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forded the enemy, as it prevented us from
advancing upon them. The ever-present foe,
winter and spring, in Old Virginia was Mud.
Summer and fall it was Dust, which was pref-
erable ; though marching without water, with
dust filling one’s nostrils and throat, was not
a pleasant accompaniment with our ‘salt
horse ” and ¢ hard-tack.”

That first night out we went into camp near
a small brook, where we washed off enough
of the mud to recognize our feet. We had
hard-tack and coffee for supper. And didn’t
it “go good”! What sauce ever equaled
that of hunger? Truly the feast is in the pal-
ate. How we slept! Feet wet, boots for a
pillow, the mud oozing up around our rubber
blankets, but making a soft bed withal, and
we sleeping the dreamless sleep of tired men.
I would be willing, occasionally, to make an-
other such march, through the same mud,
for such a sleep.

At early daylight we fell in for rations of
hot coffee and hard-tack. Immediately after
we took up our line of march, or, as Wad
Rider expressed it, “began to pull mud.”
With intervals of rest, we “pulled mud” un-
til about four o’clock in the afternoon, when
we halted near Manassas Junction. It was
strange that the enemy could not have been
chivalrous enough to meet us half-way, and
save us the trials and troubles of \\allowmg
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through all that mud. Then the Quaker guns !
Who has not heard of the “ Quaker guns” at
Manassas ? We met the logs, mounted on
wheels, around the fortifications of Manassas,
and can assure you they were not so formi-
dable as the mud.

After thoroughly inspecting our enemies,—
the logs,— we re-formed our ranks and took
the back track for Washington. The rain soon
began to fall, coming down literally in sheets; it
ran down our backs in rivulets, and we should
have run had we met the enemy about that
time —that is, if the mud had permitted ; for
there is nothing which will so take the courage
out of a soldier as to wet the seat of his trow-
sers. On we went, pumping and churning up
and down in the mud, till about ten o’clock,
when we pitched camp near the road-side, as
wet and bedraggled a set of men as ever
panted for military glory, or pursued the
bubble reputation at the wooden cannon's
mouth. We arrived at our old camp near
Washington the following evening.

Virginia mud has never been fully compre-
hended ; but I hope those who read these
pages will catch a faint glimmering of the
reality. To be fully understood, one must
march in it, sleep in it, be encompassed
round about by it. Great is mud — Virginia
mud !

Warren Lee Goss.

THE CAPTURE

OF FORT DONELSON.

FEBRUARY 12-16, 1862,

TuE village
of Dover was—
and for that mat-
ter yet is—what
our English cous-
ins would call the shire-town of the county of
Stewart, Tennessee. In 1860 it was a village

ON THE SKIRMISH LINE.

unknown to fame, meager in population, archi-
tecturally poor. There was a court-house in
the place, and a tavern, remembered now as
double-storied, unpainted, and with windows
of eight-by- ten glass, which, if the panes may
be likened to eyes, were both squint and cat-
aractous. Looking through them gave the
street outside the appearance of a sedgy
slough of yellow backwater. The entertain-
ment furnished man and beast was good of
the kind; though at the time mentioned a
sleepy traveler, especially if he were of the
North, might have been somewhat vexed by
the explosions which spiced the good things
of a debating society that nightly took posses-
sion of the bar- room, to discuss the relative
fighting qualities of the opposing sections.
The pertinency of the description lies in the
fact that on these occasions the polemicists
of Dover, even the wisest of them, little
dreamed how near they were to a d'ly when
trial of the issue would be had on the hills
around them, and at their very doors, and
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THE TOWN OF DOVER FROM ROBINSON'S HILL.

[This view was taken from the site of a house on McClernand's right, which was destroyed for

camp purpeses after the surrender. The house s said to have been used

a mile to the right of the picture.]

that another debating society assembled in
the same tavern would shortly pass upon the
same question under circumstances to give
its decision a real sanction, and clothe the
old town, obscure as it was, with an abiding
historical interest.

If there was little of the romantic in Dover
itself, there was still less of poetic quality in
the country round about it. The only beauti-
ful feature was the Cumberland river, which,
in placid current from the south, poured its
waters, ordinarily white and pure as those
of the springs that fed it, past the village on
the east. Northward there was a hill, then a
small stream, then a bolder hill round the foot
of which the river swept to the west, as if
courteously bent on helping Hickman’s creek
out of its boggy bottom and cheerless ravine.
North of the creek all was woods. Taking in
the ravine of the creek, a system of hollows,
almost wide and deep enough to be called
valleys, inclosed the town and two hills, their
bluffest ascents being on the townward side.
Westward of the hollows there were woods
apparently interminable. From Fort Henry,
twelve miles north-west, a road entered the
village, stopping first to unite itself with an-
other wagon-way, now famous as the Wynne’s
Ferry road, coming more directly from the
west. Still another road, leading off to Char-
lotte and Nashville, had been cut across the
low ground near the river on the south. These
three highways were the chief reliances of the
people of Dover for communication with the

by MecClernand as

headquarters. Tt was near the Wynn's ferry road, which reaches the river perhaps a quarter of

country, and as they were more than supple-
mented by the river and its boatage, the three
were left the year round to the guardianship
of the winds and rains.

However, when at length the Confederate
authorities decided to erect a military post at
Dover, the town entered but little into con-
sideration. The real inducement was the
second hill on the north; more properly it
might be termed a ridge. Rising about a
hundred feet above the level of the inlet at its
feet, the reconnoitering engineer, seeking to
control the navigation of the river by a forti-
fication, adopted it at sight. And for that
purpose the bold bluff was in fact a happy
gift of nature, and we shall see presently how
it was taken in hand and made terrible.

FORT DONELSON,

It is of little moment now who first enun-
ciated the idea of attacking the rebellion by
way of the Tennessee river; most likely the
conception was simultaneous with many
minds. The trend of the river; its navigability
for large steamers ; its offer of a highway to
the rear of the Confederate hosts in Kentucky
and the State of Tennessee ; its silent sugges-
tion of a secure passage into the heart of the
belligerent land, from which the direction of
movement could be changed toward the
Mississippi, or, left, toward Richmond; its
many advantages as a line of supply and of
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GENERAL SIMON B. BUCKNER.

gencral communication, must have been dis-
cerned by every military student who, in the
summer of 1861, gave himself to the most
cursory examination of the map. Itis thought
better and more consistent with fact to con-
clude that its advantages as a strategic line,
so actually obtrusive of themselves, were ob-
served about the same time by sensible men
on both sides of the contest. With every
problem of attack there goes a counter prob-
lem of defense.

A peculiarity of the most democratic peo-
ple in the world is their hunger for heroes.
The void in that respect had never been so
gaping as in 1861. General Scott was then
old and passing away, and the North caught
cagerly at the promise held out by George
B. McClellan; while the South, with as much
precipitation, pinned its faith and hopes on
Albert Sidney Johnston. There is little doubt
that up to the surrender of Fort Donelson
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(AFTER A PHOTOGRAPH BY E. ANTHONY.)

the latter was considered the foremost soldicr
of all who chose rebellion for their part.
When the shadow of that first great failure
fell upon the veteran, President Davis made
haste to re-assure him of his sympathy and
unbroken confidence. In the official corre-
spondence which has survived the Confeder-
acy there is nothing so pathetic, and at the
same time so indicative of the manly great-
ness of Albert Sidney Johnston, as his letter
in reply to that of his chief.

When General Johnston assumed command
of the Western Department, the war had
ceased to be a new idea. Battles had been
fought. Preparations for battles to come were
far advanced. Already it had been accepted
that the North was to attack and the South
to defend. The Mississippi river was a cen-
tral object ; if opened from Cairo to Fort Jack-
son (New Orleans), the Confederacy would be
broken into halves, and good strategy required
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it to be broken. The question was whether
the effort would be made directly or by turn-
ing its defended positions. Of the national
gun-boats afloat above Cairo, some were for-
midably iron-clad. Altogether the flotilla was
strong enough to warrant the theory that a
direct descent would be attempted; and to
meet the movement the Confederates threw
up powerful batteries, notably at Columbus,
Island No. 1o, Memphis, and Vicksburg. So
fully were they possessed of that theory that
they measurably neglected the possibilities of
invasion by way of the Cumberland and Ten-
nessee rivers. Not until General Johnston
established his headquarters at Nashville was
serious attention given to the defense of those
streams. A report to his chief of engineers
of November 21, 1861, establishes that at
that date a second battery on the Cumber-
land at Dover had been completed ; that a
work on the ridge had been laid out, and two
guns mounted; and that the encampment
was then surrounded by an abatis of felled
timber. Later, Brigadier-general Lloyd Tilgh-
man was sent to Fort Donelson as comman-
dant, and on January z5th he reports the
batteries prepared, the entire field-works built
with a trace of two thousand nine hundred
feet, and rifle-pits guarding the approaches
commenced. The same officer speaks further
of reénforcements housed in four hundred log-
cabins, and adds that while this was being
done at Fort Donelson, Forts Henry and
Heiman, over on the Tennessee, were being
thoroughly strengthened. January zoth, Fort
Donelson was formally inspected by Lieuten-
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ant-colonel Gilmer, chief engineer of the
Western Department, and the final touches
ordered to be given it.

