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nissiles.

My train was fully equipped with six-mule teams, and I
iad a citizen wagonmaster, his assistant, as well as white and
lack citizen drivers.

When we got stretched out on the road it made quite a
now.,

As T had signed vouchers for ali this Government property
felt deeply the responsibility, and kept my train well in hand
henever it was possible.  The first day’s march was a short

ae for our division, and I got mto camp early.

A rain fell during the night, putting everybody behind time,

ul on the 27th it was late before we pulled out across the
untry on one of the worst roads teams ever hauled over,
1ere delays of all kinds kept us till after dark reaching camp.
1 next day we moved late, and it was 1 o'clock in the morn-
r before we were parked all by ourselves, without any guards
in fact, we were so worn out we wanted rest and sleep
rond anything else. Delays continued, until in the afternoon
the 3oth, about 4, I reported in person my arrival to General
usseau, very much to his relief, as he said.
That night we camped near Stewart's Creek, not far from
rfreesboro, on the turnpike from Nashville. While 1 was
»aring to get to sleep as soon as possible, an orderly
1ested me to report to General Rousseau, who desired me
» to the headquarters of Major-General George H. Thomas,
manding the center, to inquire of him if he desired to give
personal order ‘about the handling of my train on the
ng morrow, which it was genérally understood would see
zat battle. Furnished with a guide, I rode out into the
ry night across the country for some distance, on an
ire road or pathway until, in the approach to a house, a
y challenged us, received ‘the countersign, and passed us,
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unectige us W e Leneral s m:mi.quaru:r:, wihele W Wwoelc
again challengel, and passed into the little camp.  Tents were
pitched in a long row upon a small lawn in front of a frame
house, such as were common in that section, for General
Thomas preferred to sleep in his tent rather than turn a family
out of their home, no matter how spacious it might be. Before
one of the tents. in which candles gleamed, burned a large
camp-fire. 1 gave my reins to the orderly and went to the
tent, where [ recognized Major George E. Flynt, Chief of
Staff and Assistant Adjutant-General, who was busily writing.
I reported my name, station and business. While [ did so 1
noticed General Thomas sitting astride a chair, on the opposite
side of the fire, apparently asleep, resting his arms on the
back of the chair.

In my boyhood days I had seen a picture of Napoleon
asleep in a chair the night before the battle of Austerlitz, and
it came up before me as I looked at the veteran General, too
tired to keep awake, and too anxious to go to bed. I have
often recalled the warlike scene, so striking and picturesque—
the white tents, the camp-fire, the noddirig General, the
occassional gleam of steel, and the regular footfalls of the
nearest camp guard breaking the silence.

Hardly had I finished reporting to Major Flynt, when
General Thomas roused up, asking who I was. I':_nenred him
and repeated my report, to which he gave pr:tli"te and interested
attention. Then he said that at the battle of Perryville (Ky.)
there had been much valuable time lost at a critical time in
the battle by the ammunition wagons being too far in the rear,
and he would like to have my train within a short distance
of the rear line in case of a battle the next day. He explained
to me that the plan of battle required a line of battle with
reserves about six hundred yards to the rear, and he would
like to have my train about the same distance in the rear of
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the second line. | saw the General the next day when [ was

right in the rear of the troops, a fact which he remembered a
long time, as he told me afterward.

I shall not weary you with a general account of the battle,
but shall try to rccord personal recollections, or incidents
impresseidl upon me at the time.

About 9 o'clock on the morning of the 3ist of December.
Rousseau’s division had marched as far as the cedars, on the
Nashville pike, which were made the resting place of so many
brave mien, in a few hours, coming to a halt in the cotton fields
just out=ide the cedars.

As the sounds of battle neared amnd inecreased, the division
moved forward and disappeared in the woods, moving in the
direction of the sounds, where there seemed to be the most
need of help.

My trainn moved up until it balted on a slight elevation,
from which I had a full view of all the cleared ground in
every direction. [t gave upon all sides an uninterrupted sight
of the lay of the land. It is now the highest point in the
National Cemctery at Murfreesboro.
first saw troops under fire.

