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Foreword


(From the 1912 edition by Miss Mamie Yeary)


In offering to the public these “Confederate Reminiscences” my only apology is to place in permanent form, and in the very words of the participants, as far as practicable, the personal experiences of the “men behind the guns,” the “boys in the line,” who by their courage, fortitude and patriotism, carved high up in the temple of fame, the names of our commanders and made them illustrious in the annals of war.


No claim is made to literary merit nor elegance of diction; neither do I give further proof of the correctness of the statements made than that they are recollections of the men who were in the “thickest of the fray”—men whose inspiration was fidelity to principle.


No one can rehearse the stirring events of the sixties as can the veterans themselves, and generations to come will bless them for giving these brief details of what they saw, did and suffered during those four years of carnage in defense of their homes and their rights.


Many interesting papers, too lengthy for the scope of this work, have been abridged to contain the most important parts. The reader will bear in mind that where a battle line was several miles in length that no one man could see it all, and that the different descriptions, seemingly at variance when taken together, make up the whole battle.


While editing the data so kindly sent me, I have entered fully into each skirmish, battle, march, and campaign. I have listened to the first shot fired on old Fort Sumpter [sic] in Charleston Harbor at 4:30 a.m., on April 12th, 1861, and have followed you to the last engagement at Palmetto Ranch, Texas May 13th, 1865. I have been with you with Bragg in the Kentucky campaign; fought with you at Perryville and Richmond; mourned with you over the loss of the gallant Zollicoffer; came back with you through the snows at Cumberland Gap; stood with you in the battle line at Murfreesboro and Chickamauga.


Again I went with you with Morgan on his raid through Kentucky, through Indiana and on into Ohio, where he and a remnant of his daring followers at last surrendered.


I have been with you with “Old Pap” Price when you took your lives in your hands and went into Missouri; suffered with you from cold and hunger on your long retreat, and wept with you when you have left many of your comrades in the enemy’s country.


Again, I was with you with Johnston in that masterly one hundred days’ campaign from Dalton to Atlanta; marched with you with Hood into Tennessee and stood by you in the bloody battles of Franklin and Nashville.


I have witnessed Sherman’s march of devastation from Atlanta to the sea; watched his wanton destruction of the defenseless homes in the path of his vandals.


I have been with you on your long and weary march into New Mexico, and returned with you to Texas to again take up the march into Louisiana, when you so completely routed Gen. Banks; saw your heroism at the bloody battlefields of Mansfield, Pleasant Hill, and Yellow Bayou, and have often wondered how men could live, exposed to the freezing winters and scorching summers, with no more protection than the beasts of the field.


After the battle of Elkhorn, I have gone with you to Shiloh and Corinth; then to the ditches of Vicksburg, where you dined on mule beef and pea flour, salted with hunger and a determination to win. I have gone with you with Stonewall Jackson through the Shenandoah Valley and mourned with you when that Christian military genius “passed over the river” at Chancellorsville.


I have been with you with Gen. Lee at Manassas and around Richmond; went with you into Maryland, fought with you at Gettysburg, saw Pickett’s charge on Cemetery Ridge at Little Round Top; was with you at the bloody angle at Spotsylvania; witnessed the “blow-up” at Petersburg and went with you to Appomattox, where you stacked arms, furled forever the spotless banner of the South and then went with you to your desolate homes where you started life over again.


But life’s battle is almost over with most of you. The last roll will soon be called and you will “pass over the river” to be with Jackson and Lee and Johnston, and all that long list of heroes with whom you fought and suffered through all those long years, and when “all is over” you may rest in the full assurance that a loyal people will still hold in grateful remembrance your heroic devotion to the principles which make men free.


If I shall succeed, in any degree, in preserving to the generations to come, a record of some of the deeds of daring, some of the privations, some of the sacrifices and sufferings of “that thin gray line” of immortals, who for four long years, held at bay the mightiest army of modern times, in an effort to give life and perpetuity to “a nation born in blood; a storm-cradled Nation that fell,” I shall feel amply renumerated for my efforts.


