wood lining beyond. There was a sound as of the sharp,
shrill hiss of escaping steam, a sudden crash of rent machinery, a
terrible, vivid, thundering upheaving of scarred and blackened tim-
bers, mutilated bodies, pieces of iron, muskets, boxes, and then
nothing but floating wrecks of the magnificent vessel lay upon the
foaming water. Some were blown into shreds, and died without a
groan. Some were cut half in two; some, with the flesh hanging
about them like garments, and some, unable to swim toward the
shore, leaped madly in the water to die. Scarcely a man escaped,
and to my dying day, heaven keep me from ever seeing such ano-
ther sight.  War is terrible at best, but when God lays his hands
upon his creatures in such awful chastisements, we lose the glory
and grandeur of actual conflict, and come face to face with the
calm, cold demon of carnage.” Thus ended the gunner’s story.

The loss of the Mound City, and the injuries suffered by her
consorts, put the fleet Zors du combat, and left to the Federal infan-
try the task of dislodging the squad who had defied and whipped
the iron-clads. This was effected at the point of the bayonet, the
Confederates rolling their artillery down the bluff into the river,
and retreating with their faces to the foe. They left on the field
six killed and eight wounded—their commander, the gallant Fry,
among the latter. The enemy lost, in killed, over three hundred,
and perhaps an equal number wounded.

The battle of St. Charles will remain noted in history, not only
for the enormous disparity of strength and losses of the contending
parties, but because it perfectly effected the main object of the
resistance made at that point, forcing Fitch to delay so long for
repairs, that Duvall’s Bluff was fortified impregnably, and the river
impassably obstructed. This defeated the expedition, which with-
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drew without accomplishing its object, enabling Hindman to push
Curtis to Helena, on the Mississippi river—to chase the Fort Scott
invaders back into Kansas, and to recover all the territory and
prestige Elkhorn had lost. Such consequences have seldom flowed
from the acts of so small a body of men.

General Fitch delayed too long in attacking Duvall’s Bluff, and
Hindman made it impregnable. Curtis was driven over Croly’s
ridge into Helena, followed furiously by General Parsons and hig
brigade of Texas cavalry. His rear was attacked at L’ Auguille,
and one regiment cut to pieces. The campaign in eastern Arkan-
sas, having thus been decided in Hindman’s favor, he ordered the
evacuation of Duvall’s Bluff and the retirement of its garrison to
Little Rock, on account of health and convenience to supplies, and
with the view to take the field against the Fort Scott expedition in
the northwest. The evacuation, began in deliberation, ended in
disorder. General Rust unused, probably, to such phases of mili-
tary life, came to the conclusion that the little army was “ flanked”
or “surrounded” by the enemy, and a stampede naturally ensued.
General Hindman remarked, afterward, at Little Rock, that Rust’s
dispatehes to him indicated that he (Rust), had been misled by false
intelligence, and was completely beside himself. But so it was,
rumors, at first gentle and unsuspicious, grew into frightful danger,
and a hundred men there were to swear that fifty thousand Federals
had surrounded the whole encampment. The infantry clattered off
furiously, and, so uncertain were all movements, that Lieutenant
Blackwell received no orders, and the two large flatboats used as

means of communication between the garrison and its detachment,
~were left on the opposite shore with not an oarsman to scull them
over. An ominous silence, the morning preceding the night of the
evacuation, was curious, for previously a continual shouting, shoot-
ing, drilling and drum-beating, told quite vigorously “the flag was
still there.” To obtain possession of the flats was important, and
six lusty swimmers, Whitehurst, Dan Wisely, Ivy, Hale, Herndon,
and Hodge, volunteered for the task. Soon reaching the opposite
shore and returning with the boats, it was known that the entire
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garrison, bag and baggage, were marching away to Little Rock,
with good eight hours’ start, leaving behind all the artillery, ammu-
nition, quartermaster and commissary supplies. TFour or five heroic
officers stood by their trusts, and begged Lieutenant Blackwell to
stand by them in the discharge of their duty. All that long, hot
day, and all that weary night, the devoted men worked, stood
guard, did picket duty, and saved for the Confederacy everything
intrusted to the charge of an officer disqualified for any military
position whatever.

On the arrival of the company in Little Rock, General Hindman
thanked its members in complimentary terms for their coolness and
bravery, and gave to them the freedom of the city.

After remaining in Little Rock eight days, Lieutenant Blackwell
was ordercd to take charge of a six gun field battery and escort it to
Fort Smith. Captain Shelby had not returned, and the time seemed
long and dreary. The march to Fort Smith was wearisome and dis-
agreeable to a degree hitherto unexperienced. Among the great
trials to be borne was an unusual scarcity of water, and intolerable
heat and dust.

Captain Shelby joined his company at Van Buren, about one
week after its arrival there, and was welcomed with undisgnised
shouts of joy and pleasure. General Rains, before introduced as a
State brigadier, was organizing as a Confederate officer, an expedi-
tion for Missouri, to be commanded by Colonel Vard Cockrell, and to
this camp on Frog bayou, a large stream, several miles below Van
Buren, Captain Shelby immediately repaired, and offered his services
frankly, which were as frankly accepted. Horses and mules of
every size, variety and conditon were rapidly picked up; sad-
dles, sheep-skins, and blankets were all used for seats; and bark
bridles and rope bridles completed the heterogencous equipments.
Yet the men had their Mississippi rifles and one hundred and forty
rounds of ammunition each, and they knew they were going to their
own country to rend from the spoiler whatever of costly accouter-
ments were needed.

Two hours before spurring away for the Missouri river, for a



70 SHELBY AND HIS MEN; OR,

division, for a generalship, for immortality, Captain Shelby wustered
his company into the Confederate service, each man taking a solemn
oath to fight for the South until the termination of the war-—even
should it last twenty years; and then, one soft, sweet evening, the
air heavy with the breath of a thousand flowers, the picturesque and
absurdly mounted soldiers rode away northward.

The gallop was sharp and exciting for the first five days. Many
attenuated horses gave out and died by the wayside, long ere the
gigantic barrier of the Boston mountains was passed, but others
were obtained right speedily, and the march went gayly on.

Cane Iill opened its hospitable granaries, and her rebel daughters
vied with each other in helping the tired, hungry soldiers. Three
days of rest—three days of quiet sleeping and dreaming beneath
the oaks about the hill-sides, the apple-trees white and pink with
fruit, and a dash was made at Newtonia, a beautiful little town in
the midst of a blooming prairie, in Newton county, Missouri, held
by a Major Hubbard, of the 1st Federal Missouri cavalry—a rough
rider, too, by the way, and pretty well known in that section of the
country. Captain Shelby led the advance, as he did, indeed, during
the whole march, and struck the enemy’s pickets about two hours
before sundown, on the evening of the 27th of August. A short
rally at the reserve stand—a dropping shot or two as they ran, and
the Federals crowded pell-mell into their fortification, a rough, angu-
lar looking, stone inclosure, with a large three story rock barn in the
center, quite formidable and quite impregnable without artillery.
The advance wave, under Shelby broke out into a spray of skir-
mishers, and the column behind coming up rapidly, and forming
right and left, enveloped the town with a cordon of horsemen.

Night came down bold and dark, and a scouting party from the
fort was driven suddenly back by Shelby’s company, losing three
killed and four priscners. A council was held in the saddle to con-
sider the propriety of assaulting, against which a majority of the
officers decided, and in as many minutes as were required to deliver
the conclusion, the skirmishers were recalled, the whole column
moved away quietly, and the bewildered garrison at daylight saw
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only the dewdrops glistening above many hoof-marks, and the white
faces of three comrades glaring up to the sunlight.

No pursuit was attempted, and the march was continued with a
vigor which annihilated fatigue, and a rapidity which consumed dis-
tance. Bates, with its dreary waste, and Johnson, with its skelcton
chimneys pointing heavenward in mute supplication for vengeance
on the spoiler, were traversed without secing an enemy. Before
leaving Johnson county, however, a rumor came from Colonel John
T. Coffee, asking for aid, stating that he was hard pressed, and out
of ammunition. Colonel Coffee had preceded this expedition several
weeks on recruiting service, and was now in trouble. The column
countermarched to the Osage river, found Coffee safe, after having
eluded a large body of I‘edelals in his rear, and, joining str cnn‘th,
the invigorated and reinforced Confederates bivouacked upon the
field, left that morning to succor their friends.

Reaching Grand river in safety and unmolested, Colonel Cock-
rell twrned west to Independence and Lone Jack, while Captain
Shelby struck immediately for Dover to carry out the letter of his
instructions. A night march of great toil brought him to the Lex-
ington and Columbus road, on which, from towar d the latter point,
Captain Scott Bullard reported a squadron of Federal cavalry to be
moving. To ambush his men required but the work of a moment,
and in the dim, gray dawn they waited eagerly for the blue horse-
men. None came, and the march went on.

Scouts sent far ahead brought news that Dover had been occupied
by a regiment of infantry, and when within three miles of the
town, Captain Shelby turned squarely off the road, into the broad
cornfields of Mrs. Rebecca Redd, a lady more truly hospitable and
more heroically Southern, than many of the far Soutl’s daughters.
Under the broad, cool tree-shadows of her goodly pasture acres,
the tired horses fed and rested ; and the matronly mother in Israel,
spread upon the glossy leaves a repast, only to be outdone in qual-
ity by the soldiers’ appetites which devoured it. The horses, too,
were wonderful in their appearance. The rich prairies had fur-
nished their best six year olds for these heavy riders, and the
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captured Federals had equipped them with as fine McClellan saddleg
and bridles as ever gleamed upon the Potomac, or went down in
the battle’s van before Jeb Stewart’s reckless raiders. The com-
pany was also comfortably supplied. True, it was Federal clothing,
but who considers color when freezing—who will fire a flint-lock
musket, when Sharpe’s best carbine may be had for the asking ?
The Federals left Dover by one road: Captain Shelby entercd
by another. Here again an ovation was offered. In front of
Judge Plattenburg’s elegant residence, the angels, in everything
except wings, had gathered with the twilight. From the spacious
gardens came the delicious perfumes of rare plants, and Mus. Plat-
tenburg, cunning and skillful in the mysterious management of
bouquets, like a queen, had her handmaidens arrayed for the cere-
monies. Girls having a State reputation for beauty, scattered flow-
ers upon the road and flags among the soldiers. Mothers held up
their children to see the goodly sight, weeping tears of intense joy
as they did so. Fathers presented their half grown sons, and bade
them join the ranks of one who had marched so fur and dared so
much to strike the fotters from Missowri’s naked limbs. Tach
maiden had her cavalier, who was required to promise unyielding
devotion, first to his country and then to his lady-love. Amulets,
rosebuds, talismans, and tresses of hair were given out profusely
by fair white hands, and many soft, low prayers went up from sad,
sweet lips, for God’s blessing on the brave Confederatos, And
while all was gayety and mirth, the devoted hostess and host were
not unmindful of their duty. Three manly, fair-haired boys stood
by the garden gate, waiting for a mother’s kiss and u father’s fare-
well.  No tears dimmed the fond eyes then, no passionate yearning
over the dear idols given to the soldier-chief for the country’s
glory. “God keep thee, my children,” came cheerily and kind
from the mother’s tried heart, as her lips kissed the tears from the
fresh, young faces. Oh! women of the South, for your sakes
heaven might have averted the crushing overthrow. Your love,
and purity, and faith, and hope, and courage, were without limit,
and worthy of eternal blessings.  Man proposes, and God dis-
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poses. Guard the sacred memories of the dear, dead past, and
keep forever as a priceless heritage the recollections of those im-
mortal deeds done and dared for the love of you.

Waverly was selected as the point of concentration, and from
every portion of the surrounding country troops came pouring in
for enlistment. Ten companies were organized in a day, and the
next, Captain Shelby had one thousand men of the best blood of
Missouri. The struggle against surprise and complete overthrow
was terrible, for Federal garrisons and detachments were on every
side, but his old veterans nobly sustained him, and wmade up by
energy and incessant scouting what they lacked in numbers.

The bloody battle of Lone Jack startled the confident Federals
like an earthquake, for their choice regiments lay in gory heaps
among the burnt and smouldering timbers of the town, and, as one
man, they rushed after Cockrell with shouts and cries of vengeance.
The race was bitter and unrelenting. Without ammunition, embar-
rassed by captured artillery, arms and clothing, Cockrell determined
to baflle his pursuers by physical endurance and untiring speed.
Some of the weaker frames fell exhausted to the rear, to sleep, to
dream, to dic—for the avengers of blood were behind, who stabbed
or shot the unfortunate Iaggards, and rode on infuriated for the liv-
ing sacrifices.  But Cockrell won! Arkansas and help were
gained, and the beaten enemy returned in rage to the unburied
bodies of their kindred festering in the hot September sun.

This battle of Lone Jack deserves more than a passing notice.
Preceding the attack upon the town, Colonel Gideon W. Thompson,
a cool and daring officer, who afterward, for a time, commanded
Shelby’s old brigade, had captured Independence after a severe
fight, Colonel John T. Hughes, ably commanding in the assault, and
who was one of the most brilliant and efficient officers the war had
then developed, having fallen in the very moment of victory, living
only a few moments. The forces then under Thompson, who had
also been wounded at Independence, Colonel Upton Hays, Colonel
John T. Coffee, and Colonel Vard Cockrell, numbering about . eight
hundred cffective men, mostly recruits—moved upon Lone Jack, a
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little town in Jackson county, held by twelve hundred Federals,
with two pieces of rifled artillery. The position was reached about
four o’clock on the morning of the 16th of August, the Federalg
having no warning of Cockrell’s approach until notified by the pre-
mature discharge of a gun in the hands of Private McFa‘rlund, of
Hays’ regiment. Throwing away disguise, then, the Confederates
marched boldly to the assault. The advantages of position, arms,
ammunition and discipline, were largely in favor of the Federals,
their opponents having no artillery and no surplus cartridges. For
six hours the conflict raged with obstinate fury. The garrison,
thinking itself surrounded by Quantrell, whose war-cry had been
extermination, fought desperately, and for life, as it was imagined.
The cannon were taken, retaken, and taken a second time by the
Confederates, numbers falling on both sides around the guns, in
their efforts to capture and defend. Sectional hate and civil feuds
lent their desperation to the combatants, for the Jackson county
regiment under Colonel Hays were in sight of their desolated homes,
and the spoilers were in front of them.

Many personal acts of reckless bravery were performed, and the
regiment of Colonel Hays greatly distinguished itself. The Fede-
rals finally retreated, leaving two thirds of their number dead and
wounded in the streets of the town. While the fight Iasted, the
large hotel there was filled with quite a formidable body of Federal
sharpshooters, but it was fired by the Confederates, and all of its
defenders perished in the flames. After caring for his wounded
and burying his dead, Cockrell had also to rotreat, being without
ammunition and threatened by several thousand fresh troops from
Lexington, coming too late to rescue their comrades.

When the question of attacking Lone Jack was first discussed, a
majority of the officers opposed it, and favored an immediate retreat
into Arkansas, that the new levies might be disciplined and their
organizations preserved. Captain George S. Rathbun, however, was
eager for an assault upon the town, and such was the fervor of his
impassioned pleading, and such the influence of his earnest, impet-
uous example, that the attack was made and resulted gloriously.
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While this pursuit was fiercest, Captain Shelby gathered up his
raw recruits and followed after Cockrell, on a parallel and lower
line, with speed as great and anxiety as heavy. The cohesive
power of danger is probably stronger than any other, and in all
that long line of undisciplined horsemen—ifiesh from balmy breezes
and downy beds—not one faltered, not one missed answer in the
constant roll calls. Rest and refuge were almost gained. Crazy
and blinded from eight days and nights of uninterrupted watching,
the command staggered into camp on the little stream of Coon
creck, in Jasper county, to snatch a few hours’ sleep before night-
fall and before the mavch was resumed, for Captain Shelby had
wisely determined to leave nothing to chance that might be ac-
complished by energy. To those unacquainted with the effects pro-
duced by loss of sleep, the sensations would be novel and almost
ineredible.  About the third night an indescribable feeling settles
down upon the brain. Every sound is distinet and painfully acute.
The air seems filled with exquisite music; cities and towns rise up
on every hand, crowned with spires and radiant with ten thousand
beacons. Long lines of armed men are on every side, while the
sound of bugles and harsh words of command are incessantly re-
peated. Often, upon almost boundless prairies, destitute of tree
or hush, the tormented dozer turns suddenly from some fancied oak,
or mechanically lowers his head to avoid the sweeping and pendent
hranches. Beyond the third night stolid stupor generally prevails,
and an almost total insensibility to pain. Soldiers in Shelby’s di-
vision have been known to go incurably mad, and not a few cases
of hopeless idiocy have resulted from his terrible raids. On the
march men have dropped from the saddle unawakened by the fall,
while on more than o dozen occasions his rear guard has pricked
the lagging sleepers with sabers until the blood spouted, without
changing a muscle of their blotched, bloated faces.

The men had scarcely unsaddled their jaded steeds under the
grateful trees bordering Coon creck, and before the pickets had
advanced beyond the camp, when there came the shots and shouts
of the 6th Kansas cavalry all among the weary sleepers. Short
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time for forming, but to a man they rallied at their leader’s shout,
and met the on-coming troopers with a deadly volley. Tor five
minutes the conflict raged evenly, the Confederates operating from
behind trees, and having the protection of a heavy fence. Colonel
Cloud, commanding the Federals, withdrew after the force of hig
charge and surprise was spent, and tried a rear attack, but the reg-
ulars under Lieutenant Blackwell, and McCoy’s detatchment from
the old 1st Missouri infantry—Turley, Howard, Conklin, MeNamara
and Kane, and Edward’s and Garrett’s companies waded the creek,
waist deep, and met them with such a sudden, deadly fire, that they
withdrew altogether from the contest, leaving in Shelby’s hands
eleven killed and five wounded. On the Confederate side, Orderly
Sergeant Oliver Redd, of Shelby’s old company, fell badly wounded
while mustering his men in the moment of attack, and private John
Oliver, of Company “B,” and private Hunt, of Company “E” also
received severe wounds. None were killed, but many valuable
though disabled horses had to be lefs and the riders forced to walk
away.

Supper was cooked and eaten in peace, and when the darkness
of night had rendered objects invisible, the command moved out
four deep, with the regulars deployed right and left of the column,
for it was Captain Shelby’s intention to attack the enemy wherever
found, and cut his way through at any cost. None were encou-
tered, however, and every heart felt inspired with thoughts of com-
Ing greatness to a command which had stood so firmly in the midst
of sudden danger and attack. Besides, when the fight commenced
three rounds of ammunition was the painful average to each man,
and during the fire unarmed men were busily engaged in making
cartridges. )

From Coon creek the command moved unmolested to & beautiful
camp in the timber skirting the Newtonia praivies and just four
miles from the town of that name, where the work of organization
was commenced immediately and in earnest. Simultaneously with
the arrival of Captain Shelby, two other regiments had also reached
the Bouthern rendezvous, making, combined, a brigade of satisfuc-
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tory strength, and composed of materials never surpassed in cour-
age, physical development and intelligence. Colonel Upton Hays
commanded the regiment recruited in Western Missouri, and known
as the Jackson county regiment, and Colonel John T. Coffee com-
manded the regiment recruited in Southwest Missouri.

General Hindman, from his headquarters at Ozark, Arkansas,
sent to the front a staff officer—Lieutenant Kearney—to organize
these three regiments into one Missouri cavalry brigade, place it
under the command of Colonel Shelby, and order him to hold his
advanced position and scout well to the front in all directions, while
the necessary time taken for drill and discipline was consumed. At
an election held in the Lafayette county regiment, Captain Shelby
was unanimously chosen Colonel, B. F. Gordon, Licutenant Colonel,
and George Kirtley, Major. The Jackson county regiment in turn
elected Upton Hays, Colonel, Beal G. Jeans, Lieutenant Colonel,
and Charles Gilkey, Major. The Southwest Missouri regiment
elected John T. Coffee, Colonel, John C. Hooper, Lieutenant Colonel,
and George W. Nichols, Major—thus the organization was com-
pleted, and Colonel Shelby assumed command of that immortal
brigade which afterward carried its flag trinmphantly in a hundred
desperate conflicts, and poured out its blood like water from Kansas
to the Rio Grande. Step by step I have traced its formation from
a little company in front of the trenches at Corinth—covered with
the mud and the clay of the rifle-pits, to the great, broad prairies
of Missouri, where it was welded into a compact mass of dauntless
men, and led by a young soldier whose fame, yet unknown burst
afterward into a brilliant light of glory. Always where danger was
greatest and where the red waves swallowed up the truest and
bravest, it never wavered beneath the calm eyes of its leader, nor
faltered in the charge when his clear voice urged it on. Many
times naked, destitute, worn by incessant fighting, freezing, starv-
ing—it never abandoned the stern discipline so often inculcated,
nor put off for an instant the indomitable pride and chivalry of its
organization. ~Surrounded, it never surrendered; surprised, it
never scattered ; overwhelmed, it never wavered; decimated, it bled
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in silence; and vietorious, it was always merciful and just. The
iron ranks were rent fearfully in many a rugged fight ; the prema-
ture graves of its best and bravest heaped the earth from Missouri
to Mexico, but still it ever marched away to battle proudly and
gayly for the land it loved best, looking away to its own Missouri
with smiles on the “ young, handsome faces just before the horses’
hoofs trod them down.” 'I'wice it saved a beaten army from de-
struction, and fifty times like a hungry lion it barred the path of
the victorious foe, standing as a living wall between pursuers and
pursued. In its long and bloody career it fought Yankees, Dutch,
Indians, Negroes, iron-clads, alligators, fever, small-pox, starva-
tion, and wintry blasts, and never once retired from any of these
without defiance on its battered crest, and ranks closed up and
serried.
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CHAPTER V.

WuEN a man is born with a profound moral sentiment, it is said,
preferring truth, justice, and the serving of his country to any
honors or any gain, men readily feel the superiority. They who
deal with him are elevated with joy and hope; he lights up the
house or the landscape in which he stands. Ilis actions are won-
derful or miraculous in their eyes. In his presence, or within his
influence, every one believes in the omnipotence of his efforts, and
follow his instructions with an implicitness almost bordering on
credulity. It happens, now and then, in the ages, that a soul is
born which has no weakness of self—which offers no impediment
to the Divine Spirit—which comes down into nature as if only for
the benefit of others, and all its thoughts are perceptions of things
as they are, without any infirmity of earth.- Such souls are as the
apparition of gods among men, and simply by their presence pass
judgment on them. Men are forced by their own self-respect to
give them a certain attention. Evil men shrink and pay involun-
tary homage by hiding or apologizing for their actions when under
the “scrutiny of that glance which flashes from beneath the awful
brows of genius.”

Colonel Shelby was one of these men; and united to his firm and

_incorruptible patriotism, his hatred of everything mean, his unyield-
ing enthusiasm and confidence, his reckless disregard of danger, his
passion for incessant fighting, were all the physical and intellectual
qualities which make a great cavalry leader. IHis intellestual qual-
ities were, a cautiousness almost without parallel.  Often and often,
in dangerous localities, he has been known, after picketing every
imaginable road and bypath, to send out again and again during the
night additional detachments under his trustiest officers. The ex-
pedients of his imagination were inexhaustible, and the fertility of
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his resources marvelous. His mind was unusually active, and hig
‘combinations subtle and intricate to his foes, but burning steadily in
his own vision with a clear light. Another trait upon which
he constantly relied was intuition—an almost infallible divination
of his enemy’s designs, and a rare analysis which enabled him, step
by step, to fathom movements and unravel demonstrations as if he
held the printed programme in his hand. Then, the physical en-
dowments were greater still. Imbued with wonderful nervous
energy, bold, reckless, and self-reliant, his face indicates quickness,
impulsive daring, wiry alertness, and great bodily endurance. To
those who do not know Joe Shelby, who have not seen him in the
headlong fight, the rough-and-tumble conflict, the terrible raid, and
the cautious retreat, no correct idea can be formed of his happy im-
provisations on the bloody field, and his quick, intuitive, and instan-
taneous combinations, which have never failed to win victory when
victory was possible, and, when impossibilities were to be grappled
with, have always succeeded in rescuing him from impending peril.
When near danger, sleep was almost banished, and the softest bed,
and the brightest Peri who ever wore camelias might have wooed
him, but in vain. Horse and rider seemed carved from the same
block, and day after day, and night after night, he never moved
from the head of his silent column. Under a tree during bivouac,
Lis feet to a large fire—of which he was remarkably fond—and his
head pillowed on his saddle, he snatched what repose he was justi-
fied in taking by circumstances. The rain beat in his face, and
plastered his long hair about his brow, but he only turned over, or
covered it with the cape of his coat. Wagons were his special aver-
sion, and baggage useless as a woman’s wardrobe. His men kneaded
their dough on india-rubber blaukets, and cooked it upon boards or
rocks before the fire. Forked hickory sticks made excellent grid-
irons, and the savory steaks thus broiled were delightful beyond
measure. Whatever reports might be brought concerning an ad-
vancing enemy, of their numbers and strength, his infallible ques-
tion was, “Did you see them?’ If this was answered affirmatively,
he followed it up immediately with, “ Did you count them? ¢ No,
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General.”  “Then we’ll fight them, by heaven! Order the brigade
to form line, and Collins to prepare for action front.” Collins was
the heroic young commander of his battery, and one of his old com-
pany. Thus he never turned his back upon an enemy without
knowing his exact power, and without inflicting more or less injury
upon the advancing squadrons. Cold, nor heat, nor climate had the
least effect upon his athletic frame, and intense excitement and
fatigue only deepened the lines about his mouth, and hardened the
color on his bronzed face. His soldiers idolized him, because he
shared their greatest dangers and their sternest privations; because
he protected them against the cormorants of the supply departments,
and had for them the best the country afforded. Cautious often to
what seemed timidity, yet, when the time came, his reckless daring
and indifferent hardihood seemed the very acme of temerity. Un-
incumbered always by wagons, streams had no perils, and mountain
passes but occasional difficulties, To be with his artillery was a
byword of safety, for when his horses failed, men were harnessed to
the guns, and dragged them, with shouts and songs, for miles and
miles. Always in motion, gifted almost with the power of ubiquity,
surrounding his camp or column with a cloud of scouts and skir-
mishers, he invariably knew everybody else’s movements, and kept
his own like a sealed book.

In his large gray eyes were depths of tenderness; and ambition,
and love, and passion all were there. The square, massive lower
face, hidden by its thick, brown beard was sometimes hard and piti-
less—and sometimes softened by the genial smiles breaking over
his features and melting away all anger suddenly. Extremes met
in his disposition, and conflicting natures warred within his breast.
He was all hilarity, or all dignity and discipline. Lenient to-day,
the men sported with his mood; to-morrow his orders were harsh as
the clang of sullen drums, and his men trembled and obeyed. In
the languor of camp life he might be listless and contemplative, or
nervous, energetic, and rapacious for air and exercise as a Camanche
brave. IHe would discuss by the hour, politics, war, famine, crops,
and field sports with the good old citizen farmers crowding around

6
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his quarters, when a change would come over his desires rapidly,
and the auditors were dismissed by a wave of the hand as he gal-
loped off to where his troops were drilling and maneuvering. Only
in battle did the two antagonistic natures unite to make him stern,
brilliant, concise and overpowering. The very air seemed to bring
him inspiration if it were tainted with the breath of gunpowder,
His hearing became more acute as the artillery rolled its resonant
thunder over the field, and his sight bad something almogt »f om-
niscience when it rested upon opposing lines and rival banners.

He was not a religious man—>but he worshiped nature and na
ture’s God. The tiniest flower growing by the wayside attracted
his attention, and rugged and picturesque scenery filled him with
awe or delight. When the mood was on him, when the surround-
ings of earth, air, and sky were in harmony with his feelings—he
carried his romance into battle and fought ostentatiously, or in a
subdued manner, as the sun shone or the day was cloudy. These
were his fancy battles, however, when he had to fight just so long
to accomplish a certain purpose, as at Prairie d’ Ann and Glasgow.

A boon companion and debonair gallant was Shelby, too. There
was much of Launcelot’s love-passion about him, with all of Launce-
lot’s chivalry and knightly bearing. Late trysts and later wooing
had for him much of glamour and more of witchery., Like Otho,
he would have “lingered on his last march, in the very face of Gal-
ba’s legions, to decorate Poppaea’s grave.”

Around his own camp-fire, however, when the day’s hard work was
done, would his generous, social qualities stand out best, and the
emotions and sentiments of his brave, fond heart woo to him every
one in his presence. Accessible, kind, and bluff, and free-spoken,
he sympathized with the troubles of his soldiers, made their cause
his own, and promised them that all differences should be smoothed
away and adjusted.

A skillful diplomatist was Shelby, too—in its best sense—and his
knowledge of human nature seldom failed him. The key-note to
the affections of mankind is struck only through self-interest, and
the roughest metals, under practiced, rapid hands, can be formed
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and fashioned into objects of beauty and perfect usefulness. The
quality which adds harmony and adhesion to conflicting clements
must be valuable, and the skill which softens the fierce passions of
ambition and vanity, and unites rival chieftains as brothevs under a
single banner, must be rarer than diplomacy, perhaps, and pos-
sessed only by the few. This power was his in a wonderful degree,
and first in his old brigade and later in his large division, there
were banished from the commencement those petty jars and cause-
less rivalries from which other and efficient commands suffered with-
out & remedy. Ile rewarded the descrving, promoted the brave,
encouraged all in the exercise of laudable, healthy ambition—and
assigned to each officer his position in the military list—merit ever
the standard of favor, and soldierly qualities more powerful than
rank.

But as an account of his exploits, as they will be detailed in these
pages, can best give the key to his character, together with those
he sought for, tricd, and gathered around him, as Arthur did his
knights, I prefer that my readers shall wait for the continuation in
natural order.

Lying in front of Newtonia in the warm September sunshine
was delightfully pleasant, and the cavalry drill, which was new to
the soldiers gencrally, went merrily on. Now and then a dashing
scouting party from the Confederate lines galloped into Granby or
Carthage, and shot a few outlying Pin Indians or skulking Federals;
and now and then a heavy column of Federal cavalry would come
i view of the outposts and air their new uniforms just long enough
to call out the camp in full force, but invariably retreating when the
gray jackets came stretching away over the undulating prairies in
a round smart canter.

One day, however, the Federals laid aside their dress parades for
the amusements of the Confederates, and occupied Newtonia about
four or five hundred strong, throwing forward outposts two miles
toward Colonel Shelby’s encampment. Colonel Ilays with his regi-
ment was sent out to drive them from the town and back to Mount
Vernon, as it was not thought at all probable that they could he
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captured, being freshly and splendidly mounted. No braver nor
better man than Colonel Upton Hays drew his sword for the South,
and he marched out gayly at the head of his dashing regiment in
the full flush of manly pride, too soon, alas! to be brought back by
his sorrowful comrades pale, and quiet, and sleeping his last sleep.
The circumstances of his death were these: After gaining the
prairie surrounding Newtonia, he discovered the enemy’s extreme
outpost—consisting of two dragoons—directly before him, distant
half a mile. Wishing to capture them, if possible, for information,
and relying upon his personal prowess, he dashed off alone to en-
counter them, first ordering none to follow except with his regiment
then moving at common time. Upon reaching the two sentinels,
he demanded authoritatively to what command they belonged, and
on being answered a Federal regiment, he instantaneously leveled
his revolver and attempted to shoot the nearest man. Unfortunately
the night before a heavy rain had so dampened his pistol that it
merely snapped, and the Federal dragoon by a motion almost as
rapid, fired his carbine full in Colonel Hays’ face, the bullet crash-
ing through the brain, and destroying life as suddenly as the flash-
ing of an eyelid. His regiment, which had been coming up all the
time, saw him fall with a shout of horror, and as one man it sprang
away in pursuit of the pickets who galloped back to Newtonia like
the wind. Eager for revenge, and furious at the loss of a Colonel
they idolized, the soldiers rushed on swiftly to the town, but found
the garrison in full retreat toward Mount Vernon. A long stern
chase was pursued for ten miles, and many unlucky Federals too
badly mounted for the terrific speed, were captured or killed, and
leaping over the still bleeding bodies of the dead,.the destroyers
pressed the flying foe. More than thirty fell victims in the race,
and the sorrowful regiment returned at nightfall to mourn and bury
their dead leader. Victor in several hot engagements in Jackson
county previous to his organization in the regular service, he had
thus early given evidences of many rare and heroic qualities.
Brave, daring, devoted, and intelligent—with a life of fame and
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usefulness very bright before him, Colonel Hays fell a victim to the
impetuous chivalry of his frank and generous nature.

The sudden and violent death of this beloved officer cast a dark
spell upon all hearts for a long time, and the soldiers went about
their duties very sternly and very quietly—hoping for a day of ven-
geance. News came at length by one of Colonel Shelby’s innumer-
able scouts that a large body of Pin Indians and runaway negroes
were camped in a skirt of timber near Carthage, levying black-mail
indiscriminately upon the inhabitants, and murdering right and left
with habitual brutality. These Pin Indians were all members
of the Ross party among the Cherokees, and had from the begin-
ning of the war taken up arms and joined the Kansas Federals.
Skulking about their old homes in the Nation and making forays
into Missouri was the principal part of their warfare, varied fre-
quently by innumerable murders of old men, and the wholesale pil-
lage and destruction of farm-houses. To crush them at a blow was
Colonel Shelby’s ardent desire, and he selected Captain Ben.
Elliott, Company I, of his own regiment, for the work, giving to
him strong detachments from other companies. By a forced march
of great rapidity and caution, Captain Elliott surrounded their camp
by daylight on the morning of the 14th of September and charged
from all sides to a common center. Surprised, ridden over and

~trampled down, the Indians and their negro allies made but feeble
resistance. Everywhere amid the heavy brushwood a silent scene
of killing was enacted, none praying for mercy, well knowing that
their own previous atrocities had forfeited it, and often, with the
stoical hardihood of their race, uncovering their breasts to the
wnerring revolvers. DBut one prisoner was taken and few escaped.
In two hours this band of two hundred and fifty savages was exter-
minated almost completely, everything they possessed falling into
Captain Elliott’s hands, the most acceptable articles being about
two hundred new Minnie muskets just issued to them by the author-
ities at Fort Scott. A dozen or more of the scalps of their white
vietims were found upon the dead, and one, a woman’s, was partic-
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ularly noticed. The long, soft hair had still its silken gloss, though
tangled all amid the curls were clotted drops of blood.

General Rains, commanding some two thousand infantry, had
taken post upon the old Pea ridge battle-field, fifty miles from Ney.
tonia, and was covering the transportation of lead from the Granby
mines to the Little Rock arsenal. The Federals objected to their
enemics obtaining munitions of war in this manner, and oceuiped
Granby in strong force. Major David Shanks, who had been pro-
moted upon the death of Colonel Hays, was ordered by Colorel
Shelby to drive them out, cost what it would, and this clear-headed
and rising officer made a forced night march of thirty miles, charged
the town at daylight on the morning of the 23d, routed the garrison
completely, killed twenty-seven, captured forty-three, and had him-
self only two men wounded. Vast quantities of lead were then
loaded in wagons and sent directly to Raing’ camp, while a force was
left to protect the workmen and hold the town.

The two lLeavy blows struck by Elliott and Shanks gained an
uninterrupted rest until the 29th of September, when the scouts
from every road hurried in with news of the advance of a very
heavy Federal force. Colonel Shelby knew a storm was gathering,
and drew in every exposed detachment except the one in Newtonia,
which he strengthened by two pieces of artillery from Captain Joe
Bledsoe’s battery, for it was necessary to hold the large flour mill
there at all hazards.

Preceding these operations, Colonel Douglas H. Cooper had
marched from the Cherokee nation with a motley force of Texans,
Southern Indians and half-breeds—numbering about four thousand,
and took post immediately on the left of Colonel Shelby’s position.
As Cooper held highest rank, he assuredly assumed command, and
threw forward to Newtonia an additional foree under Colonel Haupe
—2 Dattalion of Texan cavalry.

General Schofield, like his predecessors, Fremont and Curtis,
had quietly assembled an army ten thousand strong, and was march-
ing boldly down from Springfield, secure in his overwhelming num-
bers, to drive “every rebel,” as was boastingly proclaimed, ¢ from
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the sacred soil of Missourl.,” Eager to flesh his maiden sword,
which had been idle, perhaps, in its Republican scabbard since those
days in Germany when lhe fought against the crown “mit Sigel,”
Colonel Solliman, leading the advance, marched away from the more
phlegmatic Schofield, and moved to the assault of Newtonia with
five thousand as pretty Dutch as ever bolted a bologna or swallowed
the foaming lager, excepting, certainly, the old antagonists of the
the Gth Kansas eavalry, who were again doomed to go down before
the chavge of Shelby’s stalwart horseman.

Early on the morning of the 80th of September, the pickets weve
driven slowly in, and the deep boom of artillery announeed to Shelby
that the battle had commenced. TFor two hours previously he Lad
been waiting, and his formed brigade held its ready horses for the
word.  Solliman advanced gallantly to the attack, and drove every
thing before him into the town, when lis two six-gun hatteries
opened at point blank range, and hurled a tempest of balls upon
Bledsoe’s devoted head.  For an hour the artillery duel was deadly,
and fought upon a naked praivie, green and bare as a silent ocean.
Bledsoe exhausted his ammunition and stood hetween his silent guns
watching for the coming help.  Solliman, cager to finish at a blow,
deployed the 9th Wisconsin infantry—all Dutch—as skirmishers,
and hurled them against the town, held by two hundred Texans.
This fincely-drilled regiment, one thousand strong, spread out like a
fan, and when the fan closed it had encircled Newtonia. Iighting
manfully, the Texans were driven from the outskirts, and the bullets
form the 9th were hissing spitefully about Bledsoe’s patient horses.
The battery was in danger. .

Cooper had galloped to the front early in the fight, first ovdering
Colonel Shelby to assume command of the two camps and hold
everything in readiness to advance or retreat.  ITe sent to Shelby
for a regiwent and Shelby sent his own.  Licutenant Colonel Gordon
took the road at a gallop, and gained the town not a moment too
soon.  The 9th Wisconsin saw the fierce Missourians coming up, dark
as a thuuder elowd, and it gathered in its groups of skirmishers and
tried to vetreat upon its reserves standing upon the crest of a dis-
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tant hill clear cut and massive as an iron wall. Too late! The 9th
knelt as one man and poured a fierce fire upon the tide of oncoming
horsemen, but it only emptied a few saddles, and surging forward
as some mighty tide, the 1st Missouri burst their ranks like stub-
ble. Then one wild ery went up for mercy in strange and unknown
tongues, answered by the flerce hurrahs of Cooper’s Choctaws
rushing up for the scalp scene. But the generous Confederates
marched off their prisoners to the rear unhurt, and carefully removed
those inevitably wounded in the first shock of meeting. More was
to be done. One of the six-gun batteries had unlimbered upon a
distant hill and was pouring a murderous fire upon the 1st Missouri,
now dressing its ranks for another charge. Hedged in by innu-
merable fences, Colonel Gordon yet made a hold dash for the guns,
and only failed in their capture from the rapidity with which they
were hurried behind the reserves. Seeing their comrades swal.
lowed up, and anxious, perhaps, to make a diversion, the 6th Kansas
came up boldly on the left-flank and tried to gain the rear of the
advancing regiment. By a half wheel Gordon precipitated himself
upon this line, and they were also only too glad to seek safety be-
hind Solliman’s reserves, now formed in solid square, with a battery
on every wing. Moving thus solidly down, Gordon was forced
back under a heavy fire again to the town, where Bledsoe, with
replenished ammunition, opened the second time upon the advanc-
ing foe.

There was a long Iull in the conflict, only broken by the fierce
bursts of artillery, and the wild songs of the Indians coming up to
Join in the battle. Cooper’s battery had also arrived, and went
vigorously into action. The Choctaws attacked again, late in the
evening, Solliman’s right, resting on a heavy strip of timber,
while Gordon, joined by Lieutenant Colonel Jeans and two Texas
regiments, advanced rapidly upon the Federal left and center,
while the artillery took nearer positions and kept up a hot fire.
The whole line gave way almost immediately, and Solliman was
driven furiously twelve miles, and long after midnight—his soldiers
abandoning in their flight wagons, guns, blankets and provisious.
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The vietory won by the Confederates was decisive. Solliman
was driven back upon Schofield, less one thousand men, and with
the loss of much material, while his dead and wounded dotted the
prairvie with blue heaps for weary miles. Everything was secured ;
the prisoners sent South ; the wounded cared for, and the Indians
restrained from all acts of violence upon the dead. The 1st Mis-
souri suffered severely, and among the seriously wounded were
Captain J. A. Boarman, Lieutenant Ienry Wolfenbarger, Captain
C. G. Jones, privates Ed. Ward, McDonald, Dooley, II. C. Yerby,
Robt. Allen, any many others, while many cold forms of the young
and gallant dead were brought back at night and buried upon the
field by their comrades.

Early the next day, Colonel Shelby, with his entire brigade, made
a reconnoissance in force almost to Granby, but while the route
traveled gave evidence of the haste with which Colonel Solliman
fled, no enemy was found except the wounded deposited in cvery
house by the roadside, and the command went again into eamp upon
the margin of the prairie.

The unlooked-for defeat of Colonel Solliman and his enormnous
losses, aroused General Schofield from his apathy, and he hurried
forward his army by forced marches to Newtonia. Colonel Shelby
nailed the Confederate flag—the one given by Mrs. Lightfoot,
and now thoroughly baptized in hlood—upon the highest building
and calmly awaited General Schofield’s approach, determined to
fight if the odds were not too unequal. General Schoficld evinced
great skill in his advance, and at a given signal every Confederate
picket upon every road was hurled back upon the main body so
rapidly that only one fire could be delivered.

The morning of October 4th, came in calm and delightful. The
yellow glories of an Indian summer filled the air with haze and
melancholy softness.  Over the vast prairies around Newtonia,
Schoficld deployed his magnificent army, and with the blare of
bugles and the thunder of impatient drums, it moved slowly to the
attack. Batteries all along the front poured a hurricane of shells
upon the town, and a heavy column of cavalry mancuvered far te
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the left to gain the rear of Shelby’s brigade, skirmishing furiously
with Schofield’s advance. Colonel Cooper had early resolved not
to give battle, and the trains with all his Indians and Texans were
well on their retreat before Shelby slowly withdrew fighting from
the front. No pursuit was attempted. General Holmes recalled
his advanced infantry under Rains ; Cooper turned off squarely into
the Indian nation, and Colonel Shelby remained face to face with
Schofield.

Previous to these operations, which culminated in the retreat of
every Confederate command from Missouri, and while General Hind-
man was in the field upon the border, the Southern troops had con-
stantly and successfully advanced. Hindman’s headquarters had
been at Pineville, and dispositions were being made to advance
upon Fort Scott and Springfield simultaneously, when Holmes
ordered him peremptorily to fall back into Arkansas and assume
the defensive. Against this order Hindman urgently remonstrated,
and begged to be allowed to carry out the plans he had matured
before Holmes came West, which were to move boldly into Mis-
souri, with thirty-five thousand infantry and ten thousand cavalry ;
take Springfield and garrison it; press on vigorously toward the
Missouri river ; and at the same time throwing five thonsand Indian
troops into Kansas. Most of the troops for the Missouri expedi-
tion were then in camp at Little Rock, and doing literally nothing—
besides, they had been raised and equipped by the inexhaustible
energy of Hindman. Holmes repeated his order and reasons were
still found by General Hindman for disobeying it—unwilling natur-
ally to forego his darling scheme. Holmes repeated it the third
time more fiercely than before—instructing him to turn over the
command to Rains and proceed at once to Little Rock to lead the
troops there against the pretended advance of the enemy from
Helena. Against his most strenuous efforts, Hindman was retained
about Little Rock upon one excuse and another, until Schofield had
concentrated his army, driven out Rains and Cooper, cutting up
the latter at Maysville, and causing the former to hide in the moun-
tains of Madison county, Arkansas, with a demoralized remnant of
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men less than three thousand strong, without supplies, and nearly
destitute of ammunition. Receiving news of these misfortuncs,
which were the inevitable results of his ignorance and his indiffer-
ence, General Holmes ordered Hindman back to the norvthwest,
where he secured a position on the War Eagle mountains, covering
the passes in the Boston chain.

