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Forts Henry and Donelson
Essential Questions: What were the outcomes of the Battles of Fort Henry and fort
Donelson? What was the significance of these battles?
The Fort Henry Campaign, February 1862

In early 1862, as the Union army struggled in the East, General Ulysses S. Grant and
Flag-Officer Andrew H. Foote requested permission to go down the Tennessee River into
northwest Tennessee. The purpose of the expedition was to capture Fort Henry, which
overlooked the western section of the Tennessee River. Henry was not as strong a fort as other
Southern strongholds on the Mississippi.1 Yet the Tennessee River cut Tennessee in half and
dipped into Alabama, making it a crucial avenue for an advance into the Deep South. Also,
capturing Fort Henry opened up the way to Fort Donelson on the Cumberland River.
By February, Grant and Foote were on the move. The roads were too muddy for travel by
Grant’s large army, so Grant was ordered to steam down the Tennessee River with Foote’s fleet.
On February 5, Foote’s transports deposited Grant’s 15,000 soldiers below Fort Henry. The plan
involved the ironclad riverboats pounding the fort from one side with Grant approaching
overland from the other. When the steamers approached the fort, an artillery duel began. The
ironclads were so effective that Confederate General Lloyd Tilghman surrendered in a little over
an hour. Grant’s troops had not even arrived. Fort Henry was in Union hands along with
“seventeen heavy guns, General Lloyd Tilghman and staff, and 60 men.” 2 Also, the river
belonged to the Federals all the way to Alabama. Foote’s gunboats sailed down to Muscle Shoals
and back harassing the Confederate navy along the way. 3
The Fort Donelson Campaign, February 1862

Grant planned to attack Fort Donelson the same way he had attacked Fort Henry. Foote
would wear down the Confederate defenses from the river on the east. Grant would capture the
fort from the west with foot soldiers. The idea was then to march on and occupy Nashville.
By February 13, the Grant’s entire force of 15,000 men was in front of Donelson,
gunboats and all. Foote and his navy attacked on the 14th hoping for the same result as Henry.
Fort Donelson, however, proved formidable and well-equipped. After damaging a handful of
Foote’s vessels, Confederate gunners had repulsed the attack. Grant then decided to hold his
lines and wait for the boats to be repaired. 4
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The Confederates in Donelson, however, led by General John Floyd, Tennessee politician
Gideon Pillow, and General Simon Bolivar Buckner, decided that the best thing they could do
was try to break out of the fort and fight off Grant’s army. On the morning of February 15, while
Grant was away visiting an injured Andrew Foote, Confederate forces attacked on the Union
right. The rebels shoved the Federal force back over a mile. Heavy casualties were inflicted on
both sides. In confusion and exhaustion, however, the Confederates were ordered by Pillow to
retreat back to their entrenchments. Considering that the Union men were out of ammunition, the
Confederate force might have broken out of the Donelson siege if they had kept up the attack. 5
When Grant returned and saw that the Confederates had pulled back, he assumed they
were more demoralized than the Union’s defeated force. “Taking advantage of this fact,” Grant
later reported, “I ordered a charge upon the left (enemy’s right)...” 6 By nightfall, Grant’s men
had retaken all the ground they had lost. The following morning, while Grant prepared to attack,
General Buckner sent Grant a note under a flag of truce, offering to end the fighting and discuss
surrender terms. Grant replied that he would accept “no terms except an unconditional and
immediate surrender.” 7 Buckner, trapped with his men in the fort, had no choice. That same day
Grant filed a report to his superiors: “I am pleased to announce to you the unconditional
surrender this morning of Fort Donelson, with 12,000 to 15,000 prisoners, at least forty pieces of
artillery, and a large amount of stores, horses, and other public property.” 8 U.S. Grant’s terms for
Buckner’s surrender earned him a nickname that stuck throughout the war: “Unconditional
Surrender” Grant.
The capture of Forts Henry and Donelson, were significant because they provided the
Union its first foothold in the South. It also provided a much-needed morale boost to
Northerners, who had been disappointed by the lack of progress in Virginia. After capturing the
forts, Grant and his army moved deeper into Tennessee--all the way to the town of Pittsburg
Landing, home to a small church called Shiloh. It was there, in the spring, that Grant would clash
with Confederate Generals Albert Sidney Johnston and P.G.T. Beauregard in one of the bloodiest
battles of the war.
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Battle of Stones River (Murfreesboro)

