2nd MINNESOTA BATTERY

“ACTION FRONT”
June 2018

Circular No. 257

On This Date-155 Years Ago

Upcoming Events

The Battery’s morning reports for the month of June,
1863, show many comings and goins. Note the one onf
the 22nd! They were in camp near Murfreesboro, TN.
4 Sert Joy, Corp. Varney and privates Wm H. Shaw, Wm
E. Pulk, Samuel F. Woods & Geo. E. Davis sent to Field
hospital Ingebreth Olsen returned to duty from Hospital.
turned in 4 horses & drew 6
7 Geo. W. Tilton returned to duty from Hospital
8 H. A. Siamonds (exchanged prisoner) returned to duty
9 Fordis Averill, J. M. Lane, F. S. Flint & J. W. Boardman
(Exchanged prisoners) returned to duty.
11 Wm. F. Gilpatrick sent to Convalescent Camp at
Murfreesboro
13 Lt. Woodbury returned to duty
14 Anthony Chaffee & Wm Hicks (Contrabands)
blacksmiths -- ran away
15 Capt. Hotchkiss on detached service at Div. Hd. Qrs.
-- as chief Arty
22 Privt C. F. Harder arrested for drunkenness, absence
& stealing and det'd to brig Provost Marshal
23 Anthony Chaffee (Contraband) returned to duty
24 Sergt. Pratt & Privts Adley, Byam, Faille, J. M. Lane,
Ingbreth Olsen, Phelps & Wagoner J. W. Johnson to Field
Hosp --- Quit camp at Murfreesboro. marched out on
Shelbyville pike 6 miles -- to the left 4 miles toward
Manchester pike = 10 miles
25 McReynolds, Burns, Wright, Rheinberger - 21st Ill -Culbertson, Richmond, Lord, Adams, Ewing 38th Ill. --Batt
81 Ind.-- Kintzel, Baldwin, 101" Ohio - detailed for duty
temporarily
26 In camp (25th & 26th) Priv. Dudley broke his leg. sent to Murfreesboro
27 Quit camp. Marched to Beech Grove on Manchester
pike 10 Miles. John Craven run over by Caisson - sent to
Murfreesboro.
28 From Beech Grove to Manchester 13 Miles

June 16, Galesville, WI, Arnold House/Eastside Farm
19408 Silver Creek Road.
This is a one day encampment event setting up some of
our learning stations including the gun, small arms, SAS, and
laundry.. BRING YOUR OWN LUNCH (Period correct foods
and wrappings if possible).

Jun 30–Jul 1, Wauconda, IL,
Civil War Days Reenactment

This is a battle reenactment event in a very nice setting.
More info is available at their website: http://www.lcfpd.org/
education/events/civilwar/
For more info on unit attendance, contact John Cain.

July 3, Menomonie, WI

This event in Wilson Park has been CANCELED.

July 14-15, Rochester, MN
Olmstead County Living History Fair & Reenactment
The featured battle on Saturday is Vicksburg and some of
our ladies will be living in caves portraying residents of the
city. Others of our ladies have been requested for special
projects on both days. More info to come, but members are
encouraged to read up on the battle and siege.
HEADS UP—The unit will NOT be providing any food for
this event. ALL MEMBERS will be on their own for food
which will be available for purchase on site or you may bring
your own.

Everyone is Invited!
Linnea Schmit is
graduating from high school
and has invited the Battery to
her celebration!
Saturday, June 23, 11-7
9720 50th St. West
Veseli, MN

29 In camp near Manchester, Tenn.
30
"
"
"
"
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Next Meeting
July 7, 2018

11:00am

Linnea is the daughter of
longtime Battery gun crew
member, Thomas Schmit.