Shelby’s brigade took post at Cross Hollows, Arkansas, very vig-
ilant and defiant, A strong detachment of Federal cavalry soon
came prowling about their position, and finding no enemy, went back
three miles to forage, scattering themselves looscly over a large corn-
field, and making a vigorous attack upon the fodder and chickens.
Colonel Shelby learning almost immediately of their occupation,
sent Lieutenant Colonel Jeans, with his regiment, to break into their
country arrangements. It was done admirably. The detachment
was scattered in every direction, losing thirty-eight killed, seven-
teen prisoners, many wounded, and nearly every horse that had been
fastened while their riders were foraging.

The next day, Colonel Coffeec was sent with his regiment toward
Cassville, and meeting a Federal regiment about half-way, there oc-
curred one of those hot, sudden conflicts, so frequent among isolated
bodies coming in contact with each other unexpectedly. Coffee
finally drove everything before him, and returned with forty-three
prisoners, fifty-seven horses, and many guns, besides killing and
wounding fifty-four of the enemy. His own loss was seven killed
and thirteen wounded.

Fighting was now of hourly ocecurrence, and the Federal cavalry,
with a large auxiliary force of Pin Indians, ravaged the country in
every direction. Captain William Edwards, of Company H, Shelby’s
regiment, during one of his many and daring scouts, came suddenly
and late one evening upon fifty-five Pin Indians, dancing their infer-
nal war dance around a strong double log cabin, in the vicinity of
Huntsville. The inmates were two young ladies, an idiot boy, and
the old grandfather, perhaps seventy years old. Wishing to save
his children from a fate worse than death, the old man strongly bar-
ricaded the door, and, in true pioneer fashion, was shooting away
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from an upper window with his flint-lock rifle, probably as old ag
himself. Disappointed in forcing an entrance, and paying dearly
for their temerity, the Indians had piled dry brushwood around the
dwelling, and when Captain Edwards arrived, it was beginning to
burn quite fast. Dismounting his men, just fourteen in all, they
stealthily advanced to within twenty feet of the yelling demons,
when, each one selecting his mark, they opened a close and Jeadly
fire upon the savages. The revolvers finished the bloody work.
Seven Indians alone escaped, and with tears of Joy and gratitude,
the fair girls knelt and gave thanks to God and their preservers.

Another incident growing out of the operations around N ewtonia,
and before Colonel Shelby retreated, may be read with interest by
those who were conversant with the circumstances, and were ac-
quainted with the parties in the sad tragedy. A young man, brave,
skillful, and intelligent, joined Coffee’s regiment as a private, and
was on duty in front of the lines at Newtonia. This young soldier
had a sweetheart, as most young soldiers had, and solicited and ob-
tained a pass from Colonel Shelby to visit her at her father’s home,
near Granby. While there, a shout was raised by the young lady’s
mother that an owl was devouring the chickens at roost upon an
apple tree in the front yard. The young man seized his gun, ran
from the house, and seeing a white object in the tree, took deliberate
aim and fired. The bullet sped truly, and the girl of his heart, his
worshiped and idolized one, fell dying almost within his arms. It
seemed that on his arrival, the poor, kind country girl had deter-
mined to give him a good supper, and having no one to assist her,
had actually gone up into the tree herself to catch a chicken for his
meal, and while there received her lover’s bullet. When the terrible
fact came home to him, his sufferings were pitiful indeed. Tried
afterward 'by a military investigating committee an acquitted—the
parents of the girl interceding and imploring in his behalf—he sud-
denly rode from the ranks fronting Schofield at Newtonia, dashed
recklessly upon the enemy, and fell, pierced with six bullets, a victim
to his remorse, and to the consequences of g fearful, yet accidental
act. ,
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CHAPTER VI.

Yor forage and supplies, Colonel Shelby lingered around Hunts-
ville until the frocts painted the forests yellow and sere with falling
leaves, and now and then fettered the mountain streams with ermine
too dear for an earl. Amid bare woods stripped of all their leafy
plumage, and old orchards bending beneath the weight of luscious
apples, the tired command rested for three long, mellow Autumn
days. The fourth came with the sounds of strife again, and the
extreme outposts about Huntsville were driven in. Two hours’ hard
gallop over as rough a road as ever existed, perhaps, on earth,
brought the brigade upon the enemy, quictly preparing their morn-
ing’s meal in the streets of the town, and that, too, with the plank
and furniture taken from the houses of known Confederates. The
fires were quenched in the blood of the builders, and the half-cooked
meal fell into the hands of the pursuers. Fighting in the streets
lasted an hour, and proved as deadly, too, as all such encounters
gencrally are. The Federals, however, were driven from house to
house, and finally to the woods beyond the town, when they hastily
broke into column, and fled rapidly back toward their main body at
Oross Hollows. The Indians, miserably mounted on their diminu-
tive ponies, made poor time, and many fell victims to the relentless
pursuers. Feathers, women’s garments, bacon, erinoline, little chil-
dren’s clothes, household furniture, and even jewelry, were scattered
along the road for ten miles. One gigantic Illinois Yankee, killed
in the race, had a large eight-day clock before him on his horse, and
another had a bridal bonnet, decked out in all its coquetry of flowers
and plumes. Night ended the chase, and the tired command had
scarcely unsaddled before one of those sudden and early mountain
snow-storms commenced, with occasional wind and hail, which
lasted, without intermission, during the entire night. A large
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and comfortable church, fortunately found, sheltered the wounded,
and the frozen earth was wearily opened in more than a dozen places
to receive the dead of the day’s fight. The Confederate loss was
fifteen killed and nineteen wounded, the Federal loss forty-nine
killed, seventy-three wounded, and twenty-seven prisoners remained
to share the freezing bivouac. _

General John 8. Marmaduke, a young and gallant Missourian,
who had won his spurs amid the gloom and glory of Shiloh, and
who had recently arrived in the Trans-Mississippi Department, was
ordered by General Hindman to assume command of all the cavalry
and go at once to the front. Ie, from his position at McGuire’s
store, on the main telegraph road connecting Mud Town with Van
Buren, sent rapid couriers to Colonel Shelby in his snow-clad camp,
informing him that a large force of all arms was marching toward
him, and that he wanted immediate reinforcements. In twenty min-
utes the brigade was in motion—shivering, freezing, perhaps—bhut
eager and determined. The advancing enemy halted within five
miles of the position taken by General Marmaduke, showed signs
of uneasiness, and finally returned to Mud Town without a blow—a
large scout from Colonel Shelby’s command, under Captain Scott
Bullard, following them into camp and bringing back fifteen horses
and four prisoners.

By another order from General Hindman, Colonel Coffee was here
relieved from his regimental command, and Colonel G. W. Thomp-
son appointed in his stead.

General Schofield very soon withdrew his army back to Spring-
field for winter quarters, and left all the country open to the opera-
tions of the Confederates ; but incessant service and scarcity of for-
age had much reduced the horses of Shelby’s Brigade—so much so,
indeed, that he was forced to go into camp below Van Buren, on the
Arkansas river, where supplies for men and beasts were abundant.

General Hindman slowly concentrated an infantry force at Ozark,
and certain unmistakable signs about headquarters gave sure indi-
cations that the year would not close without a heavy fight. Two
weeks were spent with great benefit at Van Buren, and the horses
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improved wonderfully during the time. Winter was approaching,
however, on frozen feet, and the long nights grew severe and un-
comfortable. Orders for marching broke the dreary idleness, and
Cane Iill became the objective point. Every heart bounded at the
thoughts of an expedition to this delightful town, for the memory of
its hospitable people, and its rich and teeming farms, gave promise
of plenty and abundance. Its apples, too, were unsurpassed, and
who will deny that visions of delightful peach and apple brandy,
made by two huge stills in the neighborhood, did not mingle with
the soldier’s visions, and help to render palatable the dirty Arkan-
sas waters ?

At sundown, on the evening of November 17th, General Marma-
duke being remarkably noted for night marches—Colonel Shelby,
at the head of his brigade, moved solidly through Van Buren and
up along the great wire road leading to Fayetteville, camping about
one o’clock the next morning fifteen miles from the camp previously
occupied near the river. On and on over the rugged road, the
swollen and rocky streams, through the eternal solitude of the Bos-
ton mountains, whose gigantic peaks, pine-crowned and majestic,
rose up into the cold, gray clouds, winter on their hoary heads, but
not upon their feet; and down.again to the lovely valley of Cane
IIill, nestled in among great blue hills as cosily as a domestic house-
wife.

Rapid as the march had been, General Blunt hovered very near,
and held Fayetteville, only twelve miles away, with seven thousand
troops. The 6th Kansas Cavalry, dissatisfied with their two pre-
vious defeats, were raiding about Ray’s Mill; and still further to
the left the Pin Indians were pursuing their usual avocations. As-
sociated with Colonel Shelby in this expedition was a brigade of
Arkansans under Colonel Carroll, composed of really good looking
men, well mounted, fine, brave soldiers, but utterly misrepresented
and kept back Dby their leader, as the sequel proves—both brigades
forming a division commanded by General Marmaduke.

Shelby broke ground first with unceasing activity. The second
day after the arvival at Cane Hill, Lieutenant Arthur McCoy, with
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fifty picked men, was sent to look up one hundred Pins, reported to
be encamped near a little town twenty miles in the Cherokee Na-
tion. This Arthur McCoy was a gay, dashing, devil-may-care St,
Louisan who joined the old 1st Missouri Infantry, Bowen’s im-
mortal regiment, Duffee’s company, in St. Louis, and had won red
laurels at Shiloh, but being attracted by the rising star of Shelby’s
genius, came over to join his galaxy of knights. Like some of the
cuirassiers of Napoleon’s Old Guard, he always doffed his plumed
hat to his adversary just as he murmured through his moustache,
“En Garde” McCoy, above all others, suited exactly for the
‘enterprise, and ferreting out, by good luck, an excellent guide, he
succeeded in completely surprising the Indian encampment. The
sleepy pickets were cut off and sabered silently. The doomed war-
riors lay rolled up in their blankets alongside of a heavy rail fence,
which had been fired in a hundred corners to give heat during the
night, when the silent horsemen rode upon them without the ring-
ing of & musket. The work, short and bloody, lasted only a few
moments. McCoy sabered seven with his own hand, and but ten of
the whole number escaped. The next morning he rode quietly into
camp with not a rose on his fresh, blooming face withered or fled.
On his return, Lieutenant J. L. Bledsoe, of Rathbun’s company,
was sent out with twenty men to beat up the 6th Kansas and find
how their position stood. The 6th, however, turned suddenly on
this small scout and drove it in quite hurriedly, Bledsoe fighting
like a tiger and forming to fire on every convenient hill. Jeans
regiment swarmed out thick as bees to succor Bledsoe, and the
6th was aftacked in turn so furiously, that they were fain to scam-
per away under the shadow of Blunt’s somber shield, leaving nine-
teen of their jayhawkers pale and bloody along the roadsides.
Again the next morning, even before the most industrious soldier
would have risen in all probability from his frosty blankets, a young
and beautiful girl, Miss Susan McClellan, a fair rebel living four
miles to the west of Cane Hill, came tripping into camp, bare-
headed and en dishabille, to inform Colonel Shelby that six hundred
Federal cavalry, from the direction of Fort Smith had just passed
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her father’s house to surprise him. The roses on her checks deep-
encd beneath the admiring gaze of her auditors, but her fine cyes
never quailed nor her patriotic carnestness wavered. Giving her
a guard of honor, ten stalwart cavaliers, Colonel Shelby said to her
that the enemy’s movements were known, and that his men were
concealed behind a large fence bordering a level cornfield through
which the Federals must advance. Bledsoe’s battery, well Toaded
with grape and cannister, stood, half hidden, to the right, and a
mounted regiment under Colonel Carroll was held in hand to c¢harge
when the enemy’s ranks were broken. Sure enough, Miss McClel-
lan had not preceded their arrival more than thirty minutes, and
her preparations to sce the fight had been scarcely completed before
the Federals entered the cornfield in fine style and advanced in line
of hattle upon the crouching Confederates. They were terribly de-
ceived, and only expected to find two companies of militia, when
every salient they touched was a regiment, and every fence corner
a garrisoned stockade. Avoiding the Confederate pickets on the
main road only confirmed their ignorance and led them on blindly
to a bloody welcome. When within point-blank range, the snaky
fenee, lit up by the flash of three thousand muskets, revealed a line
of sullen men pouring death into the shattered ranks, while Bled-
soe’s four-gun battery hurled an iron tempest into their very faces.
The well-dressed line melted away like snow in a thaw, and shiv-
cring to the pitiless shock every living man turned and fled in one
rushing, frenzied mass—order, command, discipline, all gone, and
the yelling Confederates following on foot until distanced in the race.

Nothing was wanting to complete the destruction except a vigor-
ous charge from Carroll’s horsemen, but strangely he followed fee-
bly and at a distance, never getting near enough to deliver a good
fire or pick up a single straggler. The evil destiny of the Federals
still followed them. Rushing down the same road on which were
stationed the pickets, avoided by them in coming to Greneral Marma-
duke’s camp, they were ambushed and lost fifteen men from a close
fire as they galloped by, which, with twenty-three left upon the field
at Cane Hill, made a large aggregate of slain. The heroic girl re-

7
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ceived wild cheers from the returning regiments, and not one heart
amid all the rugged soldiers but would have risked much for her,
This successful episode lifted the brigade to the skies in its own
estimation, and made each man feel himself a hero. General Max-
maduke thanked Colonel Shelby for his watchfulness and vigor, and
made known the fact that the ladies of Little Rock, had presented
him with two beautiful banners, to be given to that company and
regiment which most distinguished themselves in the next battle.
Meanwhile Blunt threw a large detachment around Ray’s Mill to-
secure its advantageous position and cut off its supplies from the
Confederates. Shelby’s brigade made a forced march to attack it,
but the enemy fled without fighting, and Shelby returned to Cane
Hill. Then General Marmaduke resolved to fight Blunt at Fayette-
ville, and ordered Colonel Shelby to march at dark, but upon receiy-
ing information that a large body of Federals had gone west toward
Fort Smith, and receiving orders at the same time from Hindman
to follow them, he changed his dispositions and started westward.
A night march of dreadful fatigne and suffering brought Colonel
Shelby to the little town of Evansville, where it was reported the
enemy were bivouacked. The nest was found very warm, but the
birds had flown, and only a few outlying Indians were picked up.
Enduring incessant rains, swimming innumerable streams, and eat-
ing fresh meat without salt, made Cane Hill again a delightful camp
“for the wearied soldiers, where four days were spent quietly.
General Blunt, reinforced to eight thousand strong, moved against
General Marmaduke slowly on the evening of the 8d, so slowly that
time was secured to send every wagon across Boston mountain, and
to strip the brigade to the waist for fighting. All the day of the
4th, the men lay in line of battle waiting quietly, but Blunt did not
come, though only fourteen miles away. The next morning about
sunrise, and before a scouting party sent out to reconnoiter had
cleared the limits of the camp, the blue caps of the 3d Kansas
gleamed among the trees on the northern road, driving in the stub-
born videttes. Everything had long been ready. Shelby formed
his line on the crest of a hill just beyond his camp, and Collins took
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position in a large graveyard below, his dark guns and stalwart ar-
tillerymen flitting like specters among the white tombstones, suggest-
ing, surely, unpleasant memories on the eve of a desperate battle.
Marmaduke, notified of danger by the thunder of Shelby’s cannon,
gualloped immediately to the front with his glittering staff. In
svoth, it was a glorious sight. A strong northwest wind tore
down the yellow leaves in great gusts of broken pinions, and flared the
rival flags in broad defiance above the rival armies. Every move-
ment of Blunt could be plainly seen in the valley below, and his
long lines came gleaming on,

“ Ere yet the life-blood warm and wet
ITad dimmed a glistening bayonet.”

Collins opened first and shot a great gap in the leading regiment,
while the stars and stripes went down dimmed in the battle’s van. A
hundred eager hands grasped the fallen banner, but a fresh dis-
charge scattered the regiment like chaff to the shelter of the woods
behind. There went up a fierce yell from the Confederates, and
their skirmishers ran swarming down the hill to engage at closer
range. Battery after battery rolled up to the front and poured a
terrible fire upon Shelby’s devoted brigade, waiting for the onset—a
fire rarely if ever surpassed for terrible accuracy and precision.
Ahead of all, Rabb’s notorious six James’ guns plied their bloody
trade, and shredded life and limb away like stubble to the lava tide.
In after days they paid him back again, and in that furious charge
at Mark’s Mill, where veteran infantry went down like -apple-blos-
soms in a sweet south wind, this well-known battery was swept so
bare of men and horses that it could be removed with difficulty after
the field was won. The artillery fight lasted an hour, when Blunt
threw forward a large force of infantry for the assault. Three
times they came to the death grapple and three times Shelby’s lone
brigade hurled them back in confusion. Both parties took breath
and glared upon each other with earnest hate. Shelby could not
leave his strong position, and Blunt could not carry the hill by a
front attack. Suddenly, two heavy columns broke away to the right
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and left, and General Marmaduke knew further resistance to be uge-
less, as his vastly inferior force could not engage the enemy on equal
terms. The bugles sounded retreat, and Shelby moved off in mag-
nificent style, bringing with him his dead and wounded. Massing
his cavalry in solid column, Blunt hurled them upon Shelby’s brig-
- ade in one long, continuous charge, supported promptly by the rapid
infantry. TFurious at being bafled by such small numbers and stim-
ulating his Indians and jayhawkers by drink, Blunt led them on in
person, bent upon destroying all before him. The pursuit and
retreat were equally determined and deadly. Here Shelby inaugu-
rated and put in practice his own peculiar system of fighting on a
retreat, afterward carried to such bloody perfection by all his officers.
It was this: stationing his regiments by companies on each side of
the road, he had thirty positions for the thirty companies in hig
brigade. The company next the enemy was only to fire at point
blank range, break rapidly into column, and gallop immediately
behind the other twenty-nine still formed, and take position again
for the same maneuver. Thus, the advancing forces met continually
a solid, deadly tempest of lead driving into their very faces, and the
companies delivering their fire in rotation had ample time to reload
carefully and select most excellent positions.

Blunt took his punishment like a glutton, and hurled wave after
wave of cavalry upon the stubborn rocks dotting his pathway at
every angle. Right up from the hosom of the trampled road, a
great hill rose splendidly, for two hundred feet, bare and pointed as
a pillar. Round its summit Colonel Shelby clustered a regiment,
and two guns under the heroic Collins, while the dashing McCoy
planted the banner of the bars in the firm earth. About its base
the cavalry surged in wild eddies and fell off from the rocky sides
before the steady fire of its defenders, while Colling poured a
destructive volley upon the advancing infantry. The sun, hitherto
obscured all day, shone out suddenly like a ball of fire, and seemed
to crest the waving banner with a crown of golden radiance. Colo-
nel Shelby pointed to the blazing sky and said: “It is sun of
Austerlitz.” A wild shout hailed the happy omen, and beneath its
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fiery rays the battle raged with steady violence—one regiment fight-
ing ten.  Blunt had encireled the hill before Shelby moved, and his
skirmishers were almost between the guns before they were retired.
Then the whole tide poured down in fierce pursuit and pressed the
isolated regiment fearfully.

The young and gallant Captain Martin, just recruited two days
before, formed his company to receive the shoek, and fell dead the
first fire, his blood spurting in Shelby’s very face, while cleven of
his comrades lay beside him, a proud defiance on their fresh young
faces.

Shelby’s horse was killed, and the black plame in his hat carried
away by a pistol ball.  The yells of the drunken Indians and Kan-
sans were fearful as they pressed like very demons in pursuit.
Always with his rear company, encouraging by his presence and stim-
ulating by his example, Shelby seemed endowed with a charmed life.
Aunother horse fell beneatl him, pierced by eleven balls, and his uni-
form was torn by bullets and streaming with blood from his wounded
Lhovses.  Fearfully pressed, he sent from the gloom of the moun-
tains o swilt order to Gordon and Thompson to furm by regi-
ments in supporting distance. e had been fighting up to this time
with Jeans” alone.  These devoted oflicers joined hands syuare
across the road, and drove back Blunt’s heavy advance by a hot vol-
ley and a hotter charge.  Colonel Shelby here had Lis third Lorse
killed, being almost rode over by the enemy, but extricating himself
quickly, he joined his command and made another furious stand.
It was the last, and in o dark mountain gorge, flanked ou the left
by a rapid torrent, and on the right by a perpendicular cliff of rug-
ged vocks.  Up this the men climbed; waist deep in the freesing
water, they erouched behind the bank; while further to the vear,
in the road, a few mounted men showed themsclves as decoys.
Hooting, yelling, swearing—Lieutenant Colonel Jewell at their head
—the Gth Kangas in advance, galloped down upon the ambush
with sabers drawn. From the rocks above the roud, from the zig-
zag banks of the creck, from the pines on every side, a deadly fire
poured upon them from the concealed foe. Jewell, fell mortally
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wounded, in the middle of the pathway, and in their frantic attempts
to rescue his body, twenty-nine men and nineteen horses were
blended together in one solid heap of agony.

Again and again did fresh troops pour up to the front, but they
were all driven back with loss, and Shelby never for one moment
relaxed his hold upon the gorge. Night came down suddenly from
the mountain tops, and the sound of battle gradually grew faint and
fuinter, but very soon Blunt opened fiercely with his artillery, and
shelled the position for half an hour without effect. Iere Colonel
Shelby lost his fourth horse—all of them sorrels—and ever after he
would only ride & sorrel horse into battle; saying, a little supersti-
tiously, I thought, “that he would never be hit bestriding an animal
of this color.” In after days his confidence was rudely shocked,
but not enough to strip the idea from his mind. The stand made
here was necessary for salvation. Blunt’s troops took no prisoners,
and had broken through the rear by one long, bloody, tenacious
charge. The narrow road, rough and filled with huge stones, was
crowded by a rushing, thundering, panie stricken mass, riding for
life, as imagined, down a huge hill and over a deep stream at the
bottom. It was a fearful moment. The ground shook and sounded
as if undergoing some terrible internal convulsion. Sabers were
whirling, pistols cracking incessantly, the peculiar Indian yell—a
wailing, mournful song, loud above all—and thus the human ava-
lanche rushed down. It was swallowing up Shelby’s lines as it
came. e could erect no barrier strong enough to check it. Ina
moment then he ordered his rear regiment to open its ranks for the
tide to sweep through, which it did with the rush of a hurricane,
knocking men right and left, over precipices and into deep pools.
Hall Shindler, attached to the staff of Colonel Shelby, while bravely
attempting to bring some order out from the confusion, was literally
rilden over, and finally knocked by a blundering horse down a
steep place into deep water below. Shelby’s presence of mind and
the devotion of some of his officers and men immediately around
him, saved General Marmaduke’s division from irreparable over-
throw.
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With the darkness came a flag of truce from General Blunt,
(which was received by the heroic Emmet McDonald, who had heen
fighting all day with the stubborn rear), asking for Colonel Jewell’s
body, and permission to bury his dead and take the wounded from
the ficld of the Confederates. It was cheerfully granted, and Gen-
eral Marmaduke and Colonel Shelby met him on neutral ground,
and conversed as freely and calmly as if but two hours before they
had not sought each other’s lives with fell tenacity. ¢ Whose troops
fought me to-day?” asked General Blunt. “Colonel Shelby’s
brigade,” replied the generous Marmaduke. ¢ITow did they be-
have, General?” ¢ Bchave,” answered Blunt, “why, sir, they
fought like devils. Two hundred and fifty of my best men have
fallen in this day’s fight, and more heroic young officers than I can
scarcely hope to get again. I don’t understand your fighting,” he
continued, “when I broke one line, another met me, another, ano-
ther, and still another, until the woods seemed filled with soldiers,
and the very air dark with bullets.” Just then the body of Colo-
nel Jewell was carried tenderly past by his sorrowful soldiers, and
a frown passed swiftly over the face of General Blunt, but it cleared
instantly, and he said in a troubled voice : “ Ah! there goes u model
soldier—and far away in Kansas he leaves a poor old mother who
will look long for his return.” ¢ How many men did you fight us
with to-day ?” asked Shelby. “I am ashamed to tell,” replied
Blunt, evasively, “but more than you had to meet me.” After
holding some further conversation the generals separated to their
dreary bivouacs.

The battle had been more than usually severe, and lasted for the
entire day over fifteen miles of mountainous country, amid rocks,
trees, and upon the banks of a stream which crossed the road at
least one hundred times, cach crossing more difficult than the one
preceding it.  Carroll’s brigade, owing solely to the inefficiency of
its leader, never rallied after the first five, and thundered away to
Van Buren, carrying tidings of defeat and disaster. Two honora-
ble exceptions must be made to this disgraceful event, and those
were the gallant examples of the officers of the little howitzer bat-
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tery attached to Carroll’s command. These young officers, Huey
and Shoup, reported from the first to Colonel Shelby, and stood by
him during all the dark hours of the fearful retreat.

General Marmaduke thanked Colonel Shelby for saving the divi-
sion trains and artillery, and as he was constantly in the rear him-
self, he fully appreciated the desperate nature of the struggle.
Resting without eating during the night, the brigade next day
marched to Dripping Springs to recruit its energies, and wait for
General Hindman’s advancing army.
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COHAPTER VII.

O~z thing could never be learned at Richmond, ov, if learned,
never acted upon—and that was the great importance of the Trans-
Mississippi Department. It was the military Botany Bay of the
Confederate States, commanded continually, except when Ilindman

rag over it, by generals relieved from duty in Virginia because of

their ignorance and unfitness for awy position whatever. The
shifting of these incubuses only changed the responsibility geo-
graphically, and the same ruinous effects which would have attended
their retention on one side of a river did attend them on the other.
No portion of the Coufederacy required move genius and more
energy than the Truus-Mississippi Department,  Isolated ahmost
entirely after the fall of Vicksburg; exposed to continual tempta-
tions from Yankee cotton speculators; populated by a people pos-
sessing the worst ideas of the most Democratic form of liberty;
heterogeneous in all its clements; and its people opposed, from the
very mature of their habits, to all restraints or diseipline—it
required the iron-will and military cruelty—if this can be allowed
—of Bragg; the holy faith and stern religious enthusinsm of
Stonewall Jackson. The very opposite of both was given in an
evil hour, and I'. IL. Holmes assumed command when the matevials
might have been fashioned into splendid columns to support an
edifice magnificent in all its proportions and fair to look upon.

General Ilolmes had been once a keen and vigorous thinker.
Plans came to him unbidden and so rapidly that lie only caught
glimpses of them. Mental suffering, old age, and a life of great
exposure had told heavily upon lis physical development and cor-
respondingly upon his intellectual faculties. The tenacity and
vigor of youthful reasoning were all goue, and he seemed anxious
for the opinions of others, and more than complacent in adopting
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their suggestions and changing his own preconceived ideas for
those of some subordinatein whose military philosophy he had con-
fidence. Thoroughly conscientious, intensely Southern, and
devoted, body and soul, to the cause, he had all the political ele-
ments necessary to make a great commander, without the more vital
ones of firmness, perspicacity, and that wonderful faculty which,
after creation, carries everything before it to completion.

He owed his appointment to one of Mr. Davis’ idiosyncracies,
and it will serve to show upon what little matters sometimes hinges
the fate of a people. A digression sufficiently abrupt, therefore,
for its velation, will be tolerated. Malvern Hill had been fought,
upon which Magruder won a wreath of bloody laurels and an order
retiving him from command. The complaint was not that he did
not fight, but that he fought too much. A sublime accusation,
which had more of honor in it than condemnation. It soothed some-
what the old hero’s mortified pride—and he was proud, too, as
Hannibal. After reporting to the Secretary of War, then M.
Randolph, and discussing sociably military matters and things, Mr.
Randolph informed him that he (Magruder) had been assigned to
the command of the Trans-Mississippti Department ; that the neces-
sary orders would be issued immediately ; and that the President
desired to see and converse with him personally about affairs over
beyond the Mississippi. The next day Magruder called upon Mr.
Davis officially, was received with great dignity, and ushered into
his private cabinet. “How do you propose to conduct military
operations in the West?” asked the President, in his driest, most
impressive and emphatic tones. Magruder drew his tall form up
and answered concisely, while the battle-light of Malvern came
back to his eyes: I propose to fight, sir—fight continually and
always in Missouri. I am in favor of giving General Price all the men
he wants, and will go with him into Missouri and make the battle-
field there; I propose to go with General Price to St. Louis; I
propose to use his name as long as it will bring a thousand men. I
do not care who has the laurels; it may be proclaimed from Dan
to Bersheba that General Price is the commander; that the cam-
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paigns are his campaigns; that Magruder is a subordinate officer
when he is the Chief, sir—but one thing I will do, wherever and
whenever the encmy is met he shall be fought—fought, sir, as long
as I have a cartridge or a bayonet.”” The patriot spoke then—the
soldier had spoken in front of Yorktown, at Williamsburg, upon
the bare, red crest of Malvern.

Mr. Davis had listened eagerly until Magruder favored giving to
General Price unlimited power, when Ads eyes blazed too, and, with
a quick mnervous jerk, he snatched the pen from behind his euar
hurriedly and threw it with an impetuous motion upon the floor
without uttering a word. Not then could Magruder fathom this
outhreak of passion, and the next day he started to Vicksburg.
A telegram overtook him at Raleigh, North Carolina, and he was
ordered to return to Richmond ; and was finally sent over the viver
in a subordinate capacity. Before this interview, however, Presi-
dent Davis had had a conversation with General Price, in which le
taxed Price with a desive to separate the Trans-Mississippi De-
partment from the rest of the Confederacy, and General Price had
indignantly denied any such intention. A denial with Mr. Davis
meant much or little as he pleased, and in this case he did not be-
licve the denial. Magruder’s opinions again alarmed his suspi-
cions, and to make everything certain, he placed over all of them,
his devoted personal friend, General T. H. Holmes. He might
fight or not as he pleased—Dhe was to watch and to prevent. Ile
might have genius, and skill, and energy—he was known to be
faithful and devoted. The sequel proves much, though: weak, va-
cillating, and totally devoid of energy—his entire administration
revolved around the axis of a simple love he held for some wealthy
Arkansas widow. IIe replaced Hindman, when Hindman was the
only man with brains and will as pitiless as the grave. He found
an army created from the woods by the magic wand of Hindman—
he destroyed it; he blundered at Helena, and delayed striking a
blow until Vicksburg was in its death agony. He warred upon the
cavalry because they took but few prisoners among the Union men
and bushwhackers, and cantoned his infantry in unhealthy loculi-
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ties until they died by regiments and brigades. And during all the
long time of his willful, woeful waste, he was sighing tenderly over
labored love-letters and lingering fondly around his bewitching
syren, when every breeze brought to his ears the prayers for work
and action.

General Hindman had wrought wonders during his short admin-
istration, and was purifying and organizing his vineyard with rough
impatient hands. He found no army, but 2ds {dea of the conseript
law rigidly enforced brought one from the mountains and the cane-
brakes. There came up a great cry for arms and ammunition, and
General Hindman built manufactories; opened laboratories; dug up
the earth till saltpeter was found in abundance; discovered rich lead
mines ; imported machinery for making percussion caps; brought in
cotton cards for the women to make clothes; established vast gov-
ernment tan-yards; manufactured beautiful salt from mines deemed
hitherto worthless; and stimulated home industry by every species
of fayorable and practical legislation. He killed desertion at a blow.
He remorselessly shot it from the army by one vast, righteous, just-
ifiable slaughter. Traitors, Union sympathizers, eroakers and peace
men were stripped bare of their possessions, and if they did not
bend they were broken. The priest at the altar, the preacher in the
pulpit, the husbandman in his field, the bridegroom during his
honeymoon, the aristocratic slaveholder, the poor young farmer,
and the gawky mountain lad, all had to lay hold of the ropes man-
fully, and pull steadily for the South and her deliverance. Hindman
was tyrannical, but it was the tyranny which inspired the first Na.
poleon to say: “Bullets first—speeches afterward.” e was ac.
cused of cruelty, but it was the cruelty which crushed the opposition
and the mutiny out of Arkansas, and made her tremble with loyalty
through every pore. He was called ambitious, but it was the holy
ambition to blend, fuse, weld, concentrate all hatred, defiance, power,
energy, skill, intellect, into the most crushing shape, and hurl it like a
thunderbolt upon a common foe. That tyranny, cruelty, and ambition
s0 much talked about were needed, and saved Arkansas from a po-
sition taken by Texas in later years, and which placed upon her
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young brow a dark, red scar of dishonor and of shame. Hindman un-
derstood the magnitude of the struggle, the fearful gulf over which
leaned the Confederacy, and he became terribly in earnest. The
activity of his intellect knew no bounds, and the intuition of his
genius saw too far for the period. Expanding all elements into
vigorous life, gathering tribute from every avenue of supply, taxing
Arkansas and her people until their nerves and hearts were strong
with actual tension, he was almost ready for a blow, when the good
old granny limped over from Richmond, possessory orders in his
pocket, and a Licutenant General’s stars upon his collar. Being
deaf, he did not hear the murmurs of distrust which greeted him,
and so with a patience characteristic of most lovers and old men,
he deliberately went to work and destroyed all the foundations laid
by Hindman with such admirable skill, precision and forethought.

In this connection, it can do no harm to explain the action of
Hindman in enforcing the conscript law, and how, despite the un-
favorable congressional legislation upon the subject, it was sufficient
in his hands to give plenty of soldiers.

Direct and positive orders from General A. S. Johnston had
withdravn or were withdrawing, when Hindman took command, all
the organized companies of the Trans-Mississippi Department. The
conseript act provided only for filling up these same companies,
probibiting new ones, hence, had he enforced the law, as he was
cursed and denounced by many of the timid and indifferent for
doing, the West would have been hopelessly stripped of all means
of defense, enabling the enemy to overrun and occupy it at once
and to concentrate the chief strength of the Union armies on the
States east of the Mississippl. Defeating this result was one of
the most important events of the war, and it was defeated by nulli-
fying the conseription law of the Confederate Congress, disregard-
ing the policy of the Richmond authorities, promulgating a new
system known as “Iindman’s system,” and creating the army that
kept up resistance in the West nearly three years longer. To credit
for these actions Hindman was unquestionably entitled, though the
Confederate Government disavowed them, and relieved him from
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command on account of “arbitrary® conduct. With more bitter
enemies, perhaps, than any other Southern commander, growing out
of the stern necessities of his position, and exercising an authority
almost despotic, Hindman passed through the struggle and lives to
this day without a stain on his personal integrity, or even a whis-
pered charge of having gained pecuniary profit from the exercise
of his power.

The heaviest blow struck now was the battle of Prairie Grove,
and, as it did not effect its object, it deserves classification as a failure
and not as a disasler by any means.

After the threatened advance from Helena on Little Rock wag
found to exist only in General Holmes’ ill-grounded fears, General
Hindman sought nrgently for permission to move with the army at
once and attack General Blunt, hovering with a large force within
striking distance almost of the Arkansas river. Before doing so,
however, Holmes extorted the promise from Hindman that, even f
successful in his attack wpon Blunl, he should return immediately to
the river, and march back again forthwith with his army to Little
Rock. The forces for the battle were mostly raised, organized, and
equipped by Hindman, were in a fair state of discipline, and had
undergone several months of rigid drill. Their strength, of all arms,
was nine thousand and five hundred upon leaving Van Buren, of
which number eight thousand went into the fight, and being gradu-
ally marched from Little Rock to Fort Smith, they were in good
condition, well armed, clothed, and fed.

Hindman, at Fort Smith, heard, all the long day, Shelby’s retreat-
ing guns, and rapidly crossed Parsons’ Missouri brigade to render
assistance, if needed, for Carroll’s demoralized horsemen had spread
fearful tales of destruction.

The Federal forces stood thus exposed to attack : Blunt, upon his
sudden check, at nightfall, by Marmaduke, returned to Cane Hill,
and took position for repairs. Herron, lingering about Yellville and
Huntsville, away to the east, kept open no regular line between his
command and that of General Blunt, thereby exposing either to a
sulden blow without the assistance of the other. Blunt had ten
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thousand men, and the detached column of Herron was six thousand
strong. The palpable policy of the opposing general was to prevent,
at all hazards, the concentration of these two bodies, and throw
himself in full force upon the one nearest and most exposed, in order
to destroy them in detail. Blunt’s column, being nearest, was the
one chosen to attack, and General Hindman requested General
Holmes to hold General Herron in check until Blunt could be over-
thrown, which would enable him to turn upon Herron with success
almost certain. Iolmes promised ready co-operation, and having
Parsons’ brigade of Texas Cavalry, with other unattached troops at
his disposal, no motive could be imagined to cause a change of policy.
Certain it was, however, that Iolmes failed to redeem his promise,
and actually withdrew all opposition from Herron’s movements, who,
having ascertained Hindman’s maneuvers, and knowing Blunt’s
imminent danger, made forced and unmolested marches to his relief.
The troops withdvawn from Herron’s vicinity were not even added
to Hindman’s army, and it, therefore, became weaker in proportion
as Blunt’s became stronger. Matters were very desperate, then,
in the beginning, but by no means hopeless, until the fatal error of
Shoup, upon the fleld and in actual presence of the enemy, lost a
battle and neutralized the efforts of the campaign. But I anticipate
the misfortune.

Marmaduke halted his division at Dripping Springs, and informed
General Hindman of the results of the fight, who, in turn, ordered
Marmaduke to retain his position, scout far to the front, and prepare
for immediate battle, as he intended to fight Blunt as soon as he
could reach him, meanwhile watching the crossing of his troops in
person, and hastening everything to a successful completion.

Marmaduke moved on the morning of December Ist, Shelby’s
brigade in advance, and found no enemy that day in front, the
infantry closing up well, and in fine spirits. The army traveled
light, and, having no wagons or tents, suffered dreadfully from the
cold, now intense amid the mountains.

December 2d came in with a heavy rain-storm, which hardened
into sleet by noon, and even snow was falling freely when the bivouac
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was commenced, about four o’clock. Captain George 8. Rathbun,
with his Company ¥, of Shelby’s regiment, was the extreme outpost
on the main road, and at five o’clock, just after he had established
his lines, a large scouting party of Federals attacked him, evidently
to learn if he covered an advancing army. Captain Rathbun, being
extremely brave and intelligent, divined their purpose, and main-
tained his ground so stubbornly that the enemy were driven off,
leaving behind eleven dead and five prisoners, the latter testifying
separately that Blunt was still ignorant of his danger, and supposed
the pickets were only detachments from Shelby’s brigade. Thus far
very well.

December 8d came in clear and very cold, and about three o’clock
in the evening, Shelby still leading, his advance discovered suddenly
the 6th Kansas drawn up in line of battle on a large hill, every way
disposed to give battle. Tortunately, the infantry were several miles
behind, and a sudden turn in the road below these bold scouters
prevented any information from being gained by even the advantages
of their extremely elevated position. Colonel Jeans, who was in front,
received orders to drive them from the hill, which he did in fine style,
and pressing them beyond so rapidly, they were forced to turn aside
from the main road and take a rugged pathway, which carried them
into Cane Hill by a longer but safer route. The:chase lasted until
night, when Colonel Jeans returned to camp with twenty-two pris-
oners and forty-three horses, having killed thirty-two that were seen
upon the road. The prisoners were paroled and released expressly
to carry the information to Geeneral Blunt that only Shelby’s com-
mand was approaching him, which information was impressed upon
them by every imaginable artifice. The paroles amounted to little
less than the-paper upon which they were written, for during the
day of the battle four of these same men were actually re-captured
with the broken oaths in their possession, but escaped well-merited
punishment by swearing piteously they were forced back into service
by their officers.

December the 5th had nearly ended without a fight, and the bri-
gade had just commenced bivouacking when three hundred and
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sixty of Blunt’s Buckskin Rangers rode up deliberately, almost
within the camp, and looked quite sneeringly upon the poor and
meager preparations for a supper, actually capturing two Confeder-
ate soldiers at a house not one hundred yards distant, attracted
there by a report of some delicious apples being hid away. From
the days of Paradise a singular fatality seems to have lingered
around the apple, and Private Thomas Butler and his companion
had abundant leisure afterward, in a Leavenworth City prison, to
understand that coquetish Eve was not the only vietim to misplaced
curiosity. Certain crawling skirmishers in gray, with guns at a
trail, warned the practiced eyes of Blunt’s chosen Rangers that
trouble was brewing, and they galloped off without a scratch—the
first and only time a similar affair happened to Shelby’s venture-
some advance. '

On the evening of the Gth, and when within only eight miles of
Cane ILill, Blunt’s advanced outposts were encountered in strong
force, dotting the large hills in front, and standing clear cut against
the crimson of a winter’s sky—wary, watchful, and defiant. The
whole army halted in full view in the plain below, for the mask of
secrecy was thrown away, that Blunt might know he would have to
fight to-morrow. Large fires were kindled, cattle killed, and every
preparation made seemingly for a night’s bivouac, but these signs
portend little to old soldiers, and all expected some advance or
fighting before the sunrise.

At Morrow’s farm, the point of the divergence of the Fayette-
ville and Cane Hill roads—which again meet at Prairie Grove—
Hindman assembled his general officers, the night of December Gth,
for final instructions, which were that Colonel Monroe, with one
regiment of cavalry, should demonstrate at dawn on the mountain-
crest overlooking Cane Hill, deceiving Blunt into the belief that
the attack would be from that direction, and to constantly advise
Hindman of his movements. Before, however, this point had been
reached, and while Hindman was at Fort Smith, General Marma-
duke wrote to him after Blunt was checked in the pursuit over the
mountains, that the time had arrived for attacking Blunt in force.

8
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- General Hindman sent for General Marmaduke, and a conference
was held at Hindman’s headguarters in which all the general officers
participated. Hindman, Marmaduke and Fagan were for immediate
battle ; Shoup, Frost, and Roan were rather lukewarm and unde-
cided. Marmaduke insisted that the movements should be made
with all possible haste, and Frost desired time to get shoes and
clothing for his men, which was granted, and two or three days of
great moment lost, and in this conference at Morrow’s farm, the
night of December 6th, the plan of attack was discussed—Shoup
and Frost desiring to attack Blunt squarely upon his head at Cane
Hill, Marmaduke and Hindman proposing that the main body of
the army should move east around the position, attack Blunt upon
his rear and left flank, and force him from his well-prepared strong-
hold about Cane Hill. The latter plan had just been discussed and
adopted, and the necessary orders issued, when news came that
heavy reinforcements were approaching Bluut, between Fayetteville
and Cane IIill, showing that Holmes had drawn off the troops that
were to prevent this concentration, by threatening to move from
Yellville toward: Springfield.

General Herron, an intelligent and energetic soldier, had marched
to the help of his threatened comrades with untiring strength, and
was now at Fayetteville, twelve miles east of Cane Hill, ready to
join arms in battle if not prevented suddenly. Hindman knew all
this from Shelby’s unerring scouts, and decided at once with prom-
ising alacrity. Shelby got his orders to force in, at precisely four
o’clock in the morning, Blunt’s entire guards, and, after giving them
a good start over the mountain, turn squarely off to the left and
take the road to Prairie Grove, a central position between Blunt
and Herron, and by which neither could pass without paying bloody
toll, intending to follow rapidly himself and precipitate his entire
army in one sudden blow upon Herron, before Blunt could possibly
succor him. The better to impose upon Blunt, and detain him at
Cane Hill, one regiment of cavalry was placed under command of
‘Colonel James S. Monroe, a skillful and daring Arkansas officer,
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who was to follow the retiring outposts of Blunt, and detain him as
long as possible at his camp after becoming engaged.

Hindman’s determination to fight was wise and politic, as his force
would have been more demoralized by flight than by the chances of
battle, and he announced to his officers that the only change in the
plan would be to put Parsons’ brigade in Blunt’s rear, across the
Fayetteville road, while the main body, instead of moving on Blunt,
as before designed, was to be thrown vigorously on the reinforcing
columu, to destroy it if possible, before Blunt could recover from
hLis surprise.