Essential Question: What was the outcome of the Battle of Stones River? What was
the significance of the Battle of Stones River?
The fall and early winter of 1862 was a difficult time for the Union army and northern
morale. Although he had stopped a rebel invasion, General George B. McClellan had failed to
cut off the fleeing Confederates and destroy Robert E. Lee’s army after the Battle of Antietam.
Instead, Lee’s rugged fighting force slipped quietly back into Virginia where it would continue
to cause frustration for the Federal army. In December, the Union Army of the Potomac,
commanded by General Ambrose Burnside, was soundly defeated at Fredericksburg. Also,
General Ulysses S. Grant, the hero of Fort Donelson and Shiloh, had failed to capture the
Mississippi River post at Vicksburg. This failure was largely due to rebel cavalry raiders, such as
Nathan Bedford Forrest and Earl Van Dorn, who ran circles around Grant’s plodding army
cutting communication lines and confiscating supplies. Although a Confederate invasion of
Kentucky had been repulsed at Perryville, General Don Carlos Buell seemingly refused to deploy
his Army of the Cumberland to attack Confederate General Braxton Bragg’s Army of the
Tennessee. In October, therefore, Buell was replaced by William S. Rosecrans. Lincoln made it
clear that if Rosecrans wanted to keep his job, he had better march against Bragg. 16 In essence,
the Union needed a victory, and Lincoln hoped Rosecrans would provide it.
In December, President Jefferson Davis visited Bragg’s headquarters at Murfreesboro,
Tennessee. Citizens of the small town showered the beloved president with balls and dinners.
While there, Davis sent a large number of Bragg’s men westward to slow Grant’s approach to
Vicksburg. Nevertheless, Bragg considered using his weakened force to recapture Nashville.
When he received news that Rosecrans was advancing from Nashville, however, Bragg decided
to stay put and prepare for his enemy’s arrival. In the meantime, he dispatched “Fighting Joe”
Wheeler’s cavalry to harass Rosecrans. Wheeler rode around Rosecrans, tore apart supply
wagons, and stole ammunition. 17
The Union, however, continued to advance. By December 30, Rosecrans was in place
along the Nashville Turnpike just northeast of Bragg, who was positioned by a creek called
Stones River. Both Rosecrans and Bragg planned to attack the next morning. “A fierce battle is
expected to-morrow [sic] by the full force of both armies,” predicted Confederate Governor of
Tennessee, Isham G. Harris. 18
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That night, as soldiers from both sides bent over their campfires tensely anticipating
battle the next morning, the army bands entered into a contest of their own. Trying to outplay
one another from across the front, the Union band’s version of “Yankee Doodle” was countered
by a Confederate concert of “Dixie.” When the Union piped “Hail Columbia,” the Confederates
answered with “The Bonnie Blue Flag.” Finally, one band played “Home Sweet Home,” a song
enjoyed by both armies. Both bands eventually played the song together with thousands of troops
singing in union. 19 This small tinge of camaraderie proved joyful and wistful at the same time, as
the following morning, the same soldiers would butcher one another.
In the early hours of New Year’s Eve, Bragg struck first by charging Rosecrans’s right
where many soldiers were eating breakfast. The rebels pushed back the Union flank through a
thick cedar wood and out into a cotton field. The battle continued there. Many of the
Confederates, overwhelmed by the sound of guns, stuffed their ears with cotton. 20 Fighting was
terribly fierce as the Southerners tried to bend back the Union flank and get between Rosecrans
and Nashville, cutting his supply and escape route. Rosecrans, however, coolly rode up and
down the battle line wearing a blood-splattered uniform. The blood belonged to a staff-officer
whose head had been blown off by a cannonball. 21
When Rosencrans examined the battlefield and the Confederate thrust against his right,
he called off his own attack plans and concentrated on defense. As reinforcements came up to fill
the torn Union line, the rebels continued to sweep back the Federals. All would have been lost
had it not been for a sturdy division commanded by Brigadier General Philip Sheridan. Sheridan
had predicted Bragg’s intent and therefore positioned his men in defensive positions at 4:00 a.m.
In some exceptionally savage combat, Sheridan was able to hold the rebels at bay. All three of
Sheridan’s brigade commanders were killed. His division lost a third of its men. The
Confederates, as well, suffered heavy losses. 22 After the initial assault, Rosecrans found his right
side bent back at a right angle. At that angle was a dense patch of wilderness called the Round
Forest. Bragg thought the area of strategic importance and ordered a division, under former Vice
President of the United States John C. Breckinridge, to cross Stones River from the east and
charge the position. The division charged but, after a murderous engagement, fell back. At an
enormous cost to themselves as well as the enemy, the Federals held. Afterward, Round Forest
became known as “Hell’s Half-Acre.” 23 Near Murfreesboro, the year 1862 had concluded with a
“very obstinate and bloody” fight. 24
Following December 31, Southern newspapers declared a great victory. Bragg, in a
dispatch, talked about he had driven the Union troops from every position except the extreme
19
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left. “With the exception of this point,” Bragg said, “we occupy the whole field.” 25 Whether or
not victory could be declared, one thing was certain: the fighting had been costly. “The bloodiest
day of the war has closed,” declared a Chattanooga newspaper. 26 Rosecrans, however, refused to
withdraw; more blood was to come.
On New Year’s Day, after a small fight, a Union division moved east of Stones River and
occupied a formidable hill. The following day, Bragg ordered Breckinridge to again cross the
river and attack a strong Federal position. Breckinridge, under protest, carried out his orders. His
division ran through the Union line. But on the other side of the river was a ridge blanketed in
Yankee guns. The cannons opened fire and tore Breckinridge’s division to shreds. After losing a
third of his men, Breckinridge pulled back. 27 The following day, January 3, Rosecrans’s army
was reinforced. Seeing the strengthened enemy in front, Bragg thought it wise to retreat. The
Confederates abandoned Murfreesboro and fled south to Tullahoma. The two armies suffered an
estimated 24,645 combined casualties.
The Battle of Stone’s River is significant because it gave the Union the victory it so
badly needed. 28 After the first day, the situation looked dire for the Yankees and promising for
the rebels, but the Federals stood firmly, and forced Bragg and his Army of Tennessee to
withdraw. General Rosecrans, triumphant at last, began to plan an expedition to capture the
Southern railroad hub of Chattanooga. He would not get there, however, for over six months.
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Battle of Franklin

