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228 CONFEDERATE VETERAN.

HAND TO HAND FIGHT IN THE ARMY,

L. G. WitLiams, Memphis, Tenn., gives an account, of
which the following are oxtracts, concerning a fight be-
tween Corporal McBride and Maj. Rosegarten :

During Christmas week of 1862 the Forby-fifth Missis-
sippi Regiment Infantry, of Wood's Brigade, Cleburne's
Division, was on picket duty near Triune, Tenn. Rose-
erans and Brage were advancing their armies and ma-
neuvering 8o as to make Murfreesboro or its vicinity the
seene of battle, where was fought one of the bloodiost
and most stubborn engagements of the great war, It
was fought December 31, 1862, and January 1 and 2,
1863, and the Confederates were dofeated, '

The writer, then a youth of cighteen, was second ser-
geant of Company A, of the Forty-fifth Mississippi. J.
T. McBride was first corporal of the same company.
This fight actually took place, and I trust that other
witnesaes on both sides are still alive who will be able to
correct me if I make mistakes. I write from memory.

At the time mentioned, our company was deployed as
gkirmishers to meet an advance o%qgavalry of Gen. Mc-
Cook's Corps. We engaged with a body of horsemen
from a Michigan regiment, I think it was the Fifth,
When the erack of carbines and rifles got to be pretty
lively, our colonel gave the command: “Skirmishers re-
treat!” The entire company heard and obeyed except
Capt, Conmor and Corporal K{c Bride, who were too far
away to hear and too busy at the time to heed.

To the rear of our skirmish line, some seventy-five or
eighty yards, was a ten rail worm fence which would
have to be climbed in the retreat. McBride had his eye
on nome ten or twelve cavalrymen, led by an officer, who
were advancing at a gallop, and at the pame time real-

_ized that his company bad fallen back. He determined

to make their leader, who was some distance ahead of
his men, a target, fire, and then join his command, which
by this time had almost passed out of view. Wait.inﬁ
till the officer got within twenty or thirty feet, he too

deliberate aim and pulled trigger, when his gun snapped.
The major, for that was his ranlk, dashed forward, almost
standing in his stirrups, his saber raised to cleave his en-
emy's crest, confident of victory, when MeBride elubbed
his gun and before the major could strike he was
knocked from his horse and badly stunned. This was
the corporal's chance to retreat, as the men had not
reached him, having stopped to capture Capt. Connor
and talk to him, so MeBride made for the rear in * dou-
ble quick time.” Arriving at the fence, he attempted to
get over, but being rather clumsy, and the day damp
and drizzly, on grasping the top rail to aid him in get.
ting over, it would slip or be drawn toward him, eansing
him to let go and fall flat on his back. Three times he
made efforte to go over the fence, but each time it was a
glip and & fall. Rising for the fourth time, the major,
having recovered from the blow and still on foot, was
upon i_im savagely cutting and thrusting at him with
his saber, making his mark in good shape across the
front of MeBride's body. This infuriated the corporal,
who sprang at the major like a bulldog, caught him
around the body, threw him down, straddled him, and
nearly pounded the life out of him with his fists. At
this moment the major's troopers, a sergeant and eight
or ten men, ¢ame up, excitedly and angrily shouting:
“Bhoot the rebel! shoot him kill him! No, don't shoot,
boys, you'll kill the major! take him off! jerk him off!”
interspersed with other expressions more profane than

polite. At last they got him off the major, who was
beaten inte insensibility almost and was powerless.
But MecBride had his *dander up,” and struck and
kicked at the sergeant and his men ferociously, who
threatened to kill him if he didn't give in at once. His
own captain finally commanding him, “ Surrender, Joe;
surrender, you fool!” caused him to submit, but even
then reluctantly. The cavalrymen were very much in-
censed at such pugnacity and nearly frenzied at the con-
dition of their commander, whom they seemed to love
very devotedly. They put irons on the corporal as a
mark of disgrace as well as a means of safety, and
marched him with other prisomera to Gen. MeCoolk's
headquarters. On the way to the general our prisoner
was gtill belligerent and unconquered, fighting tho yan-
kees with his tongue, saying: * Ef yer'll torn me loose, [
kin lick every one uv yer, one at er time!" When they
reached headquarters, the sergeant saluted Gen. MceCool:,
and eaid: “ General, I bring you some prisoners.”