My grateful acknowledgments are due especially to Gen. W. L. Cabell of Dallas, Texas; Mr. and Mrs. S. A. Cavit of McGregor, Texas; Miss Daisie Hale of Farmersville, Texas; my uncle, W. P. Bickley, Farmersville, Texas; my mother, Mrs. J. K. P. Yeary, McGregor, Texas; Col. Milton Park, Dallas, Texas; and Col. W. L. Danley of Nashville, Tenn., besides the host of veterans, S.C.V.s and U.D.C.s for valuable assistance in the compilation of these Reminiscences.


 


Mamie Yeary, McGregor, Texas


Nov. 1st, 1912 Pearl Witt Chapter 569, U.D.C.





Preface


Texas was the largest state in area to enter the Union, although there was at one time a movement to split it up into four separate states. On January 18, 1861, at San Antonio, Brig. Gen. David E. Twiggs, commander of the Union Department of Texas, surrendered all Federal posts and property to state authorities before resigning his Federal commission and joining the Confederate cause. On the last day of his administration, President Tyler had announced that Texas had accepted and was a part of the Union. Its withdrawal from that Union did not come easily. None less than patriarch and legend Sam Houston opposed secession to join the Confederacy, but to no avail. If the Civil War created a “nation divided,” it also produced a state that was rent asunder.


From all over the frontier state, thousands answered the call to arms, although most of them probably had no real concept of what the war was about. Texas blood ran from Gettysburg to Petersburg, from Shiloh to Iuka, from Vicksburg to Chancellorsville, and even to a multitude of minor skirmishes unrecorded in the history books.


And after forty-five years had passed, Miss Mamie Yeary of McGregor, Texas, decided the memoirs of these valiant Texans needed to be preserved and, through the Daughters of the Confederacy, conducted a survey of the surviving veterans in 1910.


Many of the veterans who lived in Texas at that time had not marched from the Lone Star State to fight, but had come to the land of escape and opportunity after the war.


“GTT” became a common sign hung on hundreds of doors across the South. “Gone to Texas” was a way to elude many of the deprivations faced by the local wars continued in most of the South and particularly in the border states such as Missouri, Kentucky, and Tennessee.


Some of the writers for Miss Yeary’s book had even been to old Mexico with General Price and Joe Shelby, refusing to surrender and take “the oath.”


But after forty-five years, most of the old wounds, both physical and mental, had healed and the old boys recalled as best they could their experiences. J. C. Blake of Longview wrote: My age is 72 years and time has caused me to forget much.


Time had taken its toll, and memories had either faded or been enhanced over the years of many tellings. Some wrote lengthy essays on their daring exploits while others only listed their rank and outfit.


However, a common thread winds through all the testimonies: It was a terrible time when men did terrible things to other men. The glory of war was lost in the suffering of the wounded and the confinement of the prison. It was a time when men with empty bellies performed extraordinary deeds in unbelievable fashion.


The Texas veterans of the Army of the Confederacy reported the war as they remembered it, both the good and the bad, the fear and the joy, the love and the hate. It is well to remember that in some cases these memories have been dulled, or enhanced, by the passing of time.


This compilation of these brief memoirs of these revered warriors will hopefully give us all a look inside the times and the amazing men who fought and died for a cause they could barely understand.


No effort has been made to correct the language or spelling of the memoirs, and colloquialisms are left as they were found in the edition of 1912. Obvious typographical errors have been corrected. Some punctuation marks have been corrected for clarification. The reader should be aware that the memoirs have not been changed, but recorded as the men wrote them. Some dates, places, and names may not be accurate as far as history is concerned. Footnotes have been added to properly identify the sites of battles and the names of commanding officers, or where other clarification was deemed necessary.


The comments on each memoir are the editor’s and are only meant to be the substance that ties the stories of these remarkable men together.