Essential Questions: What was the outcome of the Battle of Franklin? What was
the significance of the Battle of Franklin?
While George Tecumseh Sherman marched his army across Georgia to the sea,
Confederate General John Bell Hood, a hero at both Gettysburg and Chickamauga (where he lost
his right leg), pushed his Army of Tennessee into a campaign where he hoped to recapture the
Volunteer State, move into Virginia, link up with Robert E. Lee, and annihilate both Sherman
and Ulysses S. Grant. Bell’s plan was overambitious and, in a sense, delusional. One historian
has even written that Bell’s plan “seemed to have been scripted in never-never land.” 51 Moving
northward into Tennessee with 40,000 men, Bell tangled with the Federal Army of the Ohio led
by Generals John M. Schofield and George H. Thomas. In late November, 1864, Hood faced
Schofield at Franklin just south of Nashville. The Battle of Franklin was a disaster for the
Confederacy both in terms of casualties and morale.
At the start of his campaign, Hood had little problem advancing through Tennessee. He
had sent ahead cavalry, commanded by General Nathan Bedford Forrest, to ride around the
enemy and cause chaos much like Stonewall Jackson had in the Shenandoah in 1862. After a
small skirmish, Union forces held off rebel attacks but abandoned Columbia and looked to be
heading north for the fortifications at Nashville. “The enemy evacuated Columbia last night and
are retreating toward Nashville,” Bell alerted the Confederate War Department. “Our army is
moving forward. I have had no difficulty about supplies, and anticipate none in the future.” 52 By
the end of November, Schofield had positioned his army at the crossing of the Harpeth River at
Franklin, which sat fifteen miles south of Nashville. 53
Hood had taken over the Army of Tennessee from Joseph Johnston during the defense of
Atlanta. For this reason, Hood believed that the army had been trained only to fight on the
defensive and did not possess an attacking spirit. Therefore, to test his troops’ bravery, Hood
ordered a frontal assault against Schofield’s entrenched position. Hood’s subordinates protested
the attack, but he thought their complaints were evidence of the army’s lack of fighting spirit.
Nevertheless, the Confederates faced a larger, well-protected enemy supported by artillery
batteries. On the other hand, the rebel artillery had yet to make it to Franklin with the rest of the
army. And, yet, despite all of these disadvantages, Hood stood firm on his order to attack. So, on
November 30, the assault commenced. 54
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Across the field stormed twenty-thousand Confederates, many of them barefoot. Contrary
to what Hood believed about his army’s offensive capability, his soldiers charged courageously
and reached the Union ranks. There, savage hand-to-hand combat broke out, and the rebels were
pushed back. The fighting continued well after dark as Hood’s army tried again and again to
break Schofield’s line. Finally, near midnight, the Union troops fell back and moved toward the
fortifications of Nashville.
While on the surface, the battle appeared a Confederate victory (they had driven off
Schofield, after all), the heavy toll taken by Hood’s army transformed Franklin into a grievous
defeat. The Army of Tennessee (Confederate) had lost almost 7,000 men, nearly three times as
many as Schofield’s Army of Ohio (Union). Twelve Confederate generals had been killed. The
ones lucky enough to survive were exhausted and crestfallen. As a fighting force, Hood’s army
had been rendered insignificant. And yet Hood still lived in a land of delusion. He ordered a
proclamation to be read at the head of each regiment.
The commanding general congratulates the army upon the success achieved yesterday
over our enemy by their heroic and determined courage. The enemy have been sent in
disorder and confusion to Nashville, and while we lament the fall of many gallant officers
and brave men, we have shown to our countrymen that we can carry any position
occupied by our enemy. 55
Hood would follow the Union army to Nashville and besiege the city. A Union newspaper in
Knoxville described Hood’s campaign. It read, “Hood, without any base of supplies, without any
matured plans of operation, and with the recklessness of a fool, attacked our forces in their strong
works at Franklin,” 56 The Battle of Franklin is significant because it crippled Hood’s army.
Never again would the Confederates be able to challenge the Yankees for superiority in
Tennessee.
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Battle of Nashville