Precisely at four o’clock, Shelby’s brigade left their glowing fires,
and moved out in the cold and the darkness to attack the watchful
sentinels keeping stern guard over their sleeping army. Shelby’s
regiment led, and Captain Scott Bullard’s company, deployed as
skivmishers at the head of the column, disappeared in the heavy
woods for a surprise. The moon had gone down hours before, and
the cold stars twinkled in a frosty sky with a red, ominous light.
The silence was oppressive, and the crouching soldiers strained their
eyes eagerly forward in the darkness to catch the first defined object
with semblance of a man.

The moon this night had been eclipsed, too—and upon many of
the soldiers the weird, mysterious appearance of the sky, the pale,
ghost-like phantom of a cloud across its crimson disc—had much of
superstitious influence. At first, when the glowing camp fires had
burned low and comfortable, a great flood of radiance was pouring
over the mountains and silvering even the hoary white beard of the
moss clustering about the blank, bare faces of the precipices. The
shadows contracted finally. The moon seemed on fire and burned
itself to ashes. The gigantic buckler of the heavens, studded all
over with star-diamonds, had for its boss a gloomy, yellowish, strug-
gling moon. Like & wounded king, it seemed to bleed royally over
the nearest cloud, then wrap its dark mantle about its face, even as
Caesar did, and sink gradually into extinction. There was a hol-
low grief of the winds among the trees, and the snowy phantasm
of the frost crinkled and rustled its gauze robes under foot. The
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men talked in subdued voices around their camp-fires, and werg
anxious to draw from the eclipse some happy augury. Relief exhib-
ited itself on every face when the moon at last shone out broad and
good, and the dark shadows were again lit up with tremulous rays of
light.

“Halt! who comes there?” rang out a strong voice with a
decided German accent. Forty rifles flashed luridly in the gloom.
and the faithful sentinel fell dead from his horse. His comrades
were prepared, though, and poured in a steady fire upon the head
of the advancing column, followed by a long, lurid flash from Shel-
by’s brigade, a cheer, and a charge over hidden logs and great rocks
in the pathway. At the reserve post another stand was made, but

“being pressed rapidly, a long, solid gallop told truly that Blunt’s
outposts were falling back upon their main body. Colonel Monroe
joined in the chase here, and Shelby turned off toward Prairie
Grove, as ordered. The march was bitter cold and slowly made
until daylight, the presence of the enemy necessitating extreme
caution, and the rocky and broken woods on either flank requiring
thorough scouting.

Colonel Shelby called up from the rear at sunrise Major Shanks,
and laconically gave him the orders for the attack: “You will,” he
said, “ take half of your regiment and half of Thompson’s and con-
stitute my advance, keeping two hundred yards of interval between
your rear and my column. Attack anything and everything in
sight, charge from the moment you see the enemy, and I will sup-
port you with the entire brigade. Forward, Major.”

A battle light gleamed in Shanks’ calm, cold eyes, and he
smoothed out a stray lock in his charger’s mane, as he lifted his
plumed hat in salute and galloped off.

A great, red sun came up over the tree-tops, but it was cold and
angry. Soon afterward there came the rippling shots of skirmish-
ers, a sudden crash or two, a long, clattering volley, and a shout
went up that Shanks was hotly engaged. True enough, in about a
mile from where he received his instructions, the old antagonist of
Newtonia, Major Hubbard, was met with his 8d Missouri regiment,
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and detachments from several others, escorting a train of eight
wagons, containing artillery and small arm ammunition, going to
Blunt, with thirteen other wagons loaded with clothing. Shanks
saw nothing but the enemy and counted nothing but the wagons.
“Men follow!” rang out clear above the roar of battle, and revolver
in hand he dashed down upon the line covering the valuable prize.
Hot work at the starting, but riding down everything, Shanks swept
all opposition before him and cirvcled the train with lines of steel.
Shelby, catching inspiration from the wild battle-music, dashed up
to Shanks’ support only to find him victoriously pursuing the routed
enemy, striving frantically to gain Ierron’s friendly cover. Coming
into the main road leading directly to Cane IIill, he stationed Gox-
don, dismounted, as General Marmaduke ordered, in the dry bed of
a creck, to hold the road leading to Cane IIill, while he dashed
away after Shanks with two picces of artillery, under Lieutenant
Luther Wayman. The enemy had scattered in every direction
through the woods, and Shanks to capture them did the same, so
Colonel Shelby, thinking his advance still before him in the road,
pressed on simply with his two guns and o few of his staff. Iub-
bard formed about a hundred men and swept down upon the two
guns before they had unlimbered, shooting, slashing, and yelling for
their surrender.  Riding up directly to Colonel Shelby, whom he
evidently recognized as the leader, he said: “You are surrounded
and overpowered—surrender your men immediately, Sir.”

Shelby was taken all aback, but his wonderful self-possession
remained unshaken. The Federal cavalry were between his guns,
around which clustered the artillerymen, defending themselves from
saber strokes and plying their pistols manfully. Wayman and
Cloudesly, Pritchard and Alec Cooper, Gus Armstrong and Char-
ley Tyler, Bishop and Graham, were gashed and blecding, yet
still hewing away with all the unscientific strength of their nervous
4rms.

“Surrender, do you hear!” shouted Hubbard, presenting a re-
volver to Shelby’s head, “ surrender, or I fire.”
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“ You are mistaken,” coolly replied Shelby—“it is you who are
my prisoner. Call off -your men, and listen behind you.”

Sure enough, Shanks having finished his work of death in the
bushes and hearing firing in his rear, came tearing into the road
between Hubbard and Herron, Captain John Jarrett leading, thus
cutting off the former from all retreat, while Thompson and Elliott
came galloping up from the other direction. “I am caught,” said
Hubbard, trying to smile, “nicely canght, and here is my sword. I
ask ouly quarter for my men.” “Take back your sword, Major,”
generously answered Shelby, “it was never stained, as I have learned,
in the blood of the helpless around Newtonia. I respect an honor-
able foe.”

Three hundred and seventy-three prisoners were sent under
guard to the rear, together with the twenty-one wagons, making a
good beginning for the day, beside a large number killed and
wounded. But more had yet to be done. The head of the infantry
appearing in sight, Shelby concentrated his brigade rapidly, and,
after accurately informing General Marmaduke of the position of
affairs, who was rapidly making dispositions to attack with his
united division, hurried away to find General Herron’s exact po-
sition, knowing full well he must be close at hand. Two miles from
the Prairie Grove Church, around which the battle surged all day,
his infantry was encountered advancing in line of battle, cavalry
all retired, skirmishers ahead of a naked front, wary and prepared
for action. Herron halted at Shelby’s advance, and believing the
whole army upon him, offered battle in a wretched position. Then
the fate of the day hung trembling in the balance, and fugitive
generals flitted ever and anon through the smoke of the conflict,
while vietory smiled lovingly above the Confederate army with out-
stretched arms asking for embrace. Putting Parsons in position,
General Hindman went with him toward Cane Hill to reconnoiter
Blunt, having first ordered Shoup, with great emphasis to strike
the reinforcements ¢ quick and desperately ”’—the precise words.
Marmaduke’s division fell back slowly, fighting Herron’s advance,
step by step—both its leader and Shelby asking for help to attack
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Herron in turn and destroy him., None came, and when Marma-
duke had fallen back upon Prairie Grove, the head of Herron’s
infantry pressing him, Shoup had deployed in line of battle to repel
attack, which was proper.  But after waiting an hour for the enemy
to attack, he lost another hour in going to the rear to say to Hind-
man that he thought his force insufficient to drive the enemy.
Blunt’s cavalry and light artillery assailing Parsons had rendered
it impossible for Hindman to tell whether there was firing in the
direction of Fayetteville or not. In fact he had concluded that the
enemy had retreated out of reach, and he thercfore sent Major
Wilson, of his staff, to recall Shoup when he met the latter secking
him, two hours after he had received his orders to attack wnolens
volens.  Waiting for Ierron’s attack meant waiting for Blunt, for
concentration, for defeat, for disaster. Sorrowfully, and under the
shadow of a great darkness, Marmaduke and Shelby took positions
in the lines about Prairie Grove—the battle-field being the crest of
a large hill, about two miles east from the position tuken by Gen-
eral Hindman, In these defensive lines cight thousand Confed-
erates waited until Herron, with six thousand men, and Blunt, with
ten thousand men concentrated their forces and attacked—cight thous-
and sheep waiting until sixtcen thousand wolves should come and
devour them because their shepherd was ignorant of his duty and
incapable of protecting them.

Colonel Monroe, at Cane Hill, carried out his orders and attacked
Blunt so fiercely that he thought Hindman’s entire army was upon
him, and could only half believe Ierron’s couriers begging him
to march instantly to Prairie Grove, but Monroe failed to inform
Hindman of Blunt’s retreat, probably because he was himself igno-
rant of it. IHowever great the doubts inspired by Monroe’s mas-
terly maneuvers in the mind of General Blunt, the steady and in-
fernal roar of IHerron’s artillery told very plainly the point of real
attack. Mark the heroic devotion of this man, and cowmpare his
energy and promptitude in the face of terrible danger with the
dilly-dallying of Shoup who lingered fondly around the brow of
the hill like some asthmatic lover wheezes about his darling. Ile
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was a West Pointer, too—an honor, however—but he wanted to
set some practical experience in the taking of positions and in the
formation of troops by “echelon,” instead of pushing them into the
fight as if he meant business.

Blunt knew the upper road between himself and Herron was in
possession of Hindman, for every scouting party sent out had been
driven back or captured, and he marched directly to Ray’s Mill,
eight miles north, crossed the Illincis river, a large mountain
stream, and thence east four miles to Prairie Grove. This dis-
tance he made in little more than two hours, and perfectly un-
molested.

Herron, in the low swampy ground where Shelby left him in
battle-line, took his own time to attack, willing to give Blunt every
opportunity to come to his assistance. Shoup, whose love for the
hill would not suffer him to leave it, but whose giant proportions
were not sufficient to cover his unfortunate mistake, formed hig
lines almost entirely around its crest. Shelby on the right, Frost
and Parsons on the left, with Fagan and Shoup in the center,
where the artillery was also massed. Directly below this hill, and
yellow and beautiful still in the early winter, a large meadow lay
spread out like a picture. Beyond this meadow were heavy swells
of timber, from which Herron soon emerged and formed his lines
in full view of the rival army. The battle commenced by a furious
artillery fire—but from the Federal side alone—the Confederates
greatly deficient in the quality of guns, and the marked superiority
of the Federal artillery, both in metal and range, wisely induced
General Hindman to shelter his batteries, and to use them only in
moments of assault. Shelby, however, by constantly changing the
position of his guns, and by the reckless exposure of Collins and .
his devoted battery, succeeded in keeping up a steady and defiant
cannonading. If the Federal fire at Cane Hill had been admirable,
here it was perfect and unsurpassable. 'Forty-two pieces of field
artillery, from every conceivable point of the compass, filled the
woods with shells as thick as pigeons in their annual flights, and
tore away trees, obliterated fences, and swept down artillerymen
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like the breath of a hurricane. Infantry in the reserve fell muti-
lated before the same balls which had killed one or two of the fore-
most skirmishers, and the squadrons of cavalry on the flanks were
riddled with terrible impunity. Nothing makes a man shoot so
coolly as not being shot at in return, and from the necessary
silence of Hindman’s artillery, the Federal batteries were as undis-
turbed as if practicing at a target.

This fire lasted nearly two hours, quite long enough for Blunt to
execute his plans and to save Herron. Then a solid brigade of
infantry, led by Colonel Black, of the 25th Illinois, broke away
from Iferron’s lines and marched beautifully to the assault upon
the right, where Shelby and Fagan were crouching all the long
hours of the artillery butchery. TFurther down the hill, and conse-
quently nearer to the enemy, stood Blocker’s splendid four-gun
battery, naked and pitiful in its utter desolation. Wrested from its
company, every horse killed, half its defenders piled amid their
cherished guns, it was now dreadfully exposed to the oncoming tide
of Federals sweeping up the hill like a “stream that bursts its
banks.”  Shelby marked its danger, and swore before high
Heaven it should not perish thus. Inowing that not a man could
be spared from his brigade until after the assault was repulsed, he
ordered Licutenant Collins, of Bledsoe’s battery to cover it by two
guns loaded with cannister. “When you sec their hands upon the

_wheels, Dick,” said Shelby, ¢“fire—not before.”

Collins masked his guns within two hundred yards of Blocker’s
battery and Shelby returned to meet the assault.

In beautiful array the Federals swept up the hill, through a young
peach-orchard, regularly laid out in long lines of trees, and right
upon Blocker’s battery, behind which, some two hundred yards, and
entirely hid, were Fagan and Shelby, waiting like tigers in the lair.
The 25th Illinois led, composed mostly of devil-may-care Irishmen,
and when they reached the battery and saw the fearful work of
their own guns, there was a fierce hurrah, and every man turned up
his canteen and took a long, hearty drink. All this was in plain
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sight, and almost every word spoken in their ranks could be heard
distinet and ringing.

“Be jabers” said one, “but Rabb plays hell to-day with the rebs,”
“Andif ye'll be only as safe as Rabb in his position a mile away
this blissed day,” said another, “Mistress Murphy will have no
masses said for yer precious soul at all, at all”  “Divil take you,
Pat, for a nuisance,” replied the first, ¢ reminding one of wives and
childer this bloody moment. Ah! look out, boys, look out—there’s
hell hefore us.”

All this actually passed while the brigade was advancing, and
the Irishmen’s caution arose from seeing several Confederate skir-
mishers incautiously changing their positions from bad to better
covers. Iow the Confederates held their fire so long has always
heen a mystery, but Colonel Black had reached to within fifty feet
of their position when a leaping, radiant tide of death swept the
front und withered the gorgeous array in the twinkling of an eye.
Black, badly wounded, tried to rally his men under even that fire,
but slaughter was too hungry and too insatiable ; officers, soldiers,
horses, and riders thundered back in struggling masses, while Col-
lins poured two fires into the seething crowd, and Shelby’s and
Hawthorn’s brigades, carried away by uncontrollable enthusiasm,
pressed them like very devils almost to their guns, and suffered
greatly from artillery as they were returning, but saving Blocker’s
battery by a bayonet charge, under the order from General Hind-
man. All about the peach orchard, around the recaptured battery,
behind logs, stumps and trees, the dead and wounded lay in great
heaps, and soon agonized eries and piteous appeals arose upon the air
from the poor sufferers, as the cold, freezing winds penetrated their
wounds with rugged ice daggers. One gigantic Ilinois man had
his thigh shattered by a Minnie bullet clear up into the body. Suffer-
ing a thousand deaths, he called to one of Shelby’s brigade, and
said calmly, though his features were terribly distorted : ¢ For the
love of God, friend, kill me und put me beyond such intolerable
misery.” ¢ Are you in yearnest ?”” replied the rough Missourian,
“and may I have your overcoat and canteen?” Yes, yes—every-
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thing,” murmured the dying man. “Well, here goes—shut yer
eyes and hold yer breath—’t will be over in a minnit.”

The soldier did as desired ; the Missourian placed his musket to
his head and, blowing his life out like a puff of smoke, he coolly
took the promised articles andrejoined his command. The canteen
was filled with excellent liquor, which gave Corporal Miles and
Sergeant Parnell, of Company I, Shelby’s regiment, an idea, and
soon they returned from the skirmish line loaded with cantecns
filled with the generous fluid.

In this charge were two Irishmen from St. Louis—splendid,
strapping fellows, full of fun and devilment. They had the very
day of enlistment made a solemn agreement between each other to
go into every fight, side by side, succor one another in distress,
and in the event of a wound that was not mortal, the one unhurt
should bear the other from the field. Charging furiously down the
hill after the retreating Federals, the oldest, Jerry, received an
ugly bullet through his right thigh, falling heavily. True to his
prowise, the youngest, Larry, gathered him up immediately, threw
him across his back and started to the rear. Meeting Dr. Spencer
Brown, engaged busily among the wounded, the doctor said to him:
“ Ah! Larry, and why are you taking a dead man from the field.”
“Dead—and faith he’s not so aisy kilt.” “But look up and see for
yourself.”

The faithful comrade turned slowly around to get a glance at his
companion’s face, and, sure enough, during the retreat a cannon ball
had taken his head smoothly and evenly off without Larry knowing
the slightest thing about it. A wondering, half curious expression
came over his countenance, as if he did not half understand matters,
then, gently laying down the mutilated burden, he said with great
gravity, “Be gorrah, but he tould me he was wounded in the leg!”

After repulsing the first attack, General Hindman commenced
massing troops on his right, which he intended, under the command
of General Marmaduke, to hurl upon the enemy’s left, turn it and
gain his rear, and had communicated the necessary orders, when the
desertion of Adams’ regiment occurred, shaking his confidence in
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the rest of the troops (naturally, though unjustly as the resyl
proved), to such an extent that he then gave up all othe.r.pla,ns ex-
cept that of holding the ground until nightfall and retiring below
the mountains. The desertion occurred during the hottest portion
of the battle with Herron, and the regiment went almost en masse,
their heroic leader and a few other officers and men remaining to fight
with other ranks. :

Herron commenced his terrible artillery fire again, while he re-
organized the same brigade and sent it back reinforced. The issue
was even more disastrous than the first, though more persistently
and desperately pursued, and, again, the brigade was driven back,
losing many prisoners.

“What men are fighting us,” asked General Fagan, riding up on
his splendid war horse, and looking every inch a dashing cavalier,
of a young Federal Lieutenant, of the 25th Illinois, who had hig
behind a log when the work was hottest, and thus suffered himself
to be captured, “they come up daringly to certain death.” “They
are the 25th Illinois, Tth Kansas, 4th Wisconsin and 9th Missouri,”
answered the young Lieutenant, “and General Herron is anxious to
know what brigades followed his troops after the first repulse almost
up to his guns?”  “Shelby’s and Hawthorne’s brigades,” replied
Fagan, “the first one is the same which captured your wagons and
cavalry this morning. Has Blunt arrived ?  “Not in the moment
of assault, but his advance could almost be seen,” exultantly an-
swered the Lieutenant.

It was, indeed, too true.  Wild and frantic cheers from the meeting
hosts drowned the roar of battle, and saddened many hearts igno-
rant until now of affairs.  Short greeting serves in time of strife,”
and Herron and Blunt joined hands but for one moment, before
grappling the Confederate army with strengthened and sinewy arms.
The shock came, and it was terrific. Each leader knew the issue,
and stripping away all superfluities, marched boldly to the decision.
For four dreadful hours the red waves of battle ebbed and flowed
around the hill, in and out amid the beautiful woods of Prairie
Grove, and almost upon the sacred altap of the quiet, country church,
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pointing its tall spires heavenward, as if praying God’s mercy on
the infuriated combatants. Blunt, grim and stubborn as a bull-dog,
threw himself upon General Parsons, and dealt him ponderous blows
for an hour and more, when Parsons closed suddenly upon him and
bore him back, bleeding, through a large orchard to the timber be-
yond, where he had massed thirty pieces of artillery in one solid
parl. In this orchard were five gigantic ricks of straw, dry and
combustible almost as gunpowder. Hither some two hundred woun-
ded Federals had crawled, to burrow in the warm covering and find
shelter against the bitter cold. Shells from their own lines fired
the frail protection, and before any effort could be made at rescue
their heart-rending cries told all the dreadful agony of the confla-
gration. The sight afterward was sickening and appalling. Two
hundred human bodies lay half consumed in one vast sepulcher,
and in every position of mutilated and horrible contortion, while a
large drove of hogs, attracted doubtless by the scent of roasting
flesh, came greedily from the apple trees and gorged themselves
upon the unholy banquet. Intestines, heads, arms, feet, and even
hearts were dragged about over the ground and devoured at leisure.
But, why dwell upon the disgusting scene? War has horrors enough
in all shapes without portraying the most offensive.

Herron, on the right, had less success than Blunt, and was driven
back at all points with greater loss. Night alone closed the battle,
leaving the Confederates in possession of the field and believing in
vietory, though somewhat scattered and demoralized.

After the sounds of strife were all hushed, General Hindman
calmly surveyed the field and the difficulties of his position. Or-
dered by General Holmes to retreat whatever the issue of the battle,
it was certainly but just and obedient that the order should be
carried out strictly when the battle was a decided check. Beside,
the total lack of provisions; a concentration of the Federals; the
heavy losses in the army ; scarcity of ammunition and extreme cold "
farnished strong and additional reasons for abandoning the field
after it was won. Twenty rounds of ammunition only remained
at dark. Enough was carried for the short affair proposed to be had
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with Blunt, but not enough for a two day’s fight with more than
double the force expected. There was no other ammunition nearer
than Little Rock, and Hindman was forced to retreat or adopt the
suicidal poliey of fighting another day, with his army destitute of
provisions and wanting in ammunition. He decided to retreat dup-
ing the night, leaving General Marmaduke with his cavalry to
cover the retirement, and bury the dead. This retreat had heen a
foregone conclusion from the first, and the bloody fighting after
Blunt arrived was simply done for life, and to gain time in order to
repair the fatal blunder of Shoup. The fruits of the day had all
been gathered by Shelby—the prisoners were his, the wagons were
his, the arms and ammunition were his, and just after nightfall the
tired and hungry infantry retired southward from the field. When
nearly the entire artillery and infantry forces had disappeared, Gen-
eral Blunt sent in a flag of truce, asking for twenty-four hours’
time to enable him to gather up and bury his dead and care for hig
wounded—they all remaining upon that portion of the field held
from the first by the Confederates. It was granted immediately by
General Hindman, and the work of mercy at once commenced.
Few of Shelby’s soldiers will forget the horrors of their night
bivonac upon the gory field of Prairie Grove. Around them in
every direction lay the dead and dying, the full glare of a cold bat-
tle moon shining white on their upturned faces, and the chilling
wind singing freezing dirges among the naked and melancholy
trees. Soon upon the night air arose great heart-sobs wrung from
strong men in their agony, while the white hoar-frost hardened the
fever drops into ice that oozed from clammy brows. Death stalked
in silently amid the sufferers and plied his busy sickle with cold,
unerring hands. The night waned, the trees shivered, and the cold,
hard sky was rough with spirit-wings fleeing away from the blood
and dust of the trampled earth. Through all the long, long watches,
the burial parties from both armies flitted over the field with lights
that gleamed like phantoms, and mingled friendly in a common
work of mercy. Daylight came slowly and solemnly, yet the dead
were not buried, and many wounded were dying slowly and linger-
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ingly in dark and lonesome places. Fires were strictly forbidden
all along the lines, and sleep was necessavily an utter impossibility.
During the night the dull rumbling of laden wagons and the clatter
of horses’ feet on frozen ground, could be plainly heard in the di-
rection of Fayetteville, and scouts brought constant word that Blunt
was being reinforced. The next morning, during the quietude of
the armistice, General Iindman and Blunt held an interview within
the lines held by the Counfederate cavalry, They met to agree upon
certain terms for conducting the war in the future, and to mitigate,
if possible, some of its unnceessary rigors, among other provisions,
stipulating that hospitals and hospital stores should not be captured ;
that speedy exchanges should be encouraged; and that matters
affecting closely these isolated districts should be arranged by the
neavest chiefs. This interview lasted until about three o’clock in
the afternoon, and was conducted with the greatest possible courtesy
on the part of the two commanders, who were, both of them, at-
tended by many officers who but the day before had met fiercely in
mid-battle. It is to be regretted that the arrangements were so
poorly carried out on the part of the Federals—for the burial party
left by General Hindman was arrested after its work was done, and
sent North to languish in lonesome prisons, although the men were
unarmed and wearing across their shoulders the badges of mercy
and protection.

While this interview was going on a loud shrieking wail came
from the peach orchard where Herron’s soldiers fell thickest—a cry
which will never be forgotten by those hearing it. A number of
ladies, actuated by feelings of love and mercy, came over during
the morning of the armistice, to nurse the wounded and to soothe
the sick. Omne of them, living only a few miles from Prairvie Grove,
found ler only son upon the gory field, lying stark and ghastly,
clutehing his musket in rigid grasp—a swift, hot bullet through his
heart having left upon his features the same expression they bore
in life—except the fixed stare of the eyeballs, which had been
dimmed by frost. Ile was a handsome boy, fair-skinned and fair-
haired, with a soft down just beginning to grow from his childish
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chin. A veteran soldier who had witnessed this spectacle, having
been attracted to the spot by the frantic screams of the nearly
deranged mother, declared it to be the most heart-rending sight he
had ever seen during the last war or the war with Mexico.

A romantic little incident occurred late in the fight of the Tth,
which will serve to illustrate that spirit of personal daring and
prowess possessed in such an eminent degree by the Southern sol-
diers. Colonel A. W. Slayback, then attached to the staff of Gen-
eral Marmaduke, and a most dashing and gallant officer, too, con-
cluded to try an adventure thought of many centuries ago by
thousands, no doubt, when knights wore greaves and vizors, and
when that war-cry rang over the won field of Bannockburn—¢ St,
James for Argentine ”—but not latterly in the days of rifled can-
non and rifled muskets. Slayback, however, rode deliberately from
his own lines toward some Federal cavalry in his front, and chal-
lenged any one to single combat. Quick as lightning, Captain
Wilhite, a renegade Arkansan, belonging to a regiment of renegade
Arkansans, came boldly forth to within twenty paces and fired at
Slayback, who returned it immediately. Neither one struck, how-
ever, the first time, but upon the second shot, Slayback’s bullet in-
flicted an ugly wound in his antagonist’s leg, and Wilhite retired.
Two other champions dashed out for the honor of their dishonored
regiment—and Major Robert Smith, likewise upon the staff of Gen-
eral Marmaduke, and brave as a lion, went gallantly to Slayback’s
rescue, when another round was fired without additional damage.
A third officer rode down from the Federal lines, and to make the
contest even, Lieutenant James T. Walton, of Marmaduke’s escort—
chivalrous as Bayard—fell in beside Slayhack and Smith. Two
rounds were now fired, another Federal fell, the two others re-
treated, and strange and true to say, neither of the Confederates
received a scrateh.

Leaving two companies behind to finish the burial work, Colonel
Shelby was ordered by General Marmaduke to withdraw slowly
from the field at half-past eleven o’clock in the morning. Hind-
man, Marmaduke, their staffs and escorts did not leave Prairie



THE WAR IN THE WEST. 129

Grove till four o’clock p. M.—bringing with them Blocker’s bat-
tery, the indefatigable McCoy, of the escort, getting by some un-
known means suflicient horses for the purpose. :

The night after the battle, General Hindman was extremely anx-
ious to ascertain the movements of Blunt, and sent to Colonel Shel-
by for six daring and intelligent scouts, and the communication
closed thus: “I want men cunning as foxes, true as bloodhounds,
and who know how to die.” TFor such work the adjutants were
unvwilling to make details, and the order ran down the lines for vol-
unteers.  Fifty tired forms sprang up from bivouae and stepped out
boldly to the front. Six were chosen—Tyler Floyd, Ben. Bowdry,
Jim Rudd, Bill Fell, George Goodwin, and John Corbin—six splen-
did soldiers to go out in the darkness upon a forlorn hope—to meet
and cireumvent the enemy. They did it truly and well. Floyd
penetrated into the camp and talked with Blunt’s sleepy sentinels;
Rudd and Goodwin made the entire circuit of his lines; Fell and
Corbin counted the reinforcements coming from Fayetteville—cven
to the pieces of artillery and caissons; and Ben. Bowdry brought
in mueh information, two horses and three prisoners.

Thus ended the battle of Prairie Grove, desperate, bloody, gal-
lantly fought, but the sacrifice was made in vain, and the heroic
soldiers laid down their lives without a recompense. The losses on
both sides were unusually severe, the advantages, however, being in
favor of Hindman,

Greneral Blunt attempted no pursuit, and even if he were dis-
posed to follow, after finding Hindman gone, the terms of the armis-
tice forbade it. Sadly and wearily Shelby marched again to Dripping
Springs, where he distributed the welcome clothing captured in the
thirteen wagons among his deserving soldiers.

Before leaving camp at Dripping Springs, General Hindman sent
over to Shelby a deserter named Phelps for execution. In sight
of the whole brigade, drawn up in hollow square, the ‘doomed man
came out to death, a curious, wondering expression on his face, as
if he did not understand the solemn preparations. The firing party
tied a white handkerchief over his eyes, and the poor eriminal kuelt

9
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a few moments in silent prayer, the cold breezes blowing his
straggling locks about a brow very pale and very rigid. It ended
at last, and his freed spirit went shrieking down the wind to the
ocean of eternity.

* Hindman re-crossed his infantry at Fort Smlth and marched
them toward Little Rock in three separate detachments, leaving
behind him at Dripping Springs, nine miles from Van Buren, one
regiment of Texas cavalry, under Colonel Crump. One brigade of
Arkansas infantry, under Colonel Shaver, held the south side of the
river. Crump’s instructions were to picket on all roads crossing the
mountains as far as eighteen miles to the front, and to patrol between
his picket stations and scout beyond, day and night. Yet, in spite
of these precautions, the Texans were driven in rapidly, the Federals
entering Van Buren with them, and soon began to shell Hindman’s
headquarters and Shaver’s infantry camp. Except the capture of a
few of the Texan cavalry, and a few supplies in Van Buren, nothing
more was lost.

Wearied, starving, barefooted, Hindman’s army struggled on
manfully toward Little Rock; but a dreadful snow-storm came on
suddenly, and the weather grew bitter cold in a night. Mules died
by hundreds, and wagons containing supplies were mired in the
treacherous bottoms. Sickness entered the ranks and depleted them
fearfully, while plain, visible starvation glared from behind every
cottonwood, and mingled with the soldiers’ dreams around their
desolate camp fires. Finally, with the spirits of his men unbroken,
and their ranks thinned fearfully, yet close and compact, the army
reached Little Rock and went into winter quarters. While the
infantry mar ched down the Arkansas river on-the south side, General
Marmaduke moved toward Lewisburg on the north side. Suffering
equally as much the poignaney of hunger and cold, Colonel Shelby
yet rose sterner and greater as the darkness thickened around him.
Everywhere along his column, encouraging, cheering, threatening,
and commanding, he infused some of his indomitable spirit into his
men, and they took their punishment like Spartans. Lewisburg was
reached, after a long and painful march, just as the winter rains
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commenced so violently and cold. Here, in a heavy growth of
timber, he went into camp for a little needful rest, but never per-
mitting for an instant that relaxation of drill and discipline which
carried his brigade to the height of soldierly perfection, and strung
its nerves and sinews like iron wires for the desperate endeavors
of coming days.

As Hindman was soon recalled from the Trans-Mississippi De-
partment by the Confederate authorities, never to serve in it again,
simple justice requires that he should be held blameless for the
misfortunes and failures, the imbecility and inaction which ever
characterized the efforts of his successors. The troops under his
command at Prairie Grove amounted to nine thousand and five
hundred. Two thousand of these were killed and wounded, two
hundred deserted to the enemy from Adams’ regiment, three hundred
more deserted on the march from the battlefield to Little Rock,
making accurate figures, and the sum total of losses even remotely
connected with the fight. Before he reached Little Rock, the cav-
alry, numbering two thousqnd, and a Texas infantry brigade, num-
bering one thousand and five hundred, were detached permanently*
from l‘xis command, making the total reduction, from all causes, five
thousand; subtracting this from nine thousand and five hundred,
it will show a residue of four thousand and five hundred men. When
Hindman was ordered east of the Mississippi river, in March, 1863,
three months after the fight, the strength of his division was seven
thousand and five hundred men, this satisfactory condition being
solely the result of his wonderful energy and almost superhunmn
efforts. In reality, Prairie Grove was not a disaster, and would
have been a substantial victory had every party to the battle come
bravely and squarely up to the mark. As it was, Hindman retired
from the worsted enemy with four hundred prisoners, over two
thousand captured small arms, and a wagon train containing clothing
and ammunition.
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CHAPTER VIII.

Tur brigade had been resting in camp at Lewisburg about a
month, when a whisper ran through the tents like the jarring of a
nerve that a march to Missouri was contemplated. Every eager
ear listened, and every heart was tremulous with hope. These
merry madcaps had ever a passionate yearning for such desperate
forays, and many would have preferred going there to heaven,
though the chances were often great against reaching either.

The whisper deepened into compact sentences, and finally took
real shape and substance. Blunt still hung upon the Arkansas
river, showing signs of crossing and marching to Little Rock, which
induced General Hindman to order General Marmaduke, with his
division, consisting of Shelby’s and Porter’s Missouri brigades, to
gain Blunt’s line of communication about Springfield, grapple the
road leading from Rolla, and hold it until Blunt was forced to let go
the Arkansas river from sheer starvation. Porter marched first
and far to the right, with instructions to concentrate in front of
Springfield, if possible. Shelby broke camp on the last day of the
year 1862, and moved northward with prospects of cold work, hard
work, and hot work.

Winter, generally relentless and unaccommodating, felt a thrill
of pity in its frozen heart at the brave adventure, and smiled
approvingly upon the early days of marching, now and then warm-
ing into cheerfulness and plucking the old brown beard of the giant
oaks with hands that had upon them gloves of genial sunshine.
White river, shrunken at this season to a fordable stream, was
crossed at Forsythe, in Taney county, Missouri, where the few
remaining Van Winkles broke their usual winter sleep long enough
to gaze upon the sudden apparition with curious eyes. But one
-exception marred the even tenor of the town, and that was rather
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a handsome country girl, rejoicing in all the coquetry of a yellow
bodice and white muslin dress. She met the advance with violent
demonstrations of affection, and asked often for the “gineral.”” She
wanted to see a real “gineral, she did.” General Marmaduke hap-
pening to ride up just then, she curtesied low to the gallant soldier,
and overwhelmed him with questions about where he was going, and
how many soldiers he had; did he know Jim Pendegrass, in Price’s
infantry, or Sam Stokes, in somebody’s battery, and wound up with.
the mild request that he would bring her a Federal scalp. How the
General extricated himself from the wiles of the witching syren was
never known, but certain it was that his table at supper had the
thickest and sweetest sorghum molasses, and great rashers of ham
and eggs sputtered and smoked around his plate, while the fair
Delilah stood at his bridle hand, blushing more vividly than the
genial firelight, as he whispered, in the pauses of the conversation :

“ My love is like the red, red rose.”

Let us hope the poor girl held her own, amid such dashing cav-
aliers as Marmaduke, Moore, Rainwater, Price, and Ewing.

The distance from Forsyth to Ozark required two days’ marching,
and the latter place contained a Federal garrison worthy of being
looked after. The soft weather now began to fail perceptibly, and
the night Ozark was reached blew a breath of nipping frost.

Major Ben. Elliott, formerly of Company I, Shelby’s regiment,
had recruited a battalion of notorious scouts and bordermen, and
constituted the advance of Shelby’s brigade, a kind of perpetual
forlorn hope, because it met the first shock of every imminent
danger, and was always exposed to surprises and deadly ambuscades.
The schooling of this body of men, the old guard of the brigades,
had something peculiar about it, too. No matter how deadly the
peril, no wmatter what numbers assailed them, no matter how enfi-
laded or surrounded—they were never to rush back upon the main
body, or yield one inch in retreat. The reason was obvious: In a
sudden surprise or ambushment it is vitally necessary that the main
body shall have time to form and prepare for action, and more than
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one disaster has resulted to various commands, from the sudden
rushing in of the advance. Therefore it was considered a promo-
tion to any soldier to be allowed a transfer to the advance, and only ‘
men of tried courage could join this corps, and many of them bore
upon their bodies the scars of a dozen wounds. With this advance,
Major Elliott was ordered to take good guides, make a detour
around Ozark and cut off its garrison from Springfield. The enemy
learning of Shelby’s approach, hastily fled, however, leaving their
tents standing, their fort filled with ammunition, and many valuable
supplies stored in the town. The fort, it is true, had been hastily
fired, and the depot of supplies also—but the flames were not strong
enough at first to cheat the hungry soldiers of their provisions.

Whatever was needed was taken,and soon great bursts of flame rose
vividly upon the midnight air, as the fort, the barracks, tents, whis-
ky, bacon, flour, and everything belonging to the garrison caught
fire and disappeared in the conflagration. All night the flames
raged unchecked, and by morning a vast heap of smouldering
embers and blackened beams marked the spot where a day before
the stars and stripes had floated proudly from the elevated steeple.

Before this, Emmet McDonald captured a little fort on Beaver
Creek—to the right of General Marmaduke’s line of march—the
garrison mostly escaping, giving Ozark the alarm and preventing
a complete surprise. Colonel McDonald made a precipitate charge
at daylight upon the fortin his front, but its garrison did not re-
main to see it out, and left hurriedly a strong stockade sans cere-
monie. '

Springfield was reached by early morning, sleeping quietly in its
prairie home, though conscious, too, of its advancing enemies. At
every house along the road two or more Federal militia men were
picked up and dragged from warm beds and pleasant slumbers to
feel the bracing air, while Captain Blackwell, Lieutenants McCoy
and Walton of Marmaduke’s escort, with small detachments of men,
reaped a plentiful harvest of wagons, negroes, horses, Federals and
overcoats—an article more desirable than purple and fine linen.
Blackwell rode up to one party of eleven Federal cavalry return-
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ing quietly to Springfield, and, having dressed his detachment in
. blue overcoats and pantaloons, concluded to play the ¢ giraffe” over
them—a kind of bluff game only known to soldiers—for they were
well armed and mounted, and outnumbered him by two. Boldly
accosting their leader, he demanded authoritatively where they were
going., “To Bpringfield, capen,” he answered, taking the dis-
guised Blackwell to be of at least that rank. ¢ Where’s your
pass ?”  This was a stunner, and the guilty Federal held down his
head in evident confusion; thinking awhile, he answered like one
telling a half fixed up lie: “Why, capen, me and the boys
thought we’d just slip down last night to a little frolic a mile or so
off and be back again afore roll call. That’s no harm is it, and not
agin orders ?” ¢ Aha!” shouted Blackwell, in a voice of thunder
—<“deserters ch! going to the d—d rebels, no doubt. Surrender
your arms instantly—you are the very chaps we are looking for.”
Overwhelmed, conscience stricken, and really frightened, they gave
up their Sharpe’s rifles and revolvers, when Blackwell marched
them off in triumph to General Marmaduke instead of Gen-
eral Brown, where they found too late their frolic had cost them
dear.

Two miles from Springfield in a strip of timber, General Mar-
maduke had his command dismounted, and moved up to the attack,
driving before him a large body of cavalry sent out for observa-
tion. Thompson held the right, Gordon the left, with Colling’ bat-
" tery and Jeans’ regiment, commanded by Lieutenant Colonel Chas.
Gilkey in the center. The lines were formed in the open praivie,
under a heavy artillery fire, with Major Elliott’s battalion operating
as cavalry, while still further to the left maneuvered a detached
regiment under Colonel Emmet MecDonald. Skirmishing began
early and continued warmly during the reconnoissance of the
enemy’s position, which was made out very strong and stood thus :
In the center of the city was a large and formidable earthwork,
flanked by rifle-pits and Jong deep trenches for infantry. Guard-
ing the town from its southern approach, and still under the guns
of the redoubt a short distance in rear, frowned a very extensive
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and strongly built stockade, inclosing the large brick female acade.
my, now used as a military prison.

As a good view of Springfield was obtained, and as the fresh
morning breezes swept the prairie mists away to the southward,
regiment ufter regiment could be seen marching up from their hay-
racks and disappearing in the rifle-pits and trenches, while the han-
quettes of the earthwork and the embrasures of the stockade were
blue with uniforms and bristling with glittering steel. Bvery pre-
paration was made deliberately, and as the fierce word “ charge”
trembled almost upon the air, General Brown, the Federal com-
mander, with his glittering staff and a large escort, rode boldly out
to view the ranks of his antagonists. He had swept along the
entire front unharmed and far to the right, when Elliott’s bold eyes
canght the game afoot, and he started swiftly to cut him off from
Springfield.  General Brown calmly awaited the onset, but Elliott
bore his followers down like the grass beneath his horses’ feet, and
pressed him even to the very gates of his citadel, shooting him so
severely that one year afterward having to fight him again, he was
found to be still suffering from his painful wound. It was time for
the shock. Away to the left McDonald's regiment could be seen
advancing boldly upon a Federal regiment, drawn up before the
stockade, with that creeping, trailing motion always so ominous of
death and danger. This chivalrous leader was distinguishable all
aleng his lines by his waving black plume and the flashing bright
blade of his drawn sword, eager to rush upon the stockade and release
its pining inmates. ¢ Charge ! rang along the ranks like the voice
of one man, and three spears’ length ahead of his best and bravest,
his hat off, and his long fair hair streaming in the breeze, Shelby
led his eager soldiers. Everything went down before them. The
regiment in front of the stockade was annihilated almost, the gar-
rison within killed or dispersed, the first line of rifle-pits carried
by assault, and away beyond the Seminary, into a great graveyard
rough with tombstones, the terror stricken fugitives were driven in
dive confusion. Just beyond this graveyard was stationed one
picce of artillery served with fearful precision and sweeping the
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streets at every discharge. Twenty daring spirits sprang away to
capture it, and amid the tempest of fire and the tossing billows of
smoke could be seen the forms of Major Bowman, and Rathbun,
Ferrell, and Spafford, Will and Kit Moorman, the two young
Bulkleys, whose bright suns soon after set forever; Colling and
Jurrett; Woodsmall and Langhorne; Bob Vandiver and Bush
Corder, Jim Gordon and Tow Ustick; Shanks and Slayback;
Winship and Lute McKinney ; Sam McMerty and Jesse Howard ;
John and Martin Kritzer ; Ben Bowdry, Tyler Floyd, Seb. Platten-
burg, Charley Jones, and Lieutenant McDougall, pressing on for
the death grapple. One of the first to put his hands upon the gun,
rushed Harvey Plattenburg, of Dover, his fresh, boyish face lit up
with the enthusiasm of battle, his blue eyes swimming with delight,
and his soft, sweet voice mingling with the rage and the roar of
the conflict. The gun was manned by its captors and dragged in
triwmph to the rear, where it soon joined in the incessant cannon-
ade under the skillful hands of Collins. It proved to be a most
beautiful field: piece, and was defended heroically by its Lieutenant
commanding. Major Bowman, of Jeans’ regiment, dashed upon
him and demanded a surrender. Ilis answer was a pistol shot
which mortally wounded the generous Bowman, Though bleeding
deathfully he fired upon the Lieutenant, inflicting also a severe
wound. Before even the Confederates got within pistol shot of
his gun—his cannoneers wished to abandon it. The Lieutenant
resolutely drew his revolver, threatened the first skulker with instant
death, and held them to it until they were killed about the piece.
The Federals had fired all the houses containing supplies that
were exposed to capture, and the flames fanned by a strong wind
were encircling entire blocks in their insatiate course. Amid sti-
fling heat and smoke, the crash of falling timbers, blazing roofs
and hot coals falling in showers from the murky sky, the Confed-
erates fought, begrimmed with smoke and dust. Death too, was
busy in their ranks. Captain Titsworth, the brave, heroic giant fell
mortally wounded. Lientenant John Buffington of the same com-
pany died leading his men into the stockade; Maurice Langhorne
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was badly shot in the front of the fight; the boy hero, Channing
Bulkley, received a bullet through his dauntless heart charging
manfully upon the cannon; Major Bowman, cheering on his men,
was also mortally wounded, at the battery, and John Spafford got
his death shot just in the swift moment of triumph, while from
Jeans’ regiment the young McCoy and the gallant Steigall were
killed. Many more went down amid the gravestones, all about the
rifle-pits, beyond the sea of fames that roared around the stockade.
From all the embrasures of the earthwork heavy artillery swept
the streets, and from the concealed infantry a rain of bullets poured
down upon the unsheltered Missourians. Collins rushed his battery
up into the very town, and opened at point-blank range. Quick as
lightning a regiment of Federal cavalry, riding over and through
his advanced skirmishers, swept down upon it, but Elliott was there
and barred their pathway like a lion. The wave recoiled in scat-
tered fragments from the sullen rock, and reeled back through the
flames and smoke, shaken and rent beyond redemption. Glorying
in their conscious strength, and in the sweet strains of martial
music, a great blue column came down upon Shelby’s brigade strug-
gling for life in the narrow streets and narrower alleys of the city.
For one brief moment they bore back the advanced Confederates,
but rallying in and around the stockade, they held their own with
unyielding tenacity.