While pausing here |
A strong regiment of bluecoats,
well drilled, was marching up a steep slope about half a mile
away on my left, or south. With colors bravely flying, with
officers and file closers at their proper places in the rear, they
advanced in battalion front as if on the parade ground. From
my seat on horseback I could look over the crest of the hill
up which they were moving, and in the distance I saw a body
of troops. but I could not determine what they were. The line
advanced—I saw they moved " guide center”—keeping the
most accurate alignment, until the full array was displayed on
the summit ; then three puffs of smoke rose from the troops in
the distance, the reports of the guns were heard, and the shells
dropped into the right, left, and center of the regiment so bright

S gay, when, with a unanimity that seemed to have been
.
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drilled into them, every mother’s son turned and ran down the
hill, save here and there a man killed or wounded lay upon
the green hillside. :

Nearer the sounds of battle on the right grew louder and
more distinct, more small-arms fire increasing every moment.
Across the cotton field a few men straggled in leisurely fashion
toward the rear; an ambulance came nto view; a squ:id of
soldiers moved rather rapidly from the front; L saw more
unhurt men every moment; it looked badly to me as the crowd
grew larger and larger; a color-bearer with the colors thrown
carelessly over his shoulder moved to the rear, and the space
was filled with an unorganized mob, so numerous that I thought
I was about to see another Bull Run. :

In no time there were hundreds of men, crowded among
ambulances and cannon and caissons, hurrying out of the cedars
intent on reaching the turnpike to Nashville. : _ -

A battery at a walk, in perfect order, came out of the cedars
on the side before me, which I recognized as the First Mich-
igan, under the command of Lieutenant George W. Van Pelt;
Captain Cyrus O. Loomis had been promoted from its.com-
mand to Major, and Chief of Artillery of Rousseau’s division.
At this moment General Rousseau, followed by a single orderly,
advanced from out the cedars at a gallop, and toward him I
spurred my horse, then turned to my wagons and said: “Gen-
eral, shall I post the battery where my wagons are? 'It.s the
best position on the field.” *“Do:it instantly. Tell Van Pelt I
will get him infantry support.” I rushed my horse to Van Pelt
and delivered an order to him, who was cool as if on the
march. He looked at the spot, nodded “Yes,” and rode away
to direct the first piece of the battery, while I rode up to my
wagons, which I moved into a little hollow behind the knoll
on which they had been, parked them as closely as possible,
dismounted all the drivers, telling them to lie down under the
wagons and keep as cool as they could.
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In the brief time thus consumed the field in every direction
had become covered with troops much demoralized and dis-

organized. Van Pelt had opened fire, drawing some reply

from the rebel infantry in the edge of the cedars; another
hattery had been posted directly to his right and fired a few
shots. I became so much interested in the battle that 1 left
my wagous, remaining on the crest of the knoll to see what
vas going on. The battery to Van Pelt's right was Battery H,
“ifth U. 5. Artillery, belonging to the regular brigade of our
livision, commanded by Lieutenant Frank L. Guenther. This
attery was organized early in the war by Captain \W. H.
Perrell, who was distinguished at Shiloh, and made a
irigadier-General of Volunteers, but met an early death at
Perryville (Ky.) October 8, 1862. Lieutenant Guenther had

een in command and remained in command many months.
“romotion was “very slow”

in his case, as happened many a
nan in the “regular

s" in that war.

He had been posted in his position by Major Loomis, and
ne regular brigade was supporting the two batteries on the
ight and left, with the Second Ohio Infantry on their right
nd some troops of Van Cleve's division on the left of the
egulars—1I never knew what command they were.

And on this nuclecus General Rosecrans began to reform
is line of battle, extending it northwardly. The left of the
ne at this time was mostly of Crittenden’s corps, the left
ing, which was but slightly disorganized.

There came one of those strange lulls in battle; it scemed

» mean something. I was standing near a gun rather to the
g g gt

ar of the First Michigan Battery looking toward the dark
dars, where | knew the enemy were, because none of our
rces remained beyond the front of these two batteries and
eir supports. A small space of ground lay before us; then
e turnpike. then a cotton patch about three hundred yards
de. Ncar the right edge of this cotton patch was a clump of
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small trees, tall weeds, and deep grass. Lying scattered on
the surface of the cotton patch were some dead men and some
wounded men in gray, moving now and then, but not much;
no signs of life visible in the cedars, but all eyes turned there,
for into their depths the enemy had gone, and from them they
must come, or in there we must go. AlE

As 1 looked on, an officer on foot, sword in hand, sprang
into view with a shout; in an instant the edge of the timber
was alive with a mass of arms, heads, legs, guns, swords, gray
coats, brown hats, shirt sleeves, and the enemy were upon us,
yelling, leaping, running. Not a shot from them for a few
jumps, then one or two paused to throw up their guns, fire and
yell, and then run forward to try to gain the front. By no
order that 1 heard, the whole of the guns in the two batteries
together fired, covering their front with a cloud of smoke,
hiding all objects in it, and then as fast as they could load
they fired into the cloud. They ceased, and, as the curtain of
vapor rolled up, not a moving object beneath it came into
sight, but the dreadful effects of the cannonade were shown.
The number of the dead and wounded had been fearfully
increased, and cries and groans reached our'ears. On our
side men had been wounded, and horses killed or crippled, but
no great loss inflicted. At my feet one of the Michigan gunners
lay wounded, but refused to leave the field.