It is to be presumed that General Johnston
was satisfied with the defenses thus provided
for the Cumberland river. From observing
General Buell at Louisville, and the stir and
movement of multiplying columns under Gen-
eral U. 8. Grant in the region of Cairo, he
suddenly awoke determined to fight for Nash-
ville at Donelson. To this conclusion he
came as late as the beginning of February ;
and thereupon the brightest of the Southern
leaders proceeded to make a capital mistake.
The Confederate estimate of the Union force
at that time in Kentucky alone was one
hundred and nineteen regiments. The force
at Cairo, St. Louis, and the towns near the
mouth of the Cumberland river was judged
to be about as great. It was also known
that we had unlimited means of transporta-
tion for troops, making concentration a work
of but few hours. Still General Johnston per-
sisted in fighting for Nashville, and for that
purposedivided his thirty thousand men. Four-
teen thousand hekept in observation of Buellat
Louisville. Sixteen thousand he gave to defend
Fort Donelson. The latter cletachmu'lt he
himself called * the best part of his army.” It
is difficult to think of a great master of
strategy making an error so perilous.

Having taken the resolution to defend
Nashville at Donelson, he intrusted the
operation to three chiefs of brigade — John
B. Floyd, Gideon J. Pillow, and Simon B.
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Buckner. Of these, the former was ranking
officer, and he was at the time under indict-
ment by a grand jury at Washington for
malversation as Secretary of War under
President Buchanan, and for complicity in
an embezzlement of public funds. As will
be seen, there came a crisis when the recol-
lection of the circumstance exerted an un-
happy influence over his judgment. The
second officer had a genuine military record ;
but it is said of him that he was of a jealous
nature, insubordinate, and quarrelsome. His
bold attempt to supersede General Scott in
Mexico was green m the memories of living
men. To give pertinency to the remark,
there is reason to believe that a personal mis-
understanding between him and General
Buckner, older than the rebellion, was yet
unsettled when the two met at Donelson.
All in all, therefore, there is little doubt
that the junior of the three commanders was
the fittest for the enterprise intrusted to them.
He was their equal in courage ; while in de-
votion to the cause and to his profession of

A PHOTOGRAPH BY GEORGE S. COOK.)

arms, in tactical knowledge, in military bear-
ing, in the faculty of getting the most service
out of his inferiors, and inspiring them with
confidence in his ability,—as a soldier in all
the higher meanings of the word, he was
greatly their superior.

FORT DONELSON READY FOR BATTLE.

THE 6th of February, 1862, dawned darkly
after a thunder-storm. Pacing the parapets
of the work on the hill above the inlet
formed by the junction of Hickman's creek
and the Cumberland river, a sentinel, in the
serviceable butternut jeans uniform of the
Confederate army of the West, might that
day have surveyed Fort Donelson almost
ready for battle. In fact, very little was after-
ward done to it. There were the two water
batteries sunk in the northern face of the
bluff, about thirty feet above the river; in
the lower battery nine thirty-two-pounder
guns and one ten-inch Columbiad, and in
the upper another Columbiad, bored and
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rifled as a thirty-two-pounder, and two
thirty-two-pounder carronades. These guns
lay between the embrasures, in snug revet-
ment of sand in coffee-sacks, flanked right
and left with stout traverses. The satisfac-
tion of the sentry could have been nowise
diminished at seeing the backwater lying
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log-houses of the garrison. Here and there
groups of later comers, shivering in their wet
blankets, were visible in a bivouac so cheerless
that not even morning fires could relieve it.
A little music would have helped their sinking
spirits, but there was none. Even the pic-
turesque effect of gay uniforms was wanting.

DOVER TAVERN — GENERAL BUCKNER'S HEADQUARTERS AND THE SCENE OF THE SURRENDER.

deep in the creek; a more perfect ditch
against assault could not have been con-
structed. The fort itself was of good profile,
and admirably adapted to the ridge it
crowned. Around it, on the landward side,
ran the rifle-pits, a continuous but irregular
line of logs, covered with yellow clay. From
Hickman’s Creek they extended far around
to the little run just outside the town on
the south. If the sentry thought the pits
looked shallow, he was solaced to see that
they followed the coping of the ascents,
seventy or eighty feet in height, up which a
foe must charge, and that, where they were
weakest, they were strengthened by trees
felled outwardly in front of them, so that the
interlacing limbs and branches seemed im-
passable by men under fire, At points inside
.the outworks, on the inner slopes of the hills,
defended thus from view of an enemy as
well as from his shot, lay the huts and
Vor. XXIX.—28.

In fine, the Confederate sentinel on the
ramparts that morning, taking in the whole
scene, knew the jolly rollicking picnic days
of the war were over.

To make clearer why the 6th of February is
selected to present the first view of the fort,
about noon that day the whole garrison was
drawn from their quarters by the sound of
heavy guns, faintly heard from the direction
of Fort Henry, a token by which every man
of them knew that a battle was on. The oc-
currence was in fact expected, for two days
before a horseman had ridden to General
Tilghman with word that at 4:30 o’clock
in the morning rocket signals had been ex-
changed with the picket at Bailey’s Landing,
announcing the approach of gun-boats. A
second courier came, and then a third ; the
latter, in great haste, requesting the general’s
presence at Fort Henry. There was quick
mounting at headquarters, and, before the



290

camp could be taken into confidence, the
general and his guard were out of sight.
Occasional guns were heard the day following.
Donelson gaveitself up to excitement and con-

MAJOR-GENERAL C. F. SMITH,
BRADY.)

(FROM PHOTOGRAPH BY

jecture. At noon of the 6th, as stated, there
was continuous and heavy cannonading at
Fort Henry, and greater excitement at Fort
Donelson. The polemicists in Dover became
uneasy, and prepared to get away. In the
evening fugitives arrived in groups, and told
how the gun-boats ran straight upon the fort
and took it. The polemicists hastened their
departure from town. At exactly midnight
the gallant Colonel Heiman marched into
Fort Donelson with two brigades of infantry
rescued from the ruins of Forts Henry and
Heiman. The officers and men by whom
they were received then knew that their turn
was at hand; and at day-break, with one
mind and firm of purpose, they set about
the final preparation.

Brigadier-General Pillow reached Fort Don-
elson on the gth; Brigadier-General Buck-
ner came in the night of the rrth; and Brig-
adier-General Floyd on the 1zth. The lat-
ter, by virtue of his rank, took command.

The morning of the r3th — calm, spring-
like, the very opposite of that of the 6th —
found in Fort Donelson a garrison of twenty-
eight regiments of infantry: thirteen from Ten-
nessee, two from Kentucky, six from Missis-
sippi, one from Texas, two from Alabama, four
from Virginia. There were also present two in-
dependent battalions of Kentuckians, one regi-
ment of cavalry, and artillerymen for six light
batteries and seventeen heavy guns, making
a total of quite eighteen thousand effectives.

General Buckner’s division—six regiments
and two batteries— constituted the right wing,
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and was posted to cover the land approaches
to the water batteries. A left wing was or-
ganized into six brigades, commanded respect-
ively by Colonels Heiman, Davidson, Drake,
Wharton, McCausland, and Baldwin, and
posted from right to left in the order named.
Four batteries were distributed amongst the
left wing. General Bushrod R. Johnson, an
able officer, served the general commanding
as chief-of-stafi. Dover was converted into
a depot of supplies and ordnance stores.
These dispositions made, Fort Donelson was
ready for battle.

EN ROUTE TO FORT DONELSON.

IT may be. doubted if General Grant
called a council of war. The nearest approach
to it was a convocation held on the Zigress,
a steam-boat renowned throughout the Army
of the Tennessee as his headquarters. The
morning of the 1rth of February, a staff-offi-
cer visited each commandant of division and
brigade with the simple verbal message:
« General Grant sends his compliments, and
requests to seé you this afternoon on his boat.”
Minutes of the proceedings were not kept;
there was no adjournment; each person retired
when he got ready, knowing that the march
would take place next day, probably in the
forenoon.