After returning the salute, the general asked: * What's
the matter with that man's hands?"

“1 had te put irons on him, general.”

“What for?”

“ Bagause he wouldn't surrender.”

“Take them off instantly, sir. It's the duty of a sol-
dier not to surrender.” '

After questiouing Capt. Connor as to Bragg's strenguh,
ete, and receiving from the captain the somewhat flatter-
ing as well as politic answer: “ Why, Gen. McCook. you
are too good a soldier to expect me to anawer your ques-
tion, even if I knew," the general dismisaed the sergeant
with his prisoners.” Shortly after this incident com-
menced the tramp, tramp, tramp of the caplured * rebs ™
and their escort or guard toward Mllrf'reeas};.'mm.

Ah, how many brave lives went out with the midnight
knell of the old year on that memorable December 31,
1862, in that battle of Murfreesboro or Stone’s River!

The temptation for reminiscence and retrospection is
great, but 1 won't indulge. T rejoice, however, that

The lines which the wheels of artiliery had traced

In the blood-softened loam long since are effaced ;

Amnil the footpricts the encmics lefl on the mold

Are lost ‘neath the harvest flalds surfeit of yold.

May the bloom nf the wild flowers by the clear river's side
In sweetness and beaoty mark the spot where each died.

But to our hero. By the time they arrived in the
neighborhood of the battlefield the number of prisoners
hn‘f inecreased until there werse two hundred or three
hundred, they having been picked up here and there.
Here McBride was pointed out to the Federals and oth-
ers who came to see the prisoners as the vicious rebel
who killed Maj. Rosegarten, it having been reported that
the gallant major had died. T have often wondered if
he did die, or was it ramor? The morning of the battle
the prisoners and their guard (which had been increased
in numbers) were grouped around fires trying to keep
warm. Among them was a tough-looking, stoutly built
Irishman, who was full of fun, guying everything and
everybody, scoring the Southern Confederacy and Con-
federate soldiers, and in a spirit of banter said he could
tlick the divil out av any bloody Confetherate from
Jeff Davis down to the lowest private, be dad!” Final-
ly McBride, seeing that the remarks were to him, said he
couldn’t lick him. So the guard and guarded, being in
for fun, gathered around the champions, exclaiming:
“Make a ring, boys! make a ring, and let 'em have it
out!” A ring was formed, and at it they went, the cor-
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poral terribly in earnest, the Irishman indifferent and
amiling. McBride was soon © knoclked out."

In ﬁw midst of the battle that raged that morning,
McBride would shout to his friends, the enemy, as they
ran and dodged, * What yer runnin' fer? why don't yer
atand and fight like men?™ and tried his best to rally
Rosey's men, until his fellow-prisoner, Capt. Connor, in-
terposed, saying, “ For God's sake, Joe, don't try to ral-
ly the yankees| keep ‘em on the run. Do anything to
continue the demoralization, and let's make our escﬂ.rc.“

With all the disorder, however, the guard kept their
prisoners well in hand, ecscorting them to a place of safe-
ty. Corporal McBride was sent to Camp Douglas. The
following epring he was exchanged, and you may be
sure his return was greeted with hearty welcome by his
comrades of the Forty-fifth. He returned in timo to
take part in the campaign beginning at Tullahoma,
Tenn., passing unharmed through the battles of Chicka-
mauga, Missionary Ridge, and Ringgold Gap. In all
these engagements Corporal MeBride added fresh laurels
to his fame for courage and devotion to duty as color
bearer. At last, however, after bearing our colors fear-
lesaly through Resaca, at New Hope Church, on the
Konncsaw line, Marietta, Atlanta, and Jonesboro, he
bravely planted them on the fateful breastworks at
Franklin, Tenn., on that awful November evening in
1864, and there gave up his life.

Corporal J. T. MeBride was mustered into service at
Jackson, Miss., November 4, 1861, Company A, Third
Mississippi- Battalion of Infantry. He was from near
Woestville, the county seat of Simpson County, where he
owned a little farm on which he supported himsslf and
family. He was a devout Methodist.