Marie’s Underground Dining, Red Wing
Call Ken Cunningham with questions or agenda
items. 651 388-2945.
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Battery Profile

David Twiggs

David was born at Fort Winnebago, Wisconsin, in about 1832. The exact year is not known as David
gave different ages when asked. By the time the war broke out, he was living in Mendota, Minnesota. Governor
Alexander Ramsey had promised 1,000 men to help "put down the rebellion" in the south and Minnesota men
were answering his call with enthusiasm. That promised first regiment filled up almost immediately, but a few
openings in the ranks appeared when the enlistment term was changed from three months to three years.
David went to Fort Snelling to volunteer for the First Minnesota Infantry. He was willing to serve three
years and he was accepted into Company H. He mustered into the service on May 20, 1861.
The descriptive roll said David was 29 years old, 5' 8-3/4" tall, dark complexion, black eyes and black
hair. His occupation was that of a clerk.
When the First Minnesota Infantry went south, David went with, but it is doubtful he participated in the
battle at Manassas as he received a disability discharge less than two weeks after the battle. Nothing in his
compiled service record indicates if he was present at the battle.
The First Infantry was back in camp in Washington when David received his discharge. The surgeon
noted David had lost one eye, then added "before entering the service." How David was able to pass a physical
examination leads to speculation as to how thorough the examination really was. The discharge was dated
August 3, 1861. David had served less than three months.
David went back to Minnesota and on October 6, 1861, he married Sophie LeClerc in Mendota. It was a
second marriage for both of them. David's first wife was Dena and she was known to be German. She died
after they moved to Mendota.
Sophie was a widow and she had a son about 15 years old at the time. The family moved to St. Clair
near Mankato, and them moved to Wabasha, but things did not work out for them. David and Sophie only lived
together for about a year before they separated. A friend of the family said David tried to get back together with
Sophie after they first separated, but Sophie "would not have him." By that time, they were living in St. Paul
again according to Sophie's son.
What brought David back to the army is unknown, but he enlisted in the Second Battery on August 31,
1864. He was one of the men received by the Battery from the draft rendezvous. David once again enlisted at
St. Paul. This time he said his occupation was that of a trader, that he was 36 years old, and he agreed to serve
for one year. It earned him a bounty of $100, a third of which he was paid immediately.
Perhaps because he was already considered a veteran, David was left in LaCrosse, Wisconsin, when the
men were sent south to apprehend some deserters. He finally arrived at the Battery's station in Chattanooga,
Tennessee, on October 5, 1864. By December 8, David was in the hospital where he stayed for about a month.
After that, he remained healthy and served out his term until the end of the war when the men were mustered
out at Fort Snelling in August of 1865.
David went back to the area around Mankato after the war because on November 13, 1873, he married a
third time. She was Theresa Landrish and they were married in Blue Earth. The couple did not have children.
Once again, married life was not smooth for David. He and
Theresa lived together for three or four years before they separated. No
record of divorce has been found, but Theresa was said to have married
again and moved to Montana.
Records do not provide any further details of David's life until he
died at the Old Soldiers Home in Milwaukee, Wisconsin, on July 25, 1893.
He was laid to rest in the Soldier's cemetery, his military marker noting his
service with the First Minnesota Infantry even though his time with the
Battery had been much longer.
Details of his tangled marriages came when Sophie applied for a
widow's pension. The pension examiner in the case said her word was not
to be trusted as she seemed wont to say anything that would help her
case, even if it contradicted her earlier statements. He did admit she
spoke English poorly and needed a French interpreter with her. Further
examination into the case showed that David and Sophie were divorced,
but not until September 16, 1878, a full five years after David had married
Theresa. It probably did not matter a great deal, since by then, he and
Theresa were no longer living together anyhow. Once Sophie was
reminded of the finality of the divorce, she stopped petitioning for the
pension. The examiner seemed to feel sorry for Sophie and described her
as confused rather than a woman scheming to get a pension she did not
deserve.
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War Diary of a Union Woman in the South: 1860-63

“

Dorothy Richards Miller is generally credited with writing the diary. She was born in the West Indies and later moved to New Orleans.
This version of her diary was edited by George Washington Cable and printed in magazines in the early 1900s.
It can be found on the web: http://www2.latech.edu/~bmagee/louisiana_anthology/texts/cable/cable--war_diary.html