There were in attendance on the occasion
some officers of great subsequent notability.
Of these Ulysses S. Grant was first. The
world knows him now ; then his fame was all
before him. A singularity of the volunteer
service in that day was that nobody took ac-
count of even a first-rate record in the Mex-
ican War, The battle of Belmont, though
indecisive, was a much better reference. A
story was abroad that Grant had been the
last man to take boat at the end of that affair,
and the addendum that he had lingered in
face of the enemy until he was hauled aboard
with the last gang-plank, did him great good.
From the first his silence was remarkable.
He knew how to keep his temper. In battle,
as in camp, he went about quietly, speak-
ing in a conversational tone; yet he ap-
peared to see everything that went on, and
was always intent on business. He had a
faithful assistant adjutant-general, and appre-
ciated him; he preferred, however, his own
eyes, word, and hand. His aides were little
more than messengers. In dress he was plain,
even negligent ; in partial amendment of that
his horse was always a good one and well
kept. At the council— calling it such by
grace—he smoked, but never said a word.
In all probability he was framing the orders
of march which were issued that night.
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Charles F. Smith, of the
regular army, was also
present. He was a per-
son of superb physique,
very tall, perfectly propor-
tioned, straight, square-
shouldered, ruddy-faced,
with eyes of genuine blue,
and long snow-white mus-
taches. He seemed to
know the army regula-
tions by heart, and caught
a tactical mistake, whether
of command or execution,
by a kind of mental coup
d’@il. He was naturally
kind, genial, communica-
tive, and never failed to
answer when information
was sought of him; at
the same time he believed
in “hours of service” reg-
ularly published by the
adjutants as a rabbi be-
lieves in the ten tables,
and to call a court-mar-
tial on a “bummer” was
in his eyes a sinful waste
of stationery. On the re-
view he had the look of a marshal of France.
He could ride along a line of volunteers in
the regulation uniform of a brigadier-general,
plume, chapeau, epaulets and all, without ex-
citing laughter—something nobody else could
doin the beginning of the war. He was at first
accused of disloyalty, and when told of it, his
eyes flashed wickedly ; then he laughed, and
said, ¢ Oh, never mind! They'll take it back
after our first battle.” And they did. At the
time of the meeting on the Zigress he was a
brigadier-general, and commanded the divis-
ion which in the land operations against Fort
Henry marched up the left bank of the river
against Fort Heiman,

Another officer worthy of mention was
John A. McClernand, also a brigadier. By
profession a lawyer, he was in his first of mil-
itary service. Brave, industrious, methodical,
and of unquestioned cleverness, he was
rapidly acquiring the art of war.

There was still another in attendance on
the Zigress that day not to be passed —a
young man who had followed General Grant
from Illinois, and was seeing his first of mili-
tary service. No soldier in the least familiar
with headquarters on the Tennessee can ever
forget the slender figure, large black eyes,
hectic cheeks, and sincere, earnest manner of
John A. Rawlins, then assistant adjutant-gen-
eral, afterward major-general and secretary
of war. He had two devotions in especial —
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MAJOR-GENERAL JOHN A. MCCLERNAND.

the cause and his chief. He lived to see the
first triumphant and the latter first in peace
as well as in war. Probably no officer of the
Union was mourned by so many armies.

Fort Henry, it will be remembered, was
taken by Flag-Officer Foote on the 6th of
February. The time up to the 12th was given
to reconnoitering the country in the direction
of Fort Donelson. Two roads were dis-
covered : one of twelve miles direct, the other
almost parallel with the first, but, on account
of a slight divergence, two miles longer.

By eight o’clock in the morning, the first
division, General McClernand commanding,
and the second, under General Smith, were
in full march.

McClernand’s was composed of Illinois
troops entirely, with the exception of com-
pany C Second United States cavalry and
company I Fourth United States cavalry.
The first brigade, Colonel Richard J. Oglesby,
five regiments of infantry, the Eighth, Eight-
eenth, Twenty-ninth, Thirtieth, and Thirty-
first Illinois; artillery, batteries A and B,
Illinois; cavalry, besides the companies stated,
Carmichael’s, Dollins’, O’ Harnett’s, and Stew-
art’s. The second brigade, Colonel W. H. L.
Wallace, four regiments of infantry, the Elev-
enth, Twentieth, Forty-fifth, and Forty-eighth
Minois ; artillery, batteries B and D; cav-
alry, the Fourth Illinois. Third brigade, Col-
onel W. R. Morrison, two regiments of in-
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GLIMPSE OF THE
CUMBERLAND RIV-
ER WHERE THE
GUN-BOATS FIRST
APPEARED, LOOK-
ING NORTH FROM
THE HIGHEST
EARTH-WORKS OF
FORT DONELSON.

fantry, the Seven-
e teenth and Forty-

-~ ninth Illinois. General
ot = oty
~5~ Smith's  division  was
~" more mixed, being com-
posed, first brigade, Colo-
nel John McArthur, of the
Ninth, Twelfth, and Forty-
first Illinois; third brigade, Colonel John
Cook, the Seventh and Fiftieth Illinois, the
Fifty-second Indiana, Fourteenth Iowa, and
Thirteenth Missouri, with light artillery bat-
teries D, I, and K, Missouri; fourth brigade,
Colonel Jacob G. Lauman, infantry, the
Twenty-fifth Indiana, Second, Seventh, and
Fourteenth Towa, and Berge’s sharp-shooters;
fifth brigade, Colonel Morgan L. Smith, in-
fantry, the Eighth Missouri and Eleventh
[ndiana.

It is to be observed now that the infantry
of the command with which, on the morning
of the 12th of February, General Grant set
out to attack Fort Donelson was twenty-five
regiments in all, or three less than those of the
Confederates. Against their six field-batteries
he had seven. In cavalry alone he was ma-
terially stronger. The rule in attacking forti-

fications 1s five to one; to save
the Union commander from a
charge of rashness, however,
he had at control a fighting
quantity ordinarily at home on
the sea rather than the land.

After receiving the surrender
of Fort Henry, Flag-Officer
Foote had hastened to Cairo
to make preparation for the
reduction of Fort Donelson.
With-six of his boats, he passed
into the Cumberland River; and
on the rzth, while the two divi-
sions of the army were march-
ing across to Donelson, he was
hurrying, fast as steam could
drive him and his following, to
a second trial of iron batteries
afloat against earth batteries
ashore. The Carondelet, Com-
mander Walke, having preced-
ed him, had been in position be-
low the fort since the r2th. By sundown of
the 12th, McClernand and Smith reached the
points designated for them in orders.

On the morning of the r3th of February
General Grant, with about 20,000 men, was
before Fort Donelson.®* Wehavehadaview of
the army in the works ready for battle ; a like
view of that outside and about to go into posi-
tion of attack and assault is not so easily to be
given. At dawn the latter host rose up from
the bare ground, and, snatching bread and
coffee as best they could, fell into lines that
stretched away over hills, down hollows, and
through thickets making it impossible for even
colonels to see their regiments from flank to
flank.

Pausing to give a thought to the situation,
it is proper to remind the reader that he is
about to witness an event of more than mere
historical interest ; he is about to seec the men
of the North and North-west and of the South
and South-west enter for the first time into a
strife of arms: on one side, the best blood
of Tennessee, Kentucky. Alabama, Missis-
sippi, and Texas, aided materially by fighting
representatives from Virginia; on the other,
the best blood of Illinois, Ohio, Indiana,
Iowa, Missouri, and Nebraska.

3

THE FEDERALS FIND POSITIONS.

We have now before us a spectacle seldom
witnessed in the annals of scientific war —an
army behind field-works erected in a chosen

* General Grant estimates his available forces at this time at 15,000, and on the last day at 27,000, 5000 or
6000 of whom were guarding transportation trains in the rear.—IiD.
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position waiting quietly while another army
very little its superior in numbers proceeds at
leisure to placeit in a state of siege. Such was
the operation General Grant had before him at
day-break of the 13th of February. Let us see
how itwasaccomplished and how it wasresisted.

In a clearing about two miles from Dover
there was a log-house, at the time occupied

FORT DONELSOMN. 293

Graves commanded the first, Maney the sec-
ond: both were of Tennessee. As always in
situations where the advancing party is igno-
rant of the ground and of the designs of the
enemy, resort was had to skirmishers, who
are to the main body what antennae are to
insects. Theirs it is to unmask the foe. Un-
like sharp-shooters, they actin bodies. Behind

THE CRISP FARM— GENERAL GRANT'S HEADQUARTERS.

by a Mrs. Crisp. As the road to Dover ran
close by, it was made the headquarters of
the commanding general. All through the
night of the rzth, the coming and going
was incessant. Smith was ordered to find
a position in front of the enemy’s right
wing, which would place him face to face
with Buckner. McClernand’s order was
to establish himself on the enemy’s left,
where he would be opposed to Pillow.

A little before dawn Berge’s sharp-shoot-
ers were astir, Theirs was a peculiar ser-
vice. Each was a preferred marksman,
and carried a long-range Henry rifle, with
sights delicately arranged as for target
practice. In action each was perfectly inde-
pendent. They never maneuvered as a corps.
When the time came they were asked, “ Can-
teens full?” ¢ Biscuits for all day ?” Then their
only order, “All right; hunt you holes, boys.”
Thereupon they dispersed, and, like Indians,
sought coverto please themselves, behindrocks
and stumps, or in hollows. Sometimes they
dug holes ; sometimes they climbed into trees.
Once in a good location, they remained there
the day. At night they would crawl out and
report in camp. This morning, as I have
said, the sharp-shooters dispersed early to find
places within easy range of the breastworks.