At last when the guns had been silenced and the weary soldiers set their faces toward home, the Rebel spirit had not been stilled. The Rebel yell, though muffled by 1912, could still send fear into the hearts of enemies.


It will probably continue to echo through the ages.


References for the footnotes are: The Civil War Dictionary by Mark M. Boater, published in 1959 by Van Rees Press of New York; The Civil War Day by Day, An Almanac by E. B. Long, published in 1971 by Doubleday of Garden City, New York; and Historical Times Illustrated Encyclopedia of the Civil War, edited by Patricia L. Faust, published in 1986 by Harper and Row Publishers of New York.


Special recognition is due Michael Toon of the Texas Collection at Baylor University, and to Kathy Self and Patty Jenkins for their computer expertise.
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Close Encounters


No other conflict in the history of the United States resulted in so much close hand-to-hand, or bayonet-to-bayonet fighting as did the war between the states. This is reflected in the memoirs of Thomas J. Abbot of Aspermont, a private in Company E, 17th Arkansas Regiment, General Little’s Brigade, General Price’s Division of the Army of Trans-Mississippi:


I took an active part in the hotly contested battle of Iuka.1 In this battle the armies confronted each other. Rosecrans2 sent a brigade to the rear of Price’s3 army and then the battle began, which lasted three hours, during which we averaged more than forty rounds of ammunition to the man. When the battle began, the armies were about 400 yards apart, but after an hour of hard fighting, we advanced on the enemy to within about seventy yards. After another hour’s fighting we advanced again to within fifty yards. We moved on double quick towards the enemy and when within the lines they fired one piece of artillery at us with canister shot; but we pushed on across their line. We captured nine pieces of artillery of “ten horse” battery, a sergeant and a private. As we were pushing on to the enemy’s line the smoke was so thick that we could scarcely tell the enemy from our own men. This private who had been wounded cried out, “You are firing at your own men.” I passed the word back and the order came to cease firing.


I asked the private to what company he belonged and found out he was with the enemy battery. I then passed this word back, and as soon as the mistake was discovered, the firing opened again. We pushed on so near the enemy that the last shot which was fired, the blaze of our guns met.


Oscar W. Alexander of Wellington, a sergeant in Terry’s Texas Rangers, had not only a close call, but a lonely one:


I was under General Forrest4 in this battle in East Tennessee near Morris Station.5 We were ordered to dismount and cross the railroad near a stockade, where one hundred Yankees were hiding. We went on and crossed a fence into a field, came to a ravine when a call came for four or five to step out as skirmishers. I, with four others, advanced and went on in front of the stockade. About this time the command was ordered to fall back. We five went on, not hearing the command to fall back, and when we got near the stockade, Sam K. Tutwiler was shot through the left side, through the belt, but it proved not to be serious. Then Wm. Thornton was shot through the left thigh, missing the bone. W. E. Drisdale was shot through the right thigh, missing the bone. I turned to the right to see Drisdale, and found that he was the only one with me. I then went back to the command. But how the bullets cut the weeds and grass around and between my feet! Running on the grass like scared mice, I came out unhurt.


Dr. H. S. Arnold of Copperas Cove, in letters to his cousin, Miss Julia V. Nixon of Hinds County, Mississippi, wrote of a narrow escape at the battle of the crater on the outskirts of Petersburg6 on August 6, 1864:


Shells screaming and exploding overhead, one of which passed within two paces of the writer. Then came the big blow-up of the mine under the battery and the rush of Yankees to occupy the breach and especially the division of negroes,7 and the slaughter in the “pit” of the crater. The carnage was so great that the Confederates stood in blood to their shoe tops.


S. O. Adams of Floydada was discharged because he was too young, but afterwards enlisted with the Tennessee Calvary:


I was not wounded, but was struck several times. Had bullet holes in my hat and in my clothes, but was never disabled.