March 20th. — The slow shelling of Vicksburg goes on
all the time, and we have grown indifferent. It does not
at present interrupt or interfere with daily avocations,
but I suspect they are only getting the range of different
points; and when they have them all complete, showers
of shot will rain on us all at once. Non-combatants
have been ordered to leave or prepare accordingly.
Those who are to stay are having caves built. Cavedigging has become a regular business; prices range
from twenty to fifty dollars, according to size of cave.
Two diggers worked at ours a week and charged thirty
dollars. It is well made in the hill that slopes just in the
rear of the house, and well propped with thick posts, as
they all are. It has a shelf, also, for holding a light or
water. When we went in this evening and sat down, the
earthy, suffocating feeling, as of a living tomb, was
dreadful to me. I fear I shall risk death outside rather
then melt in that dark furnace. The hills are so
honeycombed with caves that the streets look like
avenues in a cemetery.
The hill called the Sky-parlor has become quite a
fashionable resort for the few upper-circle families left
here. Some officers are quartered there, and there is a
band and a field-glass. Last evening we also climbed
the hill to watch the shelling, but found the view not so
good as on a quiet hill nearer home.
Soon a lady began to talk to one of the officers: "It is
such folly for them to waste their ammunition like that.
How can they ever take a town that has such
advantages for defense and protection as this? We'll
just burrow into these hills and let them batter away as
hard as they please."
"You are right, madam; and besides, when our
women are so willing to brave death and endure
discomfort, how can we ever be conquered?"
Soon she looked over with significant glances to
where we stood, and began to talk at H.
"The only drawback," she said, "are the contemptible
men who are staying at home in comfort when they
ought to be in the army if they had a spark of honor."
I cannot repeat all, but it was the usual tirade. It is
strange I have met no one yet who seems to
comprehend an honest difference of opinion, and
stranger yet that the ordinary rules of good breeding are
now so entirely ignored. As the spring comes on one
has the craving for fresh, green food that a monotonous
diet produces. There was a bed of radishes and onions
in the garden, that were a real blessing. An onion
salad, dressed only with salt, vinegar, and pepper,
seemed a dish fit for a king, but last night the soldiers
quartered near made a raid on the garden and took
them all.
April 2d, 1863. — We have had to move, and have
thus lost our cave. The owner of the house suddenly