General Marmaduke soon became convinced that the town could
not he taken by assault, and only wished to continue the fight until
darkness enabled him to draw off successfully. The strength of
its defensive works, and the number of its garrison had been largely
underestimated. Both were unusually strong, and the Confederates
were outnumbered five to one, or more, besides having to attack
these odds behind carefully arranged fortifications, armed with
twenty pieces of artillery. Up to this time a splendid fight had
been made. Shelby captured one stockade, dispersed its garrison,
curricd a line of rifle-pits, brought off one piece of artillery and
over two hundred prisoners, and piled their dead very deep all about
the outer defenses.
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No difficulty was experienced in holding the position taken.
Once only after dark did a sudden, massive body of infantry, which
had marked well Colling’ position, dash down to get his battery.
Shelby had anticipated this and ambushed Ca,pta.m John Jarrett,
with two companies between Collins and the earthwork, which killed
the first fire about thirty of the assaulting party and drove the
others back into the jaws of their Welcoming fors.

About midnight Shelby’s brigade withdrew by regiments from
the gloomy and fire-scarred town, and marched like silent specters
across the cold gray prairie to their horses in the woods beyond,
leaving behind a strong line of mounted skirmishers to remain
until daylight. On their way back the hungry soldiers tarried long
enough to visit the Hon. John 8. Phelps’ splendid mansion, now
silent and deserted: but unlike their enemies on ten thousand other
occasions, they simply took the necessary articles for food and rai-
ment. The mellow and delicious apples, the rusty bottles hid away
many feet down under the earth, the flour, bacon, beef, blankets,
quilts, and shirts were all taken—but nothing more. Christians
could do scarcely less, pinched by cold and weak from hunger.
Yankees did vastly more when warmly clad and bountifully fed.
Colonel Shelby, however, deprecated this action very much, and
would have assuredly stopped the appropriations had he been in-
formed in time-—nor did his officers know of it either until too late.

General Brown made a splendid fight for his town, and exhibited
conspicuous courage and ability. He did there what no other Fed-
eral Brigadier General ever did in front of Shelby’s brigade, he
rode its entire length under a severe fire, clad in bold regimentals,
elegantly mounted &nd ahead of all so that the fire might be con-
centrated upon him. It was reckless bravado, and General Brown
gained by one bold dash the admiration and respect of Shelby’s
solchus They fought him often and often after Springfield, and
had the fortunes of war placed him in their hands, I am positively
certain he would have been paroled instantly and sent to his own
lines with many marks of soldierly esteem. As he rode along the
front of the brigade two hundred voices were heard above the
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crashing muskets: ¢ Cease firing—do n’t shoot that man—Iet him
go—let him go!” I take pleasure in paying this tribute to 5
brave and generous officer. No innocent blood rests upon his
sword, and no pale and heart-broken Missouri women can call
down vengeance and curse him as a murderer.

A cold, raw, tardy morning blew out of the sky occasional puffs
of freezing rain, and hampered the lurid sun with a forest of ragged,
sinister clouds, that soon settled over the entire horizon in great
banks of unquiet shapes. As soon as it was discovered that the
Confederates had withdrawn all but a few videttes, the Federals
swarmed about their fort like bees, where they had been cooped up
for a day and a night, and came down upon the sleepy sentinels,
who retired before them. General Marmaduke lingering some-
where in the rear without his escort, had a keen run for it hefore
these bold cavalrymen, and only escaped by the swiftness of his
horse, which carried him into Elliott’s ranks, when the gallant Ma-
jor turned upon the pursuers and taught them a lesson never to he
forgotten in life.

Springfield, attacked by the united Division might have been car-
ried in the first moments of assault, but if not then—not at all.
The plans had been admirably laid by General Marmaduke before
leaving Lewisburg, and the time given exactly for the two brigades,
marching by different roads, to concentrate in front of Springfield.
Colonel Porter, an excellent officer, tried very hard to reach his
rendezvous in time, and only failed because his troops were un-
drilled and unused to that wonderful activity and knowledge of
marching required by all bodies of cavalry having long distances
to make in short periods. Not meeting Porter as was expected,
from reasons already given, and the object of the expedition being
solely to attack Blunt’s line of communication, General Marmaduke
hurled Shelby and McDonald upon Springfield. Shelby, with his
brigade of eighteen hundred men, and the auxiliary force of Me-
Donald, two hundred more, made a brilliant and successful fight for
six hours, withdrawing finally with ease, having accomplished one
step in the difficult mission. The garrison, knowing how stubborn
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their foes had been, attempted no pursuit, and permitted the bri-
gade to march at leisure down the Rolla road, destroying everything
Federal before it.

At every by-path, village tavern, and big spring along the route
were innumerable stockades, some of them filled with provisions,
and some garrisoned by two or more companies of militia. They
were completely destroyed in rotation, and everywhere the telegraph
poles and wires were torn from their foundations and dragged along
for miles into the woods. A heavy train coming slowly up from
Rolla, and destined for Blunt, hurried back in hot haste, while a
cloud of Federal scouts hung upon the flanks, front and rear, to
wateh the movements of General Marmaduke.

Uniting with Porter at Sand Springs, a firm hold was kept upon
this great thoroughfare for over a week, and all communication be-
tween Rolla and Springfield completely destroyed. DBlunt, at Fort
Swith, felt the iron pressure, and to save his army, precipitately
abandoned all idea of operations against Little Rock, and sullenly
marched back to chastise the daring horsemen playing such havoc
with his communications. His army was within a day’s march of
Springfield when General Marmaduke turned off from the Rolla
road toward Marshfield in Webster county. Colonel Shelby begged
hard for permission to take his brigade to the Missouri river, strike
Booneville, thence to Lexington, and strike Fort Scott on the re-
turn march. The lateness of the season, and the terrible severity
of the weather, obliged General Marmuduke to refise permission,
and the Division started southward, intending to deliver several
hard blows before leaving the State.
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CHAPTER IX.

CapraIN BLACKWELL, in command of Marmaduke’s escort, entered
Marshfield suddenly, picked up a dozen or so rusticating Federals,
and took possession of five large stores filled with everything needed
by soldiers. Finding their proprietors unwilling to take Confed-
erate money af par—although the notes were worth something as
containing correct photographic likenesses of President Davis—and
possessing a very conservative disposition with his many other good
qualities, Captain Blackwell detailed five accurate galesmen, Peter
Turley, James Walton, Arthur McCoy, James Herndon, and Joel
Whitehurst, to wait upon those customers having the “six months
after a treaty of peace” bills. Business, previously quite dull, ex-
panded visibly under this new commercial arrangement, and soon
every store became crowded with anxious buyers. At night a large
auction followed, the Southern ladies attending in crowds and hay-
ing heavy amounts of the proscribed money in their possession.
The uses made afterward of these funds by the bona fide merchants
were never ascertained, yet it is highly probable they were put care-
fully away until a day of redemption came, which every one among
them believed was near at hand, if their vociferant assertions of
loyalty to the Confederacy could be relied upon.

Porter, in advance the second day’s march from Marshfield, en-
countered a large force of Federals half way on the main road
between Marshfield and Hartville, and made instant preparations to
engage it. Some skirmishing followed, but before Shelby’s brigade
got into action, the Federals retreated, leaving in Shelby’s hands a
captain and thirty men of the 4th Regulars, more daring than the
rest. A race began now between the two rival divisions for Hart-
ville, which was won by the Federals, they having the inside track,
and the start, besides a thorough knowledge of the country.
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General Marmaduke found three regiments of infantry and three
of cavalry, with six pieces of artillery, in position beyond the east-
ern edge of the town, awaiting attack and admirably posted. The
infantry were concealed in a deep, dry ditch, divectly behind a huge,
new ten-rail fence, with the cavalry on both flanks protected by
heavy timber, the battery being advantageously posted upon a high
hill in the rear. Shelby dismounted his brigade to a man and
marched boldly to the attack in front, while Porter’s brigade, in
column of fours, was to advance by the road and charge the left
flank after Shelby should have delivered fire. Collins covered the
advance by a splendid volley from his guns, and in beautiful line the
brigade marched up to a bloody welcome. Not a crouching Federal
could be seen, and the silence grew oppressive. The air seemed
dark with vast crowds of wild pigeons, darting and whirling overhead
in conscious safety, knowing that sterner thoughts and larger game
were on the wind. The dvy, frosty leaves crinkled under the feet
of the solid infantry, with a chill, foreboding sound, which seemed
strangely out of place where the silence was so profound. The
grim brigade dressed its war-worn ranks at the fatal fence, and a
thousand browned hands had grasped the top-most rails, when a fire
more deadly than human imagination can conceive of, enveloped
Shelby’s and Jeans’ regiments in a curtain of flame, streaked and
rough with hissing bullets. Every captain but four in Shelby’s reg-
iment fell dead or wounded, and Jeans’ entire front shriveled up
like a parchment. Even in this terrible moment the heroes did nof
waver. Shelby and Marmaduke, exposed to fearful death, broke
through the heavy fence and shouted: “charge!” Shanks, Jarret,
Tucker and Adams, swept up the hill nearly to the Federal battery,
and forced it to be dragged away hurriedly from reach. Shelby losing
two horses and hard hit, was saved only by the glittering cavalry
badge of the old brigade upon his hat, yet he recled in his saddle
like a broken reed, while Marmaduke’s horse fell in the melee, and
his overcoat was rent by bullets. Major George Kirtley, the gentle
and the brave, lay dead on the field of glory, and by his side the
peerless young Virginian, Captain Charley Turpin, beautiful ir his
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"warrior manhood. The grim old Roman, Captain Garrett, fearfully
wounded, still cheered on his men, amid the dead and dying of his
company lying all around him. Captains Crocker and Thompson,
Bob Carlyle and Sergeant Oscar Graves, Lieutenants Elliott and
Haynie, Graves, Huff, Williams, Bullard, and Bulkley, brother of the
poor boy killed at Springfield, were down and bleeding, besides the
names of fifty others I can not give. Janes’ regiment suffered also
in proportion. Captain Dupuy, mortally wounded, died within an
hour, and was mourned as one of the bravest of the brave;”
Tieutenant Royster was killed; Captains Jarrett and Burkholder
were severely wounded ; Maurice Langhorne, faint from bleeding,
svon his bars for unyielding courage, and Shanks fought steadily on
amid his stricken comrades. Thompson, further to the right,
escaped the red ordeal and came gallantly up to the rescue.

Porter’s heroic soul canght fire at the sight, and leading his brig-
ade up the hill at a charge, fell mortally wounded, while the whole
head of his column melted away before the blasting fire.

Emmet McDonald, the chivalrous and dashing young St. Louisan,
fighting as another Bayard, received his death wound, and Colonel
John M. Wimer offered up his brave, calm life as a living sacrifice
upon the altar of his country.

Licutenant Colonel Frank Gordon, even in the jaws of death,
rallied his shattered regiment and swept down upon the enemy’s
right to pay them back in blood. Thompson and Shanks leaped
the fence together on the left, and attacked rapidly. Short work at
last. Up to, and over the ditch, dashed the brigade, driving all
before it. The cavalry fled through the infantry in frantic efforts
to escape; and the battery, pressed swiftly, left its caissons and
wagons upon the field. The battle ended at dark, when Elliott,
mounting his battalion, pursued the retreating Federals far enough
to find the flight a rout, and to capture their wagons, loaded with
wounded, and many prisoners besides.

Bleeding deathfully and very pale, lay Eromet McDonald, listen-
ing to the receding sounds of strife, and when Colonel Shelby
bent over the dying ‘dragoon and told him him of the victory, his
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eyes brightened for a moment and then glazed fovever, while his
pure spirit fled away to where the dark waves of eternity break -
upon an unknown shore. Just before Shelby visited him, he had
said to a comrade standing near: “Tell the General (Marmaduke,)
not to forget my last charge—the charge with the rallied strag-
glers. Wasn’t it a gallant charge ?” His death was as tragic as
his life had been romantic. His lofty standard never lowered ; dan-
ger was his element; and the music of battle his greatest pleasure.

Slowly and sadly the dead and wounded were gathered ¢ from the
field of their fame, fresh and gory.” A cold, still, star-lit night fell
all around the crowded watch-fires; the chill frost rifted down upon
the upturned faces of the dead and silvered their long hair, thick
and matted with blood. Tenderly they were placed in their narrow
homes by sobbing comrades, while the night waned, and the blasts
blew a requiem above their graves.

Colonel Shelby visited every hospital, and spoke kind words of
hope and comfort to the wounded destined to be left behind. See-
ing one of his most devoted Captains, Wash. McDaniel, lying upon
a pallet, a great, rough wound in his breast, he said to him in a voice
full of tenderness: “And you, too, Mac?” “Yes, Colonel, 'm
hard hit, but I will not die—mark that. I shall yet live to be a
Colonel like yourself, and strike a hundred blows for the Confed-
eracy,” He kept his word faithfully, and lives to-day crowned with
unfading laurels.

Toward two o’clock in the morning, after all the requirements of
mercy had been met, the brigade started sorrowfully southward.
Major Kirtley was borne from the field and buried the night after
the battle. Poor Captain Garrett stood up manfully under his mor-
tal wound, but he, too, died far away from his beautiful Missouri
home, and was buried among strangers. Grave after grave dotted
the march southward, and gap after gap grew into the grim ranks
of Shelby’s soldiers. Many slightly wounded and unwilling to be
left behind, struggled on day after day with their comrades, suffer-
ing intolerable misery from pain, cold, hunger, fever and fatigue..
In some cases nature gave way beneath the burden, and one by oz

10
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the maimed soldiers dropped out by the wayside and waved a long
and last adieu to friends and comrades.

The body of Colonel John M. Wimer, disinterred afterward, and
borne from the bloody field of Hartville, lay in the silent mansion
of DLis stricken wife, surrounded by a few tried, sorrowing friends,
ere it was borne forever to its last resting-place. Ilither came the
trusty agents of Missour’s cruel hyena, F. A. Dick, Provost Mar-
shal of St. Louis, and dragged the inanimate clay from the sacred
precinets of the death chamber, to bury it, unnoted and unmarked
by stone or cross, in the common Potter’s field. Mrs. Wimer plead
with all & woman’s agony, and all the eagerness of a maternal heart
against the atrocity of the deed, but, the shoulder-strapped, fanatical
Federal, cursed down her supplications, and chilled her yearning
eries.  Well for this petty phantom of a soldier that he never came
to the crimson field, where other opponents than weak and helpless
women were to be met; and that he hedged his cruel actions around
with walls, and forts, and hosts of kindred soldiers. The pure and
noble patriot will sleep just as quietly and sweetly in his unknown
grave as if a ton of white marble were weighing him down, but,
when the passions and the prejudices of the strife have subsided,
there will be a skeleton in Dick’s house to haunt him to his death,

Hartville was a stubborn, sudden, bloody fight—one of those com-
bats so frequent between detached bodies when they are evenly
matched, and encounter each other with scarcely any previous notice
or preparation. Although in the battle the Federals had the ad-
vantage of position, numbers, and a few moments of surprise, they
were driven from the field in disorder, leaving their dead and
wounded behind, General Marmaduke intended fighting the enemy
when first encountered in the morning, but information reached him,
false as it happened, that Hartville had been occupied by the forces
of General Davidson, then known to be in that vicinity, and Iart-
ville stood directly on the road he must travel southward. To fight
a battle with a superior force, and to attack from the north when
in case of disaster the retreat must be to the south, had no sense or
plausibility to recommend it to such a keen thinker as Marmaduke;
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and when the Federals left his front he determined to march at once
for Hartville, and, if mecting none of Davidson’s forces there, attack
the column under Colonel Wahring—the column of the morning’s
encounter. This he did. The eagerness and impetuosity of Shel-
by’s troops, also reacted upon them fatally, Their skirmishers were
not sufficiently to the front, or, at least, the proper interval was not
preserved between the two lines. The main body pressed so rap-
idly upon the advance that the fire intended for it, came leaping
into the very bosom of the compact brigade from point blank range.
Sufficient caution was not exercised by General Marmaduke, it is
true, nor by Shelby either. The first volley alone did the bloody
work, and the first volley might have been avoided.

The retreat to Arkansas was one of unusual severity. The night
of the 18th of January was ushered in by a heavy snow storm,
which lasted ten hours, covering the earth to the dopth of two feet,
and freezing hard enough to make traveling difficult and fatiguing.
Through interminable pine forests, blank and bare as a rainy sea,
and over vast wastes of alternate snow and ice, the brigade strug-
gled on heroically, to Batesville, Arkansas, eluding & large force
under Davidson, intently watching Marmaduke’s retreat southward.
Many soldiers were badly frost-bitten, and some cases occurred of
such fatal severity that amputation became necessary followed, not
unfrequently, by mortification and death.

At Batesville, new sufferings awaited the tried command. The
train left at Lewisburg, though ordered to this point, was water-
bound in the mountains, and remained there for weeks, unable to
advance or retire, consequently, the soldiers were forced to bivouac
upon the snow, and remain destitute of tents, cooking utensils, and
even a change of clothing. Crossing White river, swollen and filled
with ice, after great difficulty, a camp was established in the heavy
timber on the southern side.

Captain George S. Rathbun, one of the best and most accom-
plished officers in the brigade, ably assisted by his no less able Licu-
tenants, Ferrell, Martin and Bledsoe, having been selected to do
provost marshal duty in Batesville, fitted up his barracks for sixty
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men. Colonel Wahring, leading a bold regiment of Federal cavalry,
toiled through the drifted snow into the town, and drove out its gar-
rison. Shelby crossed two strong detachments above and below the
place to envelop Colonel Wahring, but he was too wary to be caught
in such a trap, and hurried back to his frozen cantonment in Mis-
souri, when Captain Rathbun returned to his log fires and his pass-
book.

The citizens of this delightful little Arkansas town and of the
country round about were lavish of their food and raiment upon
Shelby’s suffering soldiers. The sick were taken to their houses,
nursed, cured, and sent back comfortably clad. The old brigade
ever after kept green the memory of these generous people, and
struck many gallant blows for them upon dark and bloody fields.

After the deep snows died away on the hill tops, and spring
flashed up from the south great bursts of sunshine, the work of
drilling and reorganization commenced. Innumerable detachments
radiating from a common center gathered up whole herds of fresh,
fat horses, delightful provender, and abundant supplies of invigorat-
ing provisions. The welcome train came at last; green patches of
inviting grass sunned themselves in the valleys; modest violets peeped
up here and there with rain-wet eyes; and then a bright sky bent
over the happy and joyous command. The bloom and beauty of
Batesville lent their smiles to the drill tournaments, and along the
fronts of the parading regiments at eventide, whole groups of pretty
girls gathered on horseback to listen to the music of the bugles and
the clash of arms. THere were given the two flags presented by the
ladies of Little Rock—Jeans’ regiment receiving one, and Captain
Blackwell’s company the other. Never were banners more worthily
bestowed, and none ever carried so long and so gallantly to universal
victory.

Superbly mounted, splendidly armed, and full of hope and high
endeavor, Colonel Shelby recrossel White river early in March
with his Iron Brigade, now three thousand strong, and selected a
beautiful camp among giant oaks, skirting fresh and sparkling
streams. This camp, in honor of one of Batesville’s most lovely
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daughters, was named “Camp Nannie Wilson.” Rarely ever in life
were blended so much purity, beauty, patriotism and grace in the one,
and so much nature, freshness and tranquillity in the other. Balls,
promenades, flirting, coqueting and match-making followed in rapid
succession. The young, dashing officers put away all battle visions,
and lived as if life were one long gala-day of vows, and sighs, and
tresses of hair. Under the grand old oaks putting forth pouting
buds; over the clover-heads dewy and sheen ; beneath the low, large
moons lifting realms of romance out of the sea, the weird waltzers
held their voluptuous carnivals, ’Twere long to tell what troths
were plighted, and what dainty, jeweled hands rested lovingly in
great, brown ones down by the garden-gates, as twilight lingered
in the lily-beds, and the breath of “low, mysterious roses’ came up
from their dim parterres. Above all and over all fwo tempting syrens
wove circle-like spells about the chief commanders, and ruled them
sterner than they had ruled their camp. Marmaduke quoted poetry
in his general orders, and Shelby bought a Flora’s lexicon for the
soft, sweet language of flowers. Ah! but the gay days closed at
last:

 Sweetest lips that ever were kissed,
Brightest eyes that ever have shone—
May sigh and whisper and he not list
Or look away and never be missed,
Long and ever a year be gone,”

General Marmaduke went to Little Rock for instructions, and
telegraphed back to make immediate preparations for another Mis-
souri expedition. There came the sudden snapping of heart-
strings, the farewell kisses, the long last vows of eternal fidelity,
and the old brigade shook itself into a compact mass of defiant
soldiers again.

Then there came, too, the presentation of a magnificent war-
horse to Colonel Shelby by his men, and a great sham battle for
the ladies’ sake. Both passed off gloriously, and the preparations
went on ominously for strife. The troops assigned to General Max-
maduke began to arrive in fine condition and march away north-
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ward, followed soon by the General himself, and all was ready.
Whispers of joy rang along the ranks, and S¢. Louis became the
watchword. All the wounded left at Hartville, and who had re-
covered sufficiently to travel, joined their comrades with light hearts
and fell naturally into their familiar places in the ranks.

April budded up from the South, coy and timid as a maiden,
and April breezes blew out daintily the silken banners soon to float
upon the colder air of Missouri. Suddenly the word “ forward”
came in the cheers of the men, and Major David Shanks, leading
the advance, marched away to gather new laurels to deck his war-
rior brow. All Batesville gathered along the road by which de-
filed the brigade, and prayed that glory and success might ecrown
its efforts. Many hearts were sad and many eyes red from weep-
ing, but the parting ended at last, how sorrowfully some would
scarcely dare to tell
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CHAPTER X.

Tur expedition to Missouri—known as the Cape Girardeau
Expedition ’—had for its objects the employment of that portion
of the cavalry nearest the border of Missouri; the encouragement
of the southern portion of the inhabitants in that State; and the
dealing of whatever blows might be feasible and telling upon the
enemy’s isolated detachments and advanced outposts. Its strength
could scarcely promise more, for Marmaduke’s entire command
numbered only about four thousand.

In conjunction with Shelby’s brigade, and commanded by Colonel
Shelby, there was a small brigade under the able and gallant Colonel
John Q. Burbridge, which gave Shelby a division, his old brigade
being led directly by Colonel G. W. Thompson. Colonel George
W. Carter, commanding & brigade of Texas cavalry, had been tem-
porarily assigned to General Marmaduke by General Holmes for
the expedition, and was composed of nearly fifteen hundred well-
mounted, soldierly fellows—eager for battle and for raiding. Wel-
come and needful rest had given to the Missouri portion of Marma-
duke’s command great health and spirits, and many daring officers
had resolved to win new laurels before returning. Kight pieces of
artillery constituted the strength of that arm—four with Shelby
and four with Carter—and by rapid and vigorous marches General
Marmaduke suddenly entered the State, gathering in as he went
Colonel Reeves’ battalion of partisans, skillful scouters, and thor-
oughly acquainted with that portion of the country selected for fu-
ture operations.

Cool, intelligent, wary soldiers were sent to Memphis, St. Louis,
and other points to gather up information and rejoin the cavalry
somewhere about Fredericktown. Captain Aldridge Corder, at-
tached to Shelby’s staff, had Memphis assigned to him, with the
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Mississippi river to St. Louis. Newton Hockensmith, of Rathbun’s
company, whose skill and daring deserve immortality, penetrated to
St. Louis; Isaac Treadway, a reticent, collected soldier, operated
below Memphis ; and others went to Rolla, to Pilot Knob, and even
as low down as New Madrid. 'The information being constantly
furnished by some of these frequently came very opportunely, and
on several occasions the sudden appearance of some long-absent
spy has enabled Shelby to execute rapid and unlooked for move-
ments.

At Patterson, a small outpost very far down in the southeast,
there had been stationed for some time a Missouri Federal militia
regiment under Colonel Smart, and also several independent Home
Guard companies, the most bloody and murderous of which was
commanded by a certain Captain Lieper. This outpost, covered by
a detached fort on a huge hill, seemed very strong naturally, and
looked ugly and vicious on its elevated position. General Marma-
duke made excellent dispositions to surround the town and capture
its garrison, for Leper, as every one knew, was a goodly prize, and
the rope had been duly prepared for the stretching. Shelby was to
approach from the west, swing round half way and meet Colonel
Giddings, commanding a Texas regiment, from the east, when, the
circle being rendered complete, both were to contract their folds
until everything was crushed. With his usual skill and strategy,
Shelby grasped every road on his line, captured every picket-post,
and moved on swiftly and silently upon the unalarmed garrison.
At the main outpost nearest the town, the videttes, thirty in num-
ber, held a large log house with unusual tenacity, but Captain Reck.
Johnson carried it by a bloody charge, and fell badly wounded upon
its threshold, not, however, giving up his attack until the inmates
shouted for quarter,

All went well on the west. Patterson had almost been reached
when the sudden booming of artillery on the east told that Giddings
must be either hard pressed or had met a superior force. The alarin
given now fell swiftly upon the garrison, and Colonel Shelby dashed
furivusly on, hoping at least to prevent the destruction of the valua-
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ble supplies there, if not to gather in a few loiterers. Sure enough
the town had been hastily evacuated and many houses given to the
flumes; but, after great exertions, these were extinguished and
much valuable property saved. Giddings, with a singularity of con-
duct not often developed in officers during active service, met
Smart’s pickets advantageously posted and full of fight. Not being
a8 smart as Smart, he formed an elaborate line of battle, threw for-
ward skirmishers, and actually opened a vigorous fire with his artil-
lery upon a dozen or so outlying videttes. Major Rainwater, of Mar-
maduke’s staff, one of the most promising young officers in the
army, and whose only fault was getting himself continually wounded,
was with Giddings, and remarked to him quietly, after all this ab-
surdity : “This is not the way we fight.” Colonel Smart, at Patter-
son, hearing the roar of heavy guns, concluded at once that it was
no attack of bushwhackers, which he had previously insisted upon,
and, gathering up his column, fled triumphantly into Ironton, bear-
ing with him the notorious Leper.

Quiet possession was taken of the place by Colonel Shelby, and
distribution made equally of the stores captured in acceptable
quantities. Scarcely, however had the guards been stationed, when
a small detachment of Federals, under Captain Bartlett, ignorant
that the fort had changed hands during their absence, dashed into
the town pursued by Lieutenants Walton and MeCoy. They had
picked up Major Lawrence, Colonel Shelby’s gallant Quartermaster,

~on the way in some how, together with Hall Shindler and one or
two others. Major Lawrence and Shindler, who took the matter as
an excellent joke, made no objection to Captain Bartlett’s speed
until they had slmost reached Shelby’s brigade drawn up in line at
the crack of the first gun, when he quietly asked: ¢ Where have
you been, Captain, not to know those men before you are Shelby’s ?”
“ Shelby’s be d—d,” laughed Bartlett, “ come and I will introduce
you to Colonel Smart.” It will be after the war, then,” answered
Lawrence, “and you had better surrender to me as gracefully as I
to you just now, Captain.” Bartlett, being soon near enough to find
out his great mistake, handed his sword over sorrowfully as a man
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before whose eyes floated visions of Dixie, blue beef, and corn
whisky. In the main, however, Bartlett was a clever young officer,
and took his capture like a philosopher. Riding with the column
upon unlimited parole during the march of the expedition, he so fa-
vorably impressed Colonel Shelby, that he released him on his return
to Arkansas, and sent him, with other captured officers, to Cape
Girardeau.

The burning of Patterson has been unjustly and falsely attributed
to the Confederates, and, since the termination of the war, some
zealous but contemptible fanatics have been annoying many of the
officers acting on this expedition with suits and claims for fabulous
damages. Captain Ben Bogy, of St. Louis, an excellent and ster-
ling officer, was one upon whom they attempted to fasten the erime.
Admitting that General Marmaduke, as the leader of the expedition,
ordered the destruction, Captain Bogy would not have been selected
for the work, for his duties were onerous and incessant in another
direction. If it would be any consolation for the Confederates to
assume the responsibility of the actions of the Federals in this
matter, there is no man who would do it sooner and care less abous
it than Captain Bogy. A brave, devoted, untiring officer, he ever
obeyed his orders with cheerfulness and alacrity. However, neither
Captain Bogy nor the Confederates are responsible for the burning
of Patterson, and if it is deemed desirable to soothe the wounds
of outraged loyalty by confiscating and imprisoning as a retaliation,
the suggestion is made that Colonel Smart and Captain Leper be ‘
indicted for arson.

Before reaching Patterson, General John McNeil had been heard
of away down in Pemiscot county, conseripting and forcing into the
militia all available men lingering out from either army. General
Marmaduke dispatched Carter after McNeil, with instructions to get
into his rear and drive him into Pilot Knob, as papers had been
captured by Marmaduke’s scouts containing orders for McNeil to
march immediately upon this point, its commander fearing attack.
Three roads were open to McNeil—two promising escape, the other
running by Fredericktown, and watched by the Confederates. Mar-
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maduke, relying upon McNeil obeying his orders, supposed, natur-
ally, that the Fredericktown road would be the one selected. Under
no circumstances was Colonel Carter to pursue McNeil should he
disobey his orders, and move toward either New Madrid or Cape
Girardeau, and return at once to Fredericktown if such intention
was developed by MoNeil.

From Patterson, Shelby’s brigade dashed into Fredericktown,
gathered up about fifty Federals there, and adjourned, rather uncer-
emoniously, an Abolition court then in session for the confiscation
of Southern men’s property. Elliott was thrown forward on the
Ironton road almost up to the town. Ie drove in its outposts, and
Lovered in sight for two days.

Meanwhile, nothing had been heard from Carter, nor did McNeil
approach Pilot Knob by the road expected. Trusty scouts sent out
returned with no reliable information, and they were replaced by
additional ones with but little better success. Two days expired.
At length Marmaduke learned with surprise that McNeil had gone
post haste into Cape Girardeau, followed by Colonel Carter, who
was now resting below the town, upon the Mississippi river, unable
to retreat, and in imminent danger of being turned upon and
crushed.

To extricate Colonel Carter, General Marmaduke concentrated his
remaining forces rapidly, and marched directly upon Cape Girardeau,
determined to attack the position fiercely with Shelby’s command,
create the impression that he designed its capture, and, in the time
necessarily taken for defense by the Federals, withdraw Carter from
his perilous position.

This movement had been preceded by a brilliant cavalry dash, and
the hero was Major Charley Rainwater, of Marmaduke’s staff. There
were stationed at a large bridge over Whitewater, a stream between
Fredericktown and Cape Girardeau, about.a hundred regular Feder- -
als, under Captain Shipman. Major Rainwater, leading some forty
men of Reeves’ battalion, charged this bridge with reckless temerity,
and found three or four of its planks removed. Nothing daunted,
he spurred his horse over, followed by his men, and swept everything



156 SHELBY AND HIS MEN; OR,

before him. The Federals fought desperately, and Captain Shipmar
stood to his post, like a true soldier as he was, encouraging his men
by his example until dreadfully wounded by Rainwater. Few of the
Federals escaped. Those not killed or wounded were captured, for
before the melee ended a detachment of Texans came from the other
side and completely closed every avenue of retreat.

A large garrison held Cape Girardeau, protected by strong forti-
fications and two or three formidable gunboats. Major David Shanks,
fearlessly leading the advance, struck the 1st Nebraska infantry
and two regiments of cavalry half a mile in front of the nearest
redoubt, and engaged them at once, supported by Shelby’s brigade
dismounted, and the brigade of Colonel Burbridge. The battle
became stubborn and severe directly, but the Federals were finally
driven back at all points from the timber and into the first line of
fortifications, from which a terrible artillery fire opened upon the
advancing division, now wholly unprotected in the valley below
Collins rushed his battery to the front and engaged the heavy guns
at close range, suffering so greatly that volunteers were called for to
man his pieces. They came in dozens, and melted away almost as
fast us they came. Shanks and Elliott, in a large peach orchard on
the extreme right, were charged fiercely by a regiment of Federal
cavalry, but they drove it back with loss after ten minutes of hot
fighting. The enemy left their fortifications at last, and came down
to grapple Shelby’s command in the open field. The onset was
destructive, and lasted half an hour, but the Federals did not gain
an inch by their determined efforts, and retired again to comparative
security, unwilling to leave any more during the day the shelter
of friendly walls. Major Blackwell, Captain Woodsmall, Lieutenant
Ferrell, old Mr. Gates, the patriarch of Hooper’s regiment, who
had eleven sons, six grandsons, and a dozen nephews and cousins in
Captain Dickey’s company, Martin, Tindell, Liynch, Delavan, Cootes,
and one hundred others were badly wounded and left in hospitals,
while around the battery, and among the peach trees where Shanks
and Elliott fought, the dead lay thick and in clusters. Omce the
word “charge” rang along the lines, and Shelby’s skirmishers
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dashed up the large hill on which stood the nearest fort almost to
the guns, but the order was countermanded, and General Marmaduke
finally retired his troops under a terrific fire, after bringing Carter
safely from the bottom lands below the town. No other command
engaged during the day, and Colonel Shelby’s brigade and Colonel
Burbridge’s brigade bore the battle brunt alone. The capture of the
town, from the first, had never been intended, being strongly for-
tified, its garrison numbering twice the force of its assailants, and
having a position of remarkable natural strength. All the hot
‘hours of the fight the incessant screaming of steamboat whistles
told of arriving reinforcements, and the departure of non-combat-
ants for the Illinois shore. Commissary and quartermaster supplies
of all kinds were piled in the streets and saturated with turpentine,
in expectation of defeat. A united attack by Marmaduke upon the
forts, with his entire force, might probably have resulted in their
capture. This was Shelby’s opinion.

After the battle had been fought and won ; after the Confeder-
ate banner had gone back before the tide of opposing enemies, a
scene occurred on the red and trodden field more heroic than any
soldier act in all the daring army. Two hbeautiful Southern girls
wandering with sad and disappointed hearts among the wrecks of
the strife, found unburied two Confederates—two of the volun-
teers who had rushed to Collins’ guns when the cry came for help.
These girls, thrilling with maiden sensitiveness and reserve, yet
dug with their own hands a single grave for the dead heroes and
by dint of superhuman strength and nerve finally deposited the
bloody and mutilated corpses in their final resting-place; and that
too whild enduring the jibes and sneers of a pitiless and brutal
soldiery. Honor to the young and the beautiful. One day our
Ivanhoes will be written; one day song and story will embalm in
immortal prose or poetry this glorious episode, and weave a wreath
of unfading laurels for their recompense. The names of these two
gir] heroines were Miss Mary H. Cook and Miss Priscilla Autrey,
and one of the two soldiers thus interred was Columbus Eliott, of
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Lafayette county, Missouri—as pure and as heroic a soldier as ever
died for the Banner of the Bars. '

Through the pages of this book the wounded of Shelby’s brigade
at Cape Girardeau desire to return thanks to the Southern ladies
of this beautiful town for their generosity and attention. It was a
dark hour when the ragged, suffering “rebels” were brought in
with rough and festering wounds, yet the tender females defied op-
position, bribed sentinels, endured the malaria of a hospital, and fed,
flattered, apd carressed the suffering soldiers. If the rough,
sturdy, valiant Englishman, who was hacked and stabbed nigh unto
death at Inkermann, had yet love enough to raise his head to kiss
the flecting shadow of Florence Nightingale as it lingered lovingly
for a moment above his pillow, how must the old Roman Gates,
sixty-six years of age, have watched for Mrs. Wathen and her
beautiful daughter, as their cool fans ruffled the drooping of his
long white hair, and their cool hands wiped away the fever drops.
Miss McKnight, Miss Shepherd, Miss Cook, Miss Autrey, Mrs. Galu-
sha, Mrs. Stone, and many other ladies did all possible for Shelby’s
wounded, and many Missourians to-day, happy in the possession of
life, will ask heaven’s choicest blessings to rest upon those who gave
so much and so lavishly of their gentleness and sympathy.

Two Federal surgeons there, Drs. McClellan and Martin, were
soldiers in everything, and the officers of the Ist Nebraska
infantry made friends who returned their kindness with interest.
At Shelby’s swift, deadly fight upon the Duvall’s Bluff and Little
Rock railroad, this regiment went to the wall, after fighting stub-
bornly and well. ~ Treated elegantly, paroled kindly, the Nebraski-
ans were sent under an escort to Rolla, and not required to serve
out weary months and months in filthy prisons until exchanged.
Surely seed sown sometimes by the wayside springs up and expands
into luxuriant harvests!

The army, after its repulse, withdrew to Jackson unmolested.
That night, however, General Vandiver, who had been waiting
quietly at Pilot Knob with five thousand men until Marmaduke
developed his plans, marched upon the camp and attacked the
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nearest regiment, commanded by Colonel R. C. Newton, of Arkansas.
A night attack, especially to raw troops, has something unearthly
about it, and this regiment, in spite of the strenuous efforts of its
gallunt commander, fell back in confusion behind the Iron Brigade
that gathered around General Vandiver’s advance darker than the
midnight, riddling it by one long, close, withering volley. Nothing
more was attempted then, and both sides rested quietly until day
dawn.

Here Colonel Shelby, supported by General Marmaduke, organ-
jzed one of those sudden demonstrations he loved so well when in
danger, and which invariably mystified and puzzled the enemy. He
gave to one of his most daring scouters, Lieutenant Josiah L. Bled-
soe, a hundred and fifty picked men, ordered him to gain Vandi-
ver’s rear, and fire the gigantic bridge over Mill creek, on the Iron
Mountain railroad. For a guide and adviser, Captain Muse ac-
companied Bledsoe, and both together they marched off to carry
out their perilous instructions. The bridge was gained after innum-
erable hardships, fired, and all St. Louis trembled at the audacity
of the attempt, for every one thought Marmaduke’s whole force
must be upon the city. Vandiver’s alarm became so great that he
detached four of his best cavalry regiments to follow Bledsoe, who
eluded them all and got safely back with the loss of one man, hav-
ing fought and traveled three days and nights.

Daylight had scarcely broken above the quiet spires of good old
Jackson when Vandiver attacked in focce. Harly as he had been
Marmaduke was earlier, leaving only a strong rear guard behind.
With this, skirmishing continued during the entire day. The
next, Colonel Carter bringing up the rear with his brigade, became
hard pressed and forced to give ground fagter than desirable. At
the crossing of Whitewater his last line had been broken through,
and fell back pell mell upon Shelby’s brigade, formed to rescue it.
That far the wave came but no further. Elliott barred the road
with his impassable battalion, and Thompson swinging round struck
the Federals full on their right flank, cutting the column in two and
rolling up both bleeding ends like a string of tow. Numbers of
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prisoners were captured, and the pursuit quieted for the day. In.
deed, so swift and so unerring were the blows struck by Colonel
Shelby on this retreat, that General Marmaduke held him continu-
ally in the rear thereafter.

At Bloomfield, Vandiver had so far recovered his assurance as to
tempt another issue, and threw forward a brigade supported by ar-
tillery against Shelby’s brigade. The fight waxed hot and bloody.
Shelby held his position for an hour against heavy odds, and retired
slowly and unmolested. Forty miles from Bloomfield the St. Fran-
cis river ran square across the road, bank full and swift as a racer.
Major Lawrence, as good at engineering as in his quartermaster’s
department, was ordered on post-haste to construct a substantial
bridge before the army arrived. The task he knew well would cer-
tainly be a gigantic one, but this accomplished officer understood no
such word as fail. Before he reached the river, however, some of
Marmaduke’s engineers had preceded him, and everything was pre-
pared when the command arrived, Shelby still pressed incessantly and
fighting the whole way. He formed line of battle just two miles
from the swollen river, posted his battery, threw forward skirmish-
ers, and told his men very calmly that upon them depended the fate
of the army.

“ Gentlemen,” he said to his officers who had visited him for final
orders, “ remember, not an inch must be yielded no matter how great
the danger. If we go down, all shall go together, and our artillery
shall be saved if I lose my brigade.”

The Federals, sure of overwhelming success the next day,
went contentedly into bivouac, lit great camp fires, and spent the
night in songs and merriment. Not a flame flitted across Shelby’s
silent and watchful front, lying out dark in the midnight under the
waning stars.

The bridge built by General Jeff. Thompson and Major Robert
Smith, of General Marmaduke’s staff, was a curiosity in its way,
and neither evidenced much engineering skill nor mathematical in-
genuity. The infantry, that is, the dismounted men, barely managed
to cross on it—one at a time—like Indians on a war-trail; the
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horses were pushed in below, and made to swim over, while a huge
raft was constructed by Major Lawrence for the artillery, and, piece
by piece, slowly and laboriously it was ferried over. All night the
hoarse words of command rang out upon the air, mixed and varied
incessantly with the plunging of frightened horses and the shouts
of lusty swimmers. Everything in advance got safely across. Maxr-
maduke, Jeff. Thompson, Burbridge; Slayback, and other earnest
and energetic officers stood by the bridge continually, urging, com-
manding, threatening, and hurrying. At length Shelby’s battery
withdrew ; then his regiments; then the skirmishers, one by one,
until just at daylight everything had safely crossed, except Captain
George Gordon, with a large detachment holding an outpost that
could not be relinquished. There were shouts of disappointed ven-
geance and there were cries of baffled rage, when Vandiver’s ten
thousand outwitted soldiers found the prey had escaped. Four thou-
sand Confederates, wearied from a month of incessant marching and
fighting, had calmly faced about upon a swollen river, held the
ground until their less disciplined comrades passed, and then as
calmly went away themselves, without losing a horse or wetting a
musket. The blue coats swarmed down to the water’s edge and
poured a furious fire against the opposite bank, but Colling was
waiting, so naturally, it seemed he knew their leader’s counsels, and
threw a hundred or two shells into their disappointed faces, which
marred the fair array, and sent it back broken to the cover of the
woods. Captain Gordon held on devotedly until he believed the
army to be safely over, when he gathered up his isolated soldiers
and boldly struck up the river. Baffled in three attempts to cross,
and almost surrounded, he finally cut through to the water, plunged
boldly in and went swiftly across under a galling fire which wounded
a dozen of his little band. He was welcomed back with shouts of
joy and triumph. The pursuit ended at St. Francis river, and the
command marched by easy stages to Jacksonport, where a few brief
days of rest were permitted it.

In the rear continually on the retreat from Cape Girardeau, and
doing much good service, too, rode Major John Thrailkill. At a.

11
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stream near Bloomfield, when hard pressed, he formed his detach.
ment suddenly on the crest of a sharp ridge in conjunction with Cap-
tain Bob Adams, and, after half an hour’s bloody battle, succeeded
in checking Vandiver’s entire advance. At the bridge across the St.
Francis, Thrailkill’s eminent qualities as a bold, determined man,
were again called into action, and he labored incessantly in pushing
over the horses. Colonels Carter and Shelby were the last to cross
the tottering, crazy bridge, which was immediately cut away by Major
Thrailkill and Lieutenant Tom Keithly, lest, bad and unserviceable
as it proved to be, some use might be made of it by the enemy.

Captain Arthur St. Clair was detailed by Shelby to command an
ambush party of two hundred picked marksmen to hold the river a
short time after the bridge went down. These sharpshooters, mostly
from the old Southwest regiment and unerring riflemen, found a
splendid shelter behind a bluff bank on the south side, that pro-
tected and concealed them at the same time. St. Clair rode out in
full view on a milk-white horse, and waved his hat as a signal for
his men to fire, just as the Federals came down to the water’s edge
on the opposite bank—about a hundred and fifty yards from the
lurking riflemen. It was the signal for the volley, and it was not
only a volley of thunder, but it carried with it the thunderbolt.
Forty of the enemy fell dead hefore the close, accurate fire, and
many wounded were borne shrieking away to the rear. One hour
afterward, when many of the Federals had again appeared, this
sudden fire was repeated, with similar success, upon a compact
mass huddled closely together, viewing with curiosity the fragments
of the destroyed bridge. Captain St. Clair received a bullet through
his hat as he galloped off, having obeyed his orders, and carried out
his instructions to the letter.