I went to my train, which was undisturbed, and I decided
that the time to move had not yet come. Back to the front I
went to take in the scene, for I felt the enemy would make
another charge because this was the first point where they had
met with such stubborn and successful resistance, and the
position must be carried. Since the first attack at daybreak
they had for miles swept up everything in their impetuous,
unceasing rush, and now victory was within their grasp, since
if this brief stand was carried, Rosecrans would be rolled away
from the road to Nashville, perhaps routed. i

ey
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Major I.oomis was ¢ncouraging his old command by a few
words of praise. [ heard him tell Van Pelt that the enemy was
going to make another charge, and “you give them double-

shotted canister as hot as hell will let you.” He went to the

-egular battery, where Lieutenant Guenther and his Second
Leutenant, [srael Ludlow, were preparing for the next charge,
ind gave them the same warlike orders. The interval this time
vas uscd by our men in getting the guns depressed so as to
ake the ground from the turnpike to the cedars; in filling
wah buckets, taking harness off dead horses, replacing sound
nplements for damaged ones, and caring for the wounded.
he enemy were reconnoitering the position carefully, as much
it of sight as possible, though occasionally one would be seen ;
't the silence on their side was ominous.
All this time our army was being rapidly placed in position
i the new line of battle, keeping the two batteries for the
vot, as I have mentioned, extending up the turnpike. The
58 of the men recovered their spirits wonderfully as soon
they reached the open, where “they had any show,”
.
The advance of the enemy the third time was in several
p lines of battle, with a front long enough to cover both
eries.  These lines (I could not see how many, for they
1 became hid in the smoke) advanced very rapidly and
pletely deployed, at which instant our batteries opened on
n a deafening, unceasing, deadly fire, throwing twenty or
ity-four pounds of missiles from each piece across the small
e without any decided interval between the discharges. 1
d myself at this moment between the batteries in company
Major Loomis and Major Carpenter, commander of the
lion of the Nincteenth Regular Infantry. Like me, they
fascinated by the rash bravery of our foes, who scemed
“ined to have those puns at any cost.

as they

I never saw guns
trial drill as fast as those were now. DBefore the
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recoil was expended, the gunners grasped the spokes and threw
the pieces into position; like lightning the sponge was run in,
turned and withdrawn, the load sent home and the piece fired.
Such a roar was deafening, making our little group use signs
to each other.

When 1 first told my friends at home about this moment
of thrilling interest, some one asked me if | was afraid,
knowing I had never been under fire before. To this I said,
“I do not remember that I was afraidl or conscious of the
danger, but [ was so filled with the sense of the zreat excite-
ment and the importance of repulsing the enemy that I wished
they had but a single neck, that I might cut it off with one
stroke of my saber.”

And the enemy! They were running. swarming across the
field, firing and shouting ; we could not hear them, but we got
sight now and then of their waving arms and wecapons, while
every moment a bullet hissed near us, or we would see some
man in the batteries fall, or perhaps a horse rear, plunge and
drop. We kept our gaze fastened on the charge coming,
coming on like the breakers of the sea, a1wa}5 nearer at each
succeeding wave. DBut men were not yet ‘born - who could
longer face that storm of iron sweeping maath and destruction
to all in its path. They broke, they fled, some takmg refuge in
the small clump of trees I have mentioned. Qur fire ceased,
and cheers of victory rose from the manly throats of our brave
cannoneers, which were taken up on the right and left as soon
as it was scen that the charge had been repulsed, followed by
handshaking and congratulation on all sides, changed into a
perfect frenzy of cheers at the charge of the Second . Ohio
Infantry into the bushes, returning with a flag aml a gruup of
prisoners. _ 1
: which ' had
While engaged
extricating it, officers and men began to come to me clamoring

My attention was now drawn to my train,
became stalled on the railroad track.

T
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“or ammunition, which [ issued to all regardless of any forms.
" had painted on the wagon tops the caliber of the cartridges
n each wagon so as to save time in issuing, and here it worked
o a charm. Major Loomis was rapidly placing the fixed
rtillery ammunition where it was most needed.

It was at this time [ noticed General Rosecrans ride by with
its staff, and I got an encouraging smile from him. General
- homas passed also, but I did not know for some time that he
el seen the opportune result of having my wagons right there
ust then, ihough monthis after he told me he had scen the
I was interrupted in issuing ammunition by

battery of the cnemy getting the range of the wagon tops,
el the first thing I knew shot began to fly around, and one
truck a wagon I was issuing from. Well, I lost no time, but
ropped to the ground and spread myself out about as thin
s a sheet of paper, expecting the load would explode when the
qell burst: but it didn’t burst, whereupon I took the hint and
oved my train in lively manner to a safer place in the rear.