The movement by Smith and McClernand
was begun about the same time. A thick
wood fairly screened the former. The latter
had to cross an open valley under fire of two
batteries, one on Buckner's left, the other on
a high point jutting from the line of outworks
held by Colonel Heiman of Pillow’s command.

FRONT VIEW OF MRS. CRISP'S HOUSE.

the skirmishers, the batteries started out to
find positions, and through the brush and
woods, down the hollows, up the hills the
guns and caissons were hauled. Itisnowadays
a very steep bluff, in face of which the good
artillerist will stop or turn back, At Donelson,
however, the proceeding was generally slow
and toilsome. The officer had to find a van-
tage-ground first; then with axes a road to it
was hewn out; after which, in many instances,
the men, with the prolongs over their shoulders,
helped the horses along. In the gray of the
dawn the sharp-shooters were deep in their
deadly game; as the sun came up, one battery
after another, having found position, opened
fire, and was instantly and gallantly answered;
and all the time behind the hidden sharp-
shooters, and behind the skirmishers, who oc-
casionally stopped to take a hand in the fray,
the regiments marched, route-step, colors fly-
ing, after their colonels.
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About eleven o'clock Commander Walke,
of the Carondelet, engaged the water batteries,
The air was then full of the stunning music
of battle; though as yet not a volley of mus-
ketry had been heard. Smith, nearest the
enemy at starting, was first in place; and
there, leaving the fight to his sharp-shooters
and skirmishers and to his batteries, he re-
ported to the chief in the log-house, and, like
an old soldier, calmly waited orders. McCler-
nand, following a good road, pushed on rapidly
to the high grounds on the right. The ap-
pearance of his column in the valley covered
by the two Confederate batteries provoked a
furious shelling from them. On the double-
quick his men passed through it; and when
in the wood beyond, they resumed the route-
step and saw that nobody was hurt, they
fell to laughing at themselves. The real
baptism of fire was yet in store for them.

When McClernand arrived at his appointed
place and extended his brigades, it was dis-
covered that the Confederate outworks of-
fered a front too great for him to envelop.
To attempt to rest his right opposite their ex-
treme left would necessitate a dangerous at-
tenuation of his line and leave him without
reserves. Over on their left, moreover, ran
the road already mentioned as passing from
Doveron the south to Charlotte and Nashville,
which it was of the highest importance to
close hermetically that soon there would be
no communication left General Flovd except
by the river. If the road to Charlotte were
left to the enemy, they might march out at
their pleasure.

The insufticiency of his force was thus made
apparent to General Grant, and whether a
discovery of the moment or not, he set about
its correction, He knew a reénforcement was
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coming up the river under convoy of Foote;
besides which a brigade, composed of the
Eighth Missouri and the Eleventh Indiana
infantry and Battery A, Illinois, had been left
behind at Forts Henry and Heiman under
myself. A courier was dispatched to me with
an order to bring my command to Donelson.
I ferried my troops across the Tennessee in the
night, and reported with them at headquarters
before noon the next day. The brigade was
transferred to General Smith; at the same
time an order was put into my hand assigning
me to command the third division.

As the regiments marched past me in the
road, I organized them: first brigade, Colonel
Cruft, the Thirty-first Indiana, Seventeenth
Kentucky, Forty-fourth Indiana, and Twenty-
fifth Kentucky; third brigade, Colonel Thayer,
the First Nebraska, and Seventy-sixth and
Sixty-eighth Ohio. Four other regiments, the
Forty-sixth, Fifty-seventh, and Fifty-eighth
Illinois and Twentieth Ohio, intended to con-
stitute the second brigade, came up later, and
were attached to Thayer's command.

My division was thereupon conducted to
a position between Smith and McClernand,
enabling the latter to extend his line well to
the left and cover the road to Charlotte.

Thus on the r4th of February the Con-
federates were completely invested, except
that the river above Dover remained to them.
The supineness of General Floyd all this while
is to this day incomprehensible. A vigorous
attack the morning of the r3th might have
thrown Grant back upon Fort Henry. Such
an achievement would have more than offset
Foote's conquest. 'The morale to be gained
would have alone justified the attempt. But
with McClernand’s strong division on the
right, my own in the center, and Smith’s on
the left, the opportunity was gone. On Gen-
eral Grant’s side the possession of the river
was all that was wanting; with that he could
force the fighting, or wait the certain approach
of the grimmest enemy of the besieged —
starvation.

ILLINOIS BREAKS A LANCE WITH TENNESSEE.

I't is now — morning of the 14th — easy to
see and understand with something more than
approximate exactness the oppositions of the
two forces. Smith is on the left of the Union
army opposite Buckner. My division, in the
center, confronts Colonels Heiman, Drake,
and Davidson, each with a brigade. McCler-
nand, now well over on the right, keeps the
road to Charlotte and Nashville against the
major part of Pillow’s left wing. The infantry
on both sides are in cover behind the crests
of the hills or in thick woods, listening to the
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ragged fusillade which the sharp-shooters and
skirmishers maintain against each other al-
most without intermission. There is little
pause in the exchange of shells and round
shot. The careful chiefs have required their
men to lie down. In brief, it looks as if each
party was inviting the other to begin.

These circumstances, the sharp-shooting
and cannonading, ugly as they may seem to
one who thinks of them under comfortable
surroundings, did in fact serve a good purpose
the day in question in helping the men to forget
their sufferings of the night before. It must be
remembered thatthe weather had changed dur-
ing the preceding afternoon : from suggestions
of spring it turned to intensified winter. From
lending a gentle hand in bringing Foote and
his iron-clads up the river, the wind whisked
suddenly around to the north and struck both
armies with a storm of mixed rain, snow, and
sleet. All night the tempest blew mercilessly
upon the unsheltered, fireless soldiers, making
sleep impossible. Inside the works, nobody
had overcoats; while thousands of those out-
side had marched from Fort Henry as to a
summer féte, leaving coats, blankets, and
knapsacks behind them in camp. More than
one stout fellow has since admitted, with a
laugh, that nothing was so helpful to him that
horrible night as the thought that the wind,
which seemed about to turn his blood into
icicles, was serving the enemy the same way;
they, too, had to stand out and take the blast.

In the hope now that the reader has a tol-
erable presentment of the situation which the
orators of Dover had, to the extent of their
influence, aided in bringing upon their village
that dreary morning of the r4th of February,
let us go back to the preceding day, and bring
up an incident of McClernand’s swing into
position.

About the center of the Confederate out-
works there was a V-shaped hill, marked
sharply by a ravine on its right and another
on its left. This Colonel Heiman occupied
with his brigade of five regiments—all of
Tennessee but one. The front presented was
about twenty-five hundred feet. In the angle
of the V, on the summit of the hill, Captain
Maney’s battery, also of Tennessee, had been
planted. Without protection of any kind,
it nevertheless completely swept a large field
to the left, across which an assaulting force
would have to come in order to get at Hei-
man or at Drake, next on the south.

Maney, on the point of the hill, had been
active throughout the preceding afternoon,
and succeeded in drawing the fire of some of
McClernand’s guns. The duel lasted until
night. Next morning it was renewed with in-
creased sharpness, Maney being assisted on
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his right by Graves's battery of Buckner’s di-
vision, and by some pieces of Drake’s on his
left.

McClernand’s advance was necessarily slow
and trying. This was not merely a logical re-
sult of unacquaintance with the country and
the dispositions of the enemy; he was also
under an order from General Grant to avoid
everything calculated to bring on a general
engagement. In Maney’s well-served guns
he undoubtedly found serious annoyance, if
not a positive obstruction, Concentrating
guns of his own upon the industrious Confed-
erate, he at length fancied him silenced and
the enemy’s infantry on the right thrown into
confusion — circumstances from which he
hastily deduced a favorable chance to deliver
an assault. For that purpose he reénforced
his third brigade, which was nearest the offend-
ing battery, and gave the necessary orders.

Up to this time, it will be observed, there
had not been any fighting involving infantry
in line. This was now to be changed. Old
soldiers, rich with experience, would have re-
garded the work proposed with gravity; they
would have shrewdly cast up an account of the
chances of success, not to speak of the chances
of comingoutalive; they would have measured
the distance to be passed, every foot of it un-
der the guns of three batteries, Maney’s in
the center, Graves's on their left, and Drake’s
on their right — a direct line of fire doubly
crossed. Nor would they have omitted the
reception awaiting them from the rifle-pits.
They were to descend a hill entangled for
two hundred yards with underbrush, climb
an opposite ascent partly shorn of timber;
make way through an abatis of tree-tops;
then, supposing all that successfully accom-
plished, they would be at last in face of an
enemy whom it was possible to reénforce with
all the reserves of the garrison — with the
whole garrison, if need be. A veteran would
have surveyed the three regiments selected
for the honorable duty with many misgivings.
Not so the men themselves. They were not
old soldiers. Recruited but recently from
farms and shops, they accepted the assign-
ment heartily and with youthful confidence
in their prowess. It may be doubted if a man
in the ranks gave a thought to the questions,
whether the attack was to be supported while
making, orfollowed upif successful, or whether
it was part of a general advance. Probably
the most they knew was that the imme-
diate objective before them was the capture
of the battery on the hill. !