Essential Questions: What was the outcome of the Battle of Nashville? What was
the significance of the Battle of Nashville?
Confederate General John Bell Hood’s Army of Tennessee had been devastated by Union
forces at Franklin. Nevertheless, in December of 1864, Hood and his limping troops pursued the
Union Army to Nashville. Once there, Hood ordered entrenchments dug and had his army place
Tennessee’s capital under siege. Facing Hood was General George H. Thomas, Union hero at
Chickamauga. For a time, the two did nothing but dig in and wait for the other to make a move.
When Thomas finally struck, he did so with a daring and military brilliance that dashed any
Confederate hope of regaining Tennessee. The Battle of Nashville represents the Confederacy’s
last hope for success in the western theater.
In early December, after suffering nearly 7,000 casualties at Franklin, John Bell Hood
dragged his army of 40,000 men to the outskirts of Nashville where they besieged the city and
60,000 Union soldiers under George H. Thomas. Hood hoped to receive reinforcements from
across the Mississippi River, but the Union navy patrolled the waters and kept any
reinforcements west of the river. 57 Hood waited for Thomas to attack.
However, bad weather prevented Thomas from doing so. Thomas’s inaction not only
dismayed Hood but worried Union leadership as well. Secretary of War Edwin Stanton
complained that Thomas had adopted the “McClellan and Rosecrans strategy of do nothing and
let the rebels raid the country.” Ulysses S. Grant also voiced displeasure at Thomas’s perceived
halfhearted approach at Nashville. “If Hood is permitted to remain quietly about Nashville, you
will lose all the road back to Chattanooga, and possibly have to abandon the line of the
Tennessee,” Grant wrote Thomas. “Should he attack you it is all well, but if he does not you
should attack him before he fortifies.” 58
On December 15, 1864, as the fog lifted from the cold ground, Thomas ordered 50,000
soldiers, including members of the United States Colored Troops (USCT), to smash into Hood’s
25,000 men. Thomas distracted Hood by launching sporadic attacks on his right side, while
pounding Hood’s left. Hood was confused and postponed reinforcing his left for most of the day.
By the time he sent reinforcements, it was too late. As night fell, Hood’s battered left side gave
way, and his entire force fell back two miles south and reformed in a much shorter defensive
line. 59
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The following day, December 16, Thomas’s army again surged forward with members of
the USCT leading the charge at Overton’s Hill. Thomas was one of the few Union generals who
believed that black troops could fight as well as white troops and gave the USCT a chance to
prove themselves in battle. Another innovative aspect of Thomas’ plan was to have his cavalry
dismount and then attack using repeating rifles. These weapons fired seven shots compared to
the single shot muzzle-loading rifles of the infantry. Amidst rain and a dark sky, Confederate
units crumbled. Thousands of defeated troops threw down their weapons to either flee or
surrender. 60 Rebel commanders tried to make a new line at Brentwood, but, as Tennessee Private
Sam Watkins wrote, “the line they formed was like trying to stop the current of Duck river with a
fish net.” 61 Hood’s army was in shambles.
“Hood can’t make another day’s such fight, while Thomas is in good condition to press
him,” Union Secretary of War Edwin Stanton reported. 62 For weeks, the pursuit raged
southward, as Union cavalry tramped through thick mud and chased remnants of the Army of
Tennessee into Alabama and Mississippi. Confederate armies would never challenge for
Tennessee again. The Confederate defeat at Nashville was significant because it utterly
destroyed any hope for Confederate victory in the western half of the Confederacy. Hood’s
failure in Tennessee, combined with Sherman’s capture of Savannah, made December 1864 a
completely disastrous month for the Confederacy.
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Civil War Battles
Read the first and last paragraphs of the articles on Forts Henry and Donelson, Shiloh, Chickamauga, Franklin and
Nashville, then summarize the key information in the boxes below. Record the location of the battles, the outcome
(which side won?) and the significance (importance) of each battle.
Stones River