General Marmaduke’s retreat from Cape Girardeau had been
admirably conducted throughoutin the presence of a largely supe-
rior cavalry force, supported constantly by infantry and abundant
artillery. Had Vandiver and McNeill used energy, intelligence,
and courage, results might have been different, and the losses
inflicted upon the Confederates frightful. McNeil had two roads
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hefore him for pursuit when Shelby withdrew fighting from his front,
but unreliable and erratic, he chose the one upon which there was
the least danger, and by following which he could inflict the least
possible damage upon his antagonists. To the east of the road
traveled by General Marmaduke ran a parallel one from Cape
Girardeau—better, smoother, and shorter to Whitewater bridge.
By taking this road, pressing forward vigorously, and leaving only
one regiment in rear of the Confederates, McNeil had it in his
power to gain this bridge in Marmaduke’s front and hold him there,
despite his most desperate efforts, until Vandiver closed in upon
his rear. It was not done, nor even attempted to be done, and Gen-
eral Marmaduke wondered and shuddered at the same time when
the river was passed without a fight.

At the crossing of the St. Francis river the timidity and caution
of Vandiver were as remarkable as unnecessary. For a month
four thousand cavalry had been marching, fighting, retreating, starv-
ing, and suffering greatly from fatigue and incessant motion.
Ammunition was scarce ; some of the troops composing the expedi-
tion were demoralized ; the horses of all were jaded and worn com-
pletely down. A combined, vigorous, determined attack upon Gen-
eral Marmaduke in the evening preceeding his night withdrawal,
while promising bloody and sturdy fighting, also promised great
and grave results. Vandiver could commit no greater mistake in
giving Marmaduke an unmolested night—he certainly never
granted favors before nor since more thankfully and devoutly re-
ceived.
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CHAPTER XI.

VicksnuRre in its death agony had long before made mute ap-
peals to General Holmes for help and succor, but the crisis had cul-
minated before he struck, and the blow rebounded upon himself.
Generals Price and Marmaduke urged upon General Holmes an
attack upon Helena, that a diversion might be made if possible in
fuvor of Vicksburg; and also to annoy the enemy; interrupt the
navigation of the Mississippi river; and, by attracting the eyes of
the Federal Government to the Trans-Mississippi army, draw upon
it some of the heavy blows being delivered against Johnson, Pem-
berton, and Lee.

On the 28th of June, 1863, Shelby’s brigade was in motion for
Helena, whither tended infantry, cavalry, artillery, in imposing
array. The entire country between Jacksonport and the Missis-
sippi river became one vast lagoon streaked innumerably by now
swimming streams and bottomless bayous. Still it rained day after
day, and camp after camp was flooded in a night. Regiments were
separated by almost impassable streams, and headquarters were often
cut off by a wilderness of water. Through all the dreary chillness
of another flood and triumphant above the war of elements, the
Tron Brigade struggled on to rendezvous its military ardor un-
quenched by exposure and its powder dry for the conflict.

July the 3d, 1863, found Helena girt about by walls of living
men, and sitting quietly on her river home, conscious yet careless
of the hot ordeal in store. Price was there, and Fagan was there,
and from the plains of Texas came the rough riders to water their
steeds in the swift Mississippi. Up from Vicksburg were borne
the cries of brave men in their dire necessity, and every heart should
have been nerved for strife, and every soldier should have resolved
to conguer or die.
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The position, very strong naturally, had been more than usually
well fortified. General Holmes’ plan of attack was excellent, and
would have been successful but for the indifference of some and the
ignorance of others. It required a.combined and general attack at
sunrise precisely, upon the morning of the 4th, against all points
of the Federal defenses. No further orders were to be given, but
with the sun every commander was to hurl his division upon the
enemy. Near the house of General Hindman, which was just be-
yond the southern suburbs of the city, stood a battery of four heavy
guns, protected by earthworks and rifle-pits, this was to be carried
by General Fagan, from the south, at sunrise. Next to the work
assigned him stood another stronger one, mounting three heavy
guns, the Graveyard Fort, which General Price was to storm at
sunrise from the west. Further north still, stood Fort Soloman,
mounting also three heavy guns, which General Marmaduke was to
attack at sunrise from the North; and further yet to the extreme
north General Walker had to march down the valley directly upon
the city at sunrise and attack the rifle-pits in front. Here ave
three forts disposed of, Fort Hindman, Fort Soloman, and the
Graveyard Fort—but in the center of the town there arose, in huge
proportions, a vast square redoubt, protected by casemates, rifle-pits
and abattis—it was the city’s citadel, and commanding all the
other works, of course it must be within reach of them also. This
redoubt was to be subjected to a concentrated fire from its consorts
for a given period, and then to be assaulted on all sides simultane-
ously. Thus far very good. Nothing could be better than the
plan—no complications, no details, no confusion. Hach com-
mander had his work marked out, and at the sunrise signal he was to
march évenly on, fight everything before him, take his fort or be cut
to pieces—nothing more.

Shelby, leading his brigade, struck a heavy blockade about two
miles from the town, through which he was forced to cut his way,
that the artillery might not be left behind—he being the only com-
mander taking guns into action. The narrow ridge running almost
up to Fort Soloman became so pointed and sharp as he advanced,
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that the cannon wheels could not rest upon its summit, and bounded
halfway down its sides at every discharge.

In plain view, the Mississippi river lay wrapped in an impenetra-
ble vail of fog, that whirled and twisted in vast formless clouds
upon the sleeping town, and on the giant trees upon its banks. At
sunrise it lifted sufficiently to see glimmering through the gloom
the dark sides and the inevitable black, pitehy smoke of an iron.
clad escorting a large steamer, whose roof and decks were blue with
uniforms. Shelby opened directly upon the crowded boat ; the iron-
sides answered immediately, and from all the bastioned walls and
grim redoubts of Helena, there went up on this Independence Day
a orash and thunder of artillery more discordant than a war of ele-
ments. From the town a splendid six gun battery ran out and took
position in the plain below to silence Collins’ guns; the iron-clad
shelled him all day, and Fort Soloman plied its busy Parrotts almost
beyond endurance. Under this heavy and enfilading fire Shelby
formed his brigade for the charge, Captain John Clark leading the
forlorn hope against the Fort, and Captain St. Clair and Lieutenant
James Walton leading the skirmishers covering the line of battle—
both positions of imminent peril.

The issue was joined; the river tied its bonnet of sunbeams on
and lay very quiet, listening to the great bursts of artillery, the
ringing of impatient bugles, and the ‘shouts and groans of agony.

General Price hurled his splendid and massive division against
the Graveyard Fort and swept it like a hurricane, turning its guns
upon the central redoubt as ordered, while Colonel Lewis pressed on
fariously into the town, leading a brave brigade, and carrying all
before him.

General Fagan swooped down upon Fort Hindman with his gal-
lant Arkansans, but was driven back after a desperate effort—his
men showing determined and conspicuous valor—after which suici-
dal skirmishing followed, and firing at long range.

Neither Marmaduke nor Walker charged. The success of these
two officers required a cordial co-operation which was never given;
and the failure of Walker to advance, in General Marmaduke’s
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opinion, 8o jeopardized his (Marmaduke’s) left flank, as to make an
agsault out of the question. The unsuccessful attack of General
Fagan, the failure of Marmaduke and Walker to attack at all, and
the driving back of General Price’s division, decided the battle.
Shelby, waiting impatiently for orders to advance, asked permission
to assault Fort Salomon, but was refused. From the ridge over-
looking the town, Shelby’s brigade watched the gallant advance of
Price’s infantry into the heart of Helena fighting fiercely at every
corner, the houses vomiting flames of death, and the great grim cit-
adel sweeping the streets at every discharge of its twenty guns.
Then the infantry which had repulsed Fagan hemmed in the heroic
Missourians and bore them back inch by ineh, killing and capturing
as they advanced. During the fearful struggle, and having more
troops than could swarm about Lewis’ decimated brigade, General
Prentiss concentrated a fearful fire upon Shelby from artillery and
infantry. The noble and chivalrous John Clark, tender and pure
as o woman, fell mortally wounded leading his forlorn hope almost
to the ditches of Fort Soloman. 8t. Clair, Cogswell, and Jim Wal-
ton urging on the skirmishers, were badly shot, Turner was killed,
and Colonel Shelby, braving death as if holding a charmed life, and
having two horses previously killed under him, at last received a
dreadful wound that shattered his wrist, plowed through his arm,
and caused intolerable agony. Faint from loss of blood and reeling
in his saddle, he was forced from the field long enough to have the
arm bandaged. Around Collins’ battery the slaughter became
dreadful. Major Smith, General Marmaduke’s Quartermaster, fell
shot through the heart in the act of sighting one of the guns; yet
Collins, Connor, and Kelly plied the hail of canister and grape
upon the gathering, threatening masses below. Fagan and Price
were retreating from the vicinity of Helena, pursued heavily.
Lewis and most of his brigade were captured or killed. Walker
had long withdrawn when General Marmaduke ordered Shelby’s
brigade from the field, just as its leader, very faint and pale, gal-
loped back to his soldiers. The retreat was painfully executed
under a withering fire. The battery was in imminent danger, its
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horses all killed; its wheels bullet-rent and riddled. Scarcely able
to sit his horse, his wound still bleeding freely, Shelby dashed down
the ranks of his brigade, shouting: “ Volunteers to save the bat-
tery. Shelby’s brigade never lost a battery, and with God’s help it
never shall!  Come, boys, come to the front.”

Oh! it was a glorious thing to see that old, decimated, battered brig-
ade then, with its old tattered flag above it, and the low, murky pow-
der-pall settling everywhere darker and darker. Gathered in the rear
were Federal infantry, and cavalry, and artillery, not three hundred
paces away, pressing on furiously, too, and shouting and killing as
they came. Captains Collins and James Kelley, and Lieutenants
Connor, and Inglehart, and Harris, and Coleman Smith, black with
powder, and worn with fighting were still at their posts, dragging
and tugging at the dead horses and trying to extricate them from
the harness. ¢ Volunteers, away—the battery is in danger!” That
cry had never yet been unheeded—the battery was the brigade’s
darling. Not one, fifty—but a thousand cool soldiers yelled out o
great cry of courage and started back. <« Fifty, only fifty,” ordered
Shelby, “and go with them, Colonel Gilkey. Bring the battery with
you or remain yourself.” Back to the rear a hundred paces went
Gilkey with his forlorn hope. Back to the rear there, hotter than
the July sun, and fatal and swift to swallow up, went Langhorne,
Garr, Winship, Cravens, Slayback, Stangel, Wood Noland, the
brothers Kritzer, Jim Tucker and Bob Tucker, Hodge, Frank Jack-
son, Geo. Gordon, Tom Paine, John Corder, Jo. Knox, Will Buford,
Jim Kirtley, Tom Young, Will Dysart, Typ. Kirtly, Felix Graves,
Will Wayman, Wm. Orndoff, Captain Simpson and Lieutenant Ridge,
Seb. Plattenburg, Kit Moorman and Clay Floyd, Lieutenant Mark
Dye and Lucien Major, Lieutenant Tom Walton and Licutenant
Jas. Wills, Captain Nunnelly, Renfro, and John Wyatt Lewis, Lum
White, and Will Hickman, and I wish I knew them all to name them
—peerless soldiers going back into the « jaws of death, into the
mouth of hell >—less than three hundred. Nobly did Gilkey obey
his orders. The dead horses were cut from the traces, prolonges
were instantaneously attached, and, with a great shout the guns
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were started Everyone worked for dear life and dear honor. Over
the matted barricade they were dragged and hurried. Back came the
guns, but not all the young heroes sent to rescue them. Fifty eager
volunteers sprang away to the grapple—fifteen came away again
unhurt. Twenty were sleeping calmly enough now, and fifteen more
bleeding and waiting until they might be borne from the field. With
such soldiers and such sacrifices, was it any wonder why Shelby never
lost a battery ?

Missouri gave no purer sacrifice to the god of battles than was
offered up to liberty when Captain John Clark fell, dreadfully and
mortally wounded, leading the forlorn hope upon the works of Hel-
ena. Loved and worshiped by the company, honored and trusted
by all who knew him ; he crowned the record of a stainless life by
an immortal death, and fell a Christian and a lero, fighting as
another Bayard, for the green fields and the blue skies of his nativity.
Geentle as a woman, fearless, heroic, and lovable, no man so endeared
himself to his friends and won such eminent regard from all who
knew him.

The death of Major Robert Smith, too, left a void upon the staff
of General Marmaduke not easily filled. Brave, energetie, intelli-
gent and devoted, he had upon a dozen hotly contested fields given
great promise of future greatness.

Thomas Paine, of Company C, Shelby’s regiment, fell, too, at
Helena, having wounds yet unhealed from previous battles. He was
a model soldier, brave, and tried, and steadfast as a mountain.
Colonel Shanks, Pack Bowdry, Lieutenant James Walton, Captain
Arthur St. Clair, George Garr, and thirty others from the brigade
were badly wounded, but managed to stand up until supported by
comrades beyond the reach of the enemy.

Crushed in spirit, sullen, dejected and unnerved, General Holmes
rode slowly from Helena, following the footsteps of his repulsed
and beaten army. Ile remarked gloomily, afterward, that to him
death upon the field was preferable to disaster, and that he had
prayed for it earnestly when the attack proved a failure. General
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Holmes certainly did expose himself throughout the day recklessly
and gallantly, seeming by his actions to be courting death.

The capture of Helena, even had it been successfully accom-
plished, would have been too late to help Vicksburg, for the
surrender of this beleaguered city was an accomplished fact before
the battle ended. True, the effect upon the army would have
been something if victory came, and its vast stores of ammunition,
medicines, artillery, supplies and equipments were worth then
more than an army with banners; but man proposed and God
disposed. Yet even Providence seemed loitering for propitiation,
and had every commander done his whole duty and marched boldly
forward as the crisis and the country demanded, success was emi-
nently probable.

From the bloody attack upon Helena, Shelby’s brigade moved
slowly back to Jacksonport, and Colonel Shelby, suffering greatly
from his wound, went up to Batesville for rest and medical attend-
ance, Dr. Webb, Chief Surgeon of Jackman’s brigade, and an
able physician and devoted friend, attending him. Rest for the
soldiers, however, seemed impossible. Six thousand cavalry, under
General Davidson, came down Croly’s Ridge from toward Rolla,
Missouri, and threatened General Marmaduke at Jacksonport. A
bold front and instant preparations to meet them caused a change
of policy, and General Davidson, when within eight miles of his
foe, turned suddenly about and hurried into Helena.

The brigade, commanded now by Colonel G. W. Thompson, had
many sick but few deaths in this unhealthy encampment around Jack-
sonport, and the reckless soldiers resorted to continual practical jokes
and escapades to keep off the gloom and the malaria of the marshes.
There had been in Smith’s regiment a poor fellow lingering between
life and death for some time, and at last the dark hour seemed
drawing near. It happened also, that a Texas regiment over the
way lost one of its members the morning in question, and some of
his comrades had dug for the soldier a deep, comfortable grave, at
the roots of a gigantic oak. Midway between the camp of the Mis-
sourians and Texans lived an old carpenter named Uncle Joe Har-
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rington—a kind, good-hearted man, who had managed by hook or
by crook to scrape together some pretty fair tools for these days of
scarcity, and rather than lend them to the careless soldiers, invari-
ably made all the coffins required himself. He had just finished a
neat, modest one for the poor Texan, when Jack Rector, and one of
his companions equally as devilish, sauntered into Uncle Joe’s shop.
“Whose coffin, Uncle Joe?” asked Jack. “Don’t know—some
- Texan just died—wanted my tools as usual, and I done the work
myself rather than trust you good-for-nothing fellows.”

Jack winked at his comrade and retired immediately from the
shop. “Well,” inquired his friend, joining him a few minutes
afterward, “what is it?” “If Tom Saunders will only die now,”
referring to the sick soldier’ in Smith’s regiment, “he’ll have a
better resting-place than many of us hereafter. I propose to steal
coffin, grave and all.””  “ Capital!” shouted the other one, not a whit
more conscientious than Jack, “and would you believe it, Tom did
die not half an hour before I left camp.”

Returning and finding the breath scarcely gone from poor Tom,
Jack communicated his plan to a dozen others and soon started two
new hands for the coffin, who saluted Uncle Joe, and asked:

“Is our coffin done?” “Who’s coffin ye arter ?” “ The one Cap-
tain Simpson had made this morning.” “For what troops?”
“Texas troops of course, Uncle Joe.,” “Oh! yes—there it is—two
dollars specie—ten dollars Confederate money.” “All right, here’s
your Confed,” and the Missourians shouldered the coffin, and hurried
off in triumph. Inclosing the body with becoming gravity, as
time pressed and discovery became momentarily more imminent,
Tom Saunders was at last borne to the deep, dark grave beneath
the sober oak. Uncle Bob Rennick performed the burial ceremony,
and the soldiers lowered down and covered up the coffin just as the
body of the Texan was seen approaching from the direction of the
neighboring camp. Explanations followed, not very complimentary
at best, but the joke was so unnaturally ludicrous and ghastly that
the Texan’s friends finally turned the whole thing into a downright
laugh, and gracefully yielded the palm to Shelby’s brigade of being
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composed of the «d st rascals in the army,” vowing as the two
parties separated, “ that they would get even yet for having to dig
two graves instead of one.” This is only an incident among ten
thousand of such events, and shows how exposure and familiarity
strip all terror from the face of death, and laugh and mock him
even in his own terrible province. The story took wings, and
hundreds of the neighboring people came to see the grave “Jack
Rector stole.” ,

Marmaduke crossed White river immediately for Little Rock, now .
threatened by a large force advancing under General Steele, and
rested for several days beyond Little Red river, in the neighborhood
of Searcy. Before leaving this camp a fleet, light draught boat,
rendered bullet proof by a dextrous combination of cotton bales, came
up White river from Des Arc to the mouth of Little Red river,
and thence up that stream almost to the camp of Shelby’s brigade,
shelling the woods on either side and showing a bold, defiant bearing.
Colonel Thompson was sent forward with the brigade to capture this
boat, by taking position with Collins” battery below, and attacking
her with sharpshooters above. The roads being in horrible con-
dition and almost impassable for artillery, Collins could not reach
his point until the prize, now thoroughly alarmed, had passed down
swiftly in retreat. Colonel Gilkey, leading the foremost regiment,
dashed on in pursuit overtaking the boat a mile below, and being
splendidly mounted and desiring to cripple her movements by killing
the pilot, exposed himself recklessly and needlessly as did also M ajor
Shanks. Poor Gilkey paid for his temerity with his life, and fell

‘mortally wounded within ten feet of the cotton covered boat.
Shanks, not well yet of his Helena wound, also received a severe
shot in the hand, and the regiment coming up tried vainly to check
her speed, but, being bullet-proof and impervious she pressed on
and finally made good her escape. The dying Colonel, idolized by
his men, was carried slowly and sorrowfully into camp, where, after
lingering in agony for a few hours he went away peacefully to join
the great hosts of his comrades gone before.

In the large prairie around Brownsville, Shelby’s brigade first met
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the advance of Steele’s army debouching from Duvall’s Bluff upon
the capital of Arkansas. It was Davidson’s cavalry division in
magnificent trim, having in its ranks the white stallions of Merrill’s
Horse, and the plumed hats of the 4th regular cavalry.

In the latter part of August, Marmaduke moved his brigade from
Des Arc to form a junction with General Marsh Walker, command-
ing his own and Shelby’s brigade, at Brownsville, with the view to op-
pose the progress of General Steele, who was in the act of moving
from Duvall’s Bluff on White river against Little Rock, then and
for some time previous held by General Price, during the sickness
of General Holmes, the district commander. The movement was
accomplished in a day and a night, and Marmaduke reported to
Walker, as his ranking officer for duty. The second morning after
the concentration of the three brigades at Brownsville, the pickets
reported the advance in force of the Federal cavalry under General
Davidson.  Dispositions were quickly made. General Walker
having decided neither to offer nor accept battle, but merely to
check the rapidity of the enemy’s advance, took charge of the main
column and moved out in retreat; and Marmaduke at his own
request was assigned to the command of the rear. Lieutenant
Colonel Ben Elliott’s battalion was thrown forward on the prairie
east of the town, in hopes to draw the enemy into a charge, and
thence into an ambuscade of dismounted men and artillery. The
enemy deluded by the weakness of the line charged in handsome
style; but unfortunately stopped short just at the moment when all
were most anxious for them to continue to move forward. The
artillery opened and the enemy retired with admirable celerity ; and
were followed by a counter charge that picked up a few prisoners.
The run across the prairies on the part of Elliott’s men, in their
attempt to enveigle the enemy into the snare, was peculiarly brilliant
in point of ludicrousness, as was also the retreat of the Federals
when the artillery opened upon them. Numbers were unhorsed on
either side, who, with a few killed or captured made up the list of
casualties.

After this little episode the enemy showed no disposition to come
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against the position in front, but seemed rather inclined to follow
the line of timber a mile or so south, and thus to isolate the rear,
if possible, from the main command. The greater portion of the
troops that had remained in Brownsville were ordered forward to
join General Walker, and Marmaduke formed and brought off the
rear-guard, consisting of Elliott’s battalion, and a section of Bled-
soe’s battery, under command of Lieutenant Dick Collins. In this
order the retreat was continued during the day. The enemy, by
- wide detours to the right and left, attempted to pass around the rear,
but the attempt always failed. At times, apparently annoyed by
their want of success in their flanking operations, they showed a
vicious inelination to charge the rear, and by dint of saber and spur
to override and crush it; but a few well-directed shots from the
artillery always induced them to abandon the design, and halted and
sent them backward with a sudden, jerking nervousness that was not
at all heroic in its precipitance. Merrill’s White Horse brigade,
that had acquired much fame in chasing citizens over the country in
Missouri, proved itself very expert at this bastard kind of Cossack
warfare. They advanced with wonderful impetuosity, and retreated
with an impetuosity even superior to that of their advance whenever
a shell exploded near them.

The main body of the command, under General Walker, was not
disturbed by these small affairs of the rear-guard, but held its leis-
urely line of march during the day. The enemy gave over the pur-
suit at Bayou Two Prairie, and went into camp some hours before
sunset, while Marmaduke moved on and made camp at Reed’s
Bridge, on Bayou Metre, late at night.

The two points are twelve miles distant from each other, with no
water between them. The next day, and the next succeeding three
or four days, the Confederates moved out to meet the enemy, and
they moved out to meet the Confederates, and for that length of time
they vibrated back and forth, skirmishing constantly, with occasional
dashes of heavier fighting. In the rapid and desultory series of
actions thus resulting, no officer did better service than Captain
Charley Bell, with a section of light prairie guns. Requiring but
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two horses to move them, capable of being carried backward or for-
ward at a run, and worked by a hardy set of men, they remained
always on outpost, and at every dash or stand added to their repu-
tation. ;

Bayou Metre was within sound of the guns of the earthworks
thrown around Little Rock on the north side of the river, in which
were statmned the cavalry’s infantry friends. Twice or thrice, as
the ﬁrmg was more than ordinarily brisk, they had visits from
officers among them, who came out to observe and criticize, to see
how outpost affairs were conducted, to give good advice, and to
show on occasion how the thing could and should be done. But
their stay with the front, somehow, was always short. It may
have been that there were too few men engaged, and that the
number of killed and wounded did not foot up largely enough to
satisfy their sanguinary ambition; but, at any rate, it chanced
that after remaining on the field a very reasonable length of time,
after seeing some advances and counter-advances, after hearing
once or twice the bugles clang out sharp and clear, followed by a
sweep of dismounted men through the heavy woods, to out-flank or
cut-off some opposing party that had advanced too far, or followed
by a rapid dash of horsemen across an open field or along the road,
or the sudden wheeling into position and opening of a battery at
short range, they concluded to reserve their skill and the exhibition
of their mettle to the grand infantry day that was shortly to
take place, and so left the horsemen to their fate and to the
Federals.

The Bayou Metre was a low, sluggish stream, with a miry bed,
abrupt banks, and its sides fringed with a heavy growth of timber.
Tt was difficult to cross, and presented the only water at which a
command could conveniently camp after leaving Bayou Two
Prairie. It was spanned by a substantial bridge when the enemy
advanced, on the third or fourth day of operations, and the fight was
entirely for water. They had felt their way cautiously before, but
that morning advanced with determination. The skirmishing was
exceedingly sharp, and the artillery practice as close and deadly as
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rifie shots. But the rear-guard, composed of Gordon’s regiment
and Marmaduke’s escort company, held their ground stoutly, and
were determined not to be driven back upon the bridge too rapidly.
The vigor of their resistance, and the deliberation with which they
retired, gave ample time for completing the dispositions of the
forces for battle. The men were dismounted, their horses sent to
the rear, and the command deployed into a strong skirmish line,
taking advantage of the unevenness of the ground and the heavy
timber along the southern bank of the stream. The artillery was
advantageously posted to rake the road and sweep the bridge.
General Walker took up his position something more than a mile in
the rear, at a house selected for a hospital, and kept with him
Burbridge’s regiment, the largest in Marmaduke’s brigade, as a
body-guard. Captain John Mhoon, an accomplished engineer officer,
had prepared the bridge for destruction by giving it a thorough
coating of tar and other inflammable material ; and as the last of the
rear-guard crossed it, the torch was applied. The smoke rolled
upward in dark and heavy masses, and the enemy, seeing they
were about to lose their best means of crossing the stream, made a
savage dash to secure possession of the bridge and extinguish the
flames. Instantly the artillery flashed full upon them, and a
thousand rifles rang out along the line. The struggle was fierce
but brief. The enemy rolled heavily back, enveloped in sable
clouds of smoke; formed their ranks, and rapidly completed their
preparations for a more vigorous attack in force, to drive the Con-
federates from their position and effect a crossing. They lost no
time in useless delays, but came on at once and in earnest. Their
artillery was well planted, and was served with steadiness and
precision. They opened with twelve or sixteen guns. Marma-
duke’s artillery, though inferior in strength, replied as promptly
and as vigorously. For nearly an hour the ring of musketry along
the line was incessant, and the deep-toned artillery lent its voice to
swell the diapason of harmonious discord. The effort was de-
termined, but unavailing. Their line gradually fell back out of
range, and only the occasional note of a heavy gun, or the sharp
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crack of a random rifle, told that they still held their position and
were not yet inclined to relinquish their efforts.

The gallant Major Bennett, of Young’s battalion, with a hundred
men, had been sent to guard a crossing some two miles lower down
the bayou, that entirely turned the position. The enemy attacked him
with great fury, but he resisted with a vigor superior to the fury of
their attack. He informed Marmaduke, however, that he was heav-
ily pressed, and feared he could not hold his ground. Marmaduke
replied that he could spare him no men, and that he must beat back
the enemy and make good his position. Bennett replied that he
would do it, and did do it.

At this juncture of affairs Greneral Walker made his appearance
on the field, but after a stay of not more than fifteen minutes, re-
tired again to the rear. The enemy, after considerable delay, ad-
vanced to the attack, and for mnearly an hour the battle raged
fiercely. The day was hot and close, and they were™ evidently suf-
fering greatly for water, indeed, they would frequently make their
way stealthily to the banks of the bayou, at some point more than
ordinarily well sheltered from the fire of the men, for the purpose
of drinking, and several were killed in the act of filling their can-
teens. The second attack was as unsuccessful as the first. The
Confederates stood their ground firmly and fought with coolness;
and the enemy were again, despite their strenuous efforts, com-
pelled to retire without having shaken the line at a single point.
Still they did not like to acknowledge themselves beaten by a cavalry
command that they had sneered at because of their ragged clothes,
their unsoldierly equipments, and their unshod horses.

They prepared, therefore, to make a third and more decisive
effort. Their artillery opened with renewed spitefulness, and their
whole force moved forward with a determination to force Marma-
duke back at every hazard. They fought long and stubbornly, but
without effect ; their soldiers had evidently lost heart, and consid-
ered themselves hopelessly overmatched. But this time they did
not withdraw in order, and when beaten back, still kept up an irreg-
ular and scattering fight. Marmaduke, perceiving that their lines.

12
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were broken and in confusion, moved Captain Bell’s light prairie
battery down near the bridge, in open view of the enemy, and in
point-blank range of their guns. They did not hesitate to pay it
their respects. At the first fire Captain Charley Bell was mortally
wounded, Major Rainwater seriously; men and horses mangled
generally, and the little battery entirely disabled. Marmaduke,
who had gone with it in person, lost no time in withdrawing it to a
more retired position, He determined, however, to satisfy the
enemy with artillery, if possible, and for that purpose massed his
six guns in a commanding position and opened a vigorous fire upon
them. But this was not before Lieutenant Dick Collins, unable to
determine the situation of some of the enemy’s guns that were an-
noying the line, crossed the bayou and worked his way from point
to point, despite the fire of their sharpshooters, until he had thor-
oughly reconnoitered their position, and then returned prepared for
more effective action. DMarmaduke took up a position to the front
and on the flank of his guns, to observe their execution and direct
their fire. Thus prepared, the guns opened simultaneously with a
thunderous burst of sound. The first few shots informed the enemy
that the guns were massed and were concentrating their fire; and
they very promptly trained all of their’s to the point of concentra-
tion in response. By a natural impulse the men along the entire
line on both sides, in a great measure, ceased operations, and em-
ployed themselves in watching the progress and results of the duel.
The enemy at first put their shots in well; but as Dick Collins
worked his guns down closer and closer upon them, and made their
position warmer and warmer, their firing became less regular and
accurate, until, as shot after shot took effect upon them, they entirely
lost their coolness and precision, and sent their shells recklessly
through the tops of the trees, destroying much foliage and frighten-
ing the wild birds terribly. They attempted, as a last resort, to
change their position, and thus escape the fury of Colling’ guns;
but the second or third shot found them out again; until at last,
completely beaten, they abandoned the field precipitately, with two
of their guns disabled,
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Thus, notwithstanding their utmost efforts for eight or nine hours,
the enemy had failed to make an impression upon the lines, and the
merely random firing along their own, indicated that they were about
to yield the contest and withdraw, Under these circumstances,
Marmaduke thought it desirable to have an interview with General
Walker, and determine whether it was advisable to press the enemy
in their retreat, or to put the troops into camp where they were.
Shelby was wounded and confined to his bed; Greene was absent
on account of sickness, consequently there was no brigade com-
mander present who could be left in command of the forces, while
Marmaduke rode to the rear to consult General Walker. Ile there-
fore directed Major Henry Ewing, of his staff, to explain the situa-
tion of affuirs to General Walker, and request his temporary pres-
ence on the field. Major Ewing reported to General Walker as di-
rected, but could get no reply from him. Marmaduke then ad-
dressed him a note, the same in substance as his verbal communica-
tion, but he treated the note with contempt, ordered his Assistant
Adjutant-General to preserve it, as he had Marmaduke right where
he wanted him, and still refused either to comply with the request
or to give an answer. :

While these matters were under discussion, the enemy withdrew
in a badly damaged condition, leaving upon the field the fragments
of their broken artillery carriages, numbers of dead horses, and
many of their killed. The Confederate loss was heavy; but theirs,
judging from the number they left behind them, must have.been
much more serious. Indeed, the bare mention of the affair did not
fail to arouse their anger for many days afterward. The soldiers
of the two commands, for some time immediately succeeding, pick-
eted on opposite sides of the Arkansas river, then low and shrunken
to the mere proportions of a creek, and were frequently in the
habit of making small truces of their own, and entering into friendly
conversation. But however amicably these interviews began, they
soon ran into that sharp, personal kind of badinage to which sol-
diers are particularly given, and almost always ended, on the part
of Marmaduke’s troopers, in some allusion to Bayou Metre and the
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unburied Federal dead, which almost as certainly brought a rifle-hall
in response, in utter violation of treaty obligations. So accustomed
did the Confederates become to this uncourteous kind of retort, on
the part of their adversaries, that whenever they had made up their-
mind to speak the unpleasant words, they instinctively looked
around for shelter, and prepared to resume warlike operations.

Several hours after nightfall the command was ordered back into
camp near the intrenchments. In this quiet and secluded retreat
several days were passed in doing nothing, except outpost duty,
and cultivating amicable relations with the infantry, very much to
the dissatisfaction of both officers and men. The battle of Bayou
Metre had been gallantly fought, and among the best and bravest
dead on that field of glory, lay Captain John Percival, of Wa,verly,
Captain Powell, of Platte; and Captain Charley Bell, of Saline.
Tried in a hundred previous battles—young, heroic, devoted—they
yielded up their lives in the moment of exultant victory, amid the
thunder of the contest, and the wild shouts of infuriated combatants.
There could be no fitter eulogy than their death—no grander mon-
uments than the lowly graves where the violets bloom and the eter-
nal waves murmur forever the story of their fame.

After this fight, Steele withdrew his forces to Bayou Two Prairie,
and staggering under the blows struck Davidson, halted long for
recuperation, while his detached cavalry scoured the whole country
for information. General Marmaduke, covering the entire front of
Holmes’ army, was constantly in the saddle, and made heavy calls
upon the brigade for daring scouts. and bold, outlying pickets.
Among the dauntless young officers that crowded to his call for the
honor of their brigade in its wounded leader’s absence, came Mau-
rice Langhorne, George Gordon, Bob Adams, Brown Williams,
Charley Jones, Arthur McCoy, Lieutenant John McDougall, Will
Ferrell, James Wills, John Toney, Salem Ford, Tom Wa,lton Seb
Plattenburg, William Edwards, Henry Wolfenbarger, William
Moorman, Captalns Dickey, Silas Orispin, Grooms, Mark Dye, and
a host of others equally zealous. With these General Marmaduke
crowded his front, and night or day, in sunshine or storm, by lone-
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some roads and sudden halts some one of these hovered about the
enemy, fighting their pickets, ambushing their rear, drawing horses
from the foragers, burning up commissary wagons, capturing strag-
gling soldiers, and hourly sending back valuable information about
the movements of General Steele.

Holmes receiving a sick furlough at this period, General Price
assumed command and issued stirring battle orders. Thousands of
spades dug into the yielding earth, and thousands of negroes
worked continually upon the fortifications growing upon the north-
ern side of the Arkansas river into great lines of circumvallation.
Every day they were strengthened and every day the army gained
confidence in themselves and their leaders. Thoughts of approach-
ing battle acted more powerfully than quinine upon the emaciated
fevex and ague patients, while the sickly conscripts forgot their
diarrhea and their lumbago in the distant firing of advanced out-
posts. Every approach was at last barricaded, and every soldier
had his position behind the embankments assigned him for the
death struggle. ~

In the meantime, however, the duel between General Marmaduke
and General Walker had taken place, and a brief statement of
causes leading to the unfortunate occurrence may explain fully its
origination.

The conduct of General Walker during the retreat of the cavalry
from Brownsville to Little Rock, determined General Marmaduke to
change in some measure the official relations between them. Hav-
ing in view a friendly separation of forces, he asked explicitly
of Colonel T. L. Snead either to remove his division from Walker’s
command or accept his unconditional resignation. The first was
done, and to it General Walker took offense and demanded explana-
tions, affirming that the course pursued by Marmaduke cast impu-
tations upon his courage. Marmaduke replied that he had never
accused Walker of cowardice, but that his conduct had been such
upon several occasions that he would no longer serve under him. A
challenge followed instantly from General Walker and was as
promptly accepted by his antagonist. Colonel R. H. Crocket, of



182 SHELBY AND HIS MEN; OR,

Texas, was the friend of the former, and Colonel John C. Moore
of St. Louis, the friend of the latter. The preliminaries were
speedily arranged, and at six o’clock on the morning of September
6th, 1868, on the farm of Godfrey Lefevre, seven miles below Little
Rock, on the north side of the river, the meeting took place. The
‘weapons were Colt’s navy revolvers, all the barrels of which were
loaded, and the distance fifteen paces. Colonel Moore won the word
and the position for his principal, and both General Marmaduke and
Walker fired the first shots almost simultaneously and without
effect. At the second fire General Walker fell mortally wounded and
was immediately conveyed in the ambulance of his opponent to
Little Rock. He died the next day. General Marmaduke and his
second were arrested at once and held in close confinement. The
officers of his division, however, in view of the expected approach-
ing battle, unanimously petitioned General Price for their release,
and Marmaduke himself, anxious to lead his troops in a conflict
believed by every one to be émminent and inevitable, united in their
request, although from the first he contended that as he had heen
arrested without consultation and confined without precedent, he
should at least be released without request or tried upon charges at
once,

This unfortunate duel was not one of Marmaduke’s seeking, and
in requiring from General Price another commander for his troops,
he was actuated solely from motives of interest to them and a
desire to preserve the pride and purity of their organization intact.
In seeking other leaders than Greneral Walker, the request for a
change implied no imputation upon courage, and only when pressed
did he explain fully his opinions. Marmaduke was finally released
from arrest and led the cavalry against the enemy—nor were
charges ever preferred in any manner thereafter.

The next day after Marmaduke’s release, General Steele having
determined that it was impossible to force the fortifications in front
of Little Rock, decided to attempt a crossing of the river below the
‘town with a portion of his forces, and thus compel General Price
either to evacuate his works or to isolate him in them. With this
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object in view Le drove back with his artillery Dobbins’ brigade,
(formerly Walker’s), composed of Dobbins’ and Newton’s Arkansas
regiments, spanned the river rapidly with a pontoon, and pushed
his cavalry, supported by his infantry, across. ~General Price sent
hurriedly for Marmaduke, and ordered him to cross the river with
his brigade at the lower pontoon, to assume command of all the
cavalry, and to hold the enemy in check, while the infantry could
be crossed at the upper pontoon. General Price also informed him
that Shelby’s brigade, stationed on the left of the works, some two
miles distant, had already been ordered to report to him for service.
Marmaduke hastened to put his orders into execution, moving his
troops to the pontoon at a gallop and crossing them over as rapidly
as possible. He found, upon his arrival on the field that the enemy
had effected a crossing in force, and were advancing rapidly up the
south bank of the river, pushing Dobbins’ brigade steadily before
them. He made his dispositions for battle without delay, and suc-
ceeded at once in checking the Federal movement, and driving their
more advanced regiments back upon the main body. The enemy
quickly reinforced and pushed forward, determined to win their
way by rapid fighting.

The Confederate troops met them firmly, and the enemy having
advanced rather counspicuously a section of artillery, Burbridge’s
and a portion of Jeffers’ regiments made a furious dash at it, beat
back the regiments supporting it, and captured and bore it off. At
the same time the whole Federal line was thrown into confusion and
retired disorderly. Marmaduke only awaited the arrival of Shelby’s
brigade, momentarily expected, to press his advantage to a decided
issue. Shelby, hearing the firing of the guns, and learning the sit-
uation of affairs, could repress his restless impatience no longer, but
arose from his sick-bed, emaciated to a shadow, his arm in a sling,
and, adainst the positive orders of the watchful and cautious Webb,
mounted his horse, and placed himself at the head of his brigade,
as it passed through town for the first time since the day at Helena,
amidst the wildest acclamations of his men, and came down upon
the field of battle at a sweeping gallop. Never were the Missouri
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cavalry in a better condition to do good service than they were that
day. Their success at Bayou Metre, the advantages they had gained
upon the field where they stood, Shelby’s unexpected appearance
among them, and the fact that they fought to protect the infantry,
aroused all the latent fire of their souls, and determined them to
give the enemy such striking evidence of their fighting qualities,
that they should ever after remember the day below Little Rock ag
a dark one in their calendar. Marmaduke appreciated the high
morale of his command, and had just indulged in the premature
boast that ¢ the enemy should not sleep in Little Rock that night,”
when General Price, having safely conveyed his infantry and bag-
gage train out of town, ordered him not to fight below the town, nor
in it, but gave him permission to form his troops and check the
enemy if they attempted pursuit beyond. Such an order, of course,
admitted of no alternative, and consequently, instead of pressing
the advantages he had already gained, Marmaduke countermanded
his orders, and immediately began a movement in retreat, by retiring
successively one brigade behind another, and thus always presenting
a front to the enemy, capable of checking them, if they attempted
to close upon him too rapidly. The Federal infantry on the
opposite side of the river threw their field batteries into position,
and shelled him furiously as he withdrew, being at perfect liberty to
do s0 because of the dismounting of a battery of seige guns, placed
on the south bank of the river, that should have protected his
exposed flank. Their bombardment, however, did no greater harm
than to cause some awkward deflections in his lines, and occasion-
ally to put on foot an unskilled rider. But as the different brigades
approached the streets of the town, it became necessary to abandon
this safe order of march, and the enemy pressing him just at the
moment that many of the officers and men were engaged in say-
ing tender and pathetic farewells to their friends, a motley sene of
confasion ensued—the soldiers of the opposing armies became badly
mixed, and it was somewhat difficult amidst the dust and turmoil to
tell friend from foe. But this scene quickly passed and in a few
minutes the command had cleared itself of the complicated streets
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of the town, and stood in battle array, just on the edge of the fair-
grounds, and ready to receive the enemy. DBut the enemy’s cavalry
did not deem it advisable to accept the challenge that was thus
offered. They might well be content with the capital of the State
and the rich valley of the Arkansas, gained so cheaply and with
such inconsiderable loss.

Holding the position until after it became dark, Marmaduke
moved out after the retreating column in the direction of Benton.
The next day the enemy’s cavalry ventured out to see what had
become of the army, skirmished lightly with it for five or six miles,
and then withdrew. Their last exploit is, however, worthy of record.
They placed their artillery on a hill a half or three quarters of a
mile in the rear of Marmaduke’s rear-guard, and proceeded to fight
a furious engagement of an hour’s duration with the spirits of the
alr and the phantoms of their imaginations, greatly to the aston-
ishment and fright of the rustic farmers and women and children
of the surrounding country. Their victory was complete—the only
one they had gained for some time—and the battle, according to
their account, sanguinary in the extreme. The Confederates were
gazetted afterward for a large number of killed and wounded.

Thus, on the 7Tth of September, 1863, the capital of Arkansas
was abandoned without a blow, except from Marmaduke, the val-
ley given up to inferior numbers of the enemy, and another dark
stain left upon the escutcheon of the young Confederacy. Nothing
could have been more desirable for General Price than the dispo-
sitions of Steele, for they involved a separation of forces and a
destruction of that unity of action so essential to armies when evenly
balanced in numbers. A concentration of his cavalry on the south
bank of the river, and the interposition of one brigade of infantry,
would have driven Davidson into the Arkansas, and crushed the left
wing of Steele’s advance. There was time for either—or both, but
neither the one nor the other seemed contemplated or attempted.
Retreat was the fatal word written on all the faces and whispered
among all the regiments. Without firing a gun or seeing an enemy,
the infantry divisions were ordered from their fortifications, erected
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with so much care and really formidable, marched harriedly acrosg
the pontoon bridge, and through the streets of the desolate and
devoted city, about being abandoned to its cheerless fate. The lags
infantryman and the last wagon crossed safely over. The last, lone
gun-hoat—the Missouri,—lying high and dry upon the shore, wag
fired, together with the bridge and all the barracks on the northern
side. Vast columns of smoke darkening the sky, red flames leaping
and twisting up into the clouds, the iron-clad on fire and reeling
beneath the incessant shocks of her exploding bombs, formed a lurid
back-ground of awful magnificence, against which the doomed city
towered in all its helpless beauty, and in all its abandoned pleasures.
Steele’s skirmishers quietly rested on the opposite shore and looked
on with curious eyes at the sudden spectacle, wondering, doubtless,
why such a policy should be pursued as lost a capital and withdrew
an army larger than their own.

History looks in vain for the palliation of the offense; prejudice
can find no excuse for the result; and posterity must seek other
leaders than those at Little Rock to crown with laurel leaves.