The line when formed stood thus from the
right: the Forty-ninth Illinois, then the Seven-
teenth, and then the Forty-eighth, Colonel
Haynie. At the last moment, a question of
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seniority arose between Colonels Morrison
and Haynie. The latter was of opinion that
he was the ranking officer. Morrison replied
that he would conduct the brigade to the
point from which the attack was to be made,
after which Haynie could take the command,
if he desired to do so.

Down the hill the three regiments went,
crashing and tearing through the under-
growth. Heiman, on the lookout, saw them
advancing. Before they cleared the woods,
Maney opened with shells. At the foot of the
descent, in the valley, Graves joined his fire
to Maney’s. There Morrison reported to
Haynie, who neither accepted nor refused
the command. Pointing to the hill, he merely
said, “Let us take it together.”” Morrison
turned away, and rejoined his own regiment.
Here was confusion in the beginning, or
worse, an assault begun without a head,
Nevertheless, the whole line went forward.
On a part of the hill-side the trees were yet
standing. The open space fell to Morrison
and his Forty-ninth, and paying the penalty
of the exposure, he outstripped his associates.
The men fell rapidly; yet the living rushed
on and up, firing as they went. The battery
was the common target. Maney’s gunners, in
relief against the sky, were shot down in quick
succession. His first leutenant (Burns) was
one of the first to suffer, His second lieuten-
ant (Massie) was mortally wounded. Maney
himself was hit; still he stayed, and his guns
continued their punishment; and still the
farmer lads and shop boys of Illinois clung to
their purpose. With marvelous audacity they
pushed through the abatis, and reached a
point within forty yards of the rifle-pits. It
actually looked as if the prize were theirs. The
yell of victory was rising in their throats.
Suddenly the long line of yellow breastworks
before them, covering Heiman’s five regi-
ments, crackled and turned into flame. The
forlorn hope stopped — staggered — braced
up again—shot blindly through the smoke at
the smoke of the new enemy, secure in his
shelter. Thus for fifteen minutes the Illinois-
ans stood fighting. The time is given on the
testimony of the opposing leader himself.
Morrison was knocked out of his saddle by a
musket-ball, and disabled; then the men went
down the hill. At its foot they rallied round
their flags, and renewed the assault. Pushed
down again, again they rallied, and a third
time climbed to the enemy. This time the
battery set fire to the dry leaves on the
ground, and the heat and smoke became stif-
ling. Tt was not possible for brave men to
endure more. Slowly, sullenly, frequently
pausing to return a shot, they wentback for the
last time; and in going their ears and souls
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were riven with the shrieks of their wounded
comrades, whom the flames crept down upon
and smothered and charred where they lay.
Considered as a mere exhibition of courage,
this assault, long maintained against odds —
twice repulsed, twice renewed —has been
seldom excelled. One hundred and forty-nine
men of the Seventeenth and Forty-ninth were
killed and wounded. Of Haynie’s loss we
have no report.
THE BATTLE OF THE GUN-BOATS.
THERE are few things connected with the
operations against Fort Donelson so relieved
of uncertainty as this: that when General
Grant at Fort Henry became fixed in the

OF MeCLERNAND, SHOWING WATER IN THE TRENCHES.

resolution to undertake the movement, his
primary object was the capture of the force
to which the post was intrusted. To effect
their complete environment, he relied upon
Flag-Officer Foote, whose astonishing success
at Fort Henry justified the extreme of con-
fidence,

Foote arrived on the 14th, and made haste
to enter upon his work. The Carendelet
(Commander Walke) had been in position
since the 12th.* Behind a low outpost of the
shore, for two days, she maintained a fire
from her rifled guns, happily of greater range
than the best of those of the enemy.

At nine o’clock on the 14th, Captain Cul-
bertson, looking from the parapet of the upper
battery, beheld the river below the first bend

* A fuller account of the part the gun-boats took in the attack will be included in an illustrated paper on
the work of Foote and the Western Flotilla, to appear in the next issue of THe CEXTURY, and to be contributed
by Commander (now Rear-Admiral) Walke, who was one of the chief actors in this important service. The
construction of the fleet will also be described by Captain James B. Eads, who planned and built the iron-

clads.—EDn.
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full of transports, landing troops under cover
of a fresh arrival of gun-boats. The disem-
barkation concluded, Foote was free. He
waited until noon. The captains in the bat-
teries mistook his deliberation for timidity.
The impinging of their shot on his iron armor
was heard distinctly in the fort a mile and a
half away. The captains began to doubt if
he would come at all. But at three o’clock
they took position under fire: the Zowisville
on the right, the SZ Zowis next, then the
Litlsburg, then the Carondelet, all iron-clad.

Five hundred yards from the batteries, and
yet Foote was not content! In the Crimean
war the allied French and English fleets,
of much mightier ships, undertook te engage
the Russian shore batteries, but little stronger
than those at Donelson. The French on that
occasion stood off eighteen hundred yards.
Lord Lyons fought his Agamemnon at a dis-
tance of eight hundred yards. Foote forged
ahead within four hundred yards of his en-
emy, and was still going on. His boat had
been hit between wind and water; so with the
Littsburg and Carondelet.  About the guns
the floors were slippery with blood, and both
surgeons and carpenters were never so busy.
Still the four boats kept on, and there was
great cheering ; for not only did the fire from
the shore slacken; the lookouts reported
the enemy running. It seemed that fortune
would smile once more upon the fleet, and
cover the honors of Fort Henry afresh at
Fort Donelson. Unhappily, when about three
hundred and fifty yards off the hill, a solid
shot plunged through the pilot-house of the
flag-ship, and carried away the wheel. Near
the same time the tiller-ropes of the Zowis-
ville were disabled. Both vessels became
unmanageable, and began floating down the
current. The eddies turned them round like
logs. The Fittsburg and Carondelet closed in
and covered them with their hulls.

Seeing this turn in the fight, the captains
of the batteries rallied their men, who cheered
in their turn, and renewed the contest with
increased will and energy. A ball got lodged
in their best rifle. A corporal and some of his
men took a log fitting the bore, leaped out
on theparapet,andrammed the missile home.*
“ Now, boys,” said a gunner in Bidwell’s bat-
tery, “see me take a chimney!” The flag
of the boat and the chimney fell with the
shots.

When the vessels were out of range, the
victors looked around them. The fine form
of their embrasures was gone; heaps of earth
had been cast over their platforms. Ina space
of twenty-four feet they picked up as many
shot and shells. The air had been full of fly-
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ing missiles. For an hour and a half the brave
fellows had been rained upon; yet their losses
had been trifling in numbers. Each gunner
had selected a ship, and followed her faith-
fully throughout the action, now and then
uniting fire on the Carondelet. The Confed-
erates had behaved with astonishing valor.
Their victory sent a thrill of joy through the
army. The assault on the outworks, the day
before, had been a failure. With the repulse
of the gun-boats the Confederates scored
success number two, and the communication
by the river remained open to Nashville. The
winds that blew sleet and snow over Donelson
that night were not so unendurable as they
might have been.

A DAY OF BATTLE.

THE night of the 14th of February fell cold
and dark, and under the pitiless sky the armies
remained in position so near to each other that
neither dared light fires. Overpowered with
watching, fatigue, and the lassitude of spirits
which always follows a strain upon the fac-
ulties of men like that which is the concomi-
tant of battle, thousands on both sides lay
down in the ditches and behind logs, and
whatever else would in the least shelter them
from the cutting wind, and tried to sleep. Very
few closed their eyes. Even the horses, after
their manner, betrayed the suffering they were
enduring.

That morning General Floyd had called a
council of his chiefs of brigades and divisions.
He expressed the opinion that the post was
untenable, except with fifty thousand troops.
He called attention to the heavy reénforce-
ments of the Federals, and suggested an im-
mediate attack upon ther right wing to re-open
land communication with Nashville, by way of
Charlotte. The proposal was agreed to unani-
mously. General Buckner proceeded to make
dispositions to cover the retreat, in the event
the sortie was successful. Shortly after noon,
when the movement should have begun, the
order was countermanded at the instance of
Pillow. Then came the battle with the gun-
boats. '

In the night the council was recalled, with
general and regimental officers in attendance.
The situation was again debated, and the
same conclusion reached. According to the
plan resolved upon, Pillow was to move at
dawn with his whole division, and attack the
right of the besiegers. General Buckner was
to be relieved by troops in the forts, and with
his command to support Pillow by assailing the
right of the enemy’s center. If he succeeded,
he was to take post outside the entrenchments

* One of the gunners is said to have torn up his coat in lieu of wadding.— Ep.
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MCALLISTER'S BATTERY IN ACTION.*

on the Wynn’s Ferry road to cover the re-
treat. He was then to act as rear-guard.
Thus early, leaders in Donelson were aware
of the mistake into which they were plunged.
Their resolution was wise and heroic. Let us
see how they executed it.