Franklin

Forts Henry and Donelson
Location:

Location:

Location:

Outcome:

Outcome:

Outcome:

Significance:

Significance:

Significance:

Summary

Nashville
Location:

How did the outcome of these
battles help the Union win the war?

Outcome:

Significance:
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Civil War Battles Key
Read the first and last paragraphs of the articles on Forts Henry and Donelson, Shiloh, Chickamauga, Franklin and
Nashville, then summarize the key information in the boxes below. Record the location of the battles, the outcome
(which side won?) and the significance (importance) of each battle.
Forts Henry and Donelson
Location: western section of
Tennessee River

Stones River
Location: near Murfreesboro

Outcome: Union victory

Outcome: Union victory

Significance:
Provided Union with first foothold in
the South

Significance: Gave the Union a
much needed victory; it also
helped set up Union capture of
Chattanooga

Franklin

Location: Just south of Nashville

Outcome: Union victory

Significance: Battle crippled
Hood’s army even though he won.
Meant Confederates no longer had
a chance to challenge the Union in
Tennessee

Summary

Franklin
Location: Just south of Nashville

How did the outcome of these
battles help the Union win the war?

Outcome: Confederate victory (sort of)

Answers will vary

Significance:
Battle crippled Hood’s army even
though he won. Meant Confederates
no longer had a chance to challenge
the Union in Tennessee
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Nannie Haskin’s Diary Entry on Forts Henry and Donelson
Nannie Haskins was a sixteen year old girl living in Clarksville, TN during the Civil War. Nannie came
from a prominent and wealthy family. Her two brothers fought for the Confederacy. In this diary entry,
Nannie describes the Battle of Fort Donelson.
Monday morning February 16th '63 Again I have commenced a journal__. I used to keep one but two
years ago when the war broke out, I ceased to write in it__ Just when I aught to have continued__ Yes!
our country was then perfectly distracted; to arms! to arms! was echoed from every side; volunteer
companies were being gotten up all over the country to fly to her rescue; and of course Clarksville did her
part, on regiment was immediately enlisted and sent forth__ The 14th Ten regiment ah! what ?a glorious
name it has made upon the 18th of July [Battle of Blackburn's Ford]__ I think it was they left dear old Ten
and went to Virginia to protect her soil__ The war cry was still heard, and ?in the autumn of the same year
('61) another regiment was sent from this place__ The 49th Ten.
My oldest brother enlisted in the former one, and soon my youngest and last went to share his fate with
the 49th: They were immediately ordered to Fort Donelson, ah! there they went and there they stay?ed for
sometime, Upon the 5th of the following Feb. Fort Henry fell into the hands of the Federals__ F. H. was
only a few miles from F. D. consequently a fight there was inevitable__ On the following Sunday the 9th
a volunteer company went out under ?command of Maj. Brandon (formerly a Maj. in the 14th Regt.--but
being in bad health ?came here[?] to recruit,) scouting our boys were met and overpowered, some made
their escape and a few were taken prisoners. Pillar [sic] & staff passed through here to take command of
the two regiments at F. D. and the [illeg.] command from Hopkinsville which afterwards went down 5
with John Quarles regiment__ Gen. Floyd went down with some of his men, I saw old Gen Floyd he
looked like an old war horse.__ Gen Buckner with part of his command went down from Bowling Green,
while all this was going on, Gen A. S. Johnson was moving back from Bowling G. Schirmishing [sic] was
going on all Monday and Tuesday__ Wednesday the fight began, Thursday it raged__ Friday was still
more furious and Saturday evening was the worst of the battle up to that time, we had whipped them,
driven them back, killed slaughtered, whipped them as dogs were never beaten before. There was from
10,000 to 12,000 of our men fighting against from 25,000 to 30,000 of theirs lands land forces, besides
their innumerable gun boats which were contending with us__ Sunday morning, ah what terrible news did
we hear! That "Fort Donelson" had -- "surrendered"__ Would to God that such a great misfortune had not
befallen our young republic __ but I write as if I was complaining against heaven; No after all it may have
been for our good, we had been victorious so far and were becoming too sanguinne [sic], now ?we were
awakened from lethargy, but it was an awful stroke; our soldiers were worn out fighting and fasting and
freezing and after whiping [sic] the Yankee devils they were surrendered prisoners of war; to day just one
year ago this terrible disaster took place; and my dear brother was among the number, who was to be sent
and incarcerated in a Northern 7 bastile [sic] __ where he languished and __ died__
Source: Haskins, Nannie. “February 16, 1863,” Women in the Civil War Collection. Tennessee State
Library and Archives, 2011. Web. 1 July, 2014.
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Stones River Primary Sources
The following source is available from the Tennessee State Library and Archives. Click on the
link and then chose the download option at the upper right to download a copy.
Stone’s River Map