Greneral Steele took quiet possession of the city. The telegraph
wires bent beneath flaming bulletins that electrified the loyal North.
Every abolition heart in Arkansas thrilled with joy; and from the
mountains about Yellville, and from the swamps about Clarendon,
dirty pilgrims journeyed to this new Mecca, now purified by psalm-
singing Puritans, and reeking with the hallelujahs of enfranchised
negroes.

Comparisons are unfortunate, but history demands them. A
pale-faced, emaciated, wounded soldier, still bleeding from an ugly
shot at Shiloh, came to the Trans-Mississippi Department when it
was bare of soldiers, penniless, defenseless, and dreadfully exposed.
Assigned to duty by Beauregard, he hoped to win the approval of
the Richmond authorities. What soldiers Van Dorn had left were
mutinous, illy armed, and badly equipped. Lawlessness prevailed
in every part of Arkansas, and the insecurity of life and property
was very great. The men of the mountains warred with the men
of the plains; the Highlanders wasted over again the flocks and the
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substance of the Lowlanders. IHindman arrived in June, 1862.
Two months before—in winsome April—the veteran Arkansans and
Missourians had gone to Corinth, to fight again a second Shiloh,
and to die there. Curtis, reinforced largely after the severe battle
given him by Van Dorn, held his negro revels in Batesville, and
his cotton rellings about Augusta. He was marching on Little
Rock. Blunt, more soldierly and more honorable, came away from
Fort Scott southward with his stubborn Kansans and his worthless
Indians. He held no revels and stole no cotton. He was march-
ing on Fort Smith. Against Curtis, Hindman hurled his militia in
regiments, in battalions, in companies, in squads—singly. Every-
thing was to fight. The slaves fought, and encompassed an army
about with fallen timber in a night. The elements fought: dykes
~were cut and the country flooded. The citizens fought: every tree
revealed the sinister muzzles of family fowling-pieces and flint-lock
rifles. The women fought: they wasted their supplies or kept them
from the suffering Federals. Curtis was girt about with lines of
fire in the day—at night ten hundred negroes felled trees as thick
as logs in rafts upon his roads of travel. Upon Blunt were thrown
the Texas militia, as the Arkansas militia had been thrown upon
Curtis. The Texans of the pampas met the Kansans from the
prairies, and the Indians of the South met the Indians of the West.
The Texans were excellent horsemen, and worried Blunt. The
Choctaws were excellent scouts, and annoyed Blunt. He halted
without retreating, and waited. He was fifty miles from Fort Smith,
however, and Curtis was a hundred and more from Little Rock.
IMindman worked like a demigod; small as he was, he seemed a
giant. e made a levy en masse; sent cotton to Mexico and got
arms; he made gunpowder, percussion caps, boots, shoes, hats,
clothing, muskets, brigades, and divisions. He improvised two gun-
boats and held White river. He fortified the Arkansas and dark-
ened its current with his batteries. With three thousand men he
drove Curtis into Helena ; with three thousand more he drove Blunt
into Kansas; with one thousand more he drove Fitch from White
river—and with his seven thousand men combined he held Arkansas
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from west to east, the Indian Territory, all of Texas and a portion
of Missouri. What superhuman power had Hindman with which to
do all this? What divine attribute mingled with his earthly nature ?
What gave him wings to soar above obstacles and triumph over
numbers? Infellect and energy. In ten months he created an arm
of fifty thousand soldiers; saved a Department; kindled the fire of
opposition in four States; taught his people great lessons in the
art of manufacturing, and, better than all, put his hands upon the
head of Shelby and blessed him as the rising young hero of the
West. :

Removed because the audacity and impatience of his genius were
grasping after a war of aggression; because he shocked the de-
ranged nerves of gouty politicians by the rigor of his conscriptions;
because he put devotion to the South on one side and death upon
the other ; because he stripped the ranks of his army bare of incom-
petent officials as a naked swimmer, there came after him men who
gave up the rich grain-growing valley of White river; the garrison
at Arkansas Post; half the Indian Territory; all of Missouri ;
Little Rock with its redoubts and earthworks, defended by more sol-
diers than Steele could muster to its assault; and with it the key
~ to the Arkansas Valley—the heart of the department—and later,
the Washita and all its tributaries.

Two incidents in Hindman’s battle-life and I close his record in
this book : after his arrival at Little Rock, and before he had a brig-
ade assembled to meet Curtis, he dispatched messengers to General
Bragg and to the Secretary of War, with communications detailing
exactly the condition of the department, the scarcity of arms, the
dearth of soldiers, the panic of the people, and the threatening atti-
tude of the Federals, expressing great fears in conclusion, that,
should Curtis advance, Little Rock would be without a garrison and
powerless for defense. The documents fell into Curtis’ hands, and
the urgency of their appeals convinced him of their truthfulness and
the utter weakness of Hindman. The Federal general squared
himself around threateningly and pushed along slowly southward,
gathering up, however, as he went, all the cotton within his lengthy
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reach. Meanwhile, Hindman’s great brain was stimulated by the
imminence of the danger, and as a last resort he oppossed finesse
to force—chicanery to firm lines and massive battalions. He and
his chief of staff, Colonel R. C. Newton, an officer of distinguished
courage, devotion and ability, formed plans suddenly thus: a mail
was fixed up ostensibly to cross the Mississippi river with letters to
the Arkansas soldiers beyond, and dispatches for the Richmond au-
thorities. Newton went to a hundred or more ladies and gentlemen
whom he knew well, and who had fathers, husbands, lovers, children
and brothers over there under Lee and Beauregard, and unfolded to
them privately Hindman’s wishes and plans. The old patriarchs
wrote to their sons and bade them be of good cheer, for five thousand
splendidly armed Texans had just arrived, and Little Rock was safe.
Brothers wrote to brothers describing some imaginary brigade to
which they were atfached, and went into ecstacies over the elegant
new Enflelds arriving from Mexico. The young girls, true to the
witchery and coquetry of their sex, informed their lovers under
Cleburne and Gates, in delicate epistles, of the great balls given to
the Louisianians, and how Mary Jane lost her heart here, Annabel
Lee there, and Minnie Myrtle somewhere else, importuning the
absent ones to make haste speedily with the war and come home,
for the Louisiana and Texas gallants would take no denial and were
so mice and fascinating. Everybody wrote that could write, and,
under the sense of great peril, wrote naturally and well. Every letter
was submitted to the ordeal of Hindman’s acute diplomacy and
Newton’s legal acumen. Then Hindman wrote concisely and plainly
that his efforts for the defense of .the department were bearing
healthy fruit. The people, alive to their danger, were volunteering
by thousands. The scarcity of arms,looked upon as being an almost
insurmountable obstacle, had been in a measure overcome, so that
with a large number just arriving, and with several thousand more
‘2 Mexican firm at Matamoras were willing to exchange for cotton,
he had great hopes of soon attacking Curtis. Then followed a list
of his new organizations, and the names of many officers appointed
by himself for whom he asked commissions. To get this mail now
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into Curtis’ hands with all its heterogeneous contents—itg paternal
lectures, its school-boy scrawls, its labored love-letters, its impag-
sioned poetry, its calm, succinct statements of military facts, wag
the uppermost question in Hindman’s mind. Fate, which always
favors the brave and the beautiful, favored Hindman. A young Mis-
sourian—a daring, handsome, intelligent, athletic soldier from St,
Joseph—Lieutenant Colonel Walter Scott, volunteered for the per-
ilous mission, asking only a swift, strong horse and greenbacks
enough for the journey. He had himself the rest—the nerve, the
arms, the knightly valor. Toiling through swamps, swimming bay-
ous, keeping lonely vigils about lonesome, guarded roads, he reached
at last the vicinity of Curtis’ army. TUp to this time his beautiful
sorrel mare—his petted “Princess’—had been led tenderly along,
watched and nursed as a man waits upon a fickle beauty. Upon her
fleet limbs depended the fate of a State—upon her strung sinews the
life of a rider. Bold and determined, and resolved to win all or lose
all, Scott rode calmly up to the nearest pickets, and, alone as he Was,
and ignorant of the country as he was, fired upon them. It was re-
turned without damage, and he retreated back a little to bivouae
hungry in a swamp by the road side. The next morning, with the dew
on the grass and the song of “half awakened birds” thrilling on the air,
he rode out broad and good into the pathway, and fired closely upon
the head of thirty Federal Illinois cavalry coming out to pillage and to
burn. They dashed after him fiercely. Princess, quivering with sup-
pressed speed, pulled hard upon the bit and flecked her spotless coat
with great foam splashes. Round and round wheeled Scott, firing now
at the enemy almost upon him, and then dashing off followed by a
handful of bullets. The saddle-bags were safe yet and he must win.
At last, feigning great exhaustion for his mare he held her in with
an iron hand, though using his spurs merecilessly, every stroke going
into his own flesh. First his overcoat went, then one pistol, then
another—he had two left yet, though—then his heavy leggins, then
the large cavalry roll, then as a last resort the precious mail went
down in the road before the rushing Federals. Potent as the golden
apples of Atalanta, the Illinois men stooped to gather it up and were
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distanced. Scott, after turning abend in the road caressed his poor,
tried beauty and gave her the reins with a soft, sweet word. The
sensitive creature dashed away superbly, and carried her rider far
beyond all danger, and Scott soon returned to Little Rock to receive
thanks for services well and faithfully done.

This ruse had the desired effect upon Curtis, and he halted and
wavered. His own dispatches captured afterward revealed the fact,
for in them were pleading supplications for reinforcements. Hind-
man only wanted time, and the time he gained enabled him to save
the department and drive back Blunt and Curtis.

Another : Commanding a corps at Chickamauga, he was moving
up to engage under a terrific fire. The evolutions of the line, over
a wretchedly broken country, had separated two of his hbrigades
about his center, and this center was nearest the enemy. The leader
of a Federal infantry division marked the fatal gap, and instanta-
neously massing his regiments in solid column, dashed down to enter
it. T was a fearful moment. The dark blue wedge seemed driven
on by invisible hands, and ahead of all, bestriding a magnificent
coal-black charger, the commander cheered on his men, his naked
blade flashing in the sunlight, his glittering regimentals conspicuous
above the more sober uniform of his staff, and his clear, steady voice
ringing out musically over the field.

Hindman knew his danger and he knew the remedy. In hisranks
was a company of skirmishers armed with the Whitworth rifles,
and, fortunately, not ten rods away, a Lieutenant of this company,
was operating with a dozen marksmen. Iindman called him up,
ordered him to fire upon the Federal commander and kill him if
possible, well knowing the effect of his death upon the men. Coolly,
as if on dress parade, the young officer stepped out with his men to
the front and took deliberate aim under a galling fire. Twelve
rifles cracked simultaneously. Rider and steed went down together,
and the black mane of the horse waved over Liytle. Three bullets
struck him—seven his horse—a wonderful fire and remarkuble' for
terrible accuracy. -This daring and gallant officer was Major Gene-
ral Wm. H. Lytle, the author of that immortal poem beginning: 1
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am dying, Egypt, dying.” His fall had the desired effect. His
division, no longer inspired by the heroic example of its leader,
halted and retreated in disorder, the gap in the Confederate lineg
was closed, and Hindman pressed on furiously during the entire day.
Kind and generous to the body of his fallen enemy, he placed a
guard over it, removed Lytle’s saber and pistols, and afterward sent
them, together with the body, under a flag of truce, to his sisters at
Cincinnati.
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CHAPTER XII.

GExErAL STEELE only wanted Little Rock, and therefore gave
General Price all the time he required to reach Arkadelphia, and to
look back with a pleased, wondering expression that he was not pur-
sued. The army slowly settled into camp, and Colonel Shelby took
a dreary position upon a river almost dry and in a forest destitute
of leaves. It was while near Arkadelphia that he had his character-
istic interview with Geeneral Holmes. Visiting the old man on busi-
ness, now more morose and excitable than ever, he received a tor-
rent of reproaches as a welcome.

“Ah! sir, you command a set of d d robbers. They steal
all the horses, live on the best of the land, drink all the whisky,

-and give me more trouble than all the balance of the army put
together ; but they will fight, sir, they will fight.” ¢ Courage is a
very common commodity among soldiers,” coldly replied Shelby ;
“and how do you know my men are the robbers you seem to
think?” ¢ Because everybody says so, sir; everybody, do you hear?”
“ Perfectly, General, but I do not believe what everybody says.”
“Qh! of course not—'t would be strange if you did.” ¢ Very well,
but I will illustrate my meaning. For instance,” and he looked hard
at the General, a bold light in his eyes, ““ everybody says you are a
complete old granny, but I do not believe it. I invariably deny it,
gir.” “You are right, sir, you are right,” quickly answered General
Holmes—“you are a man of sense and judgment, and while I think
of it, you havn’t taken a horse too many, sir—you have a fine com-
mand, sir, and T will do them justice yet.”

Prospects of further campaigning were gloomy in the extreme,
and the long, wet, weary months of a Southern winter seemed already
advancing with splashing feet along the miry roads, and upon the
durk, clammy soil of the cotton-fields. The future had nothing in

138
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store but intolerable beef, everlasting rain-storms, and a life of
cooped-up starvation and misery. Suffering yet great pain from
his wound, Colonel Shelby determined to obtain permission for an
expedition to Missouri, that he might strike a series of rapid blows,
recruit his decimated and war-worn ranks, and keep alive in the
hearts of his friends that spirit of opposition and hatred of Federal
rule worthy to be ranked among the best virtues of the human heart.

Wait a little, said Shelby to one of his natures—his selfish nature
—wait a litdle. They think I can command a regiment very well,
and, under orders, maybe a brigade, but they do not know what
thoughts are burning in this brain of mine. Wait until I am alone
with my own men on the great prairies of Missouri, where blood,
and courage, and physical endurance have free and powerful sway,
Red tape shall fall away from my superiors like burnt tow, and I
will electrify and dazzle the army. They fear for my freezing—
these delicate commanders of ours. Not when hourly fights keep
the blood warm, and the long steady gallop circulates it fiercely.
They speak of danger, too. Yes,ahead it is dark and terrifying,.
but I intend to familiarize my men with it until they can sport with
it, court it, and toss it away as a child does a plaything. What lost
White river ?—danger. Helena ?—danger. Little Rock ?—dan-
ger. The Arkansas and the Washita ?—danger, danger, always
danger. Dangers are all around us. In the ague of the swamps,
the fever of the camps, the dearth of food, the bullets of the field,
the incompetency of generals, and I want to get away a little.
Give me only a thousand men and I will march one thousand miles,
fight one hundred fights—freeze, starve, suffer and endure—but I
will wriumph.  They don’t know Jo. Shelby yet—ewait a little. If I
ride from river to river—from the Washita with its lilies to the
Missouri with its icicles, what then? If I kill, wound, and capture
one thousand men, burn a dozen forts, gather to the ranks five
hundred soldiers, mount, arm, and equip all—what then? Iam
lucky, or fortunate, or successful. Precisely, and the country
needs just some such luck. She is weak, and emaciated, and tot-
tering fearfully. I will bring tonics from the North and cordials,
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and lint, and bandages. Ouly the tonics will be the music of battle,
the cordials shouts of victory, aud liut and binding the great, strap-
ping bronzed Missourians returning southward with the memories of
great things dared and heroic things accomplished. Wait a little !

There now appeared upon the scene of politics a man to whom
Missouri owes much, and whose Roman principles, unshaken loy-
alty, pure patriotism, unselfish devotion to the common cause, and
firm and bitter opposition to all military puppets and humbugs,
endeared him to the army and increased his usefulness as the war
went on. This man was Thomas C. Reynolds, Governor of Mis-
souri, and “friend of all who needed friend.” There was a specics
of fascination about the man not easily described unless it were
called the fascination of the will, which every one knew to be
indomitable and unbending. Plain, frugal, unostentatious, and
simple in his habits, he bored into the heart of every question with
the pitiless auger of common sense, and crushed pretense and hy-
pocrisy with iron hands. Having a large and comprehensive mind
himself, and understanding thoroughly the science and ethics of
war, he made no allowance for imbecility in commanders whose
position required knowledge, and whose ignorance entailed upon the
country blunders more fatal and quite as dreadful as crimes. Sen-
sitive to a great degree, quick to perceive and to execute, he held
the honor of Missouri as a priceless gem confided to his keeping,
and the fame of her soldiers as part of his patrimony to be
defended. Intimate with President Davis and General Smith, he
was the friend and correspondent of one—the adviser and . sup-~
porter of the other. That this influence had been used continually
for the public good, few knew at first, but as plans under his hands
took form and practicability, as tried and true officers were
rewarded, and as merit became the standard of promotion all were
convinced that a great power stood behind the throne—silent,
inserutable—but terribly in earnest, and burning with thoughts that
stretched beyond the hour and the occasion.

To this man went Colonel Shelby and frankly told his plan, agk-
ing assistance in developing it, and power to strike the blow,
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giving his views in substance that the department was in a critical
position, and boldness was needed to make a diversion until the
danger to the Arkansas army should be passed; that it was
then disorganized, disheartened and demoralized, and should Stecle
advance he would give much trouble; that he was reputed to be
an officer of great ability, but of excessive caution and delibera-
tion, and if so, a daring operation in his rear would be likely to
wmake him pause in any projected advance, and as winter was
approaching, that pause would save the army from attack until the
next spring. But that in any event, detaching a force into Mis-
souri would revive the spirits of the troops, infuse confidence into
the people, who always suppose there is strength and security at
home when men can be spared for a distant expedition ; that heside,
he could occupy a large force of the enemy in Missouri, and inci-
dentally aid operations east of the Mississippi; that his intelli-
gence was that Missouri was almost stripped of Federal troops, but
infested by guerrillas, and men anxious to join the Southern stan-
dard ; that he felt sure of General Smith’s approval, and that he
would see General Price in order to procure his cordial co-opera-
tion as commander of the Arkansas District.

Reading greatness and the ambition of the gods in every line of
the young leader’s face, Governor Reynolds promised him help and
his influence with General Smith. The generous Marmaduke,
opposed to the expedition himself, yet obtained for it the indorse-
ment of General Holmes ; and General Price, at Shelby’s request,
added also his recommendation in its favor. The intelligence that
the policy of retreaf was to cease and the offensive to be assumed,
though by only a part of the forces, had an instantaneous effect in
reviving the spirits of the army of Arkansas and the confidence of
the previously alarmed and dejected people.  After waiting
patiently for orders, Shelby at last received instructions to take
eight hundred men, two pieces of artillery, twelve ammunition
wagons, and to penetrate Missouri as far as practicable, inflict what
damage he could upon the enemy, and gather unto his friends the
greatest advantage possible. Governor Reynolds seriously thought
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of accompanying the expedition in person, and really began making
preparations for the journey, but, other matters claiming his atten-
tion suddenly, the desire was abandoned. Even under his calm
methodical exterior, and his cold, philosophic, reasoning conversa-
tion, there burned a flame of eager romance, and a spirit of
knightly chivalry as true as filled the bosom of good Sir Launcelot.

Preparations for raids to Missouri were never long in making,
and this one grew as swiftly as a young man’s love. Captain George
P. Gordon commanded two hundred men from Shelby’s regiment;
Major David Shanks two hundred from his own regiment; Lieu-
tenant Colonel Hooper two hundred from Thompson’s regiment;
Major Ben. Elliott one hundred from his battalion; besides, there
was the inevitable advance of fifty men, led now by Captain Tuck
Thorp, a worthy pupil of Elliott’s hardy schooling, which, together
with the two guns under the command of Lieutenant David Harris,
of Collins’ battery (the young commander himself being unable
to ride from severe illness), made probably the aggregate of eight
hundred men—a small number, truly, to march five hundred miles
into an enemy’s country and fight every hour in every day for
twenty consecutive days.

The day of starting, September 22, 1868, came out of the east
warm and pleasant. General Price and Goovernor Reynolds watched
the light-hearted veterans defiling past them with cheers, and the
latter detained their leader just long enough to wish him God speed,
and to impress upon his mind caution, rapidity of movement, and
excessive watchfulness, adding, as he pressed his hand with a
generous frankness, “Yow must not fail, General—the buff sash of
a Confederate Brigadier awaits the successful issue.”

Shelby was still looked upon by many at this time as a young
and promising officer, very good to command a regiment, or even a
brigade, under superior officers, but neither cautious enough nor
skillful enough to mark out a bold campaign for himself and pursue
it with unerring precision, daring, and determination. Some
knowing critics made him too slow, others too reckless, others too
cautious, and even some were tempted to predict that the expedition
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was to be a failure, and the men, together with their leader, must
be either killed or captured. “Those who laugh best laugh lagt.”
Let the sequel tell. :
Beyond Caddo Gap, Shelby met Colonel David Hunter, with one
hundred and fifty recruits from Missouri, coming to join the
army at Arkadelphia. Colonel Hunter had been an infant.ry
officer of much promise, and was a bold, capital scouter and
fighter before being an infantry officer. Wishing to resume the
cavalry service, he resigned his position as Colonel of a Missour;
regiment under General Parsons, and received permission to recruit
a cavalry regiment. While about this work in his native State the
following affair took place: At a point somewhere between Cass.
ville and Fayettville the road ran directly beneath an overhanging
ledge of rocks, and hbehind these rocks Hunter stationed his men
carefully to watch for a large Federal detachment known to be
approaching from the south. Waiting in eager suspense an hour
and more, the enemy were at length discovered riding merrily up
in column of fours, laughing and singing unconsciously. Not a
gun was fired until the Federal line reached from right to left of
Hunter’s ambush, when he gave the signal—a sharp and sudden
pistol shot—and then the merciless fusilade opened. Eighty were
killed upon the spot, one hundred more were wounded, while
riderless horses and terrified men rushed franticly from beneath
the deadly rocks. IHunter’s soldiers were mostly armed with
double-barreled shot-guns loaded with buck-shot, which will ac-
count sufficiently for the terrible effectiveness of their fire. The
enemy called it a butchery and not a battle, but the warfare
then carried on upon the borders of Arkansas and Missouri by the
Federals was cruel and unsparing. Old men were murdered,
women violated, and even boys were made to answer for the loyalty
of their fathers. Those men pouring such volleys of death into the
enemy’s ranks were near their desolated homes, and had with them
their starving families going southward for food. Hunter, when
met, had "more women and children with him than there were men,
but he detailed some of the oldest from his detachment to accom-
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any the families further south, and turned back with the remainder
to follow Shelby’s troops, all enthusiastic and consoling themselves
with promises of great things ahead. Fighting commenced the
fourth day out and continued without intermission until within
about the same distance of Arkadelphia on the return. A band of
Confederate deserters and Union jayhawkers were first, encountered
in the mountains above Caddo Gap, which numbered two hundred
desperate villains. Major Elliott discovered their lair about sun-
down, which he attacked at dark and carried at the sacrifice of one
man. Seventy-nine were killed and thirty-four captured, among
whom stood the leader, low-browed and sullen, a notorious Captain
McGinnis. All but three of this number were tried by military
commission and shot the next morning, and the country rid thereby
of a host of cut-throats and marauders. This Captain MeGinnis
had much of the gloomy old Puritan blood in his composition.
When led out to die he was allowed the ordinary time for prayer:
“Qh, God!” he began, “bless the Union and all its loyal defenders;
bless the poor ignorant rebels who persist in hardening their hearts
and stiffening their necks; bless Mrs. McGinnis and her children;
bless the Constitution, which has been wrongly interpreted, and
eradicate slavery from the earth.” ¢ Come, hurry, hurry, old
man,” broke in the captain of the firing party, “the command has
gone an hour, and I will get far behind.” “I am ready, young
man, and may heaven have mercy on your soul,” were his last
words on this earth. Six bullets crashed within his breast, and he
fell back dead near the theater of his many crimes—he and his
gang having murdered over twenty old men in the neighborhood.

Near the Arkansas river, and two miles from Roseville, Thorp,
well in advance, came suddenly upon the 1st Arkansas cavalry, and
detachments of three Illinois infantry regiments, strongly posted
right across the road. This 1st Arkansas was composed principally
of deserters from the Confederate consecripts in Arkansas, Union
men, and runaway negroes. Thorp, hard pressed, yet knew his
duty too well to full back upon the main body, and fought for
fifteen minutes at great disadvantage. Shelby, hearing firing in
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front, dashed up in a gallop, rode down the three hundred Federals
unconscious of .all danger, and captured everything but a few
cavalrymen, whose swift horses saved their riders. Among the
prisoners were two women and three little girls—the oldest scarcely
ten years of age. While the firing continued they all huddled
closely behind a large white oak tree, and prayed and cried
alternately in piteous accents. When their father was brought in
pale and bleeding, such intense grief was distressing to behold.
The little things crawled upon his breast, looked down into his
face and called plaintively to the wounded man: “Father, father—
do not die—father, don’t bleed so—it makes you pale and sick,”
and the mother sitting by all the time wringing her hands and
glaring down upon her hushand with eyes too hot for tears.
Strong men turned away, shuddering, and a purse was made up
instantly, of genuine greenbacks for the helpless family. Happily
the man recovered, and in the end his wound proved a real windfall.
From the supplies taken, Colonel Shelby gave him at least twelve
months’ provisions, to say nothing of blankets, overcoats, and Confed-
erate money showered down upon his bed in the leaves. On leaving,
Colonel Shelby pressed a purse into the woman’s hand, but what it
contained he himself could scarcely have told. ¢But be sure the
Recorder of his many actions knew, and reckoned it to the utter-
most farthing when He wrote down the kind action on the credit
side.”

Whoever among the prisoners were identified as deserters were
instantly shot; the negroes thrashed soundly and sent back to their
masters, while the regular Federal soldiers received kind treatment,
and were paroled the next night after crossing the Arkansas river.

Near Ozark the river was forded, and Colonel Cloud, with his
often defeated Kansas 6th Cavalry, again encountered. This time,
however, he was not disposed to measure swords, and retreated pre-
cipitately upon Lewisburg, which had been fortified and strongly
garrisoned some time previously, while Colonel Shelby hurried on
through the silent streets of Ozark, glimmering dusky in the tardy
daylight, and up amid the gloom and solitude of the familiar Boston
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mountains, so often the scene of former perils and triumphs.  Here
another jayhawking band was surprised by Major Shanks and ut-
terly destroyed, fifty-four being killed and none wounded or taken,
Indeed, so unerring were. the blows struck by Shelby against these
mountain plunderers, that ever after this remarkable raid his lines
were given a wide berth, and the leaders fled from his presence as
from the breath of a pestilence.

One day’s rest amid the mountains—ten miles south from Hunts-
ville—and no more. There shuddered out of the sky cold, gloomy
weather indeed. The frosts fell and the ice gathered at night all
about the zigzng edges of the dying streams, and on the yellow sur-
face of the eddies where the scattered leaves drifted thickest and
dryest. A cold steel sky lowered above the naked trees, and the
winds had a dash of snow, ominous of great bare prairies and
northern storms. Every bird had fled from the apple trees along
the route, but the pink and golden fruit hung thick for the gather-
ing, not slowly done nor with unsmiling faces.

Huntsville saw the broad-harred banner Jjust as the sun went
down; but it gleamed on to Mud Town, where miles of telegraph
were destroyed, and through the fire-blackened streets of Benton-
ville, where naked walls and crumbling chimneys pointed heaven-
ward their accusing fingers, and asked for punishment upon Sigel
and his bloody Hessians. At Bentonville, Colonel Coffee was met
with about one hundred men; a battalion recruited by himself for
border service. These, too, joined the invading forces and mingled
their waves with the quick, impetuous stream. Here plans were
formed and steps taken for immediate work. Three detachments
under Brown Williams, Lieutenant James Wills, and Captain Lea—
all splendid scouters, were thrown forward to the country about
Springfield, and ordered to sever effectually all communication from
St. Louis, while Colonel Shelby, secure in the rapidity and mystery
of his movements, was to strike Jefferson City or Booneville.

Colonel Horace Brand accompanied Colonel Shelby on this expe-
dition as far as Iuntsville, Arkansas, under recruiting orders from
Governor Reynolds. Energetic, brave and intelligent, and being de-
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sirous of recruiting a regiment or more for the Confederate service,
he sought and obtained permission to march at once for Northeast
Arkansas, where recruits might be obtained in abundance. Colonel
Shelby gave him a strong escort and orders to gather his men to-
gether rapidly and make a vigorous demonstration against Rolla, in
Missouri, in order that the raid might have larger and freer scope.
Colonel Brand, therefore, left Shelby on the upward march at Hunts.
ville, and entered at once upon the discharge of his duty. His
separation is introduced here that his sad fate may be reached by-
and-by, and the black murder duly chronicled in its appropriate
place. _

At Neosho, twenty-five miles from Bentonville, lived a garrison
of four hundred Federals, well fortified in the large brick court-
house, and having four or five hundred splendid horses, together
with Sharpe’s rifles, revolvers, cavalry overcoats ad infinitum. To
capture the town cost a resolution, and a resolution with Shelby
meant instant execution. George Gordon made a night march and
surrounded the town on the east, Coffee on the north, Hooper on
the west, and- Shelby advancing from the south, with Shanks and
the artillery, began the attack. Before separating, however, a single
red sumac plume was displayed in each soldier’s hat to prevent
mistakes and afford instant recognition, the only uniform attainable
out there and absolutely necessary, as so many of the ragged fellows
had dressed up in captured Federal clothing, until the lines looked
blue as indigo and loyal as Bleeding Kansas.” Had one mind per-
vaded the expanded battalions, and one man directed their move-
ments after the separation, the result could scarcely have been more
satisfactory. Shelby was in sight when Gordon, Coffee and Hooper
joined hands and narrowed the cirele around the doomed town.
Gordon had stubborn fighting at first with a detachment eonvoying
a large train, but Captain Charley Jones, Licutenant Ferrell, Cap-
tain William Moorman, Lieutenant McDougal, Captain Judge,
Shindler, and Captain Ben. Neale deployed their companions among
the wagons, drove back the guards to the fort and closed up in time
on the east. Glorying in their massive fortifications and little
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dreaming Harris was going then into battery not three hundred
yards away, the Federals showed a bold front and shouted to their
assailants to come on. The first shells from the three-inch Parrotts
struck fairly and well, tore through the brick walls like pasteboard,
killed five men in their headlong course, and exploded far beyond
Coffee’s lines to the north. Others followed in rapid suceession,
bearing death upon their flight, and boring great gaps in the frail
shelter. Up from the highest steeple went a white truce flag, and
four officers galloped down for parley.  Your terms, Colonel ?’
asked the leader. ¢ Unconditional and immediate surrender,” an-
swered Shelby. It was accepted, and in half an hour the town had
changed hands and the horses too. This capture proved a godsend.
Four hundred fine fat chargers, four hundred new navy revolvers,
four hundred Sharpe’s rifles, and four hundred splendid ecavalry
overcoats, with pantaloons, boots, spurs, hats, under-clothing, medi-
cines, blankets, socks, and commissary supplies all thrown in, with
now and then rare demijohns of glorious Bourbon. To many read-
ers this exultation seems mercenary and undignified, but to the
members of Shelby’s division, to whom the Confederacy never fur-
nished a single garment, nor a pistol, nor a carbine, I need offer no
explanation. Their country, very poor, bankrupt, and weak from
starvation, could only say to them:
“T give you shelter in my breast—
Your own good blades must win the rest.”

Attracted by artillery firing so unusual in this self-constituted
domain of the Federals, a large scout galloped down from Newtonia
to investigate matters, but Licutenant Selby Plattenburg met them
half way, killed their captain and fifteen of his worst mounted men,
and rode on up to the gates almost of Newtonia. In the capture
of Neosho the Confederates had but twenty-two men wounded, and
seven killed ; unfortunately among the former was the peerless, dar-
ing, generous. Lieutenant James Walton. Torn from his command
by a dangerous wound, and scarcely well, too, of the one received
at Helena, he was left behind never to rejoin his comrades again.
His high spirit chafed sadly under the blow, and prison bars held



204 SHELBY AND HIS MEN; OR,

the body while his thoughts were lingering amid the ranks of hig
tried brigade ; but his memory was kept ever green through all the
bloody months, and many earnest prayers went up for his safety
and deliverance.

Short stay at Neosho-—just long enough to parole the prisoners
and then away to Bower’s mill, a militia harbor, covered with the
blood of murdered Southerners, and crammed with prostitutes and
stolen goods. Fire is more powerful than water, and purified and
drank up many ghastly stains not then dry in the valley. Not a
house stood when the rear guard passed, and not one vestige of
life remained except the terrified women clinging to one another in
counterfeited dread. “Be sure your sins will find you out,” hag
come down unto many hearts through the shadow of a great dark-
ness, and it screamed in the flames that raged and crackled about
the polluted houses, and went away shrieking upon the winds which
carried the vengeance blow to Neosho and Newtonia.

All that long, cold night the march continued. Greenfield was
swrrounded at daylight, its garrison of fifty militia captured, its
supplies taken, and its court-house burned, because it had been
used as a fort by the Federals. Right on then to Stockton, which
had witnessed Livingstone’s heroic death, and the slaughtered in-
nocence of gray-haired men. Twenty-five militia holding the
court-house here were killed or captured, and the fine brick struc-
ture given to the flames. All along the road old men and women
had brought from their houses every article of furniture and piled
them in great heaps, expecting Colonel Shelby to kill, burn and
destroy as he advanced. Not an article was touched nor a single
private dwelling entered. The column passed sternly by all this
want of confidence, and many hearts grew light, and many old ma-
tronly eyes filled with tears when they saw the last of Shelby’s
soldiers go down behind the nearest hill. Guilty and conscience-
stricken, they justly feared that retribution would follow the many
acts of barbarity practiced upon the Southern families in the
neighborhood, whose houses had been destroyed and whose sub-
stance was divided among the spoilers. The desire for vengeance
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was indeed strong, and it required all the iron will and determina-
tion of Shelby himself to restrain his men from bloody repri-
sals, as many of them rode by the places where once their quiet
homes had stood in all the domestic beauty of that delightful
country.

Humansville felt a sarprise and blow which paralyzed and crushed
its garrison. Gordon, swinging round to its rear, cut off the retreat
of one hundred and fifty Federal cavalry, and they surrendered
after losing seventeen killed. Every man, now superbly mounted,
clothed, and armed, felt long of wind and fierce of mood as a blood-
hound.

Warsaw saw next the strange and triumphant banner gleaming
like a meteor in rapid marches, and its garrison, deployed along
the banks of the Osage, showed a bold front. Gordon again put
in practice his eminent flanking qualities, and crossing four miles
below the town came upon the rear of the incautious Federals,
while Elliott crossing above from the west cut off all escape in
that direction. Iooper, dismounting his regiment to a man,
plunged waist deep into the cold and rapid river, and charged across
‘under a distressing fire, but carried the heights beyond in fine style,
pursuing the enemy through the streets of Warsaw, where Gordon
and Elliott joined in the chase, strewing the road with dead and
dying for miles. Seventy-nine prisoners were captured here, be-
sides vast quantities of stores of every kind and description.

The country around Cole Camp lay before the bold brigade like
a beautiful panorama, flecked with goodly houses, prolific orchards,
delightful fields, and inexhaustible supplies for men and horses. It
was a Grerman paradise before the devil came in the shape of Shel-
by’s brigade, and drew its flaming sword upon the quiet inhabitants.
The outlying scouts and the army of detached companies all around
Shelby’s line of march had glorious work. Dan. Ingram reveled
in the delicious cider; Peter Trone made love to innumerable moon-
faced girls; Dave Shanks devoured their sour-crout and patted the
matronly frows under their double chins; Hooper chatted about
crops and Bologna sausage, swearing his forefathers came from
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Amsterdam, or Rotterdam ; Langhorne traded saddles twenty timeg
and got one at last to suit him; Blackwell sang “ Villikins and hig
Dinah” over rousing bumpers of sparkling catawba; Plattenburg
begged books, magazines, or newspapers; McCoy talked Irish tq
the Dutch and Dutch to the Irish ; Toney wrote letters to his inny-
merable sweethearts in Missouri and made every house a postoffice ;
Gordon went in heavily upon cheese and Genitan apples; Judge
Shindler discussed politics and the emancipation proclamation ;
Newt. Hart and Ed. Stonehill sought news from St. Louis, and in-
quired about the girls there; Coffee clectioneered for Congress and
explained his position ; Maury Boswell bought wooden shoes to feed
his horse in; Elliott stood aloof, a grim Saul among the prophets,
listening only for bugle blasts and rattling musketry. The decep-
tions practiced upon the simple natives were often grotesque and
amusing. Being clad in complete Federal uniform, for the soldiers
had no other, and it was either blue or nakedness, the impositions
were easily kept up. But for all this singular complacency on the
part of the Confederates, they took ample pay. Great Connestoga
horses came quietly in by droves; fat Devonshire cattle added to
the commissary train; furloughed militia darted out from every hay-
stack and brush patch to have one good shout for Lincoln before the
awful truth was revealed, and hundreds of houses gave up their burn-
ished Enfleld rifles and new cartridge-boxes to the recruits flocking
to the Southern standard. One tall, lank, kill-dee of a looking fel-
low darted out from the brush just in front of Shelby and stood
looking with exultation upon the advancing column, a splendid
Mississippi in his hand, and a new Colt’s revolver around his waist.

“Well, boys, I’m glad to see you, sartin,” he said, mistaking the
blue coats for Federals. “I heerd Jo Shelby was coming this way,
and I sorter made it up with Nancy to have a pop at him with this
here weapon,” tapping significantly the barrel of his gun. “Ah!”
said Shelby, very quietly and repressing by a gesture the mirth of
his soldiers, “what command do you belong to?” « Well, gineral—
I suppose you are a gineral, from the feather in your hat and your
big crowd behind—I doesn’t belong exactly to enny regiment, but I’m
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a good Union man as anybody, and me and a parcel of the boys
jist formed a kind of gurilla company for home service, you know,
drawing our arms and ammunition from Warsaw.” “ Very well, and
whom do you fight? There are no rebels here, I reckon.” Bless
yer soul, plenty of them, and d d bad ones too, but we have
been workin’ on ’em lately, and only day afore yesterday we killed
old man Beasly, Tom Mays, and two of Price’s men just home from
the army.” Shelby’s face hardened instantly, and his lips closed
firm and ominous. “Did these men make resistance, and were they
lying out in the brush?’ “No, not exactly that, but they were
rebels, you know.”  “Precisely, just such rebels as you see before
you, brave men and true men. You are a common murderer and a
private thief. Major Elliott, place a guard over this man, and fake
fam to the rear.”

The change that now took place in the poor wretch’s countenance
was pitiable to behold. He turned white, trembled all over, and
tried to gasp out some apology, some excuse, but his lips failed to
utter a syllable. Imminent death was written on every muscle of
his face, and he handed over his arms with the sigh of a man who
had looked his last on earth and sky.

Florence, with its pretty maiden name, lay right ahead, silent and
completely deserted. Every man, woman and child had fled, no one
knew where; the houses were left unstripped of everything, and the
domestic animals were wandering about in seeming grief. All the
stores filled with goods were locked in the usual manner, and pianos
opened and prepared for music, stood covered with beautiful, new
publications. A great dread seemed to have enveloped the deserted
town, and its inhabitants had rushed away as if the lava waves of
Vesuvius were about to overwhelm them. One peculiarity of the
place struck every one with surprise, and it was the vast quantitics
of eggs in every house, store, barn and tenement. Hogsheads were
filled with them, boxes, barrels, buckets, pans and baskets contained
countless thousands, and yet the numbers were only half enumer-
ated. It may be safely presumed that the frigid welcome destroyed
no appetites, and that the old French proverb was in no manner
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reversed that night, which says: It is impossible to make an ome.
let without breaking some eggs.”

Tipton on its railroad home mnext felt the shock of battle, and
read a thrilling episode of war by the light of its burning depot
and the flames from consuming cars. Its garrison thought once of
defending the town, and ambushed behind the large, frame house
belonging to Major Williams, poured a deadly fire upon Thorp’s
advance pressing forward through a narrow lane, but Gordon broke
the fence on the left, and through the gap poured the avenging bri-
gade, sweeping everything before it. Never a halt or a fire any
more. Never & bold, brave heart in all their band to haul down the
“good, old Stars and Stripes,” that soon trailed in the filth and the
mire of the streets. Far out on the prairie toward Syracuse the
terrified Federals maintained their frantic gallop, and swiftly grew a
lessening spot upon the gray surface of the level earth. The work
of destruction was finished, the railroad torn up for miles, the nec-
essary supplies taken and distributed, when Colonel Tom Crittenden
came gayly down from toward Sedalia in quest of war and brave
endeavor. Ah! but Shelby had prayed many times to measure
swords with this Kentuckian he knew so well, and who had drilled
in Lexington, Missouri, years before, and shouted himself hoarse
the day when Sumpter fell in mistaken and counterfeited glee.
Crittenden, in despite of disloyalty to his native South, had a keen
eye for art and was ever tasteful and particular. He formed a long,
blue line tipped with steel and dressed like a lady for a ball. Crit-
tenden drew his sheathed sword too, harmless as a cambric
needle, and decked, perhaps, with a scented bunch of bonny blue
ribbon, and waved it toward Shelby’s grim line forming in the
front. Shelby looked at his antagonist with quiet determination,
and his orders rang out above the hoarse preparations for battle.

% Colonel Coffee, hold your command well in hand for the reserve;
Lieutenant Harris, charge with your battery as I charge, and unlim-
ber when you see their line waver, for I’ll ride it down like the
prairie grass under foot.” Not a shrub big as man’s hand marred
the level earth. One thousand men under the Stars and Stripes
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faced one thousand men under the Stars and Bars, led by chieftains
from the same State, associates in boyhood, but *fitting representa-
tives of the races that have been antagonistic for four thousand
years, Patrician and Proletarian.” Time! Three lengths ahead
of his bravest there rode Joe Shelby down upon the waiting Fed-
erals, his hat off, and his long, fair hair streaming in the battle
breeze. ‘Charge!” But this one shout rang from right to lefs,
and the spurs struck deep, and the revolvers gleamed dark in the
sunlight. Bah! it was a sight to haunt onc’s dreams to see that gay
line of Federals shrivel up hefore a pistol cracked or a saber whirled,
and break away to the rear in groups of flying horsemen. And that
man leading the press, ahead of his fleetest and swiftest riders, was
the Kentuckian, the bold dragoon, the dashing Lieutenant Colonel
Tom Crittenden. Harris opened fire as ordered and sent a few
shells into the disordered mass, which only accelerated its speed and
scattered its material, when Shelby reined up suddenly with a mut-
tered curse: “ By heaven, I thought that man would fight his men—
a Kentuckian, too, a Kentuckian, and man to man with us!”
Captains Charley Jones and Wave Anderson, with only two com-
panies, followed the flying Federals through the streets of Otterville,
killing and capturing many of the badly mounted. No rest for
eriticisms now—no time for remarks upon the unexpected flight of
this superb body of cavalry, but away to Booneville ere Crittenden’s
fleet steeds had carried tidings of the leader he did not dare to
meet. Before reaching Tipton in the morning, however, Colonel
Shelby had sent forward a scout under Captains Warner Lewis and
William Edwards to reconnoiter the town. They gained the railroad
some few moments before a locomotive, and, maybe, one car came
rushing along toward Sedalia. Captain Lewis was a new hand, was
not equal to the emergency, and did not know how to capture the
train. Instead of displacing a rail upon the track, he attempted to
check the speed of the iron horse by a volley, but it bounded away
unhurt, bearing off its passengers, one of them being Lieutenant
Colonel Crittenden, the very man, of all others, Shelby was after.
Crittenden had time to reach Otterville and return with a large force
14
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before his antagonist finished his work at Tipton, and Captain Lewig
will remember to his dying day the lecture Shelby read him upon
the capture of railroad trains. Crittenden, in the event of his cap-
ture, would have been treated hospitably, though, for many of his
old Lexington acquaintances were there, and the worst fortune
Blackwell and Shepard intended for him was a little horseback ex-
ercise for health’s sake, and an opportunity to air his new regi.
mentals in the land of roses and magnolias.
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CHAPTER XIII.