returned and notified us that he intended to bring his
family back; didn't think there'd be any siege. The cost
of the cave could go for the rent. That means he has
got tired of the Confederacy and means to stay here
and thus get out of it. This house was the only one to
be had. It was built by ex-Senator G., and is so large
our tiny household is lost in it. We only use the lower
floor. The bell is often rung by persons who take it for a
hotel and come beseeching food at any price. To-day
one came who would not be denied. "We do not keep a
hotel, but would willingly feed hungry soldiers if we had
the food."
"I have been traveling all night and am starving; will
pay any price for just bread."
I went to the dining-room and found some biscuits,
and set out two, with a large piece of corn-bread, a
small piece of bacon, some nice sirup, and a pitcher of
water. I locked the door of the safe and left him to
enjoy his lunch. After he left I found he had broken
open the safe and taken the remaining biscuits.
April 28th, 1863. — What shall we eat? what shall we
drink? and wherewithal shall we be clothed? We have
no prophet of the Lord at whose prayer the meal and oil
will not waste. As to wardrobe, I have learned to darn
like an artist. Making shoes is now another
accomplishment. Mine were in tatters. H. came across
a moth-eaten pair that he bought me, giving ten dollars,
I think, and they fell into rags when I tried to wear them;
but the soles were good, and that has helped me to
shoes. A pair of old coat-sleeves — nothing is thrown
away now — was in my trunk. I cut an exact pattern
from my old shoes, laid it on the sleeves, and cut out
thus good uppers and sewed them carefully; then
soaked the soles and sewed the cloth to them. I am so
proud of these home-made shoes that I think I'll put
them in a glass case when the war is over, as an
heirloom.
H. says he has come to have an abiding faith that
everything he needs to wear will come out of that trunk
while the war lasts. It is like a fairy-casket. I have but a
dozen pins remaining, I gave so many away. Every
time these are used they are straightened and kept
from rust. All these curious labors are performed while
the shells are leisurely screaming through the air; but
as long as we are out of range we don't worry. For
many nights we have had but little sleep because the
Federal gun-boats have been running past the
batteries. The uproar when this is happening is
phenomenal. The first night the thundering artillery
burst the bars of sleep, we thought it an attack by the
river. To get into garments and rush upstairs was the
work of a moment. From the upper gallery we have a
fine view of the river, and soon a red glare lit up the
scene and showed a small boat towing two large
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barges, gliding by. The Confederates had set fire to a
house near the bank. Another night, eight boats ran
by, throwing a shower of shot, and two burning
houses made the river clear as day.
One of the batteries has a remarkable gun they call
"Whistling Dick," because of the screeching, whistling
sound it gives, and certainly it does sound like a
tortured thing. Added to all this is the indescribable
Confederate yell, which is a soul-harrowing sound to
hear. I have gained respect for the mechanism of the
human ear, which stands it all without injury. The
streets are seldom quiet at night; even the dragging
about of cannon makes a din in these echoing gullies.
The other night we were on the gallery till the last of
the eight boats got by. Next day a friend said to H., "It
was a wonder you didn't have your heads taken off
last night. I passed and saw them stretched over the
gallery, and grape-shot were whizzing up the street
just on a level with you." The double roar of batteries
and boats was so great, we never noticed the
whizzing. Yesterday the Cincinnati attempted to go
by in daylight, but was disabled and sunk. It was a
pitiful sight; we could not see the finale, though we
saw her rendered helpless.
PREPARATIONS FOR THE SIEGE.
Vicksburg, May 1st, 1863. — Ever since we were
deprived of our cave, I had been dreading that H.
would suggest sending me to the country, where his
relatives live. As he could not leave his position and
go also without being conscripted, and as I felt certain
an army would get between us, it was no part of my
plan to be obedient. A shell from one of the practicing
mortars brought the point to an issue yesterday and
settled it. Sitting at work as usual, listening to the
distant sound of bursting shells, apparently aimed at
the court-house, there suddenly came a nearer
explosion; the house shook, and a tearing sound was
followed by terrified screams from the kitchen. I
rushed thither, but met in the hall the cook's little girl
America, bleeding from a wound in the forehead, and
fairly dancing with fright and pain, while she uttered
fearful yells. I stopped to examine the wound, and
her mother bounded in, her black face ashy from
terror. "Oh! Miss G., my child is killed and the kitchen
tore up." Seeing America was too lively to have been
killed, I consoled Martha and hastened to the kitchen.
Evidently a shell had exploded just outside, sending
three or four pieces through. When order was
restored I endeavored to impress on Martha's mind
the uselessness of such excitement. Looking round
at the close of the lecture, there stood a group of
Confederate soldiers laughing heartily at my sermon
and the promising audience I had. They chimed in
with a parting chorus:
"Yes, it's no use hollerin', old lady."
"Oh! H.," I exclaimed, as he entered soon after,
"America is wounded."
"That is no news; she has been wounded by