P. J. Bailey of Farmersville served in the Missouri State Guards:


At the battle of Jenkins Ferry8 were dismounted and sent forward to bring on the fight. We were in an old field where the mud and water was nearly knee deep. We were halted and ordered to lie down under fire, but there was no good place to lie down, so I kind of crouched down, when my Captain yelled out, “Lay down!” I said, “Lay down yourself,” as he was standing upright. In this fight, every horse in the artillery was killed in about one minute.


Richard Johnson Barbour of Normangee, whose military career began with a literal bang, saw his first action at Fishing Creek, Kentucky:


My first experience of the horrors of war was at Fishing Creek,9 Ky., an incident here impressed me deeply. We had a fine soldier in our company who said that if he had to be shot in battle, he wanted to be killed dead, and he was shot almost in the center of the forehead. I was so close to him his blood besplattered me, so I have never forgotten Travis McKinney.


Elijah Barr of Gatesville, after the battle of Galveston,10 did not regret being in only one fight and was thankful he had no close calls:


I am not sorry that I was not in other battles, for if I had been I might have lost my life.


J. D. Boring of Merkel, as did many of the Confederates, served with two of his brothers and lost one at the battle of Gettysburg:11


R. M. Boring [brother] at Seven Pines12 had both cheeks cut with minie balls, the tip of his thumb shot off, and his gun cut by a piece of shell. R. M. was killed at Gettysburg in Pickett’s charge. He fell with the colors of the Fourth Georgia. He was not the color bearer, but picked them up when the color bearer fell. I think he was the seventh man that met the same fate that day.


G. E. Barringer of Farmersville had two horses shot from under him in one day and went home to get another, but his closest brush with death was behind a tree stump:


General Lane’s13 brother and I were lying behind a small black jack stump and Lane asked me to move over a little as the shells were all coming on his side. I moved about four inches and just then a grape shot struck him between the shoulders and went entirely through his body. The shock threw him about ten feet, and when I went to him he said, “You can do me no good” and was dead.


W. M. Belew of Blue Ridge was saved from a serious “gut shot” that would have most certainly proved fatal:


Was struck on the belt buckle at the battle of Murfreesboro,14 Tennessee. I was knocked down and the breath was knocked out of me and my comrades supposed I was shot through, but thanks to my belt buckle, I was soon all right.


W. R. Bell of Blossom got very little thanks for saving his brother’s life:


There was a pine tree in the way of one of the guns and my brother picked up an axe and started to cut it down. I pulled him back when just then a cannon ball cut it down. I said to him, “Where would you have been if I had not pulled you back?” “I don’t care if it had,” said he.


Newton A. Carter of Gainesville was with Wheeler’s15 army all the way from Atlanta to Savannah and in continual mix-up with Sherman’s16 calvary:


Sometime we would strike them away from the infantry and would drive them to where they could be protected, but at Wayneboro17 they had a brigade of infantry to back them. We dismounted and formed in an open corn field. We had them in check for a while, but both the right and left wings of our line fell back and left the center, and the enemy closed in on us and surrounded us. Just at that time reinforcements came and we were relieved. Those who had me in charge were on horseback and were shot and fell either dead or wounded and when they saw they could not keep me one of them struck me an overhead blow with his saber, intending to split my head open, but I dodged and caught the blow on my neck and fell unconscious. As soon as I came to my senses I saw a heavy line of the enemy about 100 yards on one side and our forces about the same distance on the other, which left me between the contending parties. As soon as I was able to get up I made a run for our lines. The bullets from both sides, in the meantime, were cutting down the cornstalks around me, but strange to say, I was not touched by a ball. I have always thought that it was through the goodness and mercy of God that I ever got out of that place alive.


M. A. Cooper of Breckenridge, whose brigade was commanded by General Bee18 at the first battle of Manassas,19 recalled that it was Bee who gave Jackson the nickname “Stonewall.”20 But Cooper had other things to worry about:


At the battle of the Wilderness21 I received thirty seven holes through my blanket which was around my shoulders, one through my hat, and five through my canteen.