Is war wrong? God kiows,

Chaly one Ju ie ig just, for only one
Engweth the hearts of men, and beart= a'one
Are guilty or guiltless

VETERANS IN OLD NORTH CAROLINA,

Comeapes at Pitteboro, N. C,, had a good time recent-
ly. 1t was the oceasion for the annual reunion of Leon-
idas J. Merritt Camp (387 U.C. V.). The platform was
gracefully dﬁf‘:ﬂrﬁ,b}dr.) In it was the last flag placed upon

efferson Davis's coffin before his burial at Richmond.
Capt. W. L. London, Commander of the Camp, officiated
in the procecdings, and the old chagiain of the }aﬁllrl‘ﬂﬂﬂlh
North Carolina led a prayer. Oran A. Hanner, who
was a lieutenant in the Twenty-sixth North Carolina, gave
a vivid account of prisen life on Johpson's Island, speak.-
ing from twenty months' experience. He read a poam on
the battle of Gettysburg, written by a Texan, who was his
fellow-prisoner. Col. J. K. Lane madean addressupon the
war record of the late Benator Vance. Vance was the
first colonel of the Twenty-sixth Regiment, and Lane the
last. The address was replete with tender recollections
and interesting incidents in the career of the *great war
Governor,” and many instances were mentioned which
illustrated the deep affection of the soldiers of his regi-
ment for him while their colonel. Col. Lane received a
savere wound in the mouth, while leading that regiment,
with its flag in ite hand, at Gettysburg, in which battle
it lost heavily in killed and wounded.

H. A, London gave a sketch of Chatham's companies
in the Confederate army, and also gave some official sta-
tistica of the losses at Gettysburg, showing among other
things that of the 15,299 Confoderates killed and wounded
in that battle more than one-fourth (4,063) were North

Carolinians. He eulogized the valor of North Carolina'a
goldiers in that great battle, and cited as an illustration
the storming of Cemetery Heichts by the Sixth North
Carolina ]h}ginmnt} which broke through the enemy's
line and captured and held for a time their artillery,
Mr. J. H. Williams, who was in that charge and who
was loading his musket, while standing by one of the
captured cannon, and firing at the retreating Federals, was
called on to tell of that gallant charge, which he did
with a modesty that was equaled only by his valor. Mr.
W. W. Edwards, of the old Twenty-sixth, the * Orator of
the West,” spoke. He was frequently interrupted with

ME. WILMER M LEAN'S HESIDENCE.
[ Whare Gen. Les Surrondered. ]

applause and laughter, alternating with tender and touch-
ing pathos and amusing anecdotes,

Mr. John M. Edwards, of old Chatham Rifles, was the
Iast speaker and pictured the bright side of things. The
members of the Camp reassembled and elected officers
for the ensuing year as follows: Commander, John K.
Liane; Lieutenant Commanders, O, A. Hannoer, T. B. Las-
ater, and J. II. Williams; Adjutant, Henry A. Loodon;
Quartermaster, Abram J. Lane; Surgeon, Dr. 1. A,
Hanks; Chaplain, Rev. A. H. Perry; Treasurer, John M.
Edwards; Color Sergeant, J. M. Burnett.

L. Huaues, Dyersburg, Tenn.: “Shake hands across
the bloody chasm? Can't do it, injury too great. I
was hospital steward with Surgeon Riee, Chief Surgeon of
Cheatham's Division, When we were before Nashville
in December, 1864, between the lines was the residence
of Maj. Vaulz's father. They had to vacate it suddenly,
and left lots of provisions behind. That night Maj
Vaulx organized a raid, went in and brought out sugar,
coffee, hams, canned goods, ete., galore. A can of oys-
ters fell to our lot, which I carefully stowed away in
our medicine chest to stuff a turkey for our Christmas
dinner. Now you ean imagine the pleasurable anticipa-
tions. Our cook, a genius, had secured a turkey and
hid it to fatten. But then the 16th and 17th came
along, and we went quickstepping toward the shore of
Tennessee River; and on Christmas day, weary, worn,
depressed, and hungry, while waiting our turn to cross
the pontoon, about thres o'clock, Dr. Rice came around
and eaid: “ Pony, haven't you that ecan of oysters?"
He and I had oysters for dinner with hard-tack, but not
with turkey. Forgive, not much; forget, never."
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There is nothing printed of- equal benefit save
only *‘the book of books,”™ and its holy mission will
be maintained. Let us all continue diligent until
the end comes. The advantage of the united broth-
erhood of Confederates, co-operating through one
channel, is manifest in the fact, already demon-
strated, that comrades are scattered over the face
of the earth. In nearly all of the hundreds of
Camps throughout Texas, there are representatives
from the wvarious Southern States. This unity of
action will help largely that charity work so much
needed among thousands of unfortunate veterans.
While the subscription ($1) is payable in advance,