Jupee LimoNarD, of Cooper county, had a fine legal reputation,
and also many attributes which contributed to place him at the head
of his profession. To his splendid farm the brigade marched after
its affair on the prairie near Tipton, and encamped in its delightfal
groves in the center of rich pasture lands. The proprietor was,
luckily for himself, in St. Louis, unless he had desired a trip to
Dixie with an escort, but his absence had deranged nothing upon
the estate. The Judge was not only a good judge of law and
equity, but showed excellent judgment in his selection of mules,
blooded horses, and English cattle. Major Lawrence thought so
when he appropriated his gigantic mules for the ammunition wagons,
and his great strong horses for the artillery. Major Dale, the in-
comparable commissary, thought so when he drove up to the sham-
bles huge Durham heifers, fat and sleek as entries in the St. Louis
Cattle Fair, and brought from their smoky hiding-places hams sweet
enough for a gourmand. Such a feast as was held here the hungry
brigade rarely ever enjoyed, and compunctions of conscience were
easily mollified by savory ribs and tender and juicy steaks. Besides,
Shelby ever acted upon the motto that war meant war, and war
must support war. No truer philosophy has ever been uttered than
that “there is nothing perfect in life.” About nine o’clock a cold,
heavy rain storm came roaring from the northwest, and lasted with-
out intermission throughout all the long watches of the night. Fires
that had roasted dainty tit-bits were quenched at a breath ; blankets
that had sheltered many dry forms before, were penetrated like
seives, and a hopeless, helpless darkness settled down upon every-
thing, clinging to the men like blisters, and streaking the air with
great gusts of shivering, sobbing, freezing rain. Not a single sol-
dier was permitted to enter Judge Leonard’s large house, although



212 SHELBY AND HIS MEN; OR,

it shone through the wet hair of the wild night with its warm, rosy
lights and great comfortable fives that sputtered out in the darkness
lurid temptations almost irresistible. A devoted Southern family
living near Judge Leonard’s sent pressing invitations to Colonel
Shelby and staff asking them to supper. When he had perfected
his minute and cautious preparations for the night, and hedged his
tired soldiers around with numerous and sleepless sentinels, he
floundered through the rain and the darkness to an elegant supper,
voluptuous lights from chandeliers, and liquors good enough to “stir
a fever in the blood of age.” Music added its graceful charms to
the pleasures of the entertainment; Southern songs floated out on
the hostile air, and his mexry officers, although they had ridden fifty
miles and fought two battles that day, danced until long past mid-
night. Such scenes were unusual in the hardy lives of his follow-
ers, and served, like strong old wine, to’ bring out the genial sides
of their natures. Captain Newton Hart, schooled in the polite so-
ciety of St. Louis, and gay as a Frenchman, enjoyed himself to his
heart’s content, and expressed his thoughts forcibly the next morn-
ing to the effect, that * twenty nails had been taken from his coffin,
and that he was well able to endure another year of beef and corn-
bread.”

The rain ceased at daylight, and nature awoke from its unquiet
slumbers with a look of sullen gloom. The clouds shook their gray
mantles over the sky, wrung out a few last drops of moisture, and
trailed them dirty and confused behind the western horizon, while a
few blue patches of sky, smooth and simpering as a school-girl's
face, showed now and then, but wide asunder. A slippery, miry
road stretched away blank, wide and yellow to Booneville, which
soon became crowded with compact squadrons and stalwart soldiers.
The march had a triumphal aspect. All along the route ladies
waved miniature flags, offered loads of refreshments, and shouted
in their sweet, feminine voices: “Hurrah for Jeff Davis and the
Southern Confederacy.” Ah! ladies, it was well meant, but rather,
too late in the season. When the first regiments crowded to the
war it was all very good to decorate them with ribbons, and trin-



THE WAR IN THE WEST. 218

kets, and amulets, and talismans, but a dozen or two rough, red
battles washed away all the love-knots, and shattered the shrines
that contained images of Isabels and Genevieves. *True love is
at home in the parlor and wonderfully likes his ease,” and those old
cuirassiers of Shelby’s would rather have seen unromantic shirts
and a pair or so of yarn socks, than all the heliotropes in Missouri
or the tiny silk flags of Cooper county. Romance is good enough,
and sweet enough, with a Iow moon hanging over the dark hillsides,
and the tinkle of waterfalls breathing in the twilight, but drench it
by a three days’ rain, starve it by a three days’ fast, shock it with
a night attack and the hoarse voice of command shouting, « Every
man to his gun,”and it dies like a consumptive youth, pale and hol-
low-eyed. Thus, Shelby’s men, while they were true as steel and
keenly sensitive to the outgushing of Southern sentiment among
their friends, had eyes better adapted to counting the number of
guns in an ugly battery going into action than the flounces of a
dress, and move thanks for substantial food and clothing than the
coquetry of scarf and flag, even though they bore their chosen
colors of red, white and red.

Booneville was almost in sight; Jefferson City had been the
objective point, but General Brown covered it by eight thousand
men—the same General Brown met nearly a year ago at Springfield
and wounded so badly—and it were madness to attempt the capture,
so Colonel Shelby modified his original plan from the force of cir-
cumstances and turned square upon Booneville. Before reaching
this city a deputation came out bearing a flag of truce and made a
formal surrender, asking in the name of the mayor protection for
life and property. Brother Holeman, an Episcopal divine of some
ability, and who was afterward banished for his extreme loyalty to
the South, was holding forth to his attentive congregation, when the
gray caps of Thorp’s advance galloped into the square. No more
spiritual consolation. The preacher left his text, the good sister
Ler quiet nap by the comfortable stove, the devout elders the sanc-
tuary of the amen corner, and crowded into the streets to witness the
novel sight of one thousand daring Confederates debouching from
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the hill above the town and pouring a compact tide through the city,
of bronzed faces and soldierly forms. Beyond the river a Federa]
regiment was drawn up in plain view, and Colonel Shelby quietly
gained the southern bank, opened on it at short range with grape
and ecannister. There was scampering in hot haste for shelter and
a sudden evaporation of blue coats ludicrous to behold. Vast bevies
of school-girls came down to see the sport, and clapped their hands
in joyous glee upon every discharge of the cannon, laughing and
cheering immoderately at the undignified efforts of the Federals
to get beyond reach. A really true and heartfelt welcome greeted
Colonel Bhelby on his arrival. The pent-up Southern feeling, so
long restrained and violated, burst all bounds, and exhibited itself in
every species of demonstration—demonstrations unfortunately thas
cost some of the helpless dear penance and inquisition afterward.
Wine poured in rivulets; provisions blocked the streets; stores
were offered with their crowded contents; livery stables gave out
clegant horses; and the Geerman vied with the cavalier in unbounded
expressions of sympathy. Short time for wine or sighing, though!
General Brown, leading four thousand veterans, finding Shelby
would not blunder into the pretty little trap set for him in Jefferson
City, marched angrily up to Booneville to grapple the audacious
rebel playing such havoe with his loyal tenants. His advance had
reached the city limits almost, when right across his path there
arose the grim forms of Hooper’s regiment and bade him bear back.
The fight lasted furiously until dark—long enough for Shelby ta
send his undistributed supplies to camp, two miles from the town,
at the magnificent residence of Mr. Brown, an old friend of Colonel
Shelby. Hooper was slowly withdrawn, leaving relays of pickets
all the way from Booneville to the camp. General Brown also went
into bivouac, and waited for daylight before pursuing his wily antag-
onist.

Colonel Shelby became ill at ease and slept but little during the
night. To the incessant agony of his wounded and suppurating
arm, carried constantly in a sling during all the extraordinary
futigue and cold of the rapid march, was added the peril of his
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position. Booneville is directly in a small and contracted pocket
formed by the Missouri river on the right, and the Lamine river
emptying into the- Missouri and encircling it on the left. A force
in his front, and there was every danger of one—holding the bridge
upon the Marshall road, with General Brown eclosing up the only
outlet southward, made his existence, even, one of precarious possi-
bility. This event could not be anticipated by a night march, for
the rain of the previous evening prevented sleep, and his exhausted
command required some hours’ rest. So, relying upon the star of
that destiny which never deserted him amid his greatest perils, and
which always shone out brightest when clouds gathered thickest
around his pathway, he gave the orders for a night of quietness, he
alone of all the stern soldiers inside the pickets passing the sleep-
less hours uneasy and watchful.

The sun had been up nearly an hour; the golden haze in the east
had slowly melted away; and a faint, universal stir of awakening
life could be felt rather than heard in the pleasant morning air, and
Booneville, with its dim towers and steeples, had long emerged, like
a gigantic ship, from the mystery of the twilight, when rapid firing
in front and rear announced that the day’s work had commenced.
Shelby, fresh and alert, calmly formed his brigade and waited until
the attack became more fully developed. The pickets soon galloped
in from toward Booneville reporting that Brown could be seen
advancing in force, which determined Colonel Shelby to clear his
front at once for the greater emergency behind ; but only two hun-
dred Federals visited him in that direction and these were charged
so suddenly and so furiously by Colonel Hunter, that they lost
eighty-nine killed and wounded in ten minutes’ fighting. Brown’s
column could be heard yelling when it reached the deserted camp,
and soon two fine cavalry regiments were dealing heavy blows upon
the rear. But that was child’s play, and practiced, too, upon men
schooled to perfection in every species of warfare developed by the
contest. Without moving faster than at common time, Colonel Shelby
organized his companies of defense, and held them ambushed for
the blows. So unskilled were the pursuers that they advanced upon
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the nearest line laughing, singing, and wholly unconscious of their
fate. Captain Lea struck first, and the foremost squadron went
down almost to a man. Another pushed on and shared the same
disaster from the cool riflemen under Toney. Another and another
received a dreadful fire in - their very faces, until the leading regi-
ment gave way to the next. For ten miles this kind of fighting
continued, and soon the dark, sluggish waters of the Lamine were
in sight. Here Colonel Shelby prepared his grand coup de main.
The banks of this stream were ten feet high at least on both shores,
perpendicular and extremely slippery from the water carried upon
them by the horses’ feet in fording the river. After safely crossing
everything and getting well closed up beyond, he ambushed Hunter’s
battalion, Captain Jones’ and Langhorne’s companies, and fifty men,
under Captain Will Ferrell, upon the western bank. The horses
were led heyond the range of bullets and securely tied, when the
men, in skirmishing order, completely hid themselves behind trees,
stumps, logs, and inequalities in the ground. Upon the side of the
stream nearest Brown were stationed the cool and intrepid Lea and
his company, with orders to fire one volley and retreat in disorder,
as if demoralized and panic-stricken. His instructions were impli-
citly obeyed, and the Federals followed up their supposed advantage
with shouts and a great rush. All the bed of the creek was filled
by horsemen twenty and thirty deep, while more were pouring up
from behind eager to hecome engaged. Into this solid, compact
mass of human flesh tore the bullets from two hundred rifles not ten
rods distant, while revolvers were used with incessant and deadly
effect. It was a ghastly and horrible sight. Dying men, wounded
horses, mutilated riders were struggling, screaming, writhing and
drowning in the water and mud of the river, while those yet
untouched rode down their unfortunate comrades in furious efforts
to escape. Secure and still invisible the Confederates used their
revolvers with cool precision until the enemy fled beyond range,
when they mounted and rode leisurely off to overtake the main
body. The leader of this attack—a brave young Federal major—
dashed up the bank at the first onset and shot one of Langhorne’s
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men who had leaped out from cover to capture his splendid horse.
That triumph was his last. Langhorne shot him from his saddle
with his Sharpe’s rifle against his breast, and the terrified and rider-
less steed galloped with a wild neigh into Shelby’s ranks. This
taught Brown a terrible lesson. One hundred and eleven of his
best men lay dead or wounded in a space that might almost have
been covered by half a dozen blankets, and the dash and elan of his
pursuit completely crushed. Only one Confederate was wounded,
and he through an excess of bravado.

No further trouble from General Brown occurred until the cross-
ing of Blackwater just at sundown, when he ran a heavy battery to
the front and opened fire at long range. Willing to humor him and
give him an opportunity for a little revenge, Colonel Shelby an-
swered its fire from his Parrotts, which almost immediately silenced
the four guns opposed to them, and the march continued on unmo-
lested until midnight, when the darkness becoming so intense and a
heavy storm drawing rapidly nearer, the command was forced to go
into camp at Mr. George Nave’s, a worthy farmer living on the
Marshall road.

A wet, clinging morning, cold and disagreeable—came at last,
and Shelby began the march early for Marshall. There might be
danger ahead and he expected it, but not so sudden and appalling.
When within two miles of T\/.I.nshall Thorp sent a swift courier,
Weed Marshall, back with mformatmn that a heavy body of Fed-
erals were forming in his front. *Charge them,” was the laconic
order. “But, Colonel, they are four thousand strong,” replied the
heroic Thorp, as he formed for the desperate attempt. ¢ A, what,”
said Shelby, ¢ four thousand devils—then we are in for it deeper
than I expected.”

True enough, just emerging from the little prairie town of Mar-
shall, and forming their lines so as to cover it, could be seen four
thousand Federals, of all arms, under G‘renerzﬂ Ewing. This same
Ewing was the author of that celebrated General Order No. 11, se
well :md so infamously known throughout Missouri. It required
the depopulation of some of the finest portions of the State, and
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the requivements were literally fulfilled. Hundreds of fleeing fam-
ilies were met all along the route from Huntsville, Arkansas, to
Warsaw, Missouri, toiling slowly and painfully southward. Tender
and gentle women, barefooted and shivering in the cold, were driving
oxen and riding upon miserable broken-down horses, without sad-
dles. Their only crime was sympathy, holy yet subdued, for their
kindred and their cause.

Previous to Shelby’s advance into the State, Quantrell had de-
stroyed Lawrence, and annihilated Blunt’s escort at Fort Webster,
which concentrated a large force immediately to pursue him, and
this force, after his escape south, had returned to meet Shelby and
crush him wherever encountered. In conjunction also with Ewing
came General Brown from Jefferson City with four thousand addi-
tional troops in the rear, and when at last Shelby was brought to bay,
eight thousand soldiers girt him round with walls of steel. Two
miles east from Marshall ran Salt Fork, a stream sometimes deep
and rapid, but now offering small impediments against its crossing.
A large bridge spanned it where the main road crossed, which
he immediately destroyed after everything had safely passed, and
Colonel Shelby then called up Major Shanks, commanding the rear
battalion, and said to him very calmly but with the deliberate utter-
ance of a man terribly in earnest: ¢“Major, General Brown will
be here in half an hour. How long can you hold this crossing with
two hundred against four thousand ?”  “As long as you wish it,
Colonel—an hour, a day, or a week.” «Very well, I shall attack
Ewing in front and endeavor to drive him from my path, but it is
an up hill business, I fear. However, if it takes just two hundred
of your two hundred men and yourself besides, never let go your
hold on yonder stream until I order it; and, when you do come to me,
come like the wind, for I shall be pressed to the wall before I cry
for help.”  “ Mounted or dismounted, Colonel had I better form ?”
asked Shanks, as if the most ordinary commission in life had been
given him. “Dismounted for your horses’ sake. They will all be
needed.”

Shanks threw forward two companies on either flank for a mile
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up and down the river and waited coolly for the avalanche. Shelby
galloped to the front, after grasping this peerless officer’s hand as one
he never expected to see again. The Confederate war for indepen-
dence furnished no grander example of heroic courage and defiance
than was exhibited this day by Marshall town. The battle-field, rent
and broken by huge gullies, and covered with a thick growth of
hazel-bushes was peculiarly unfitted for the desperate charge Colo-
nel Shelby intended to make squarely upon Ewing’s center, and Le
was forced to dismount his brigade and fight at a disadvantage.
Hunter and Coffee were on the extreme right operating directly
against the town, Hooper in the center and Gordon on the left.
Ewing formed his lines in the shape of a V, the point resting upon
Marshall, and the two prongs extending to the right and left of
Shelby’s position, thus enfilading his lines with artillery and mus-
ketry. Licutenants Ferrell and Plattenburg, leading the skirmishers
on the left, sprang away from Gordon’s lines and engaged fiercely.
Hunter and Coffee advanced upon the right through the dense
bushes and under a dreadful fire, while Hooper and Gordon, moving
up to support their skirmishers, the action became bleody almost
immediately. Eighteen pieces of artillery concentrated upon Shel-
by’s two guns a withering fire, and not a portion of his lines was
exempt from the bullets of the enemy. A charge along the whole
front drove Ewing back upon the town, forced him to change his
position, and retire two of his batteries which were admirably served.
He in turn concentrated upon Hunter and Coffee, and drove them a
short distance with severe loss, but Hooper swinging round by a
well-executed flank movement, swept Ewing’s left wing hloodily
back, and followed the survivors into the streets of the town.
Fresh masses poured from the rear and made good the losses, and
the battle raged evenly for two hours, eight hundred men fighting four
thousand and driving them at all points. The Confederates fell
fast, and Colonel Shelby saw go by him to the rear his best and
bravest, now all pale and bloody, and the dark hour was on Saul.
Ewing extended his cavalry to Salt Fork above and below and thus
surrounded completely the little band of determined men fighting
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for dear life. Tiook where one would, the prairie was dark with
uniforms and vristling with glittering steel.

In the rear the conflict was darker still. Brown hurled his forces
upon Shanks in wave after wave, that bursted in spray of skir-
mishers and recoiled before the grim shore beyond, held by two
hundred desperate men. As the artillery fire deepened and rolled
over the field, great cheersarose from the friendly ranks now closing
and shouting around their prey. Shanks, enveloped and almost
overpowered, fought on with a desperation rarely equaled. Brown
brought up his artillery and swept the position with a hurricane of
balls, but could not dislodge his enemies. Shanks asked for one
piece of artillery to stem the hot tide, but it could not be given,
Shelby only shouted back from his own gloom : * For half an hour,
Shanks, for half an hour, until I mount my men.” The wood-work
of one of his Parrott guns had been shot into shreds, both wheels
gone, and the trail clear broken. Even then he tried to save his
darling cannon, and attempted to lift it into an ammunition wagon.
The wagon, too, was shot away and eight men fell around it. From
all sides now death came leaping and insatiate. Brown extended
his lines beyond the utmost of Shanks’ skirmishers and crossed
Salt Fork three miles below the bridge, pouring up and joining
Ewing by regiments. Fraternizing and shouting like devils, they
came down upon the left as a vast torrent. DBut Shelby was pre-
pared, his men mounted and closed up, solid and defiant, while the
ammunition wagons had six drivers detailed to each team to whip
them through with the charge. On the extreme left of Ewing’s line
could be seen drawn up across the only road at all practicable, a
splendid Federal Missouri regiment, with infantry skirmishers in
front in groups behind corn-shocks. Shelby determined to hurl his
whole force full upon this regiment and crush it or double it back
upon the center. The question was to break through the lines now
strengthening every moment, even if it required the sacrifice of
half the brigade. With this view he recollected Shanks and
ordered him to fall back immediately, but the devoted officer was so
hard pressed and crippled that he mounted his men with difficulty,
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and had to form and fight three times before he traveled the half
mile between his position and Colonel Shelby’s. Meantime the
danger thickened each moment, and Shanks had not arrived.
Knowing he could well take care of himself, and believing that he
would come up by the time the encircling lines of the enemy were
broken, Colonel Shelby ordered the final charge in column, leading
himself, though entreated not to take so much exposure. It was a
fearful moment. The thin gray wedge dashed down full upon the
enemy’s line, receiving the fire of three full batteries, but killing
the skirmishers behind the corn-shocks in dozens. The Federal
regiment swayed slightly as Shelby neared it, and from both wings
the infantry double-quicked for its relief. Too late! That column,
fierce as a full-fed river, and canopied in powder clouds, as the men
fired right and left, swung into line with the rush of & whirlwind
and grappled with the foe, standing bravely to see the issue
through. Short work and very bloody. A few first fell away from
the flanks panic-stricken; the regiment then quivered and shook
from end to end, until heaving and collapsing to an impulse as swift
and vivid as the lightning’s flash, it broke away toward Marshall,
hopelessly rent and scattered. With this charge came the wagons
clattering along as fast as the fastest horsemen, and went through
the gap white and huge as the new sails of a staunch, fleet frigate.
Daylight ahead now, for in that thundering charge the entire left
wing of Ewing’s four thousand men gave way in wild disorder, and
but for the arriving masses of Brown’s division the day would have
been lost to Ewing. Colonel Shelby knew salvation to be near at
hand and halted even there to wait for the devoted Shanks, giving
time for new columns of attack to be formed against him, and fresh
forces to join in the battle ; but Shanks could not reach him. Sur-
rounded, hemmed in, fighting hand to hand, and bleeding at every
step, he turned directly east at the point where Colonel Shelby
turned west, and cut through everything before him to the timber,
bringing off the remaining piece of artillery in safety.

Seeing Shanks cut off and Brown throwing his whole force be-
tween them-—Shelby determined to retreat toward Waverly, believ-
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ing that Shanks’ indomitable pluck and sagacity would carry him
through, and whether they did or not, Shelby was powerless to
assist him, and even his own safety could not entirely be counted
upon as certain, for great masses of cavalry came thundering after
him, evidently bent on mischief. Captain Reck. Johnson held the
rear, and repulsed two severe charges of the enemy—but he too
sent for help and received two more companies under Edwards and
Crispin.  With these he held the pursuers in check until darkness
settled down good and black, and the brigade had gained the river
road leading to Waverly. A short halt for three hours gave time
for a little rest and feeding, when sixty rounds of ammunition were
issued to the men, and the wagons, now perfectly useless, since all
the cartridges had been used or distributed, sunk many fathoms in
the Missouri river. Sleeping cosily in one of them there nestled
" Lieutenant Crittenden, a staff officer of Shelby. The cold waves
woke his dreamy sleep, and he came swimming lustily to the shore,
dripping from every angle and shivering from head to foot.

Just at daylight the c_olumn passed slowly through the streets of
Waverly, and many looked upon their fire-blackened and destroyed
homes with feelings of bitter revenge, fully gratified in after days.
Turning here dnectly southward, Colonel Shelby made a rapid
march tow&rd Arkansas, leaving Warrensburg on the right and
Clinton on the left, stopping two hours to forage between the two
points, garrisoned by large bodies of Federals. Further stay in
the State now became criminal and useless. The ammunition had
been nearly expended, the country swarmed with enemies, the
cold was intense, and many of his best men had been killed or left
wounded in hospitals from Caddo Gap to Waverly. Therefore,
when Shelby once made up his mind to retreat, he did it with his
usual skill and rapidity. At this camp near Warrensburg, Captain
James Wood and Captain Henry Stangel rejoined the brigade after
a perilous and successful attempt to destroy the great bridge of the
Lamine near Georgetown. These two daring young officers, with
one company each, and having excellent guides, quietly approached
the structure and found it held by two hundred regular Federal
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infantry.  Only five were on guard, however, and the rest quietly
sleeping in a strong block- house covering the railroad at this point.
Dismounting and dashing up to the entrance, Captain Wood, pistol
in hand, demanded immediate surrender. Not a shot was fired,
except enough to drive off the guard on duty, and soon the mag-
nificent structure became one solid mass of fire, glarring red against
the midnight sky, and illuminating the deep, dark stream for miles.
Before the prisoners were paroled, the entire bridge was consumed,
and nothing remained but a few blackened and rugged timbers
floating and sputtering down the river to extinction.

The third day’s march from Waverly brought Ewing’s advance in
force, and Captain Edwards was sent to the rear to engage it.
Handled roughly, he received more help, and a running fight con-
tinued for ten miles to timber, when Colonel Shelby ambushed a
regiment and killed five Captains and thirty-two men at a single
discharge. This quieted pursuit for the day, and by a heavy march
he gained Carthage and established camp at Mr. Kendrick’s, where
corn was furnished in ample quantities.

Major Pickler, commanding a portion of Coffec’s detachment,
requested of Colonel Shelby permission to occupy Carthage that
night, as most of his battalion lived in and near the town, promising
extreme vigilance and to rejoin the column at daylight. Much
against his judgment, and fearful of the result, he consented, but
Major Pickler neglected even to picket the approaches to his
camp, and suffered severely for his temerity. A night of refreshing
sleep had been gained here—the first since the camp at Booneville—
but in the gray dawn of the morning a great noise and rumbling of
artillery from the crossing at Spring river, over which the Con-
federates had passed the night before, announced Ewing’s whole
army to be near at hand. Soon rapid firing from the direction of
Carthage sent in all the pickets and called every soldier to his
feet. Hasty preparations in moments of imminent danger were
part of daily drill and exercise for Shelby’s brigade, and, in ten
minutes, each soldier was mounted and in line. Throwing forward
five companies in front of Ewing to fire upon his advance, Colonel
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Shelby started immediately southward before even his position
had Deen discovered, although his camp stood only half a mile from
the ford. 'The five companies, under Lea, Tucker, Toney, Crispin,
and Jones nobly carried out their orders, and held Ewing in check
for one long hour, forcing him to go into line of battle and bring
his artillery into action. Then breaking swiftly into column, and
being well mounted, the Confederates galloped off in triumph to
their comrades, actually bringing with them seventeen prisoners,
Fugitives from Carthage now began to come up, and reported that
Pickler, neglecting te guard a single road, and mistaking Ewing’s
advance for Shelby’s, had allowed himself and thirty of his men to
be captured. Most of them, however, with their leader, succeeded
in escaping while being conveyed to Fort Scott, and rejoined the
command the next week. Ewing was never seen again. Beaten
and out-generaled at all points, he returned to the interior of Mis-
souri to tell in flaming dispatches how eight thousand fresh and
finely equipped Federals had suffered one thousand rebels—worn
by heavy marches, surrounded, overwhelmed—to fight them five
days, cut through their serried ranks, and escape proud, uncon-
quered, and defiant. Crossing the telegraph road, leading from
Rolla to Van Buren, near Crane Creek, a force from Springfield
was encountered, sent down expressly to cut off this retreat. It
was time lost and lives thrown away. Striking it about midway,
and piercing the center like a pasteboard, both ends were rolled up
as a woman winds a string of cotton. The poor fugitives rushed
breathlessly into Springfield and Cassville, hatless and gunless,
swearing Joe Shelby’s men were not humans and could only be
likened unto devils. A large party repairing the telegraph line
was captured on this road, and whatever might have been the
scientific attainments of its director, he certainly had no knowledge
of English. To every question propounded he answered “yah;”
and I verily believe the same reply would have been given if his
death had been the stake, with a thousand to ome on death. It
was not proposed, however, and they were released minus
horses and arms, which some seemed to love better than their
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lives, for a bullet or two had to be used as a gentle argument for
possession.

Safe at last and well ahead of danger, Colonel Shelby camped
the seventh day on White river, near Berryville, to rest his men
and horses, and listen for news from the unfortunate Shanks, still
struggling in the toils of the enemy. The various detachments
sent out at Bentonville on the upward march to destroy railroads
and telegraphs, came rapidly in, reporting splendid success. In-
deed, every indication qualified this. Five and six led horses,
loaded with arms, blankets, and overcoats, to say nothing of elegant
McClellan saddles, cavalry boots, and revolvers, told the story of
their busy work. One detachment under Brown Williams, number-
ing twenty men, and another under Lieutenant James Wills, num-
bering fifteen men, had followed up the rear of a large column
under command of McNeil southward from Springfield, and between
them captured ninety prisoners, killed forty-three Federals, wounded
nineteen, and brought safely to Colonel Shelby ninety-five horses,
seventy-three Sharpe’s rifles, one hundred and twenty navy re-
volvers, two six mule teams loaded with bacon and “hard tack,” and
any quantity of blankets and overcoats, besides destroying for miles
the telegraph on three roads, and keeping the garrison at Spring-
field constantly on the alert for fear of immediate attack.

15 ’
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CHAPTER XIV.

How fared it with Major David Shanks, left alone to work out
his salvation on that rough prairie by Marshall town, his leader
gone and his bravest falling all around him?  After turning
squarely off to the east, a great huge wave of cavalry swept after
him, but he stationed Captain Maurice Langhorne and Captain
James Franklin, two of his truest officers, on the bank of a deep
dry ravine, and bade them hold the pass until he arranged his
column and his plans. For one long hot hour these devoted men
stood firm against the leaden hail and drove back again and again
every stubborn assault of the enemy, their leaders happily engaged
in fighting Shelby. Shanks heard the noise of Shelby’s guns
growing fainter and fainter, and he knew his loved commander was
safe, for he had everything behind him, and there lived not and
fought not men that could crush his trained brigade by a rear
attack. Night fell, the stars' came out slowly and wide apart, the
winds blew drearily, and yet Shanks had only marched three miles
from the Dbattle-field. But when the darkness came good and
brown he grew again the wary, vigilant, daring cavalryman. He
had been waiting simply to feed his exhausted horses, distribute
ammunition, and strengthen the teams in his single cannon—the
captured gun of Springfield. Colonel Hunter had remained with
Major Shanks also, and being the ranking officer, he assumed com-
mand, though this was unknown until after escape had been cer-
tainly accomplished. When the night came, therefore, one bright
star as a beacon was selected far away upon the southern horizon,
toward which all faces were turned, and the march commenced at
once very swiftly and very quietly. All that night and the next
day it went on unmolested, but just after crossing the Pacific
Railroad near Sedalia, Shanks encountered a large force of Federals
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guarding seven forage wagons and two hundred fine fat mules. To
see them and charge them required the work of a moment. The
escort scattered in every direction after one fire, the mules
scampered off furiously, and the wagons were stripped and on fire
in a dozen minutes. This capture was made quite opportunely, for
provisions were bountifully obtained, many mules taken for future
emergencies, and the lone cannon good for heavy traveling yet.
From the railroad the march led directly through Florence, fiercely
alive now, with every house illuminated as if for a festival. It was
very dark and very late when the head of Shanks’ column reached
this town—the advance being commanded by Captain Sears, of
Hunter’s regiment, a daring, desperate soldier, and thoroughly ac-
quainted with his business. Just upon the extreme northern edge
of Florence, and hidden behind houses and in strong buildings, the
Federals poured a deadly, sudden fire into the faces of Sears’ men,
which irradiated the dark shadows of the night with blazing flashes.
The entire column charged massively down the principal street—for -
that one order charge hadbeen stamped into nerves and brain during
all the long trying march. Muskets crashed, pistols rang out shrilly,
women shrieked, dogs barked furiously in the darkness, while over
all and above all arose wildly and keen that peculiarly piercing yell
of Confederate lungs—not a shout, nor cheer, nor battle-cry—but
one long, ringing blast of hate and triumphant malice, cold and
cruel as the grave. One fire was all the ambushed Federals gave,
for, ridden over in the darkness, silently stabbed or as conveniently
shot they were crushed in a moment, and many citizens rushing into
the streets, attracted by the firing, shared a similar fate. This little
town, so silent and so desolate as Colonel Shelby passed through on
his upward march, and which was religiously protected, now, like
the adder warmed into life at the cottager’s hearth, darted out
deadly fangs from its every portal. But short work was made of
the combatants. Lights disappeared in a moment; women hushed
their cries before the breath of a deadlier peril, and gouty old Ger-
mans suddenly left their stoops when the whizzing bullets began
dancing merrily through the darkness. A silence as of death
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rained down from heaven and settled upon the deserted streets,
broken only by the steady tramp of the defiling squadrons, and the
muttered curses of some heartless rider as his sensitive steed shied
from the corpses strewn thick along the roadside. Darkness hig
many ghastly sights in that quiet German village, and some slum-
bers would have been lighter and sweeter in eternity, if waking eyes
had been kept from frozen forms lying stark and cold in the early
morning.

From Florence and its bloody sacrifice, Shanks and Hunter con-
tinued the march with unabated speed and endurance. The posi-
tion became one of extreme peril. At Warsaw, Cole Ca,r‘np, and
holding nearly every ford upon the Osage river for fifty miles from
a given point, were the forces of General McNeil, who had recently
succeeded General Brown in command at Springfield. The Osage
was reached by a forced march of extraordinary speed, and forded
in safety. Several miles beyond this point a large force of Fed-
erals, scouting down from Warsaw on the right, were encountered
ambushed in a mountain gorge, having reccived notice of Shanks
approach in time to select a position of great natural strength, A
close fire from the rocks halted Colonel Hunter, riding at the head
of the column, and he coolly waited under the guns until Shanks
came up. “You will clear the road, Major,” said Hunter. «All
right,” replied Shanks—*“nothing easier, sir. Captains Langhorne
and Franklin, form your companies for the charge in column of
fours. T’'Il draw their fire by a half dozen skirmishers, when you
must break through, ‘hap what hap.’” It was a picturesque and
memorable scene. A sulky red sun was just dropping behind the
great western wall of the gorge, seeming to kindle sparks in the
underwood, glowering on the holes of the oaks, throwing crimson
splashes on the cold gray rocks, and wisping a mazy, murky light
about the deepening gloom of the brown stripped trees in front.
They are coming up for the charge—those young bronzed veterans
from Jackson county—an eager light in their eyes, and weapons
bare. Not a word from the firm get lips as girths were tightened,
and revolvers examined. Not a word when they mounted lightly in
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the red light of a cold dry sun and spurred away, some of them into
eternity. Shanks threw forward ten skirmishers in front, who were
greeted by a sharp volley, when the stormers, Langhorne leading,
dashed away like the rush of an express train, and close behind
them the solid column in serried ranks. A halt and a leap at the
barricade ; a burning, shuddering crash of two hundred rifles, a wild,
passionate cheer of victory, were all that came back on the wind as
the advance went thundering through, shooting and trampling down
everything before it. But one prisoner was taken—a mere boy—
his fresh beardless cheeks paling at the thoughts of approaching
death, and shivering with the horror of the scene he had witnessed
in that fatal pass. Learning that he would be safe from all harm,
and was among civilized beings—a fact very much doubted at first,
from the horrible tales he had heard of Shelby’s men—his compo-
sure gradually returned, and much valuable information was obtained
from him. McNeill was at Bolivar with a large infantry force, and
his cavalry on every road and at every ford upon the Osage. The
march of Shanks had been signaled and the direction taken aceu-
rately described, while orders were issued only that morning to spare
none of the “cut-throats,” as the Confederates were stigmatized, so
certain were they of capture.

Ah! but there’s “ many a slip between the cup and the lip,” and
none knew it better than Shanks and his followers. The command
almost completely exhausted, ammunition running low, and starva-
tion grimly in sight, turned off directly from the road, marched four
miles west, found a plentiful supply of corn, killed half a dozen fat
hogs, baked bushels of meal into hoe-cakes, and made a delicious
supper for men and horses. Then carefully posting pickets around
the entire encampment, the tired soldiers slept sweetly until day-
light, many of them too fatigued to wash away the blood upon their
faces, gathered at Marshall, Florence, and the Osage.

Reaching Humansville, the next day at sunset, and driving out a
small force there holding the place, it soon became known that sev-
eral thousand Federals had just left, going toward Bolivar. Dark-
ness fell rapidly. The rear guard was ambushed, and Lieutenant
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Rogers of Franklin’s company captured with several of his men,
gallantly striving to cut through to their comrades; and very soon,
with an infernal din of bugles sounding clearly on the night alr,
MeNeill bore down with his entire foree and pressed the colump
fast and furious. Darkness favored the Confederates. Shanks
organized rapidly his companies of defense, and remained with them
until long after midnight, repulsing eleven distinct and renewed
charges of the enemy, who tried in vain to break through and scat-
ter his command. About ten o’clock matters looked, indeed, des-
perate. Hunter in front was ambushed and fired upon from all sideg
at once, and Shanks in the rear required all the firmness and tenge.
ity of his character, seconded by officers Langhorne, Greene, Tucker,
Lane, McKinney, Franklin, Winship, Soper, Harmnilton, Mace, Forg,
White, Adams, Grooms, Spainhour and Meadows, to beat back the
heavy masses constantly hurled against him. But both triumphed
in the end. Hunter, aided by the intrepid Hooper and his regiment,
drove the stubborn guerrillas from the bushes in front, and Shanks
came up about two in the morning to report that the pursuit had
been abandoned.

The next night the men almost prayed for sleep, for nature had
been completly exhausted during the long hours of incessant march-
ing and fighting. A notorious Union man lived not very far north
from Mount Vernon, who commanded a company of murdering
Home Guards, and to his farm Shanks went for forage. The turkeys
had scarcely been roasted, the horses fed and curried, the number-
less bee-hives taken without brimstone, when, upon a road leading
west from the camp, was heard a great firing and clattering about
the outposts. Every sullen sleeper rose up alertly, and every tired
steed was fast bridled and saddled. On picket, fortunately, in this
direction was Lieutenant Columbus White, with details from other
companies in his regiment. White, a cool, daring, capital officer,
scarcely understood the word fatigue and was wide awake and merry
as a lark when his videttes were engaged. On the extreme outpost,
too, was a young soldier, Will TFisher, a beardless boy, but intelligent
beyond his years and brave as the oldest and best in the brigade—
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indeed, his Captain, Franklin, would have no other kind of men.
Will Fisher returned the fire of the Federals with his musket, and,
knowing the great fatigue of the men at the reserve post, and fearing
that nature might have given way he retreated slowly before the
pursuers, using his revolvers continually and making the most noise
possible that his comrades might be awakened if asleep. White
fought the same way for two miles to awaken the camp, and Shanks
got the command in motion half an hour before the Federals reached
his fires. The night was dreadfully dark; the horses were almost
worn out; the men were nearly in the same condition, and the entire
country was swarming with the enemy. Hunter, leading the ad-
vance, got lost and separated from the main body, owing to the
officer in front of it falling fast asleep in his saddle, and no one
seemed to know the country or have any idea of the geographical
position of things. In this emergency Colonel Hooper rode to the
front, taking with him Captain Lea, Toney and some others of the
Southwesters, and soon reduced all confusion to perfect order and
extricated the men from their perilous position.

Making a wide detour, leaving Springfield to the left, and es-
caping two watchful detachments at Mount Vernon and Greenfield—
for the ammunition was getting fearfully low—the wire road was at
length reached the seventh day from Marshall, and crossed just ten
miles above the place where Colonel Shelby had crossed five hours
before. Here, two hundred Federal cavalry coming from Cassville
were met and routed, the advance killing seventeen, and capturing
thirty-three horses, which were a valuable addition, as many of the
men had been dismounted in the incessant combats of the retreat.

Still ignorant of Colonel Shelby’s fate, but hoping and believing
for the best, Major Shanks, after crossing the Springfield road passed
on swiftly toward Berryville, and camped within five miles of Shel-
by’s position. During the night some of the scouting parties came
upon his pickets and before firing had prudence enough to ask their
command :

“Shelby’s. And yours?’ “Shanks’” was the eager shout, and
the two friendly detachments rushed up for further conference.
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No more sleep for Shelby that night. Arousing his entire camp
he communicated the joyful intelligence, when such a shout went up
as awoke the forest for miles around and scared the prowling beastg
back to their lairs amid the crags and brakes. At midnight he
marched to Shanks’ quarters, and the two heroes, embracing in
sight of both columns, set the example for cordial greetings among
all the generous and reunited soldiers. That was a day these men
will look back upon with reverence, for after all the perils and hard-
ships of the march, the dangers and gloom of separation, the dis-
Jjointed brigade closed up once more in safety, laurels twining thick
about the brows of many saddened before by fears of dire disaster,

Moving slowly southward and resting at every convenient place
for forage, the communicative and joyful soldiers marched gayly
along, camping near Huntsville, Arkansas. A small detachment,
under Colonel Hunter, was sent to this town that some companies
of recruits on War Eagle creek, a large mountain stream near
Huntsville, might be brought into the lines. Great glowing fires
were built in a heavy strip of timber skirting a cold, frosty creck,
and abundant rations of beef, meal, mutton, and salt issued, the first
for many days. Through the lapse of years and from the cold, pre-
mature graves of trampled battle-fields, I can recall many faces
gleaming bright and happy in the ruddy firelight. At the central
fire, rough with great logs and crammed with seasoned rails, sat
Shelby and Shanks, Hooper and Gordon, talking, smoking, and tell-
ing incidents of the march. Sears, with his long, fair hair and
mild, kind face—one of the truest scouters who ever fired pistol.
Yandell Blackwell humming some snatches of battle songs, and
watching the blue smoke curling up lazily from his captured meer-
schanm. Jim Wood, Conant, Charley Jones, Newton Hart, Stone-
hill and Carneal arguing the relative qualities of beef over mutton.
Elliott, with his ealm, staid courtesy, the battle light not gone from
his eager eyes. Captain D. Williams polishing the barrels of the
trusty revolvers he had used so well. Will Gregg, the gentle and
the brave, thinking of his guerrilla days in good old Jackson; Ben.
Neale and Toney reading scented billet doug by the fitful firelight,
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laughing in amorous glee as some soft melodious sentence came
stealing up from “sweetest lips that ever were kissed.” June
Terry, with his languid air and metaphysical humor—the chief sur-
geon of the brigade—quoting Larry to prove the folly of amputa-
tions at the hip, and the difference between delirium tremens and
mania-a-potu. Crispin, the tall cavalier, with the keenest zest for a
sonnet and the archest smile for women in all the gay brigade.
Lawrence balancing his certified accounts to cover “sundries,” and
scattering greenbacks in gusts for generous apple-brandy. Dale
looking away to Carthage where his mill was burnt, and guessing
the weight of Leonard’s imported Durhams. Plattenburg reading
some rare old story he had brought from Booneville, telling how in
that “ terrible charge at Eylau which swept away the Russian cav-
alry, three lengths ahead of the best blood in France rode the inn-
keeper’s son.” Ingram and Pat Marshall filing notehes in their
pistol-butts for Federals killed in manly combat. Langhorne and
Franklin comparing notes about the night attack at Humansville,
and wondering upon the fate of Rogers. Captain Dickey binding
up the ragged wound of Captain Lea, and pouring confidence into
his comrade’s heart. Grooms thinking of his North Missouri home,
and vowing to strike as he did strike in after days before his brave,
fond life went down in death. Crittenden, reversing the old axiom,
and contending that to ¢ the victor belongs not the spoils,” though
the overcoat upon his back and his horse standing near are captured
property. Shepard, with his neat soldierly figure hid away beneath
its great, blue cape, warming as true a heart as ever beat beneath the
“banner of the bars.” MecCoy telling some galloping story of bor-
der foray, and how he went snugly into St. Liouis and brought out
seven hundred thousand musket-caps. McArthur rejoicing in the
pleasant reflection that his pickets are all stationed and his hard
work done. George Hall nestling at Shelby’s feet—the boy orderly
—but fierce as a lion in battle. Kephart parting his hair in the
old coquettish way, and thinking of Wellington and his blue-eyed
absent one. Trone preaching a patent sermon and giving persona~
tions of his inimitable acting. Harris, Kelley and Cloudesly dravw-



234 SHELBY AND OIS MEN; OR,

ing up a petition for a new battery of Napoleons and Parrotts,
Coffee and Johnson, McDougall and Charley Lewis, George Corder
and Tom Ustick, Ab. Jeffries and Jerry Warren, Jim Kirtley and
Tom Cordell, Jo. Knox and Bob Ewing; all happy in the calm, still
night, and forming bright plans for the future, while the inimitg-
ble, agreeable, gasconading, irrepressible Morry Boswell —« Uncle
Morry ”—darting in and out amid the fires with a word and a joke
for all. This man was a curiosity and a genius. Old, heavy, and
weighing nearly three hundred pounds, he yet went on every
exhausting march and on every headlong gallop. There was g
quaintness in his appearance, in his manner of speaking, in his
doing every description of thing, which distinguished him from
every other man in the brigade. His energy was unlimited and his
curiosity unbounded. He helped the pioneers to build roads; he
fed the horses; he got corn where none grew; he had “flat” tobaceo
when it was more precious than rubies; he was a doctor, an apoth-
ecary, a surgeon, a farrier, a carpenter, a horse-trader, a farmer, a
lawyer, a magistrate, a Catholic and a Methodist; an artillerist and
a preacher—there was no trade, calling or profession which he could
not assume and personate to perfection. Years have passed since
this night; many manly forms there then have gone away from earth
in all their warrior beauty, but while the survivors live, while the
memory of their immortal renown yet lingers in the past, their mem-
ories will be shrined as something time can not destroy nor defeat
obliterate.