Just then a tremendous fire of musketry broke out in the
«lars, continuing for some time, but I did not know until

alt that it was the desperate advance into the cedars made
- the regular brigade.

cork going on.

My train was stationed now in the rear of the center, yet
kept in touch with the division by sending a man to guide a
vinber of the staff where 1 was to be found, which informa-
i brought many ordnance officers to my train outside of the
vision, to whom [ issued all they wanted. Besides, I issued
ery afternoon during the long battle to the brigade ordnance
ficers of our division, and in this way the men were kept
lly supplied at all times. In the four days I issued 100,000
ur  uf small-arms ammunition and the twenty-two wagon

xed artillery ammunition.
wmeral Rousseau had commanded the regular
oy months, It was composed as follows:
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The First Dattalion Fifteerth U. S. Infantry, Major John
H. King.

The First Battalion Sixteenth U. S. Infantry and C&mpanjr
B, Second Battalion, Major Adam Slemmer.

The First Dattalion Eighteenth U. S. Infantry and Cnm—
panys A and D, Second Battalion, Major James N. Caldwell.

The Second Battalion Eighteenth U. S. Infantry and Com-
panys B, C, E, and F, Third Battalion, "ana]m' Frederick
Townsend. .

The First Battalion Nineteznth U. S. Infantry, Majt)r
Stephen D. Carpenter.

The whole brigade under the command of Lieutenant-
Colonel Oliver L. Shepherd, Eighteenth U. S. Infantry.

I had made the acquaintance of Major John H. King and
several officers of the Fifteenth Infantry when it was recruiting
at Newport Barracks, Newport, Kentucky, in the summer of
1861, becoming thus personally interested in the career ‘of the
battalion, having followed its history up to the time of the
battle. I was also somewhat acquainted with officers of the
other battalions, with whom I had been in business contact fre-
quently. These facts of comradeship made me anxious, when
I reached our headquarters at dark, and learned of the loss of
Major Carpenter and other friends, to hear all T could about
the gallant demonstration the brigade had made in the cedars
at the moment | had moved my train from the neighborhood
of the batteries.

So high an estimate have I always had of this movement
that T hold too little has been printed on the topic, nor do I
think enough can be said in praise of the behavior of this.com-
mand all during the fighting. o Cape

After the repulse I have endeavored to ﬁt!y narrate. Gen-
eral Rosecrans, in order to hold back the enemy long enough
to give some shape to the new line of battle, as well as to secure
the center on the high ground, selected the regular brigade to
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20 into the cedars again. Of this Major-General Thomas says
n his report: “In the execution of this movement, the regular
wigade, under Licutenant-Colonel Shepherd, Eighteenth U. S.
nfantry, came under a most murderous fire, losing twenty-two
fficers and 508 men in killed and wounded, but with the
o-operation of Scribner’s and Beatty's brigades and Guenther’s
nd Loomis’ batteries, gallantly held its ground against over-
vhelming odds.”  And General Thomas was not given to
xaggeration or flattering phrases. In regard to the fight in the
edars, Licutenant-Colonel Shepherd says in the style of simple
arrative usual to the thorough military man: “The excellence
f the firing by file by all the battalions of the brigade could
ot be excelled, and was terrifying and destructive to the
1emy, who were brought to a stand for about twenty minutes.”
hose were dearly-bought minutes: still, they enabled Rose-
‘ans to so far carry out his plans as to align his troops on his
'w line, which was not penetrated at any point or seriously
reatened during the remainder of the battle.

Again in his report Lieutenant-Colonel Shepherd says:
Fhe enemy’s lines extending, however, beyond both flanks,
abled them to pour an incessant fire from three directions,
¢ front, left and right flank, and the brigade, being unsup-
rted by any other forces on either flank, and having secured
» required time for the receding regiments to reform, I
ught it proper to order a retreat, which was probably quite
g enough deferred.”

That showed that the commanding officer unilerstood that

handful of men were to make any needed sacrifice to hold

enemy twenty minutes. They fell back in good order to
ccupy their former position near the batteries. The work
i done, and well done, but look at the cost—" four
d and eighteen wounded, and seventy-eight men
wounded, exclusive of forty missing” —out of

b

-

Stone River Skelches. 107

the force that went into the cedars, which numbered close
to 1,440. ;

1 do not mean to in the slightest disparage the deeds of the
volunteers, because I belong to them, but here was a shining
example of the value of the thorough training of officers and
men, also of the esprit de corps which kept them at their. post
of duty though they realized they were being sacrificed.