James Marion Copeland of Atlanta also needed to repair his tattered wardrobe:


The next day we had a fierce engagement at Pleasant Hill,22 where we lost one Lieutenant and five or six men. I came out of the two days’ engagement with nine minie ball holes in my hat and clothing.


Even generals were not immune to close calls, according to the testimony of Burton Rieves Conerly of Marshall:


Gen. Lee23 rode along about fifty yards in front, between us and the battery on the hill, moving to our right. Just as he was passing a point directly in front of the Sixteenth Mississippi, a cannon ball passed under his horse, just missing his stirrups, and striking the ground bounded over us, missing the writer’s head only about ten feet, afterwards striking the ground and disappeared. I was exchanging shoes with Archie Robertson at the time for the benefit of my blistered feet. Gen. Lee did not seem to lose his composure, but continued on his way to the right of our brigade, where he met General Harris.24


In a few minutes, Archie Robertson was shot and fell dead in front of Conerly.


Miles A. Dillard of Blossom had a really close shave:


Was not wounded during the war, but at the Battle of Murfreesboro25 had my horse killed and a ball passed through my whiskers.


B. F. Frymier of Waco also had a brush with death:


We engaged in a fight at La Fourche Crossing,26 with 200 men against 800 of the enemy, who were behind breastworks and after a fight of about two hours, the enemy received reinforcements and we were overpowered. . . . In this fight, three comrades and myself advanced near the breast-works through a ditch in a sugar-cane field and when we were ordered to retreat I left three of my comrades on the field dead. I appeared to have a charmed life, for I was not even wounded, but a minie ball clipped out a bunch of my whiskers.


Robert Augustus Brantley of Summerville served with Hood’s Texas Brigade and made what could have been a fatal mistake at the battle of Manassas:


Reached Gen. Jackson the second day at Manassas.27 It was so dark we did not know each other. I marched out with a Federal and did not discover my mistake until I reached their campfire, then I turned for home.


Solomon Thomas Blessing of Fort Worth and a Federal soldier both had reason to be glad for the inadequate equipment of both armies:


In the flank movements of Grant’s “On to Richmond” campaign, after the battle we were in self-constructed breastworks dug with our bayonets. We were charged upon and some of our men were killed by bayonet thrusts, I received a bayonet wound in the hand. I had fired and reloaded and was capping my gun when a Federal mounted the works and aimed directly at me, but his gun failed to fire. I succeeded in capping my gun and aimed at him and mine failed to fire. By this time he had picked up a big rock and hurled it at me. Just then two Yanks came at me with fixed bayonets. I dropped my gun and by God’s favor, got hold of both their bayonets and called, I surrender.


Like so many others, J. W. Hodge of Ennis had his clothes riddled with balls, but may have had a hard time explaining why the holes were all through the back of his shirt:


Received a saber wound at Jonesboro28 on the head, but it was not a serious one. I was never taken prisoner. I broke and ran. They shot at me but only struck my shirt with thirteen holes and one struck the horn of my saddle.


It would seem that John W. Higgins of Grapevine would have learned to hide behind bigger trees:


In the battle of Dewry’s Bluff29 four of us were behind a small tree, ten inches in diameter and all were wounded except myself. In the battle of Ocean Pond30 I had the bark knocked off of a tree into both my eyes. I shifted position and lay down behind an old stump, when a ball came through and stuck me in the breast, but had spent its force and did not hurt me.


Hopefully, Samuel Gibson of Austin may have been exaggerating when he reported:


I was never wounded but had my clothes almost shot off me at different times. I don’t know how I escaped.


C. W. (Victor) Reinhardt of Terrell wished his clothes had been hit, for he may very well be the most wounded man in the war, and the “etc.” at the end of his list of wounds makes you wonder if there were others:


Was wounded in the head at Shiloh; in the ankle at Murfreesboro; in the eye at Missionary Ridge; in the belt buckle at Chickamauga; in the knee at Resaca; in the right leg at Atlanta; in the left arm by sword at Franklin; head and shoulders with gun butt; pinched with bayonet, etc. . . . . . . I never missed a march, skirmish, battle or any other movement my regiment was in. Was never in the hospital, except the field hospital for emergency operation or treatment.