no Confederate has ever been cut off from patronage’

who asked indulgence. Besides, thousandsof copies,
in the aggregate, have been sent to comrades
through requesis of subscribers. Single numbers

will be read with interest by many who would not

ask their names placed on the subscription list,
hence subscribers will do such a favor when remit-
ting by sending the names of such veterans.

In the reports of the Houston reunion it is sought
to give the best papers, and to report such of the

proceedings as will be of greatest benefit, buf the-

articles will be in independent form.

The veteran library has been enriched by the:
Confederate Memorial Addresses, etc., of the Ladies' "

Memorial Association of New Bern, North Carolina.
In May, 1885, they had completed, after eighteen

vears, a beautiful mouument,-‘haviug‘ raised $3,700.
The front inseription is “°C. 8. A., 1861-1865. Oux

Deap.” 'The little volume is largely devoted to a
sketch of the life and military career of Gen.
James Johnston Pettigrew.

Captain Will Miller, of Aacadia, La., writes of

his pleasure in Captain Ridley’s Journal, as pub-.

lished in the VeETERAN, for he was there too. His

art of the $54,000 given to the soldiers was

1.12% cents, and he adds: My bedfcllow and I
threw heads and tails for the odd 234 cents. I won
it, and next day gave my five cent piece for $60.00
in Confederate money—the worst trade I ever made.
The Mexican dollar and. United States ten cent
piece I have yet, which my daughter prizes very
highly, sheand her brother cut their teeth on them."

Particulars of the death of a Mr. Thurman, a
young Confederate soldier from Mississippi, who
died in Virginia in 1862, and who was a pupil at
William and Mary's College, in Virginia, when the
war began, can be obtained by writing to Edward
W. Roberts, Bremond, Robertson Co., Texas.

H. MclInnis, of Lakeland, Fla., in renewing his
subscription says: “CoNFEDERATE VETERAN will
be the countersign with your humble servant for
this year or until next guard mount." -

Confederate Veteran.

EVENTS IN BATTLE OF MURFEEESEORO.

Dr. F. G. Hickman, Vandalia, Ill., whose noble
service to Confederate prisoners has been reported
in‘the VETERAK, writes: i

Johnson's Division of McCook's Corps, which was
ofl the extreme right in the battle of Murfreesboro,
was the first to give way. I had selected for my
regimental hospital a house which had been va-
cated. This house was on the Wilkinson or Man-
son pike. Soon after the commencement of the bat-
tle, an ambulance was driven to the hospital, bring-
ing Gen." Kirk, of Illinois, badly wounded. He
wotlld not allow us to remove him from the ambu-
lance, and said *to us, “*Boys, get out of here as
soon as possible, or you will all be captured.” His
ambulance was driven on at once and escaped. 1
gave orders to the ambulance drivers to follow, and
they did sé as soon as the horses could be hitched
(they were already harnessed), but were too late,
for the Confederate Cavalry soon overtook them. I
was more fortunate. I did not follow, but went
.across the fields. One of the ambulances contained
all of my surgical instruments, my valise and sur-
geon’s sword. ‘The valise contained a brand new
uniform. The sword, too, was entirely new. The

- instruments, doubtless, fell into hands of others who

knew what to do with them. Theuniform was evi-
dently not so much appreciated, especially on ac-
count of its color. The surgeon’s sword was a