The following source is available from the Library of Congress. Click on the link to read more
about the image and download a JPEG
The Battle of Stone River or Murfreesboro’

15

Article on Stone’s River From Fort Hudson L.A.
newspaper

Transcription is available by clicking on the image
and then selecting “full text” at the top.

Major General Rosecrans on contributions for the sick and wounded
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Sam Watkins on Battle of Franklin
FRANKLIN
"The death-angel gathers its last harvest."
Kind reader, right here my pen, and courage, and ability fail me. I shrink from butchery. Would
to God I could tear the page from these memoirs and from my own memory. It is the blackest
page in the history of the war of the Lost Cause. It was the bloodiest battle of modern times in
any war. It was the finishing stroke to the independence of the Southern Confederacy. I was
there. I saw it. My flesh trembles, and creeps, and crawls when I think of it today. My heart
almost ceases to beat at the horrid recollection. Would to God that I had never witnessed such a
scene!
I cannot describe it. It beggars description. I will not attempt to describe it. I could not. The
death-angel was there to gather its last harvest. It was the grand coronation of death. Would that
I could turn the page. But I feel, though I did so, that page would still be there, teeming with its
scenes of horror and blood. I can only tell of what I saw.
Our regiment was resting in the gap of a range of hills in plain view of the city of Franklin. We
could see the battle-flags of the enemy waving in the breeze. Our army had been depleted of its
strength by a forced march from Spring Hill, and stragglers lined the road. Our artillery had not
yet come up, and could not be brought into action. Our cavalry was across Harpeth river, and
our army was but in poor condition to make an assault. While resting on this hillside, I saw a
courier dash up to our commanding general, B. F. Cheatham, and the word, "Attention!" was
given. I knew then that we would soon be in action. Forward, march. We passed over the hill
and through a little skirt of woods.
The enemy were fortified right across the Franklin pike, in the suburbs of the town. Right here
in these woods a detail of skirmishers was called for. Our regiment was detailed. We deployed
as skirmishers, firing as we advanced on the left of the turnpike road. If I had not been a
skirmisher on that day, I would not have been writing this today, in the year of our Lord 1882.
It was four o'clock on that dark and dismal December day when the line of battle was formed,
and those devoted heroes were ordered forward, to
"Strike for their altars and their fires,
For the green graves of their sires,
For God and their native land."
As they marched on down through an open field toward the rampart of blood and death, the
Federal batteries began to open and mow down and gather into the garner of death, as brave, and
good, and pure spirits as the world ever saw. The twilight of evening had begun to gather as a
precursor of the coming blackness of midnight darkness that was to envelop a scene so sickening
and horrible that it is impossible for me to describe it.
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"Forward, men," is repeated all along the line. A sheet of fire was poured into our very faces,
and for a moment we halted as if in despair, as the terrible avalanche of shot and shell laid low
those brave and gallant heroes, whose bleeding wounds attested that the struggle would be
desperate. Forward, men! The air loaded with death-dealing missiles. Never on this earth did
men fight against such terrible odds. It seemed that the very elements of heaven and earth were
in one mighty uproar. Forward, men! And the blood spurts in a perfect jet from the dead and
wounded. The earth is red with blood. It runs in streams, making little rivulets as it flows.
Occasionally there was a little lull in the storm of battle, as the men were loading their guns, and
for a few moments it seemed as if night tried to cover the scene with her mantle. The death-angel
shrieks and laughs and old Father Time is busy with his sickle, as he gathers in the last harvest of
death, crying, More, more, more! while his rapacious maw is glutted with the slain.
But the skirmish line being deployed out, extending a little wider than the battle did--passing
through a thicket of small locusts, where Brown, orderly sergeant of Company B, was killed--we
advanced on toward the breastworks, on and on. I had made up my mind to die--felt glorious.
We pressed forward until I heard the terrific roar of battle open on our right. Cleburne's division
was charging their works. I passed on until I got to their works, and got over on their (the