At a Confederate reunion in Houston after the war, Pleasant K. Goree of Madisonville and his comrade in arms Buck Carlton, who was called “Old Pap,” had a laugh over a close encounter that was not so funny at the time:


One incident about an old comrade named Buck Carlton; During the siege of Petersburg31 we had to take dispatches into the trenches every day. It came his time to go in. Several hundred yards of the way had to made by crawling, as one moment’s exposure might have meant death. So, after he had been in, curiosity prompted him to stand up and look at the enemy’s breastworks. While in this position some Yankee spied him and sent a shrapnel shell, which burst a few feet in front of him, and one of its contents made a round hole in his ear. He came out very much elated. Said he, “I have got a furlough. Look at this hole in my ear.” But the doctor told him he could fight about as well as ever, and he got no furlough. At the Confederate reunion at Houston I was getting a shine when someone put his hand over my eyes from behind and asked me to guess who it was. After failing, he asked me if I remembered Buck Carlton, and I told him that if that was Buck Carlton he was marked in the ear, and sure enough, there was the hole.


Tyre Hancock of Dallas marched almost continually for a year before he got in the battle of Carrion Crow Bayou32 and then wished he had missed it:


We were formed in line of battle in a valley and were told that the enemy was just over the hill. We raised the “Rebel Yell” and charged. I saw a fine large tree on top of the hill, and was determined to get to that tree, which I did, and fired the first gun direct at the enemy in the valley below. I was not scared until I looked back and saw that I was far ahead of my command. Greene Duncan was mortally wounded just as he passed my tree, and Nathan Walker and I picked up poor Greene and took him off the field under the heaviest fire of shot and shell that I ever experienced. We laid him behind a log and started back. Just then I saw Tom Greene’s Cavalry charging the enemy’s rear. At the same time I looked and the enemy’s cavalry was charging our rear. There was some hard hand to hand fighting, and many were killed and wounded. Five or six of their cavalry ran through our line and were coming straight at us firing with their pistols. Nathan was a good runner and got away. I fell like I was killed and escaped.


Johnson Busbee Harris of Karnes City had a brother John who was eighteen when the war started, and his younger brother Henry was fifteen. Henry was sixteen when he had his brush with death:


My brother, Henry Harris, 16 years old at that time, was home on a furlough. Some Yankees came to the house. When they saw him one Yankee raised his gun and took aim. My sister, Bettie, saw the movement. Henry was ten feet away from the muzzle of the gun. It meant certain death. She rushed and knocked up the gun. He missed his aim. In the surprise and confusion Henry escaped.


J. H. Harrison of Ranger, who fought with General Bragg33 in Kentucky, found that even in the heat of battle, it is wise to check your gun:


In a charge at Richmond, Ky.,34 we routed the enemy. I saw four or five men run behind a haystack and asked a comrade on my left if he saw them and he said that he did, and that we would get them. We were running and at the same time loading our guns, stopping and shooting. On reaching the hay stack my comrade went around to the left and I to the right. I had discharged my gun just before reaching the stack and had reloaded but had failed to put a cap on. A Yankee ran around on me, and as I was not able to shoot, I caught the muzzle of my gun let drive at him. He dodged and the gun struck the ground and broke off at the breech. When I struck at him and seeing my gun broken, I seized his with both hands. He could not shoot me but we had it around and around until the other boys came up and captured him. He was a man that would weigh 180 pounds while I was a mere boy of eighteen years.