I do not personally know of the fighting after the charge
of the enemy on the batteries. The recorded reports show that
there were engaged in those attacks, the Sixteenth Tennessee
Infantry, Colonel Savage, which lost 207 men out of 402; the
Eighth Tennéssee Infantry, Colonel Moore (who died of his
wounds), which lost 306 men out of 425, and the Thirtieth
Arkansas Infantry, which lost during the day ninety-five men
out of 266 who were at roll call in the morning; all leaving a
striking demonstration of the gallantry of the American soldier.

The brilliant handling of the rebel cavalry on the 3ist of
December cut off communications with Nashville, making
supplies very scarce for a day or two with quite a portion of
the army. I learned of the scarcity of food from the fact that,
as fast as my wagons were emptied of ammunition, they were
sent out of the lines under escort to forage for corn for the
horses of the army, and as they came into the lines squads of
soldiers would gather around them and ask for the grain to
parch for rations. Major-General Negley, in his official
report, says of the privations of his men, “living three days on
a pint of flour and parched corn.” General Rousseau says of
his command: ‘“The rain on the night of the 31st, which
continued at intervals until the Saturday night following, ren-
dered the ground sloppy and muddy, and during much of the
time my men had neither shelter, food, or fire. [ procured
corn, which they parched and ate, and some of them ate horse
steaks, cut from the horses on the battlefield, and broiled.”
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wl in another place he speaks of General Thomas in a way
it showed that even then General Thomas was looking after
rcomfort of his men: “They were much encouraged by the
nstant presence and solicitous anxiety of General Thomas for
ir welfare.”

Stephen D. Carpenter, a native of Maine, entered West
int July 1, 1836; graduated July 1, 1840. Brevetted Second
cutenant, First Infantry U. S. A, July 1, 1840. Served in
* Florida War 1840-41. Mexican War 1846-48. In Texas
various dates from 1848 to 1858. Wounded in an engage-
nt with Comanche Indians October 13, 1855. Appointed
ijor Nineteenth Infantry, May 14, 1861. Joined the Army
the Ohio February, 1862. Participated in the battle of
rryville, Ky., October 8, 1862. At the head of the Nine-
nth Infantry, in the cedars at Stone River, he was struck
six balls, and fell dead from his horse at the moment the
reat began.

My gallant friend, Major Cyrus O. Loomis, had been mus-
:d as Colonel of the First Michigan Light Artillery Novem-
5, 1862, but it was not generally known, and he was called
lajor™ until after the battle. He remained in the service:
i brevetted Brigadier-General U. S. Volunteers June 20,
5, for “gallant and meritorious services,” and was dis-
rged July 29, 1865. He died at the National Military Asy-
1 at Washington, D. C., whence his body was sent to Detroit
burial, but by some mistake it was carried on to Chicago,
i on the return to Detroit the express car caught fire, cre-
ting the remains of General Loomis.

George W. Van Pelt enlisted as a private in Company A,
st Michigan Light Artillery, for three years, May 31, 1861.
the battle of Stone River he had reached the rank of First

t, and received the highest praise from his superior
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officers for the handling of his battery in that action. He met
his death in action at Chickamauga, September 19, 1803.

Francis L. Guenther entercd the army from West 'Enint
July 1, 1859; was on duty at Fort Randall at the breaking out
of the war as full Second Lieutenant; promoted to First Lieu-
tenant May 14, 1861 ; at Camp Wood, Ky., winter of 1861-62;
advanced to rank of Captain, Fifth Artillery, July 2, 1863 ; was
in command of Camp Marshall, near Washington, D. C., Sep-
tember, 1863; took part in the battle of Missionary Ridge,
November 235, 1863. He has served with distinguished ability
until lately, when he was discharged with the rank of Brig-
adier-General, and retired, and resides in New York City.

Lieutenant Israel Ludlow was a man to know whom was
to admire. His tall figure atiracted attention, and his quiet,
unassuming manners were highly pleasing. Brave, prompt,
intelligent, and active, he made a fine record in the service.
Of him an intimate friend said: “I do not think he ever had
an enemy, and am certain he never deserved one. His was a
very fine character.” He resigned from the army July 31,
1865, and became a lawyer. He died at Fredericksburg, Texas,
April 28, 1873.

It is interesting to note that these three young men, Guen-
ther, Ludlow, and Van Pelt, were all about twenty-five years
old at this battle.

As T sit in my well-lighted library, surrounded by every
comfort, and go over the sufferings and privations that I knew
the men of the ranks passed through at this battle, I can not
help asking: * Has our country done all that should have been
done for the brave private soldiers who braved all these
privations ?"'