Yankees') side. But in fifty yards of where I was the scene was lit up by fires that seemed like
hell itself.
It appeared to be but one line of streaming fire. Our troops were upon one side of the
breastworks, and the Federals on the other. I ran up on the line of works, where our men were
engaged. Dead soldiers filled the entrenchments. The firing was kept up until after midnight, and
gradually died out. We passed the night where we were. But when the morrow's sun began to
light up the eastern sky with its rosy hues, and we looked over the battlefield, O, my God! what
did we see! It was a grand holocaust of death.
Death had held high carnival there that night. The dead were piled the one on the other all over
the ground. I never was so horrified and appalled in my life. Horses, like men, had died game
on the gory breastworks. General Adams' horse had his fore feet on one side of the works and
his hind feet on the other, dead. The general seems to have been caught so that he was held to
the horse's back, sitting almost as if living, riddled, and mangled, and torn with balls. General
Cleburne's mare had her fore feet on top of the works, dead in that position. General Cleburne's
body was pierced with forty-nine bullets, through and through. General Strahl's horse lay by the
roadside and the general by his side, both dead, and all his staff. General Gist, a noble and brave
cavalier from South Carolina, was lying with his sword reaching across the breastworks still
grasped in his hand .He was lying there dead. All dead!
They sleep in the graveyard yonder at Ashwood, almost in sight of my home, where I am
writing today. They sleep the sleep of the brave. We love and cherish their memory. They sleep
beneath the ivy-mantled walls of St. John's church, where they expressed a wish to be buried.
The private soldier sleeps where he fell, piled in one mighty heap. Four thousand five hundred
privates! All lying side by side in death! Thirteen generals were killed and wounded. Four
thousand five hundred men slain, all piled and heaped together at one place. I cannot tell the
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number of others killed and wounded. God alone knows that. We'll all find out on the morning
of the final resurrection.
Kind friends, I have attempted in my poor and feeble way to tell you of this (I can hardly call it)
battle. It should be called by some other name. But, like all other battles, it, too, has gone into
history. I leave it with you. I do not know who was to blame. It lives in the memory of the poor
old Rebel soldier who went through that trying and terrible ordeal. We shed a tear for the dead.
They are buried and forgotten. We meet no more on earth. But up yonder, beyond the sunset
and the night, away beyond the clouds and tempest, away beyond the stars that ever twinkle and
shine in the blue vault above us, away yonder by the great white throne, and by the river of life,
where the Almighty and Eternal God sits, surrounded by the angels and archangels and there
deemed of earth, we will meet again and see those noble and brave spirits who gave up their
lives for their country's cause that night at Franklin, Tennessee.
A life given for one's country is never lost. It blooms again beyond the grave in a land of beauty
and of love. Hanging around the throne of sapphire and gold, a rich garland awaits the coming of
him who died for his country, and when the horologe of time has struck its last note upon his
dying brow, Justice hands the record of life to Mercy, and Mercy pleads with Jesus, and God, for
his sake, receives him in his eternal home beyond the skies at last and forever.
Source: Watkins, Sam. Co. Aytch or Sideshow of the Big Show. Project Gutenberg. 2014. Web.
14 July, 2014. <http://www.gutenberg.org/files/13202/13202.txt>
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Sam Watkins on Battle of Nashville
When the battle began, Watkins found himself on the extreme left of the battle. After watching
two of his friends die, Watkins is himself shot in the finger and thigh. He then makes his way
back to the main line of battle
When I got back to where I could see our lines, it was one scene of confusion and rout.
Finney's Florida brigade had broken before a mere skirmish line, and soon the whole army had
caught the infection, had broken, and were running in every direction. Such a scene I never saw.
The army was panic-stricken. The woods everywhere were full of running soldiers. Our officers
were crying, "Halt! halt!" and trying to rally and re-form their broken ranks. The Federals would
dash their cavalry in amongst us, and even their cannon joined in the charge. One piece of
Yankee artillery galloped past me, right on the road, unlimbered their gun, fired a few shots, and