" Christmas present from my assistant surgeon, and

I regretted to lose it. In my valise there was an
ambrotype of my brother-in-law, Capt. B. H. Stur-
griss, of the Eighth Illinois, that I had just received.
I regretted the loss of the picture more than all else.
Col. Sturgiss was promoted from Second Lieu-
tenant to the command of his regiment. He an-
gwered to his last roll call five years since. His
memory is revered by every soldier who ever heard
him give the command, *Come on boys!" If I
could recover- that picture I would be under preat
obligations. I have often thought of advertising
for it, but there has never been so good a way of
doing so as now in the VETERAN, .
L. G. Williams, in the August C. V., speakingofa
hand to hand conflict between Capt. McBride and
Maj. Bosegarten, says, “‘It having been rumored
that the gallant Major died, I have often wondered
if it was true.” I can answer. The Major sur-
vived this combat, but met his death shortly after-
wards. He and Maj. Ward, both of the Fifteenth
Pennsylvania Cavalry, were mortally wounded ina
skirmish on Monday evening, and carried to the
house of Dr. Manson, where they both died the
same night, attended by my assistant surgeon,

Letters from veterans are an important feature.
Many for this number are held over,

Frank Anderson, Mashville, T'enn., who was one
of Gen. John B. Hood's escort, writes for informa-
tion concerning one Capt. Saunders, from Ken-
tucky, who commanded the escort of some Major
General in Hood's army. Mr. Anderson adds: *'He
did me a great personal favor the morning after

 the Franklin fight.”
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tause and their contempt for Lincoln's hirelings. The com-
mander of the post has issued the following order, which is
not quite so brutish, but akin to that of Butler:
“ ‘Heappuarrers, Post oF St. Aucustivg, May 17, 1862

“‘Certain women having conducted themselves last even-
ing and this morning in a manner grossly insulting to the
United States forces stationed here by collecting together in
the plaza and there openly manifesting their disloyalty to the
United States, I have ordered that hereafter any woman who
shall be guilty of any open and offensive exhibition of dis-
loyalty shall be held in strict arrest. And furthermore, if
another such disgraceful seene is emacted, I shall enforce the
full vigor of martial law on the city,

“‘By order of Louis Bell, Lieutenant Colonel 4th N. H.
Val, commanding Post of St. Augustine, Fla.

H. F. Wiccin, Acting Adjutant’

“Information has reached us to the effect that many poor
families whose husbands are in the war are in very destitute
condition. The Federals refuse to allow them to leave the
city, and will not sell them the necessities of life. They
should by all means be relieved. Tt would be better to have
the litile “Ancient City' laid in ashes than to allow our noble-
hearted women and children to suffer for the want of food
and be subjected to all kinds of insult”

EXPERIENCES IN CAMP CHASE PRISON.

John W. Robinson, Arcadia, La, who was a member of
Company B, rzth Louisiana Regiment, and who was captured
at Nashville December 16, 1864, and sent to prison at Camp
Chase, Ohio, gives an account of his experiences:

“My first night in prison was spent in Nashville in a rock
quarry, surrounded by a strong guard, There were about one
thousand of us, It was a cold, sleety night, and the Federals
would not allow us a spark of fire. On that memorable night
several of us came near freezing to death, and it was with
much exertion that we survived it. The following day we
were put in the Nashville Penitentiary, where we were fed
on a small ration of bread for ten days. From there we were
taken to Camp Chase, which, from all accounts, was the best
prison the MNorth afforded. Our rations were limited. We
were fed at nine o'clock in the forenoon and at three in the
afternoon. These rations consisted mainly of one hard-tack
each and a small piece of pickled beef for breakfast, and for
dinner a tin plate of corn meal mush and a tin pint cup of
salty beef water in which the beef had been cooked the night
before. We did not have at all the luxury of a cup of coffee.
From Camp Chase we were taken to Point Lookout, Md.,, and
were put into an open prison, without house or shelter, over-
loaking the bay. We were guarded there by negroes alto-
gether. On the first night in that prison the guards shot into
the prison all around, the fusillade lasting ten minutes. It was
like a strong skirmish fight. The guards' beat was on a wall
arqund the prison about twenty feet high. On the following
morning we were told that the firing the night before was
simply a custom when a new lot of prisoners were put in.
Some of my company were killed and others wounded.”