Colonel Hunter, sent to Huntsville, came rapidly back about day-
light and reported McNeill occupying the town in force. Hunter
had been engaged sharply with the Federal: advance, but was
driven out finally and pursued for several miles. This news ocea-
sioned no alarm, for Shelby had gained the mountains. With the
enemy behind him, and having no possible way to inangurate flanking
attacks, he was in no immediate danger. It was not desirable,
however, to await for a general engagement, as the ammunition had
been reduced to ten rounds for each man, and there might be
trouble ahead.  Colonel Brooks and some four or five hundred hun-
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gry-looking, seedy mountain conscripts, from Arkansas and Mis-
souri, were met the second day’s march from Huntsville, ignorant of
McNeill’s advance, and having on the whole no fixed or feasible
plan. Some wanted to go South and some did n’t; but all united in
the wish that Colonel Shelby would keep the enemy away, which he
proceeded to do by sending them a day’s march to the front, with
orders to make good time and abandon their innumerable wheezy,
rickety wagons, filled with every description of plunder from a
spinning-wheel to a wedding bonnet, trimmed with peonies and
sun-flowers. McNeill soon came up and made a dash in his usual
blustering way, but his cavalry was held in check as easily as a
mother leads her little child to church, and never but once came
near enough to be reached by the longest Enfield. Colonel Shelby
went quietly into camp at nightfall—so did McNeill. Shelby
moved on again at daylight to be followed at a respectful distance
by the same cautious squadrons. Once and once only could they
be lured to battle, and it was when Shelby had learned that there
were no forces in front to oppose the crossing of the Arkansas
river.  Thirty miles from OClarksville, away up among the Buffalo
mountains, lay hid away a little stream, pure and sparkling as
crystal. Right upon its head, where it bubbled out fresh and freezing
from -under a huge rock, the brigade camped early in the day,
Colonel Shelby remarking quietly : “If McNeill gets this water he
must fight for it. Major Gordon, ambush your battalion two miles
in the rear and wait until I relieve you.” To gain this camp Mec-
Neill had to cross a long, rocky ridge, travel over four miles of bot-
tom land, and up and over another spur of mountains before
he could reach water, and the water then was that held by Shelby.
Thinking naturally the Confederates would go further during the
day, he advanced on until too late to retreat, and taking what
he Dbelieved to be the proper horn of the dilemma—the fighting
horn—found to his great surprise Gordon right across his only road
and strongly stationed. His cavalry advanced feebly to be driven
back by skirmishers; his infantry fared no better, and as a last
resort his artillery opened a furious fire. So nerveless were his
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efforts that Gordon refused reinforcements sent him, and Shelhy
went into camp and held the hill with six companies during the
night. How McNeill fared for water was never ascertained, hyg
judging from his efforts to obtain it, his soldiers were neithey
thirsty nor averse to doing for one night without their refreshing
coffee.

Two days more of easy traveling brought the brigade to Clarks.
ville, McNeill preserving his proper distance all the way. The
next, Arkansas river was slowly crossed, and unmolested and per-
fectly at ease the march went on southward. Near Caddo Gap &
furious rain and snow storm came up after an unusually warm day
for the season, and the sufferings of the men were terrible for
several days. Hogs were found, however, in abundance, which
strengthened the soldiers somewhat against the cold, and gave rise
to0 a quaint remark from some observing old sovereign shivering in
one nipping morning to look after his corn accounts. Blackwell’s
company had camped nearest his house, and to Blackwell he thus
addressed himself: ¢ See here, Mister, mor’n five year ago the
hog cholera passed along this here valley, and its ravages was pov-
erful, sartin.” Here he heaved a deep sigh as visions of departed
porkers flitted before his bleared and watery eyes. ¢ Well,” said
Blackwell, in his quiet way, « you didn’t catch the cholera too, did

‘you?  “No, no—not that; but that ar’ disease left the hog whole

you see, and now it takes all but the skin and head,” looking sor-
rowfully down upon four or five bloody signs lying about the fire.
“Yes,” said Blackwell sententiously, “it gets worse and worse every
year, and if this war lasts much longer these men you see around
you will be eating babies and children.” The old man evidently
thought so too, for he quickly left the camp with a muttered mal-
ediction, and hurried home to call over the names and count the
noses of his two dozen white headed urchins.

The beautiful little town of Washington, girt about with its ever-
green pines and long, low ridges of oak, heard a faint whisper of
the coming “raiders,” and held its breath for very expectation.
What were they like and how would they look, had heen asked often
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without any reply to satisfy the eurious imaginations. Mr. Serog-
gins, fifteen miles north of town, first became satisfied with their
appearance, and as he had some dozen or so barrels of excellent
apple brandy for sale at reasonable prices, the brigade soon became
satisfied with him. That was a jolly night among the pines—nota
drunken man in all the camp, but every one feeling in merry mood,
and happy that they had marched so fast, fought so hard, and this
far back toward months of rest and needful preparation. The cold
chilling rain of the next day did not dampen their enthusiasm ag
they marched through Washington, clad in magnificent overcoats,
splendidly mounted, arms burnished and presented, and a proud
light in every eye as the rapturous shouts of “ well done good and
faithful servants” came from each window and crowded balcony.
The raid was ended. The toilsome march was over, and in
almost every breast its dangers and fatigues were forgotten. There
were great gaps here and there in the brigade; many familiar faces
were covered forever or seamed with agony in distant hospitals, but
that elasticity which makes a soldier’s life so fascinating, soon
closed upon the ugly rents and banished but never destroyed the
memories of the absent comrades. A brief recapitulation of events
may enable the reader to take in the entire expedition at a glance,
and see spread out distinctly before him the deathless: glories of a
gallant ride. In forty days fifteen hundred miles were passed over,
making an average of about thirty-seven miles each day. Twenty
garrisoned towns taken; eleven forts and block-houses burned;
one railroad depot, six cars, ten miles of track, and thousands of
yards of telegraph wire destroyed ; three thousand Federals killed,
wounded, and captured—thirty-seven battles and skirmishes fought ;
one piece of artillery captured and broken up for want of horses to
take it away; three thousand splendid Sharpe’s rifles and more than
three thousand revolvers distributed among the men; the entire
command superbly mounted and clothed; one thousand recruits en-
listed and brought safely out mounted and equipped; the spirit of
opposition in Missouri rekindled and reinvigorated ; the great South-
ern heart of the people electrified and elevated by the heroic exam-
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ple of its kindred; two armies met, fought, defied, broken through,
out-generaled and defeated ; distance annihilated; cold, hunger, ang
fatigue stripped of their terrors by physical courage and endurance ;
Home Guard companies swept away from existence; guerrilla bands
exterminated in their own fastnesses ; Union men, notorious for
their persecutions of Southerners, warned and threatened into good
behavior; and the fancied security of the Federals and militia in
Missouri shattered about their ears by the thunder-blasts of cannon
and the rattle of avenging musketry. This much is a plain, un-
varnished statement of naked facts, and yet there have not been
considered the daring and the desperation of the expedition. Seven
hundred miles into the enemy’s country, bushwhacked, surrounded,
ambushed, overwhelmed, attacked hourly but never surprised, be-
trayed, imposed on, outlawed, cursed—this man, Jo. Shelby, with
scarcely a thousand men, sick, wounded and suffering hourly, tow-
ered over all, fought, marched, starved, and triumphed. This young
cavalry officer, known only as a captain in his own county, leading
one thousand of his own trained soldiers, burst like a meteor into
the heart of Missouri, dazzled St. Louis, terrified Jefferson City,
took Booneville, eluded Brown, rode over Ewing, played with
MecNeill, and went away to Arkansas in his own good time—un-
harmed, unwhipped, with new laurels clustering around his brow,
True enough he lost many good men, but when it is remembered
how he fought, how set upon, how imminent the dangers braved, it
seems like a miracle that all were not overwhelmed and destroyed,

Believing the expedition would be a failure necessarily, the wise
authorities were unwilling to saerifice more than eight hundred men.
Gifted with a perspicacity sublime in its conclusions, they contended
from the first that Shelby’s ambition was unreasonable and fool-
hardy; that his discretion was weak and his temerity a passion.
They did not know nor care to inquire about his genius, his dash,
his valor, his iron endurance, the idolatry of the men who followed
him, and their resolution to triumph or to die. ¢The enemy will get
in your rear,” said one military wiseacre. ¢ Granted,” replied Shel-
by, “but if I turn suddenly about will not my forces be in the
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enemy’s rear £ “You can’t handle more than one thousand men,”
said another. “There will be less need for haste,” answered Shel-
by, «“if I have five thousand, and I can therefore take more time
to handle five thousand.” “It’s madness—folly—criminal folly,”
shouted all—“You ean do no good.” And so, half mad and half
glad, he galloped away, stormed Neosho, fought hourly, gathered in
recruits, rode down everything in his way, and at last at Waverly,
when the worst came about-—when ammunition was fearfully low,
when Ewing and Brown were pressing on fiercely, he had his men
stripped of all superfluities and rode with them oNE HUNDRED AND
SIX MILES IN EIGHTEEN HOURS. Search-the annals of the Confed-
erate war for such another feat and the inquirer will surely go un-
rewarded. After the dark, bitter fight at Marshall, Colonel Shelby
gained Waverly and halted for an hour, Precisely at four o’clock
in the morning he started southward. The next morning at pre-
cisely ten o’clock he took post beyond Clear creek, in Vernon
county, having fought and repulsed on the march, after a brief com-
bat, five hundred Federal cavalry. This speed has never been sur-
passed, and with such capabilities for endurance, and with such
consummate nerve and abandon, it might repay some philosophical
writer in making hereafter an estimate of Shelby’s ability, to spec-
ulate upon what great results might have followed from the opera-
tions of eight thousand men instead of eight hundred.

Three days had scarcely been passed in camp near Washington
when Shelby again was in the field. A Federal force advancing
from Fort Smith threatened Lewisville, where were large factories
for the manufacture of cotton and woolen goods. Shelby, ordered
to protect it, threw himself forward by extraordinary marches, but
the enemy, learning how it was defended and by whose forces,
turned short around and returned in hot haste, when he came
back to Washington and a triumph.

During his absence many of his warm admirers among the citi-
zens, foremost among whom were Captains Ferguson, Bouldin, Han-
nah, Mr. Block, Colonel Eakin, and numerous others, and his no less
devoted friends in the army, made preparations for a magnificent
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supper to be given in his honor. Everything that ingenuity could
suggest or cultivated taste contrive was upon the table. Fair hands
arranged great wreaths of flowers from the costly chandeliers, and
spread out the elegant repast upon long tables decorated with sil-
ver and gold. Wine hid away for years in dusty cellars, sparkled
into light and blushed rosy in the goblets pledged by woman’s lips.
Music swelled out in soft delicious strains upon the perfumed air,
and gray coats and blue coats, gauze dresses and home-spun dresses
mingled in and out upon the silk and satin edges of the throng,
The banner of the Iron Brigade hung high over all, broad barred
and flaunting—crowned with roses and the evergreens, for in the
festive hour war’s red terrors were laid away and only love and
mirth held high earnival. General Marmaduke and staff came in
to pass the happy hours, and pledge brimming bumpers to the
beautiful and brave. Toasts were drank in joyousness and glee,
the ladies used all the social graces of their sex to heighten the bril-
liancy of the entertainment, and all went merrily until two o’clock
in the morning. The last star had almost faded from the sky; the
purple hills away in the gloaming were emerging gray from the
ocean of twilight; the last music ripple had broken upon the ball-
room floor, and the last sigh had been breathed in the last volup-
tuous waltz, when Captain Hart read to the departing guests the
story of “<Joe Shelby’s Raid,” a poem too long for publication here,
bus filled with a recapitulation of the events of the march. Every-
thing passed off - delightfully, and the company separated filled with
the pleasures and the enjoyments of the occasion.

About the middle of November, Marmaduke had concentrated his
troops, consisting of his own brigade, under command of Colonel
Colton Greene, Cabell’s brigade, under command of Colonel J. C.
Monroe, Dobbins’ brigade, under command of Colonel R. C. New-
ton, and that portion of Shelby’s brigade that did not accompany
him into Missouri, under command of Colonel G. W. Thompson, at
Princeton, preparatory to an expedition against Pine Bluff, then
held by Colonel Powell Clayton, with twelve or fiffeen hundred
Federal troops. Colonel .Clayton was an officer of activity and
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enterprise, clear-headed, quick to gonceive, and bold and rapid to
execute. His success in the field had caused him, and no doubt
correctly, to be considered the ablest Federal commander of cavalry
west of the Mississippi river, and it was naturally supposed that he
could not be taken out of his stronghold with impunity. Marma-
duke, therefore, made his arrangements with more than ordinary
care. His scouts felt well up in the direction of Pine Bluff, and
reported everything quiet in that vicinity, and the Federal com-
mander as being unsuspicious of an impending attack.

Marmaduke moved his column out from Princeton, filled with
high hope, on a clear fall morning, intending by a rapid movement
to reach, surprise, and attack the enemy by daylight on the suc-
ceeding morning. But the road crossing the Bayou Bartholomew
bottom was found to be so exceedingly heavy, when cut up by the
passage over it of thousands of horses, that the artillery could
make but slow progress, and so much time was lost by the unavoid-
able delay that there occurred, that the head of the column did not
reach the immediate vieinity of Pine Bluff until after the sun had
risen. Marmaduke, impressed with the belief that Clayton, over-
awed by his superior force, would surrender without hazarding an
engagement, and with a view to avoid as far as possible the useless
sacrifice of his men, divided his command into three columns that
were to menace a simultaneous attack. Colonel Monroe held the
left, Colonel Newton the right, and Colonel Green the center. The
attack was not to open until the different columns got into position,
when two shots fired from the artillery in the center were to be the
signal for the onset. The distance that the different columns had
to move being unequal, Monroe got into position a half or three
quarters of an hour before the others. As soon as the center
column reached its appointed ground, Marmaduke sent in an officer
with a flag of truce, demanding a surrender. The enemy refused
to receive the flag, and the signal of attack was given. The sur-
prise was in itself complete, but it chanced that the attack occurred
on Sunday, and the whole force of the enemy was in line, under-
going the inspection usual on the morning of that day, and the

16
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Federal commander actively employed the half hour of Wwarning
that Marmaduke’s dispositions gave him, to erect hasty fortificationg
of cotton bales around the court-house and the public square,
planting his artillery in the angles, so as to sweep the streets lead-
ing up to the central point that he occupied.

At the sound of the signal the Confederates drove the enemy
rapidly before them into their fortifications. But having got them
in, the difficulty remained to get them out again. The Confed-
erates captured and burned the negro encampments above and
below the town; destroyed or appropriated all the Federal com-
missary, quartermaster, and ordnance supplies; seized their
cavalry, and draught-horses, and mules, and in many instances the
personal effects of the officers, of which, however, they took only
their public and official papers; and, in short, held the town and
everything in it, except the small area inclosed by their cotton
bales. In the meantime the main body of the troops were actively
employed in attempting to dislodge the enemy. The soldiers took
advantage of every kind of covering—houses, trees, and the in-
equalities of the ground—to pick off every man who exposed him-
self to view, while the artillery kept up a brisk fire at the court-
house, and exploded their shells continuously within the fortifica-
tions. After five or six hours of fighting in this manner, it became
apparent that the attacking force was making but little if any
progress in the work of dislodgment; and, as an auxiliary measure,
the efficacy of fire was determined on. The buildings on one side
of the public square were fired, but the wind shifted, or they were
too far removed for heat and smoke to seriously incommode the
- enemy, or from both causes combined, the effort proved un-
availing,

No course now remained but to charge the fortifications along
the streets swept by the enemy’s artillery, and take them out of
their stronghold by direct assault, or to relinquish the attempt
altogether, and retire, content with the spoils already secured.
BMost of the officers, and no doubt most of the soldiers as well;
were in favor of the course first named; but Marmaduke, after
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some hesitation, considering that it would cost the lives of two
hundred and fifty or three hundred of his best men to secure the
possession of a place that he could hold at most only a few hours,
and that there were no remunerative advantages to counterbalance
this severe loss, except the bare name of victory achieved, con-
cluded to withdraw his forces. The movement in retreat was made
without difficulty. The enemy, however, with something of the
spirit -of bravado, threw out the Fifth Kansas cavalry (Claytou’s
own regiment) dismounted, to press Marmaduke’s rear, and add as
much as possible to his further discomfiture. The Fifth Kansas,
though having a somewhat damaged reputation in the way of ap-
propriating other people’s goods and marauding generally, was,
unquestionably, a dashing body of troops in battle, and prided itself
upon never having met with a serious reverse. Marmaduke dis-
mounted Green’s regiment to receive it. The Confederates were
drawn up along the edge of a small open ficld, through which the
road passed. The enemy advanced rapidly and in line, and burst
suddenly into the open space, confronting at the distance of sixty
or eighty yards the Confederate line. The two commands were
about equal in numbers, and both very determined. They de-
livered their volleys almost simultaneously, and both stood their
ground firmly, and delivered a second and a third fire, and which-
ever gained the advantage, the Fifth Kansas made no further pur-
suit. In this deadly little episode among the Confederate loss was
Lieutenant William Biser, adjutant of the regiment, and an officer
of more than ordinary information and gallantry. Marma-
duke also had his favorite horse shot under him—a horse known
for his many warlike and fearful virtues, and that had the
additional recommendation to his owner of having been pre-
sented to him nearly a year previously by the soldiers of Shelby’s
brigade.

The event of this expedition subjected Marmaduke to some just
criticism and to a great deal of unjust denunciation. His failure
resulted, no doubt, in great part, from too great a desire to preserve
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the lives of his men, and from his supposition that Clayton woulq
be actuated by the same motive, leading him to avoid a uselesg
effusion of blood. He thought it necessary only to surround the
place to secure its immediate surrender ; and in this he was proba-
bly correct, only that he did not foresee that the Federal com-
mander would have his men in line undergoing inspection, nor that
cotton bales would be at hand, ready to be used as a formidable means
of defense. Iad he not used his artillery as a means of intimida-
tion, acting under this view of the subject, he would probably have
left it behind in the heavy mud of Bayou Bartholomew bottom,
with a sufficient guard for its protection, to have come up later in
the day. In a rapid assault the artillery would have been necessa-
rily almost entirely useless. Nor would he have delayed the attack
of the different columns as they came into position, but would have
ordered their advance at once, and thus have given the enemy suf-
ficient employment to have prevented their raising breastworks,
however convenient the material for doing so. The result under
such circumstances can hardly be a matter of speculation; for
though Clayton might have been able to hold in check, or even to
press back either one of the columns repeatedly, yet the other
column striking him successively in flank and rear, must speedily
have demoralized his command, and have ended in their total de-
struction or surrender.

When he refused to take the place by assault, he understood
thoroughly that the failure of the expedition would be used remorse-
lessly against himself personally ; but considering that he had
failed to take it in the first place by miscaleulation of his own, he
declined to retrieve the error he had made by a deadly sacrifice of
the blood of his men without any compensating advantages. If in
this he erred, the error was not one of selfishness ; and certainly
his men would rather have paid the debt, heavy as it would have
been, than have gone back worsted by an enemy inferior in num-
bers.

This battle at Pine Bluff occurred during Colonel Shelby’s
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absence in Missouri, and the author is indebted for its deseription,
as he is for the accounts of the battles of Poison Spring, Jenking’
Ferry, and Ditch Bayou, to a young friend whose generosity is only
equaled by his ability, and who, as a peerless young Trans-Missis-
sippi eavalry officer, desired to have incorporated in their proper
sequence those actions which reflected such renown upon that arm
of the service.
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CHAPTER XV.

JUsT after getting comfortably settled into camp at Washington,
General Kirby Smith came from Shreveport to Camden, intending
to make a campaign against Little Rock and drive Steele across to
Duvall’s Bluff if possible. ~Colonel Shelby received marching
orders immediately and broke up camp at once. The movement
upon Camden was the severest one of the year. The night of the
second day’s march came in with a terrible snow storm, unusually
heavy for the latitude, which, being followed by ten days of bitter,
freezing weather, rendered traveling difficult and disagreeable.
Through it all, however, the brigade struggled, and finally arrived
at Camden to find the expedition abandoned because no rations and
transportation had been provided by General Holmes, just as if the
old man had ever provided anything in his life by the time it was
needed. The garrison at Camden required meat, and Greneral Fagan
was sent across the river and even as far as the Saline to bring in
large supplies of hogs from the rich pasture lands about Pine Bluff
and Monticello. Of course Shelby had to go, notwithstanding the
exhausting raid just triumphantly concluded, and he took post near
Mount Elba Ferry, sending over Colonel Elliott with two hundred
men to scout for porkers as he would do for Federals. Elliott had
nearly finished his packing commission, when General Clayton,
holding Pine Bluff, came suddenly down to break up the business
with eight hundred of his Kansans and two pieces of artillery.
The fight lasted two hours and was very hot and stubbornly con-
tested. Elliott finally retreated, McCoy bringing up the rear with
his old company in fine style.

The hog expedition, as far as the hogs were concerned, was a suc-
cess, but not much glory acerued in a military sense. Clayton’s
force was inferior to Fagan’s and should have been cooped up in Pine
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Bluff while the live stock was being withdrawn from under his very
guns. Small detachments, however, were only thrown across the
Saline river, and these had no community of action nor depended
upon each other for mutual assistance and advice. When one gained
the advance of another, Clayton’s force, concentrated and compact,
dashed down upon it and drove it in rapidly, which would cause
Fagan to concentrate all his brigades in expectation of a general
attack.  Clayton then made a few polite bows and retired in turn
quite gracefully until some other weak and isolated detachment, fol-
lowing on his heels, aroused a hornet’s nest.

Scouting parties sent from Shelby’s brigade, although numerous
and led by daring officers, could accomplish but little. Captain
Oliver Redd, his aid-de-camp, took with him ten men—Clay Evans,
Sam. Downing, James Kirtly, Elhanan Stafford, Jim Rudd, Tom
Ustick, John Isbell, Felix Graves, Ab. Jeffreys and Lem Cochran,
and met and attacked a Federal lieutenant, Greathouse, leading a
rival party of twenty Kansans. Captain Redd charged and dis-
persed this detachment, killing four, wounding seven, and bringing
five prisoners to General Shelby.

Captain Bob Adams, with fifty men, the next day, successfully
encountered a superior force, charged and drove it pell mell to
within four miles of Pine Bluff, returning with twenty captured
horses and a dozen or so prisoners.

The restless and insatiate Arthur McCoy—whose energy and bat-
tle-intellect were Titanic—hovered around Clayton for three days, cut
off two picket posts, captured seven wagons, killed a notorious Union
bushwhacker living near Pine Bluff, and returned loaded with arms
and accouterments. Thus, while the scouting operations were going
on continually, great droves of hogs were crowding the road to Cam-
den, followed soon by the forces of General Fagan.

Lingering three or four days among the pines around this frozen,
winter-girdled town, enduring extreme cold without tents or shelter
of any kind, the brigade at last went into winter quarters eight
miles below, on the Washita river, where comfortable houses were
built from greem cottonwood planks, and a regular town laid out,
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constructed, and inhabited in five or six days. The long winter
months, hroken by alternate snows, freezes, and thaws, were spent
in hard drilling when the weather permitted, and upon the most
meager and damnable rations imaginable. Every soldier sighed for
active operations, and the chance once more to ride down some laden
commissary train. A great sham hattle at Camden gave the brigade
an opportunity to burn a little harmless powder, and amuse some
hundred or two curious ladies gathered from the country around
about. This was the last battle General Holmes ever planned in the
Trans-Mississippi, and it resulted as the others before it had done—
in “noise and smoke,” except in this, there were no pale victims left
to chide his folly. He soon left the department forever as a com-
mander, and was succeeded in his Arkansas district by Major Gen-
eral Sterling Price. As Holmes rode from the undefended eity of
Little Rock, he remarked sententiously to General Marmaduke:
“Steele will make no effort to pursue; it is not the wish of his
government to disturb us now; we are an army of prisoners and self-
supporting af that” This last expression has been attributed to
General Grant, but it was wrung from the despairing lips of Holmes
as he marched away from a position needlessly given up, and from
a city left undefended to its fate.

The days lengthened. The flown away birds when the last snow
fell came back to the meadow bars and sunned themselves upon the
warm hill-sides. The river, shrunken before as the heart of dis-
appointed love, felt the Spring moons shining softly down over the
great cottonwoods, and expanded visibly from bank to bank, now
and then breaking into joyous ripples the sullen waves of winter,
Hearing nothing—for military oracles never visited camp ¢ John C.
Moore,” and learning nothing from the customary channels—for not
a soldier did duty about the outposts—the brigade remained in bliss-
ful and refreshing ignorance of all unreliable rumors and mishegot-
ten reports; yet ominous preparations at Geeneral Price’s headquar-
ters, who succeeded General Holmes in command of the district of
Arkansas, told well and joyfully that the dreary camp-life was almost
ended.
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Suddenly, on the 28d of March, 1864, Colonel Shelby was ordered
porth of Washita river to garrison Princeton, hold the line of
the Saline, cover all roads leading into Camden, and annoy the
enemy in every disagreeable manner his known ingenuity might
invent. Price’s full brass-band escorted the Iron Brigade through
the streets of Camden, and as the veteran soldiers marched along,
conscious of their own glory and renown—impassable, firm, superbly
armed and mounted—they contributed a spectacle more imposing
and cheering than the desponding citizens had ever witnessed before.
Many breathed freer when the river had been crossed and it was
known that Shelby stood between Camden and its enemies.

Colonel Shelby was soon busy at work and having everything his
own way. Captain Wilkinson crossed the Saline with fifty men,
captured eighteen Federals and two hundred fat beeves. Lieuten-
ant Wolfenbarger brought into camp seventeen prisoners, twenty-
nine cavalry horses, and eleven sutler wagons loaded with everything
a gourmand might wish, besides nineteen boxes of first-class cognac.
Shelby had served too long as an old campaigner to waste these
good things upon post and district quartermasters, so he only sent
back to Camden the mules, wagons, and prisoners, and a dozen or
two bottles of brandy for «Old Pap,” and distributed the rest among
his deserving soldiers.

Colonel Frank Gordon was stationed in Princeton with discre-
tionary powers, and he, too, did good work. Ten or fifteen detach-
ments sent to the front returned loaded with captured wagons,
supplies, prisoners, and horses. The Federals had evidently not
been aroused from their winter’s sleep, and fell by hundreds into the
traps laid by the wily Confederates.

In this connection, a dozen or so words for Princeton. Cosily
nestled away among its green, prolific hills and quiet, refreshing val-
leys, it was filled brimful with some among the purest and best South-
ern people on earth. TFor the sick it had hospitals; for the timid it
had words of hope and courage; for the brave smiles of exquisite
grace and beauty. Out in front of Westport, along the low, rough
fence at Newtonia—where Smith fell, and Shelby saved an army—
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there were forms lying stark and still under the sober Autump
skies having close about their hearts the precious talismans given
by the patriotic girls of Princeton.

Colonel Shelby determined to give Little Rock a wholesome scare,
and selected accordingly Captains D. Williams and Bob Adams,
with fifty men each, to make a night attack upon the 3d Missouri
cavalry, keeping grand guards on the Camden road three miles from
the capital. Their camp was surrounded and charged from all sides
at daylight. Many were killed and wounded in the darkness, while
the survivors fled on foot into the city, abandoning horses, arms,
camp equipage and even the vital road itself. Williams and Adams
separating, returned by different roads, but not until two more blows
had been struck upon the enemy, now thoroughly aroused and in
motion.

Captain Bob Tucker, on a scouting expedition above Benton,
heard one evening of a ball to be given at some loyal man’s house
five or six miles from Little Rock, and he resolved to attend with-
out even an invitation. Those who dance must pay the fiddler,
says an adage old as the Plymouth Rock blarney-stone at least, and
as Bob Tucker and his rascally dragoons did not dance they had
nothing to pay of course. There were with him only fifteen men,
but stalking the house in true pioneer fashion, he had it surrounded
before a horse could be mounted or a pistol ired. Twelve stolid,
simple looking Wisconsin infantrymen were picked up and marched
off in triumph, and Captain Tucker remained behind just long
enough to admonish the amiadle hostess that in future, when such
recherche affairs were to come off, it might be better to make her
invitations a little more general.

Events gathered fast; war clouds clustered dark all about the
horizon, and two armies started simultaneously for Shreveport.
The largest under Banks, moved by Red river upon Shreveport;
and the best, under Steele, by land upon Camden. The success of
one necessitated the triumph of the other, and both had to be driven
back or the Trans-Mississippi Department was in danger. The
time, too, for battle had arrived. The army, exasperated and dispir
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ited by continual and systematic retreats, must be fought or dis-
banded; and Smith concentrated his entire infantry strength upon
Banks, leaving the cavalry to manage Steele and harass his move-
ments until the issue had been decided on Red river.

Shelby lay along the Saline covering ground to the extent of fifty
miles, his scouts traversing the entire country around Little Rock
and Pine Bluff, and far down the river below. Steele’s movements
were admirable and precise. News came in from every direction
that he was moving upon Camden, but in what force the hest spies
had not been able to determine. Gordon, right in his path at
Princeton, covered his flanks and rear with scouters, but nothing re-
liable could be gained. Shelby, quickly gathering up his entire
strength, waited quietly for Steele to pass when he intended to
throw himself upon the rear and deal him heavy blows. The num-
bers of the invading army were yet unknown, and Colonel Shelby
sent Lea, Toney, Wills, Spainhour, Wolfenbarger, Tom Walton,
Adams, Dickey, Langhorne, Plattenburg, and a dozen more to de-
termine definitely and surely before returning. They did it quickly,
but the tale to tell had much about it that was dark and gloomy.
Steele had passed through Rockport with thirteen thousand soldiers
of all arms, and forty-eight pieces of artillery, being now well on
the road to the Washita river. Immediate pursuitwas ordered,
and the brigade in splendid fighting trim took the broad big road
trampled smooth by the feet of Steele’s compact battalions. The
Federals crossed at Arkadelphia—Shelby eight miles below, while a
scout under Dan. Ingram dashed into the town and captured Steele’s
rear-guard of two cavalry companies, officers, horses, and all. Very
good so far, and the first blood for the Confederates. The evening
before the battle of the next day and ere the river had been crossed,
Colonel Shelby received the first intimation that Congress had con-
firmed his appointment as Brigadier General. The information
came in a kind letter from Colonel Colton Greene, than whom no
braver nor better officer ever drew sword, and who was rising rapidly
into fame and prominence just as the Southern sun went down in
blood. He paid a generous tribute to his comrade’s worth; wished
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him future glory and success; and closed by saying: “ Whatever
laurels the future has in store for you, be sure none can be greener
and fresher than those already bound upon your brow.”

Promotions are not always given to the most deserving, and long
months of active and successful service create sometimes no recog-
nition beyond empty compliments and cheap notoriety in general
orders. The capacity to do and to suffer is rare indeed, and can
not be purchased without genius nor flattered by burnished sabers
and glittering regimentals. The country—alas! for her desire and
uses—had too many butterfly brigadiers, gyrating around corres.
pondents and absorbing newspaper notoriety under the transient
sunshine of congressional or executive favoritism. The remoteness
of the Trans-Mississippi Department from Richmond; the lack of
all official information concerning it; and a foregone intention to
abandon it as soon as possible, made the merits of its officers little
understood—their service and their victories ignored and unappre-
ciated. Occidentals could do nothing right, nor could the mantle of
genius cover many beyond the sacred precinets of West Point; yet,
when the plain story had been told to Mr. Davis, and explained o
Congress of how Colonel Shelby had fought, marched, bled, gained
and triumphed—his appointment was confirmed and the commission
made out with promising alacrity.

General Shelby was too busy with battle preparations to rejoice
even over the proud but well merited promotion, for ammunition had
to be issued in plentiful quantities; Colling’ new splendid four-gun
battery must be looked to with parental eyes; five days’ rations were
to cook and stow away, and every wagon but a small ammunition
train sent to the rear. All these various duties were not finished
until nearly sunset, when the brigade was assembled under arms,
orders issued to move precisely at moonrise—which came just at
twelve o’clock—and the war orders read to the eager and impatient
men.

“iSoldiers of Shelby’s Brigade : You march in four hours to attack
the enemy. He is strong, well equipped, and not deficient in
courage, but I intend that you shall ride down his infantry and
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seotter his battalions by the splendor of your charge. You have
just four hours to say your prayers, make your needful prepara-
tions, and nerve your hearts for the onset. It will he desperate,
because you are brave; bloody, because you are reckless; and
tenacious, because I am to-day a Confederate Brigadier General,
I have told you often about our homes, our country, and our
glorious cause—to-day, I simply appeal to your ambition, your
fame, your spotless reputation and your eternal renown. Strike as
you struck at Marshall; charge as you charged at Marshall, and
the day is won.”

Then a great shout went up from three thousand soldiers when
their hopes were at last realized, and their loved leader stood before
them entitled to wear the wreath and the broad buff sash. Changes,
too, had been made in the brigade during its winter’s rest, Shanks
was a full Colonel, Frank Gordon also; Thompson no longer com-
- manded the 3d Regiment, and Smith had been elected in his place.
Blackwell was Licutenant Colonel of the 1st, and Captain George
Gordon promoted to Major, while Lieutenant Colonel Erwin came
in next to Shanks in the 2d, and Captain Vivion to the Majorship.
Elliott had also recruited his battalion to a full regiment, and Cap-
tain Wash McDaniel was elected Lieutenant Colonel, with Captain
Walton as Major. Heroic officers all, and tried in the fire of a
hundred conflicts.

This battery of Colling’ was one of the features of the old
brigade, too, and the men had a species of tender love and rever-
ence for the guns. They wanted them in their midst. They de-
sired to camp around them; they swore to protect them, and they
inevitably cheered thewn whenever their voices thundered out over
the field. The artillery company was composed of merry, frolicking,
devil-may-care fellows, ever ready for fun and fighting. First com-
manded by Joseph Bledsoe, brother of the celebrated Hi. Bledsoe,
whose “Old Sacramento” was a household word in Missouri, and
afterward by Captain Richard A. Collins, the battery was Shelby’s
pet. When not required elsewhere, he was always close up to his
guns. He had a passion for artillery, and would frequently dis-
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mount under the hottest fire to coolly sight and discharge one piece
after another, although Collins would sometimes hint rather broadly
that he had twenty men much better shots than their General. The
organization also was peculiar, and the officers were possessed of
various qualifications. On the field Collins was unsurpassable, and
considered the finest battery commander in Smith’s army. First
Lieutenant Dave Harris possessed all the courage and iron firmness
of Collins, with more of reticence and less of demonstration. Lieu-
tenant Jake Connor was ornamental, stylish, and kept up its repu-
tation among the ladies. Lieutenant Inglehart had the energy of
Shelby himself, and a business tact peculiar and profitable to his
company. Lieutenant Coleman Smith was cultivated and refined,
studying artillery as a science, and coolly and effectively putting
into practice on the battle-field the scientific facts and demonstra-
tions he had delved from books in the silence and solitude of the
woods. Lieutenant Luther Wayman, who afterward preferred the
cavalry, had great ideas of dash and enterprise. His element wag
to gallop about rapidly with one gun, fire from sudden and unlooked
for points, and then away again to another oufre position. The
non-commissioned officers and privates were always chosen because
of something sturdy and daring about their character, and for some
quixotic act accomplished. The escapades and mad-cap adventures
of John Cloudesly, Joe Cooper, Jack Anthony, Joe Graham, Chas.
Davis, Tom Pritchard, John Williams, Jimmy O’Grady, Jeff. Elliott,
Silas Starkes, Ben. Hainline, Frank Ward, Billy Grigsby, Henry
Grigsby, John and Alec Cooper, Dave Smith, Gus Armstrong, Joe
Beale, John Graham, George Wilcox, John Paul, James ILindsay,
Wm. Pollack, James Hamilton, Charley Tyler, and Wesly Beale
would fill a larger volume than this. The bugler, too—Uncle
Tommy Wilcox—was a genius. An old, gray-haired veteran of
the Mexican war, he had lost none of the fire and courage of youth,
but marshaled his men to the drill and to battle with a bugle whose
tones were strikingly loud and harmonious.

Another peculiar feature of Colling’ immortal battery was its
bear—a veritable, good-natured, intelligent black bear. Shelby’s

|
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ordnance officer, Captain Wave Anderson, bought it quite young
from some hunters near White river and presented it, as a pet, to
Collins. This bear—rejoicing in the euphonious soubriquet of
“Postlewait”—lived as it were amid the guns. The men fed,
caressed, and toyed with him; ladies came from a distance to
stroke his black coat and surfeit him on sweetmeats and delicacies;
and unchained and domesticated, he roamed about at will among
the regiments, thrusting his ugly face into sauce-pans and stew-
kettles. In minor engagements the bear was always at his post,
and dodged and shirked like a veritable coward whenever the shells
and grape-shot rattled about his gun; but when the surroundings
gave promise of bloody battle, Collins invariably removed his pet
to some safe place with the horses, much to the delight of “Postle-
wait.”

It was Jimmy O’Grady, the irrepressible Irishman of this battery,
who, upon one occasion, when the position was dreadfully hot,
called out loudly : “Captain, be jabers, an’ if yes stay here much -
longer ivery hoss will be kilt entirely.”” - The men were nothing to
Jimmy.

At Prairie d’Ann, John Pollack had his right side shot away
and James Lindsay an arm, when they were both placed in an
ambulance and started to the rear. They were splendid gunners,
and loved their pieces almost to idolatry. Suffering dreadfully,
Pollack yet raised up, looked at his gun and remarked: “Ah! Jim,
we have fired our last picce for old Joe.”

The great red moon came up at last over the tree-tops, looking
sullen and dejected. White mists from the river blew wreaths of
spray-spotted hair all about the leaf-crowned trees, and wrapped the
low shrubs in clouds of dew and moisture. It was chilly too in the
early Spring, but slowly on through the dark, dank cane-brakes, and
amid the rank bushes of the luxuriant bottom growth, the brigade
went swiftly, reaching the river long before daylight. The water
at the ford ran rapid and deep, but plunging and swimming through,
the river was safely crossed, not, however, before many unfortunate
riders had gone down to a good ducking in the freezing water. The
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silence about the column now became fearful and thrilling with
coming death.

Beyond the river the broad wire road from Arkadelphia to Wagh-
ington lay before the brigade, cut into almost bottomless pits by the
iron wheels of innumerable wagons, and abundant unmistakable
signs told that the rear was near at hand. Thorp led the advance,
and Shelby had ordered him to charge from the first, charge upon
sight, and charge continually. At a large frame house on the right
of the road, and just about two miles from where Steele’s rear was
overtaken, lived Colonel Boseman, a substantial farmer and strong
Secessionist. Some two dozen Iadies were congregated there in
every temperature of excitement, for the hands of the spoilers had
been laid heavily upon their goods, and as the house stood in a cen-
tral position, they assembled for mutual eondolence and sympathy.
When the head of Shelby’s brigade marched firmly and defiantly
down the road so near to Steele, these poor women went frantic
almost with joy and revenge. They oried, shouted, praised God,
sang psalms, and one of the younger ones even went so far as to
throw her arms around Captain Charley Jones and bid him march to
the battle with a “firm reliance upon heaven and the right”
“Heaven’s a mighty good place for angels,” whispered Jones, re-
turning the ardent pressure of the beautiful devotee, “but this earth
will do me very well just now, especially when I can gaze into such
eyes as I do at this moment.” Whether his bold, bad looks de-
stroyed the spell or whether the religious fit passed off he could not
tell, but true it was she broke away like some frightened bird, and
fluttered off to the house in sweet confusion.

Ah! danger ahead. Thorp’s quick eyes saw blue forms in the
road above, and several hundred more swarming around a large, cool
spring drinking by file. This was a heavy brigade of infantry cov-
ering Steele’s rear, and led by a General Rice, never known before
perhaps-—but still General Rice commanding a grim hrigade.
“Steady, men, steady” were the low, calm words of Thorp as he
dashed splendidly down upon the infantry in the road, the infantry
around the spring, and the unseen infantry in line among the bushes
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beyond. Through the ranks under a deadly fire sweeping the road
on the right and left, sabering, stabbing, shooting the disjointed
companies, Thorp thundered on, glorying in his young manhood, and
that one word “forward” coming loud on the breeze from Shelby’s
lips. The infantry regiment in the rear rallied across the road and
delivered one murderous, deadly fire. Thorp went down in the
battle’s van badly shot, his horse dead across his body, and by his
side, in the blood and the mire of that fatal lane, were Kavanaugl,
Little, Prior, Wills, Marshall, Levy, Smith, the brothers Lascy and
twenty others dead or dying. Shelby heard the fierce roar of the
battle storm in front and came on at a gallop. Rice retreated rap-
idly and gained a splendid position. On the right into the line went
the brigade at a run, and advanced swiftly upon the crouching in-
fantry in the woods—horses against steel; naked bosoms against
logs and trees. Klliott, on the left in a large field, felt the whirl-
wind first, and three times he charged the woods, and three times he
was repulsed.  Shelby saw his devoted efforts and galloped to the:
front. “My gallant boys, it will not do, you have no backs to show.
Once more—once move, and follow me!” Leading this heroic re-
giment upon the muzzles of two thousand muskets, General Shelby
broke the enemy’s line and poured his column through the gap.
Gordon and Vivion charged so flercely that numbers of horses fell
bayoneted, and Captain Adams rode three times through the ranks,
backward and forward. Collins had been busy too and fought his
battery magnificently. The dead and wounded of the advance were
tenderly sent to the rear, and General Shelby called to him Captain
D. Williams. “I can not compliment an officer more pointedly,” he
said, “than by assigning to him a post of imminent danger, Take
command of the advance so noblyled by Captain Thorp, and let me
see you do good work this day.” Williams did do good work, and
‘wherever the firing was hottest and the hullets thickest, there were
the forms of the decimated forlorn hope—there were Williams and
his beautiful gray steed. Rice in full retreat, yet in admirable order,
was pursued with: a bitterness never before exhibited by the brigade,
and he sent for immediate succor. Steele gave him another brigade
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and one six-gun battery. With these heavy reinforcements Rice
made a vigorous stand and fought desperately. The woods fired
during the retreat of the Federals now blazed fiercely everywhere,
consuming alike their dead and wounded. In the face of blinding
smoke, heat, and whirling cinders from the dry trees on fire, the
brigade advanced to the attack of this second position. The six-gun
battery opened at once, but Collins silenced it by a dozen rounds, and
the infantry and cavalry joined battle. For two hours it was evenly
balanced, a brigade against a division. General Shelby lost another
of his famous sorrels, his saddle holsters were shot away and blood
drawn in two places from touching bullets, yet he hurled his whole
force in one desperate charge upon Rice’s right, rode over for the
second time the 9th Wisconsin Infantry, and scattered the Federals
through the woods like partridges. Until darkness stopped pursuit
the chase went swiftly -on. Prisoners were brought in by com-
panies, the dead and wounded strown through the woods for miles
in extent, and Rice shot twice, hatless and swordless, finally reached
the main army, swearing he fought nothing but devils who rode
horses upon his bayonets and shot his infantry in square with re-
volvers. Rice spoke simple truth and nothing more. But twice
afterward and never before had Shelby’s brigade fought so despe-
rately and so persistently for eight long hours. Never, perhaps,
in the war had a column of cavalry rode over veteran infantry in
chosen positions among heavy timber, a strong wind blowing fierce
flames in their faces, and the ground filled with ravines and streams
of deep and running water. Not a company wavered nor a regiment
faltered. The lines advanced with unbroken front and galloped into
column when the chase was at its best. Many old soldiers fell in
this day’s battle—nearly two hundred—but the enemy suffered fear-
fully and the Confederates were satisfied. The last struggle took
place after it became too dark to distinguish objects four rods away.
Lieutenant Colonel Blackwell, Colonel Elliott, and Major George
Gordon, with several companies nearest cut off three hundred Fed-
erals operating on their extreme