Saturday, the 3d of January, 1863, the wagons began to
come up, and that night I remember we, at Rousseau’s head-
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ruarters, had hot biscuits for supper, and “Old Thornton,” the

.arky cook, had his hands full keeping our table supplied.
Rosecrans had, according to the official reports, 43,400 men;

sragg had, according to his official reports, 37,712 men,
Rosecrans lost in killed and wounded 8,788, or 20.22 per

ent.; Bragg lost in killed and wounded 10,266, or 29.4-7 per
ent.

PERSONAL RECOLLECTIONS AND LEXPERIENCE
OF A SOLDIER DURING THE WAR
OF THE REBELLION.

By Frawnk J. Jones,
Brevet Major U. 8 Voluntcers,

No one is more sensible of the fact than [ am that I am
in the presence of those who participated in ihc-¢ memorakie
campaigns and hard-fought battles of the great Civil War,
which for four long years was waged with aw ful loss of life
and property for the suppression of the gigantic eifort on the
part of the people of the South to destroy our glorious Union
of States, and it is not an idle boast that actuates me in saying,
from actual and personal experience, jou and I know what
war means. It is with no feeling of vanity, nor for the selfish
purpose of attracting attention to my own personal record as
one of your comrades in arms, I have accepted the invii_:'atian
of the esteemed Recorder of our Commandery, and will read
a paper for your entertainment this evering which, for the
want of a better title, I will call “Personal Recollections and
F.xperience of a Soldier during the War of the Rebellion.”

In October, 1860, I was in Boston at the time of the visit
of the T'rince of Wales (now King idward of England) to
that city, and formed the acquaintance of one of the State
officials of South Carolina, who were among the large number
of visitors preseni to witness the demonstration made in honor
of the royal visitor, and while in conversation with him I was
told that war between the North and South was inevitable and
near at hand. I treated the remark at the time lightly, for I
had a confident belief that the wise, conservative, and loyal
men of both sections of our country would prevail in the coun-
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valities of our heroes than the grand battle fought on the
.ovember day at Missionary Ridge.

1 am thankful that some of us yet live to review the
wcidents of that great and decisive battle of the war, and
‘hile T say this, I do not forget grand old fighting Joe

looker, who, with his noble army in the clouds of the i e
cavens, won the famous battle of Lookout Mountain. In
e memories of this eventful day, while we are honoring *

i Union boys in blue who bore our flag to such a grand

ctory, we must not forget the grand old commander of the

rmy of the Cumberland, Major-General George H. Thomas,
here the Rock and Sage of Chickamauga became at Mis-
onary Ridge the successful commander of the brave Army
" the Cumberland that [ have been attempting to describe.
"hat soldier that fought at Missionary Ridge does not ven-

<

ate the name of Thomas? He was as brave as a lion and as -
ntle as a child. e was a man that inspired the corlﬁdcnc:'_'i~
his soldicrs: they looked upon him as a military father, °

w0 had an eve single and alone to the honor and glory of

e Union cause. They looked upon him as a commander .

10 would not rashly plunge them into the abyss of death

Jd destruction. e was slow and sure in his methods Dfﬁ"_

amand, and in conducting military operations he was never;

Jiless il rash, and at the bottom he was always looking

i for the best interests of his soldiers and the Union cause.”

s gening, ability, and bravery upon the battlefield commanded
linehing support from his officers and soldiers.  The men-

pof Tis name conmands the highest admiration and respect

an every living soldier who fought in that great and glorious

umn on that November day when the illustrious battle of ;

ssionary Ridge was fought and won,

STONE RIVER SKETCHES.

By ALFrRED PIRTLE,
First Lieutenant, Tenth Ohio Volunteer Infantry.

Christmas Day of 1862 had been passed quietly in camp
near Nashville by the Army of the Cumberland, under Major-
General W. S. Rosecrans.

By the unwritten law of a custom that had existed from
the beginning of the Lira, Christian armies had refrained from
fighting on the birthday of the ’rince of Peace.

The first division of the center, Major-General Lovell H.
Rousseau commanding, upon whose staff 1 hal the honor to
serve as ordnance ofiicer, was pui in motion at an carly hour
of the morning of the 20th on the road towan! the army of
Major-General Braxton Bragg, who soon showed a disposition
to disputé every mile of the advance.

It must not be expected that this paper will take up any
account of the general movements or events of the bricf cam-
paign of a little more than a week which brought such great
results, but rather that it shall record some of the history,
some which I saw, and part I heard.