SToMEWALL Jacksow Cowverren a Uwmiow Sormier—A. C.
MclLeary, of Humboldt, Tenn., gives an account of how Stone-
will Jackson made a Christian of an infidel Union soldier:
“Seeing the poem, ‘Stonmewall Jackson's Way,' in the issue of
the Vereran for September, reminds me! While I was spend-
img last winter at Wagoner, Ind. T., I attended the MNorthern
Presbyterian Church, as we had no Southern Church there
The pastor organized the Brotherhood of St Andrew and

Conpfederate Ueteran.

Philip, composed of men old and young, and we met every
Sunday afterncon. The subject one day was faith while
praying in secret and in public. Each one was called upon
to make a talk and give his experience, and in a-way [ gave
mine a3 a young Confederate soldier. The pastor made ap
interesting talk during which he mentioned an ex-Federal
soldier back in Pennsylvania, now a strict member of the
Presbyterian Church, but who had gone into the army an in-
fidel. He said that he soon learned that when Stonewall Jack-
son spent the night in prayver they would always get the worst
of the fight the next day, and that it showed him there was 3
God, and he came home when the war closed a converted
man."”

MONUMENT AT BILL ARF'S GRAVE.

The family of Maj. Charles H. Smith have erected a neat
monument with the funds sent through the VETERAN, A note
from Miss Marian Smith states: “The beautiful cross rest-
ing on the smarble slab is the one bought with the Confed-

crate Veteran money. The cross is massive—about six fe'f-t
high. Across the bar are the letters ‘C. H. 5. On the base i3
‘From his Confederate Veteran friends! We think it lovely,
and thank you. o

GALLANTRY OF GENERAL ROSECRANS.

BY J. E. CARRUTH, AUBURN, MISS,

The article in the September VeEreERan, “Why General Sher-
man's Mame Is Detested,” prompts me to write of an incident
that is worthy of publication and shows the spirit of true
manhood in General Fosecrans.

Just prior to the battle of Murfreesboro Wood's Brigade
(afterwards Lowrey's), Cleburne's Division, was protecting
the rear of the army as it moved from Nashville to Mur-
freesboro. Companies A and G, of the 45th Mississippi, com-

i
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manded by Capt. Thomas P. Connor, were on picket duty,
and were being hard pressed by the Federal cavalry, who made
a sortie around their left flank and captured Captain Connor
and several of his men. One of them was Joel T. McBride,
a man of powerful frame and a fine soldier, though he had
some infirmity of the feet which disabled him greatly when
attempting to run.

On the battlefield a few days later we captured some copies
of the Chattanooga Rebel. The paper gave a detailed account
of the capture of Captain Connor and his men, stating that
when commanded to surrender they all complied except Me-
Bride, who wheeled and fired at Major Witherspoon, who
was in command of the squadron, but missed him, whereupon
the Major gave him a severe saber cut on the head. Nothing
daunted, McBride with the butt of his rifle struck the Major
and killed him. McBride was taken to General Rosecrans
with handeuffs on. After hearing the statement, the General
ordered the handcuffs taken off, stating that instead of special
punishment he should be commended, and ordered that a
surgeon dress his wounds and that he be well cared for,
given plenty to eat, etc.

These prisoners after a while were exchanged and returned
to their commands. They verified the statement as being true,
and McBride till the day that he went down bearing the colors
of the old 45th in the battle of Franklin carried the scar on
his head from that saber cut. Your scribe was captured at
Franklin, and was released from Camp Douglas Prison on
June 18, 1865. Yes, all “honor” to-the men, general or pri-
vate, friend or foe, who under those trying ecircumstances
proved by their actions that they were men|