Preparations for the attack occupied the
night. The troops were for the most part
taken out of the rifle-pits, and massed over
on the left to the number of ten thousand or
more. The ground was covered with ice and
snow ; yet the greatest silence was observed.
It seems incomprehensible that columns
mixed of all arms, infantry, cavalry, and artil-
lery, could have engaged in simultaneous
movement, and not have been heard by some
listener outside. One would think the jolting
and rumble of the heavy gun-carriages would
have told the story. But the character of the
night must be remembered. The pickets of
the Federals were struggling for life against
the blast, and probably did not keep good
watch.

* Captain McAllister’s battery did good service the next day.

Oglesby’s brigade held McClernand’s ex-
treme right. Here and there the musicians
were beginning to make the woods ring with
reveille, and the numbed soldiers of the line
were rising from their icy beds, and shaking
the snow from their frozen garments. As yet,
however, not a company had “fallen in.”
Suddenly the pickets fired, and with the
alarm on their lips rushed back upon theircom-
rades. Thewoods on the instant became alive.

The regiments formed, officers mounted
and took their places; words of command
rose loud and eager. By the time Pillow’s
advance opened fire on Oglesby’s right, the
point first struck, the latter was fairly formed
to receive it. A rapid exchange of volleys
ensued. The distance intervening between
the works on one side and the bivouac on the
other was so short that the action began
before Pillow could effect a deployment. His
brigades came up in a kind of echelon, left
in front, and passed “ by regiments left into
line,” one by one, however; the regiments

In his report he describes the manner of

working the battery as follows : I selected a point, and about noon opened on the four-gun battery through
an opening in which I could see the foe. Our fire was promptly returned, with such precision that they cut

our right wheel on howitzer number three in two.

1 had no spare wheel, and had to take one off the limber

to continue the fight. ‘T then moved all my howitzers over to the west slope of the ridge and loaded under
cover of it, and ran the pieces up by hand until I could get the exact elevation. The recoil would throw the
guns back out of sight, and thus we continued the fight until the enemy’s battery was silenced.”— Eb.
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quickly took their places, and advanced
without halting. Oglesby’s Illinoisans were
now fully awake. They held their ground,
returning in full measure the fire that they re-
ceived. The Confederate Forrest rode around
as if to get in their rear,® and it was then
give and take, infantry against infantry. The
semi-echelon movement of the Confederates
enabled them, after an interval, to strike
W. H. L. Wallace’s brigade, on Oglesby’s left.
Soon Wallace was engaged along his whole
front, now prolonged by the addition to his
command of Morrison’s regiments. The first
charge against him was repulsed ; whereupon
he advanced to the top of the rising ground
behind which he had sheltered his troopsin the
night. A fresh assault followed, but aided
by a battery across the valley to his left,
he repulsed the enemy a second time. His
men were steadfast, and clung to the brow
of the hill as if it were theirs by holy right.
An hour passed, and yet another hour,
without cessation of the fire. Meantime
the woods rang with a monstrous clangor
of musketry, as if a million men were
beating empty barrels with iron hammers.

Buckner flung a portion of his division
on McClernand’s left, and supported the
attack with his artillery. The enfilading fell
chiefly on W. H. L. Wallace. McClernand,
watchful and full of resources, sent batteries
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the snow with their blood. The smoke, in
pallid white clouds, clung to the underbrush
and tree-tops as if to screen the combatants
from each other. Close tothe ground the flame
of musketry and cannon tinted everything a
lurid red. Limbs dropped from the trees on
the heads below, and the thickets were shorn
as by an army of cradlers. The division was
under peremptory orders to hold its position
to the last extremity, and W. H. L. Wallace
was equal to the emergency.

It was now ten o’clock, and over on the
right Oglesby was beginning to fare badly.
The pressure on his front grew stronger. The
“rebel yell,” afterward a familiar battle-cry
on many fields, told of ground being gained
against him. To add to his doubts, officers
were riding to him with a sickening story
that their commands were getting out of
ammunition, and asking where they could
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PRESENT ASPECT OF THE POSITION OF THE GUN-BOATS AND OF THE WEST BANK.

Fort Donelson is in the farther distance on the extreme left —Hickman's Creek empties into the Cumberland in the middle distance —
Midway are the remains of the obstructions placed in the river by the Confederates — The upper picture, showing Isaac Williams's house, is a con-

tinuation of the right of the lower view.]

to meet Buckner’s batteries. To that duty
Taylor rushed with his Company Bj; and
McAllister pushed his three twenty-four-
pounders into position and exhausted his
ammunition in the duel. The roar never
slackened. Men fell by the score, reddening

* Colonel John McArthur, originally of General

go for a supply. All he could say was to take
what was in the boxes of the dead and
wounded. At last he realized that the end
was come. His right companies began to
give way, and as they retreated, holding up
their empty cartridge-boxes, the enemy were

C. F. Smith’s divisien, but then operating with Me-

Clernand, was there, and though at first discomfited, his men beat the cavalry off, and afterward shared

the full shock of the tempest with Oglesby’s troops.

L. W.
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emboldened, and swept more fiercely around
his flank, until finally they appeared in his rear.
He then gave the order to retire the division.

W. H. L. Wallace from his position looked
off to his right and saw but one regiment of
Oglesby’s in place, maintaining the fight, and
that was John A. Logan’s Thirty-first Illinois.
Through the smoke he could see Logan riding
in a gallop behind his line ; through the roar in

THE CAPTURE OF FORT DONELSOWN.

THE THIRD DIVISION IN BATTLE.
WirHout pausing to consider whether the
Confederate general could now have escaped
with his troops, it must be evident that he
should have made the effort. Pillow had dis-
charged his duty well. With the disappear-
ance of W. H. L. Wallace's brigade, it only
remained for the victor to deploy his regiments

VIEW NEAR DOVER TOWARD THE INTERIOR WORKS OF FORT DONELSON — HEDGE OF THE NATIONAL CEMETERY ON THE RIGHT.

his front and the rising yell in his rear, he
could hear Logan’s voice in fierce entreaty to
his “boys.” Near the Thirty-first stood W. H.
L. Wallace’s regiment, the Eleventh Illinois,
under Lieutenant-colonel Ransom. The gaps
in the ranks of the two were closed up always
toward the colors. The ground at their feet was
strewn with their dead and wounded; at length
the common misfortune overtook Logan. To
keep men without cartridges under fire sweep-
ing them front and flank would be cruel, if not
impossible; and seeingit, he too gave the order
to retire, and followed his decimated compa-
nies to the rear. The Eleventh then became
the right of the brigade, and had to go in turn.
Nevertheless, Ransom changed front to rear
coolly, as if on parade, and joined in the gen-
eral retirement. Forrest charged them and
threw them into a brief confusion. The greater
portion clung to their colors, and made good
their retreat. By eleven o’clock Pillow held
the road to Charlotte and the whole of the
position occupied at dawn by the first divis-
1on, and with 1t the dead and all the wounded
who could not get away.

Pillow’s part of the programme, arranged in
the council of the night before, was accomplish-
ed. The country was once more open to Floyd.
Why did he not avail himself of the dearly
bought opportunity, and march his army out ?

into column and march into the country, The
road was his. Buckner was in position to pro-
tect Colonel Head’s withdrawal from the
trenches opposite General Smith on the right ;
that done, he was also in position to cover the
retreat. Buckner had also faithfully performed
his task.

On the Union side the situation at this
critical time was favorable to the proposed
retirement. My division in the center was
weakened by the dispatch of one of my bri-
gades to the assistance of General McCler-
nand ; in addition to which my orders were to
hold my position. As a point of still greater
importance, General Grant had gone on board
the St Zowis at the request of Flag-Officer
Foote, and he was there in consultation with
that officer, presumably uninformed of the
disaster which had befallen his right. It
would take a certain time for him to return to
the field and dispose his forces for pursuit. It
may be said with strong assurance, conse-
quently, that Floyd could have put his men
fairly en route for Charlotte before the Federal
commander could have interposed an obstruc-
tion to the movement. The real difficulty
was in the hero of the morning, who now
made haste to blight his laurels. General
Pillow’s vanity whistled itself into ludicrous
exaltation. Imagining General Grant’s whole
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army defeated and flying in rout
for Fort Henry and the transports
on the river, he deported himself
accordingly. He began by ignor-
ing Floyd. He rode to Buckner
and accused him of shameful con-
duct. He sent an aide to the near-
est telegraph station with a dis-
patch to Albert Sidney Johnston,
then in command of the Depart-
ment, asseverating, “on the honor
of a soldier,” that the day was
theirs. Nor did he stop at that.
The victory, to be available, re-
quired that the enemy should be
followed with energy. Such wasa
habit of Napoleon. Without deign-
ing even to consult his chief, he
ordered Buckner to move out and
attack the Federals. There wasa
gorge, up which a road ran toward
our central position, or rather what
had been our central position.
Pointing to the gorge and theroad,
he told Buckner that was his way,
and bade him attack in force.
There was nothing to do but obey ; and when
Buckner had begun the movement, the wise
programme decided upon the evening before
was wiped from the slate.