In preparing for the coming campaign 1 had, under the
direction of Major lLoomis (by order of Major-General
Rnousscau), Chicf of Artillery of the division, whom [ con-
sulted freely, drawn fixed artillery ammunitiom for - James'
rifle cannon, ten-poweler Parrot. twelve-pounder simanth-bore,
and a small supply [or six-pounder smooth-borv, so that T had
twenty-two wagons loaded with this branch of anununition.
Also, having advised with the General Ordnance Officer at
Nashville, I drew small-arm ammunition for .69-caliher mus-
kets, .58 Springficld rifles, .57 for Enfield rifics, and .54 for
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THE REGULAR BRIGADE OF THE ARMY OF THE
CUMBERLAND.

By Lewis M. HoSEA,
Captain Sixteenth U. 5. Infantry (resigned); Brevet Major U. 5. A,

[Alter beginning the preparation of this pa!:lc.r. I requested
the use of data collected by Brevet Major William R. ?_.r:-we,
Nineteenth U. €. Infantry. This he cordially gave, in the
form of a narrative of which free use has been made. As
our labors in this regard covered largely the same grﬂ:.n'ld,
it is but just to him to regard this paper as in a sense a joint

production.]

INTRODUCTORY.

Among the first acts of legislation passcfi b}'LCungress at
the breaking out of the War of the Rebellion, mn 136.1, w;:s
one adding to the Regular Army nine or ten new r-:i:gum:nls
of infantry, having three battalions of eight companies e;.h: 1.
The Colonels, Lieutenant Colonels and some of the Majors
were taken from the old army; but the line officers were

i from civil life.
appfl)'l;:::j regiments were enlisted from the same n.laterial an:
were infused with the same spirit as the State r:e:gunertits, anh
were, in fact, “ volunteers,” like all the rest. The Fllftce;t -
Infantry was organized at Newport Barracks, QPPDSH,Eﬂ mt
cinnati; the Sixteenth at Chicago; the Eiglt.teenth 1(:]1“: ya
Columbus, Ohio, and the Nineteenth at Indianapolis.

They received no attention, however, from th(.: 15tates or
other local authorities ; and, according to the traditional cus-
tom of the “ regulars ” of that day, the official reports of the
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commanding officers, as the war progressed, are as colorless
and exact, within narrow limits, as photographs. It is not
surprising, therefore, that their record of splendid service
to the country has largely escaped attention and remained
unwritten,

This paper is necessarily brief and confined to facts of a
general nature only; vet every important statement js based
upon contemporary reports and official documents.

The “regulars ” in the great central army of the Union,
known as the “Army of the Cumberland " during the Civil
War, never numbered more than. twenty-five hundred men
previous to December, 1862, at which tinie they were organ-
ized into the “Regular Brigade”— one battalion, each, of the
Fifteenth, Sixteenth and Nineteenth U. 5. Infantry, and Bat-
tery I of the Fifth Artillery, associated with the First Ohio,
Fifth Kentucky and Sixth Indiana Volunteers, constituting
Rousseau’s Brigade of McCook’s Division, Buell's Army.

Our volunteer neighbors used to make much sport of us
during our stay at Green River, opposite Munfordville, Ky.,
(from December, 1861, to February, 1862,) because we were
continually drilled, no matter how mclement the weather.
Old Major Carpenter, commanding the Nincteenth Infantry,
gave the cue when he said we would undoubtedly have to
march and fight during bad weather, and therefore might as
well prepare for it by drilling.

Officers were instructed in tactics and army regulations
like school boys — and indeed many of us were so, and at
that time knew scarcely the A B (s of warfare. Some, how-

ever, were men of many years’ army experience, who were
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ilmost tyrannical in their efforts to make soldiers
snlisted men were about as guod, and certainly
an the average volunteer; but here and there
had seen service in garrison or on the “ plains ”
ril War, and, like the “ little leaven that leavened
np,” their example was a most valuable factor.
e men afterwards became efficient officers.
e leaders of this early period were Majors John
he Fifteenth; Adam Slemuner, of the Sixteenth
ens fame); Stephen D. Carpenter, of the Nine-
vins W. R. Terrill, Fifth Artillery; Peter T.
-nth Infantry; Edwin F. Townsend and R. E. A.
senth Infantry; and Lieutenant F. L. Guenther,
Artillery — all officers of previous training and
nder whom the regular soldiers developed a
y than their comrades of the volunteers. If
be questioned, let the record speak, for it will
“regulars " of the “ Army of the Cumberland ”
ulsed in an attack they were ordered to make,
r driven from a position they were ordered to
lash and persistence in attack were especially
at Shiloh, at Hoover's Gap, at Missionary
Joneshoro; while their steadiness, courage and
‘ense were equally proved at Stone River and
za by the appalling figures of casualties, that
1 desperate fighting.