DRINKING FOUNTAIN FOR HOPKINSVFILLE, KV,

It is reported that on the spot where Col. Thomas G.
Woodward, commander of Woodward's Battalion, lieutenant
colonel of 15t Kentucky, and then colonel of the 2d Kentucky
Cavalry, fell, pierced by four bullets fired by 2 hidden foe, the
Christian County Chapter U. D. C. have undertaken to erect
a handsome drinking fountain. In 1864 Colonel Woodward
was killed from his horse at the intersection of Main and
Ninth Streets. The city at that time was occupied by Federal
troops. Colonel Woodward had galloped into town from the
south at the head of a small force. He was followed by only
one man, but rode slowly down Main Street, pistol in
hand. When he reached Ninth (then MNashville) Street, a
command to halt came from the upper window of a store
near by. Colonel Woodward raised his pistol in.the direction
of the voice. Instantly several shots were fired. One killed
his horse and four bullets entered his own body. He did not
regain consciousness after being shot, and died in a few mo-
ments after being removed to a hotel. His men, seping from
a distance their leader’s fate, fired a volley down Main Street
and rode at full speed out of town. i

Colonel Woodward's grave in Hopewell Cemetery has been
cared for by Confederate organizations. He was a New En-
glander by birth (born in Vermont), a graduate of West Point,
and an accomplished scholar. He went to Christian County
in 1847, and taught school until the war, when he was one of
the first men in the county to join the Southern army. He is
described as a cunning strategist and a cool, deliberate fighter.
One of his most notable exploits was the capture, at Clarks-
ville, Tenn., of Colonel Mason's superior command of Union
troops encamped on the college grounds. During the night
Colomel Woodward, having fewer than half the number of
men under the Federal commander, planted a battery of logs

painted black and mounted on wheels to look like cannon,
and disposed of his men so as to deceive the enemy into be-
lieving he was outnumbered. A stern demand for uncondi-
tional surrender met with prompt compliance on the part of
Colonel Mason. When the Union officer learned of the ruse
and later saw the diminutive, uncouth figure of his captor,
his sense of humor mastered his rage, and between bursts
of laughter he begged the little colonel for a photograph,
saying: “l want to send it up North to my friends to let
them see what an insignificant little cuss I surrendered to”
Colonel Woodward generously acceded to the request, and the
picture accompanying this dispatch is said to be a copy of
the one he gave Colonel Mason,

HUMORS OF JOHNSON'S ISLAND PRISON.
BY ROBERT C. CEOUCH, MORRISTOWN, TENN,

The writer has enjoyed warious sketches of prison life at
Johnson's Island in the VETERAN. The account of the cyclone
that visited the prison brought to mind many amusing cir-
cumstances connected with the storm that had been forgotten,
I especially enjoyed the programme furnished of the dramatic
entertainment given in the September VETERAN .in connection
with “Asa Hartz,” Capt. John R. Fellows, and others. I at-
tended some of those entertainments. They were heartily
enjoyed, e

As the years go on one lives more and more in the past,
and in reviving the memory of the two years spent at John-
son's Island I call to mind particularly one little circumstance.
The prison proper was surrounded with a stockade, on top
of which was the sentinel's beat, and on the inside of the
stockade, between the buildings occupied by the prisogers and
the stockade, was a ditch some four or five feet deep and per-
haps six feet wide. Block 1 wds perhaps twenty-five feet
from the stockade, the ditch between. There were many
escapes by prisoners digging tunnels from their quarters to
the outside of the stockade. Of the many tunnels dug, 1
remember particularly one from Block 1. In order to get to
the outside of the stockade with this one, it was necessary to
go down below the bottom of the ditch spoken of. To dig
these tunnels was slow and very laborious. They were made
as small as possible, and it seemed that this one was not
deep enough for the bottom of the ditch and not large enough,
After some of the prisoners had gone through, Captain Cole,
of Arkansas, following, got stuck, and the dirt caved in. In
order to give those in advance of him time to escape, he
made no alarm; but remained stuck in the hole, for how long
I have forgotten. The next evening I remember Col. John
A. Fite, Captain Fellows, and others on the steps of Block
1, relating am account of the escapade to their fellow-
prisoners, and concluding the story with a song, two lines of
which I can recall:

“And now three cheers for Captain Cole,

Who wouldn't holler when he stuck in the hole.”
This is written from memory, and in some particulars may
be inaccurate. Some of the actors are still living.

Inquiry has been made of the VerERaw for some history
of the famous guerrilla leader, Quantrell, and his command.
It would be interesting to have a sketch of him from some
one who knew him personally or of him so well that the in-
formation given would be accurate, A picture of him is also
requested. The Vereraw hopes to have prompt response to
this request.