Sam A. Griffith of Paris had his brush with death at the battle of Corinth:35


On the evening of the second day’s fight at Corinth, Oct. 5th and 6th, our command was the second line of battle, and we had to crawl through brush and cut timber for hundreds of yards, under the galling fire from the enemy. Within thirty yards of the entrenchments, I had not fired a gun and had forty rounds of ammunition around me and could see about one dozen men shooting at us. They were firing through the port holes where a battery had been. Finding a friendly post oak stump about eighteen inches high, I used it for my breastworks while I shot at the Yanks through the port holes, taking deliberate aim at one man at a time, until they all disappeared and I had discharged my last cartridge. I ran up the works and had arrived near the top, when the Yanks reinforced and rose up from one end of the works to the other, those in front of me being not more than ten feet away. When I looked behind me to see where our men were and could see none but dead and wounded (they had retreated) I decided to run out, and luckily I struck a wagon road that wound around through the debris and kept in it. The enemy did not fire on me until I had gotten 100 yards from the works. Then they opened fire on me all along the line and kept it up until I reached the timber. You would have thought it was general engagement, if you had heard the firing. I was the last Confederate to leave the works near Old Battery Robinett,36 which was the closest place I was ever in.


Edward Freeman Comegys of Gainesville said that he was never badly wounded, but he sure came close a few times:


Had my hat shot off at Chickamauga37 and my canteen punctured by a ball. My right ear was slightly cut at Petersburg, and my boot heel was shot off at Drewry’s Bluff.38


B. L. Vance of Como decided perhaps it was his clothes the Yanks were mad about:


I was struck by a spent ball and knocked off my horse and stunned for a short time. They tried to shoot the clothes off me; one time they split my hat open.


And Bennett Wood of Temple learned to even dodge the missiles:


Solid shot were falling near us, and glancing up in the direction from which they came, I saw a ricochet shot coming towards me. I fell forward saving myself, but Smiley fell by my side, his entire head shot off.


Losing a hat would have been a welcome relief for W. F. Renshaw of Quinlan:


It would be impossible to tell of the suffering from hunger and exposure at Vicksburg. We had to stay in the ditches and take the rain as it came, as we had no shelter, and then the heat and cold with shot and shell, and hunger. When Gen. Grant made one of his desperate charges on our breastworks a bayonet in the hand of one of his men tore the skin off the top of my head.


J. R. Jones of Carrigan talked himself out of a close encounter:


I was wounded at the battle of Jenkin’s Ferry,39 being shot through the hip. When I came to myself there was no one on the battlefield except myself and the dead and wounded. In a short time after I became rational the Yankees sent a line of skirmishers on the battlefield. They were all negroes except the officer. One of the negroes threw his gun on me to shoot, but I begged him out of it.


John D. Shipp of Farmersville couldn’t talk his way out of a tight spot, but he could shoot his way out. Being captured by bushwhackers was not the best thing that could happen to Rebel or Yank:


I was one of Hill’s scouts in Northern Alabama, and was captured by what were known as Tories under Flowers (they did not belong to the regular army). I supposed they would kill me, but they had a negro cook with them, and they thought he was a great shot, and they said I might shoot it out with him. I told them that if they would give me my pistol and let me load it I would try him a crack. They agreed to this and stepped off the ground, and we turned our backs together and at the command wheeled and fired. I felt his bullet close to my head. He was hit between the nose and the mouth. They gave me my pistols and let me go my way.


W. H. Jones of Brady not only survived his close call, but saved his lieutenant:


The last evening at Missionary Ridge40 when the brigade on our left gave way, Cheatham41 on their right and my regiment on the right of the Division. Two other comrades and myself heard no commands and saw no movements and were left. The Lieutenant ran back to tell us that we were left and we started. Lieut. Jones was wounded, and he asked me not to leave him, so I took him astraddle of my back, but by this time, the Yankees were so close they were trying to halt me, but I carried him out, out running them and their bullets, carrying him four miles to Chickamauga Station, and put him on the train. If living, he can be found at Waverly, Tenn. I give this reference because it sounds “Fishy.” He weighed about 145 pounds and I 185. I thought afterward that I could have caught a quart of bullets in a pint cup if the bottom had held.
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