When Buckner reluctantly took the gorge
road marked out for him by Pillow, the whole
Confederate army, save the detachments on the
works, was virtually in pursuit of McClernand,
retiring by the Wynn's Ferry road — falling
back, in fact, upon my position. My division
was now to feel the weight of Pillow’s hand;
if they should fail, the fortunes of the day
would depend upon the veteran Smith.

When General McClernand perceived the
peril threatening him in the morning, he sent
an officer to me with a request for assistance.
This request I referred to General Grant, who
was at the time in consultation with Foote,
Upon the turning of Oglesby’s flank, Mc-
Clernand repeated his request, with such a
representation of the situation that, assuming
the responsibility, I ordered Colonel Cruft to
report with his brigade to McClernand. Cruft
set out promptly. Unfortunately a guide mis-
directed him, so that he became involved in
the retreat, and was prevented from accom-
plishing his object.

I was in the rear of my single remaining
brigade, in conversation with Captain Rawlins,
of Grant’s staff, when a great shouting was
heard behind me on the Wynn’s Ferry road,
whereupon I sent an orderly to ascertain the
cause. The man reported the road and woods
full of soldiers apparently in rout. An officer
then rode by at full speed, shouting, “ All's
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lost! Save yourselves!” A hurried consulta-
tion was had with Rawlins, atthe end of which
the brigade was put in motion toward the
enemy’s works, on the very road by which
Buckner was pursuing under Pillow’s mis-
chievous order. Ithappenedalso that Colonel
W. H. L. Wallace had dropped into the same
road with such of his command as stayed by
their colors. He came up riding and at a
walk, his leg over the horn of his saddle. He
was perfectly cool, and looked like a farmer
from a hard day’s plowing.

“ Good-morning,” I said.

“ Good-morning,” was the reply.

“ Are they pursuing you ?”

“Yes.”

“ How far are they behind ?

That instant the head of my command ap-
peared on the road. The colonel calculated,
then answered :

“You will have about time to form line of
battle right here.”

“Thank you. Good-day.”

“ Good-day.”

At that point the road began to dip into
the gorge; on the right and left there were
woods, and in front a dense thicket. An
order was dispatched to bring Battery A for-
ward at full speed. Colonel John A. Thayer,
commanding the brigade, formed it on the
double-quick into line; the First Nebraska and
the Tifty-eighth Illinois on the right, and the
Fifty-eighth Ohio, with a detached company,
on the left. The battery came up on the run
and swung across the road, which had been
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left open for it. Hardly had it unlimbered,
before the enemy appeared, and firing began.
For ten minutes or thereabouts the scenes of
the morning were reénacted. The Confeder-
ates struggled hard to perfect their deploy-
ments. The woods rang with musketry and
artillery. The brush on the slope of the hill
was mowed away with bullets. A great cloud
arose and shut out the woods and the narrow
valley below. Colonel Thayer and his regi-
ments behaved with great gallantry, and the
contest was over. The assailants fell back in
confusion and returned to the entrenchments.
W. H. L. Wallace and Oglesby re-formed their
commands behind Thayer, supplied them with
ammunition, and stood at rest waiting for
orders. There was then a lull in the battle.
Even the cannonading ceased, and everybody
was asking, What next?

Just then General Grant rode up to where
General McClernand and 1 were in con-
versation, He was almost unattended. In
his hand there were some papers, which
looked like telegrams. Wholly unexcited, he
saluted and received the salutations of his
subordinates. Proceeding at once to busi-
ness, he directed them to retire their com-
mands to the heights out of cannon range,
and throw up works. Reénforcements were
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OF GENERAL SMITH'S LINE.

en route, he said, and it was advisable to
await their coming. He was then informed
of the mishap to the First Division, and that
the road to Charlotte was open to the enemy.

In every great man’s career there is a crisis
exactly similar to that which now overtook
General Grant, and it cannot be better de-
scribed than as a crucial test of his nature.
A mediocre person would have accepted the
news as an argument for persistence in his
resolution to enter upon a siege. Had Gen-
eral Grant done so, it is very probable his
history would have been then and there con-
cluded. His admirers and detractors are alike
invited to study him at this precise juncture.
It cannot be doubted that he saw with pain-
ful distinctness the effect of the disaster to
his right wing. His face flushed slightly.
With a sudden grip he crushed the papers in
his hand. But in an instant these signs of
disappointment or hesitation —as the reader
pleases —cleared away. In his ordinary quiet
voice he said, addressing himself to both
officers, ¢ Gentlemen, the position on the
right must be retaken.” With that he turned
and galloped off.

Seeing in the road a provisional brigade,
under Colonel Morgan L. Smith, consisting
of the Eleventh Indiana and the Eighth
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Missouri infantry, going, by order of General
C. F. Smith, to the aid of the First Division,
I suggested thatif General McClernand would
order Colonel Smith to report to me, I would

“attempt to recover the lost ground; and the
order having been given, I reconnoitered the

"hill, determined upon a place of assault, and
arranged my order of attack. I chose Colonel
Smith’s regiments to lead, and for that purpose
conducted them to the crest of a hill opposite a
steep bluff covered by the enemy. The two
regiments had been formerly of my brigade.
I knew they had been admirably drilled in
the Zouave tactics, and my confidence in
Smith and in McGinness, colonel of the
Eleventh, was implicit. I was sure they would
take their men to the top of the bluff. Colo-
nel Cruft was put in line to support them on
the right. Colonel Ross, with his regiments,
the Seventeenth and Forty-ninth, and the
Forty-sixth, Fifty-seventh, and Fifty-eighth
[linois, were put as support on the left.
Thayer’s brigade was held in reserve. These
dispositions filled the time till about two
o'clock in the afternoon, when heavy cannon-
ading, mixed with a long roll of musketry,
broke out over on the left, whither it will be
necessary to transfer the reader.

CHARLES F. SMITH'S BATTLE.

‘THE veteran in command on the Union
left had contented himself with allowing
Buckner no rest, keeping up a continual
sharp-shooting. Early in the morning of the
14th he made a demonstration of assault with
three of his regiments, and though he pur-
posely withdrew them, he kept the menace
standing, to the great discomfort of his vis-a-
vis, With the patience of an old soldier, he
waited the pleasure of the general command-
ing, knowing that when the time came he
would be called upon. During the battle of
the gun-boats he rode through his command
and grimly joked with them. He who never
permitted the slightest familiarity from a sub-
ordinate, could yet indulge in fatherly pleas-
antries with the ranks when he thought circum-
stances justified them. He never for a moment
doubted the courage of volunteers ; they were
not regulars— that was all. If properly led, he
believed they would storm the gates of his Satan-
ic Majesty. Their hour of trial was now come.

From his brief and characteristic conference
with McClernand and myself, General Grant
rode to General C. F. Smith. What took place
between them is not known further than that
he ordered an assault upon the outworks as a
diversion in aid of the assault about to be
delivered on the right. General Smith per-
sonally directed his chiefs of brigade to get
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their regiments ready. Colonel John Cook by
his order increased the numberof his skirmish-
ers already engaged with the enemy.

Taking Lauman’s brigade General Smith
began the advance. They were under fire in-
stantly. The guns in the fort joined in with the
infantry who were at the time in the rifle-pits,
the great body of the Confederate right wing
being with General Buckner. The defense was
greatly favored by the ground, which subjected
the assailants to a double fire from the begin-
ning of the abatis. The men have said that it
looked too thick for a rabbit to get through.”
General Smith, on his horse, took position in
the front and center of the line. Occasionally
he turned in his saddle to see how the align-
ment was kept. For the most part, however, he
held his face steadily toward the enemy. ke
was, of course, a conspicuous object for the
sharp-shooters in the rifle-pits. The air around
him twittered with minie-bullets. Erectasifon
review, he rode on, timing the gait of his horse
with the movement of his colors. A soldier
said: “T1 was nearly scared to death, but I
saw the old man’s white mustache over his
shoulder, and went on.”