galloped ahead again.
Hood's whole army was routed and in full retreat. Nearly every man in the entire army
had thrown away his gun and accouterments. More than ten thousand had stopped and allowed
themselves to be captured, while many, dreading the horrors of a Northern prison, kept on, and I
saw many, yea, even thousands, broken down from sheer exhaustion, with despair and pity
written on their features. Wagon trains, cannon, artillery, cavalry, and infantry were all blended
in inextricable confusion. Broken down and jaded horses and mules refused to pull, and the
badly-scared drivers looked like their eyes would pop out of their heads from fright. Wagon
wheels, interlocking each other, soon clogged the road, and wagons, horses and provisions were
left indiscriminately.
The officers soon became effected with the demoralization of their troops, and rode on in
dogged indifference. General Frank Cheatham and General Loring tried to form a line at
Brentwood, but the line they formed was like trying to stop the current of Duck river with a fish
net. I believe the army would have rallied, had there been any colors to rally to. And as the
straggling army moves on down the road, every now and then we can hear the sullen roar of the
Federal artillery booming in the distance. I saw a wagon and team abandoned, and I unhitched
one of the horses and rode on horseback to Franklin, where a surgeon tied up my broken finger,
and bandaged up my bleeding thigh. My boot was full of blood, and my clothing saturated with
it.
I was at General Hood's headquarters. He was much agitated and affected, pulling his
hair with his one hand (he had but one), and crying like his heart would break. I pitied him, poor
fellow. I asked him for a wounded furlough, and he gave it to me. I never saw him afterward. I
always loved and honored him, and will ever revere and cherish his memory. He gave his life in
the service of his country, and I know today he wears a garland of glory beyond the grave, where
Justice says "well done," and Mercy has erased all his errors and faults.
I only write of the under _strata_ of history; in other words, the_privates' history_--as I
saw things then, and remember them now.
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The winter of 1864-5 was the coldest that had been known for many years. The ground
was frozen and rough, and our soldiers were poorly clad, while many, yes, very many, were
entirely barefooted. Our wagon trains had either gone on, we knew not whither, or had been left
behind. Everything and nature, too, seemed to be working against us. Even the keen, cutting air
that whistled through our tattered clothes and over our poorly covered heads, seemed to lash us
in its fury. The floods of waters that had overflowed their banks, seemed to laugh at our
calamity ,and to mock us in our misfortunes.
All along the route were weary and footsore soldiers. The citizens seemed to shrink and
hide from us as we approached them. And, to cap the climax, Tennessee river was overflowing
its banks, and several Federal gunboats were anchored just below Mussel Shoals, firing at us
while crossing.
The once proud Army of Tennessee had degenerated to a mob. We were pinched by
hunger and cold. The rains, and sleet, and snow never ceased falling from the winter sky, while
the winds pierced the old, ragged, gray back Rebel soldier to his very marrow. The clothing of
many were hanging around them in shreds of rags and tatters, while an old slouched hat covered
their frozen ears. Some were on old, raw-boned horses, without saddles.
Hon. Jefferson Davis perhaps made blunders and mistakes, but I honestly believe that he
ever did what he thought best for the good of his country. And there never lived on this earth
from the days of Hampden to George Washington, a purer patriot or a nobler man than Jefferson
Davis; and, like Marius, grand even in ruins.
Hood was a good man, a kind man, a philanthropic man, but he is both harmless and
defenseless now. He was a poor general in the capacity of commander-in-chief. Had he been
mentally qualified, his physical condition would have disqualified him. His legs and one of his
arms hadbeen shot off in the defense of his country. As a soldier, he was brave, good, noble, and
gallant, and fought with the ferociousness of the wounded tiger, and with the everlasting grit of
the bull-dog; but as a general he was a failure in every particular.
Our country is gone, our cause is lost. "_Actum est de Republica_."*
*”It is all over with the Republic.”
Source: Watkins, Sam. Co. Aytch or Sideshow of the Big Show. Project Gutenberg. 2014. Web.
3 July, 2014. <http://www.gutenberg.org/files/13202/13202.txt>
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