THE BATTLE OF SHILOH.

1d weary, Rousseau’s brigade arrived at Savan-
nnessee River, below Pittsburgh Landing, late
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in the afternoon of April 6, 1862, From early morning on
the march, we had heard the booming of cannon off to the
southwest as we hurried in that direction. Rumor said the
gunboats were shelling the woods; ‘but by noon informa-
tion reached us that our comrades of the Army of the Ten-
nessee, encamped at Pittsburgh Landing, had that morning
been attacked and driven back by an overwhelming force of
the enemy, and that the help we were hastening to render
was sorely needed. Fach hour the roar of the baitle grew
more distinct ; our pace was quickened ; the ranks were closed
up; the usual chaffing and jokes of the march ceased; and
every one was seriously and earnestly animated by cne over-
whelming desire — to reach the battlefield before it might be
too late,

At Savannah we were compelled, perforce, to wait for
steamboats to take us to the battlefield, some miles above;
embarking shortly after dark, by midnight our boats were
tied up at Pittsburgh Landing. The masters of the boats,
anxious perhaps to get back to a place of safety, insisted that
we should disembark at once, but our officers refused, saying
that, “ as we had marched all day, we would be in bet:er con-
dition to fight to-morrow alter a good night’s rest under
shelter, than if we stood out all night in the rain and mud.”
So, at early daylight, we marched up the bank of the river
to the strains of “ Benny Havens, Oh!"” from the splendid
band of the Fifteenth Infantry, stationed at the top, ard play-
ing with all the spirit of a Newport Barracks afternoon con-
cert. As we were disembarking an excited officer dashed up
and cried out: “ Stop that damn noise; it will draw the fire
of the enemy!” Old Major Carpenter directed the band to
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continue, grimly remarking: * That's exactly what we are
here for " — and the band played on.

Nelson's division, the head of our marching column, had
reached the battlefield late on the afternoon of the 6th, and
by the moral, no less than by the physical effect of its pres-
ence, was influential in staying the tide of disaster on the
first day of the battle.

As we pushed our way in the dim light of dawn through
the crowd of demoralized fugitives cowering under the bank,
we were treated to about all the dismal prognostications the
human mind is capable of; but in silence our men marched
up the bank and out upon the timbered levels beyond, where,
a short distance from the river, we found the remainder of
our brigade, and with them General Rousseau, who made a
ringing speech, that cheered us up amazingly. Ilere we were
ordered to deposit knapsacks, which proved to be a permanent
investment, for we never saw them again. :

Moving forward through the woods in line of battle, with
skirmishers in advance, we soon passed through camps from
which the Union soldiers had been driven on the preceding
day, leaving their dead behind. "l'ents were still standing,
rent with bullet and shell, and near one of these lay a Colonel,
evidently shot while in the act of dressing, his coat being

half on.

Nelson’s and Crittenden’s divisions were at our left, and
soon we were halted and ordered to load muskets. The battle
began on our left, and the noise of musketry, deepening from
the skirmish fire into the roll of the line of battle, crept nearer
and nearer, and was finally taken up by our own skirmishers
in our front. A few moments later they came in bearing their
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wounded, and firing as they retreated, and following closely
we saw battleflags amid the leafage of the trees, and beneath,
the surging line of butternut and grey, which halted at about
filty yards and commenced firing. As the last skirmisher
reached the lines, the ball opened on our side by command
to “ fire at will,” and for an hour or more the whistle of the
bullets about our heads was supplemented by the ear-split-
ting roar of our own musketry. lHere and there men fell,
and Captain Acker, a noble officer of the Sixteenth, was
shot through the head; but in many cases flesh wounds were
bound up and the wounded men returned to the lines and
fought on. In time, although the firing had enveloped us
with the stifling fog of powder-smoke, and we could see
nothing but the flash of our own muskets, the angry buzz of
whistling bullets became less and less violent, and we knew
by a sort of instinct that the opposing lines were wavering
and melting away. Thus the first attack was repulsed, but
was soon renewed with greater fury, and again repulsed, and
almost immediately we started forward after
We soon found them formed on

our enemies,

a gentle ridge beyond, and
again the battle went en with greater intensity than before,

but with the same result. From that time on we felt that we
had the advantage. By noon, after continuous fighting, we
reached the Corinth Road, near Shiloh Church, and as we
had far outstripped the general advance and were beyond our
supports, we were halted for a time, as the cartridge hoxes
of most of our men had been long empty. We knew by the
increased volume of musketry and artillery fire that the enemy
had effected a concentration in our front, and were preparing

for a final struggle against our column, that was being driven