On to the abatis the regiments moved
without hesitation, leaving a trail of dead and
wounded behind. There the fire seemed to
grow trebly hot, and there some of the men
halted, whereupon, seeing the hesitation, Gen-
eral Smith put his cap on the point of his
sword, held it aloft,and called out, “No flinch-
ing now, my lads!— Here — this is the way!
Come on!” He picked a path through the jag-
ged limbs of the trees, holding his cap all the
time in sight ; and the effect was magical. The
men swarmed in after him; and got through
in the best order they could —not all of them,
alas! On the other side of the obstruction
they took the semblance of re-formation and
charged in after their chief, who found him-
self then between the two fires. Up the ascent
he rode ; up they followed. At the last mo-
ment the keepers of the rifle-pits clambered
out and fled. The four regiments engaged in
the feat — the Twenty-fifth Indiana, and the
Second, Seventh, and Fourteenth Iowa—
planted their colors on the breastwork. And
the gray-haired hero set his cap jauntily on
his head, pulled his mustache, and rode along
the front, chiding them awhile, then laughing
at them. He had come to stay. Later in the
day, Buckner came back with his division ; but
all his efforts to dislodge Smith were vain.

THE THIRD DIVISION RETAKES THE HILL.

WE left my division about to attempt
the recapture of the hill, which had been the
scene of the combat between Pillow and
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McClernand. If only on account of the re-
sults which followed that assault, in connec-
tion with the heroic performance of General
C. F. Smith, it is necessary to return to it.

Riding to my old regiments,— the Eighth
Missourt and the Eleventh Indiana,—I asked
them if they were ready. They demanded the
word of me. Waiting a moment for Morgan
L. Smith to light a cigar, T called out, “ For-
ward it is, then!” They were directly in front
of the ascent to be <limbed. Without stop-
ping for his supports, Colonel Smith led
them down into a broad hollow, and catching
sight of the advance, Cruft and Ross also
moved forward. As the two regiments began
the climb, the Eighth Missouri slightly in the
lead, a line of fire ran along the brow of the
height. The flank companies cheered while
deploying as skirmishers. Their Zouave prac-
tice proved of excellent service to them. Now
on the ground, creeping when the fire was
hottest,running when it slackened, they gained
ground with astonishing rapidity, and at the
same time maintained a fire that was like a
sparkling of the earth. For the most part the
bullets aimed at them passed over their heads,
and took effect in the ranks behind them.
Colonel Smith’s cigar was shot off close to
his lips. He took another and called for a
match. A soldier ran and gave him one.
“Thank you. Take your place now. We are
almost up,” he said, and, smoking, spurred his
horse forward. A few yards from the crest of
the height the regiments began loading and
firing as they advanced. The defenders gave
way. On the top there was a brief struggle,
which was ended by Cruft and Ross with
their supports.

The whole line then moved forward simul-
taneously, and never stopped until the Con-
federates were within the works. There had
been no occasion to call on the reserves. The
road to Charlotte was again effectually shut,
and the battle-field of the morning, with the
dead and wounded lying where they had fal-
len, was in possession of the Third Division,
which stood halted within easy musket-range
of the rifle-pits. It was then about half-past
three o’clock in the afternoon. I was recon-
noitering the works of the enemy preliminary
to charging them, when Colonel Webster, of
General Grant’s staff, came to me and re-
peated the order to fall back out of cannon
range and throw up breastworks. “The
General does not know that we have the hill,”
I said. Webster replied: “I give you the
order as he gave it to me.” ¢ Very well,” said
I, “give him my compliments, and say that I
have received the order” Webster smiled
and rode away. The ground was not va-
cated, though the assault was deferred. In
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assuming the responsibility, I had no doubt
of my ability to satisfy General Grant of the
correctness of my course; and it was subse-
quently approved.

When night fell, the command bivouacked
without fire or supper. Fatigue parties were
told off to look after the wounded ; and in the
relief given there was no distinction made
between friend and foe. The labor extended
through the whole night, and the surgeons
never rested. By sunset the conditions of the
morning were all restored. The Union com-
mander was free to order a general assault
next day or resort to a formal siege.

THE LAST COUNCIL OF WAR,

A GreAT discouragement fell upon the
brave men inside the works that night. Be-
sides suffering from wounds and bruises and
the dreadful weather, they were aware that
though they had done their best they were
held in a close grip by a superior enemy.
A council of general and field officers was
held at headquarters, which resulted in a
unanimous resolution that if the position in
front of General Pillow had not been re-occu-
pied by the Federals in strength, the army
should effect its retreat. A reconnaissance was
ordered to make the test. Colonel Forrest
conducted it. He reported that the ground
was not only re-occupied, but that the enemy
were extended yet farther around the Con-
federate left. The council then held a final
session.

General Buckner, as the junior officer
present, gave his opinion first ; he thought he
could not successfully resist the assault, which
would be made at daylight by a vastly supe-
rior force. But he further remarked, that as
he understood the principal object of the
defense of Donelson was to cover the move-
ment of General A. S, Johnston’s army from
Bowling Green to Nashville, if that move-
ment was not completed he was of opinion
that the defense should be continued at the
risk of the destruction of the entire force.
General Floyd replied that General John-
ston’s army had already reached Nashville,
whereupon General Buckner said that it
would be wrong to subject the army to a
virtual massacre, when no good could result
from the sacrifice, and that the general offi-
cers owed it to their men, when further re-
sistance was unavailing, to obtain the best
terms of capitulation possible for them.”

Both Generals Floyd and Pillow acquiesced
in the opinion. Ordinarily the council would
have ended at this point, and the commanding
general would have addressed himself to the
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duty of obtaining terms. He would have
called for pen, ink, and paper, and prepared a
note for dispatch to the commanding general
of the opposite force. But there were cir-
cumstances outside the mere military situation
which at this juncture pressed themselves into
consideration. As this was the first surrender
of armed men, banded together for war upon
the general government, what would the Fed-
eral authorities do with the prisoners? This
question was of application to all the gentlemen
in the council. It was lost to view, however,
when General Floyd announced his purpose
to leave with two steamers which were to be
down at daylight, and to take with him as
many of his division as the steamers could
carry away.

General Pillow then remarked that there
were no two persons in the Confederacy
whom the Yankees would rather capture than
himself and General Floyd (who had been
Buchanan’s Secretary of War, and was under
indictment at Washington). As to the pro-
priety of his accompanying General Floyd,
the Iatter said, coolly, that the question was
one for every man to decide for himself.
Buckner was of the same view, and added
that as for himself he regarded it as his duty to
stay with his men and share their fate, what-
ever it might be. Pillow persisted in leaving.
Floyd then directed General Buckner to con-
sider himself in command. Immediately that
the council was concluded, General Floyd
prepared for his departure. His first move
was to have his brigade drawn up. The
peculiarity of the step was that, with the ex-
ception of one Missouri regiment, his regi-
ments were all Virginians. A short time be-
fore daylight the two steam-boats arrived.
Without loss of time the General hastened to
the river, embarked with his Virginians, and
at an early hour cast loose from the shore, and
in good time, and safely, he reached Nash-
ville. He never satisfactorily explained upon
what principle he appropriated all the trans-
portation on hand to the use of his particular
command.

Colonel Forrest was present at the council,
and when the final resolution was taken, he
promptly announced that he neither could
nor would surrender his command. The bold
trooper had no qualms upon the subject. He
assembled his men, all as hardy as himself,
and after reporting once more at headquar-
ters, he moved out and plunged into a slough
formed by backwater from the river. An icy
crust covered its surface, the wind blew fierce-
ly, and the darkness was unrelieved by a star.
There was fearful floundering as the com-
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mand following him. Atlength he struck dry
land, and was safe. He was next heard of at
Nashville.

General Buckner, who throughout the
affair, bore himself with dignity, ordered the
troops back to their positions and opened
communications with General Grant, whose
laconic demand of ¢ unconditional sur-
render,” in his reply to General Buckner’s
overtures, became at once a watch-word of
the war. .

THE SURRENDER.

Tue Third Division was astir very early
on the 16th of February. The regiments be-
gan to form and close up the intervals be-
tween them, the intention being to charge the
breastworks south of Dover about breakfast-
time, In the midst of the preparation a
bugle was heard, and a white flag was seen
coming from the town toward the pickets. I
sent my adjutant-general to meet the flag half-
way and inquire its purpose. Answer was re-
turned that General Buckner had capitulated
during the night, and was now sending in-
formation of the fact to the commander of the
troops in this quarter, that there might be no
further bloodshed. The division was ordered
to advance and take possession of the works
and of all public property and prisoners.
Leaving that agreeable duty to the brigade
commander, I joined the officer bearing the
flag, and with my staff rode across the trench
and into the town, till we came to the door of
the-old tavern already described, where I dis-
mounted. The tavern was the headquarters
of General Buckner, to whom I sent my name ;
and being an acquaintance, I was at once
admitted.

I found General Buckner with his staff
at breakfast. He met me with politeness
and dignity. Turning to the officers at
the table, he remarked : “ General Wallace,
it is not necessary to introduce you to these
gentlemen; you are acquainted with them
all.” They arose, came forward one by one,
and gave their hands in salutation. I was then
invited to breakfast, which consisted of corn
bread and coffee, the best the gallant host had
in his kitchen. We sat at table about an hour
and a half, when General Grant arrived, and
took temporary possession of the tavern as
his headquarters. Later in the morning the
army marched in and completed the pos-
session.

Lew Wallace.