traitors long ago."
"Oh, this is real, living, little, black America. I am
not talking in symbols. Here are the pieces of shell,
the first bolt of the coming siege."
"Now you see," he replied, "that this house will be
but paper to mortar-shells. You must go into the
country."
The argument was long, but when a woman is
obstinate and eloquent, she generally conquers. I
came off victorious, and we finished preparations for
the siege to-day. Hiring a man to assist, we
descended to the wine-cellar, where the accumulated
bottles told of festive hours long since departed. To
empty this cellar was the work of many hours. Then
in the safest corner a platform was laid for our bed,
and in another portion one arranged for Martha. The
dungeon, as I call it, is lighted only by a trap-door,
and is very damp.
The next question was of supplies. I had nothing
left but a sack of rice-flour, and no manner of cooking
I had heard or invented contrived to make it eatable.
A column of recipes for making delicious preparations
of it had been going the rounds of Confederate
papers. I tried them all; they resulted only in brickbats, or sticky paste. H. sallied out on a hunt for
provisions, and when he returned the disproportionate
quantity of the different articles provoked a smile.
There was a hogshead of sugar, a barrel of sirup, ten
pounds of bacon and pease, four pounds of wheatflour, and a small sack of corn-meal, a little vinegar,
and actually some spice! The wheat-flour he
purchased for ten dollars as a special favor from the
sole remaining barrel for sale. We decided that must
be kept for sickness. The sack of meal, he said, was
a case of corruption, though a special providence to
us. There is no more for sale at any price, but, said
he, "a soldier who was hauling some of the
Government sacks to the hospital offered me this for
five dollars, if I could keep a secret. When the meal is
exhausted, perhaps we can keep alive on sugar. Here
are some wax candles; hoard them like gold." He
handed me a parcel containing about two pounds of
candles, and left me to arrange my treasures. It
would be hard for me to picture the memories those
candles called up. The long years melted away, and I
Trod again my childhood's track, And felt its very
gladness.”
In those childish days, whenever came dreams of
household splendor or festal rooms or gay
illuminations, the lights in my vision were always wax
candles burning with a soft radiance that enchanted
every scene . . . . And, lo! here on this spring day of
'63, with war raging through the land, I was in a fine
house, and had my wax candles sure enough, but,
alas! They were neither cerulean blue nor rosetinted, but dirty brown; and when I lighted one, it
spluttered and wasted like any vulgar, tallow thing,
and lighted only a desolate scene in the vast
handsome room. They were not so good as the
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waxen rope we had made in Arkansas. So, with a
long sigh for the dreams of youth, I return to the stern
present in this besieged town, my only consolation to
remember the old axiom, "A city besieged is a city
taken," — so if we live through it we shall be out of the
Confederacy. H. is very tired of having to carry a pass
around in his pocket and go every now and then to
have it renewed. We have been so very free in
America, these restrictions are irksome.

Presently the fattest one, a real Falstaffian man, came
back to the front door and rung a thundering peal. I
saw the chance for fun and for putting on their own
grandiloquent style. Stealing on tiptoe to the door, I
turned the key and bolt noiselessly, and suddenly
threw wide back the door, and appeared behind it. He
had been leaning on it, and nearly pitched forward
with an "Oh! what's this?" Then seeing me as he
straightened up, "Ah, madam!" almost stuttering from
surprise and anger, "are you aware I had the right to
May 9th, 1863. — This morning the door-bell rang a
break down this door if you hadn't opened it?"
startling peal. Martha being busy; I answered it. An
"That would make no difference to me. I'm not the
orderly in gray stood with an official envelope in his
owner. You or the landlord would pay the bill for the
hand.
repairs."
"Who lives here?"
"Why didn't you open the door?"
"Mr. L."
"Have I not done so as soon as you rung? A lady
Very imperiously — "Which Mr. L.?"
does not open the door to men who beat on it.
"Mr. H.L."
Gentlemen usually ring; I thought it might be
"Is he here?"
stragglers pounding."
"No."
"Well," growing much blander, "we are going to
"Where can he be found?"
send you some wagons to move; you must get ready."
"At the office of Deputy —— ."
"With pleasure, if you have selected a house for me.
"I'm not going there. This is an order from General This is too large; it does not suit me."
Pemberton for you to move out of this house in two
"No, I didn't find a house for you."
hours. He has selected it for headquarters. He will
"You surely don't expect me to run about in the dust
furnish you with wagons.".
and shelling to look for it, and Mr. L. is too busy."
"Will he furnish another house also?"
"Well, madam, then we must share the house. We
"Of course not."
will take the lower floor."
"Has the owner been consulted?"
"I prefer to keep the lower floor myself; you surely
"He has not; that is of no consequence; it has been don't expect me to go up and down stairs when you
taken. Take this order."
are so light and more able to do it."
"I shall not take it, and I shall not move, as there is
He walked through the hall, trying the doors. "What
no place to move to but the street."
room is that?" — "The parlor." "And this?" — "My
"Then I'll take it to Mr. L."
bedroom." "And this?" — "The dining-room."
"Very well, do so."
"Well, madam, we'll find you a house and then
As soon as Mr. Impertine walked off I locked,
come and take this."
bolted, and barred every door and window. In ten
"Thank you, colonel. I shall be ready when you find
minutes H. came home.
the house. Good morning, sir."
"Hold the fort till I've seen the owner and the
I heard him say as he ran down the steps, "We
general," he said, as I locked him out.
must go back, captain; you see I didn't know they were
Then Dr. B.'s remark in New Orleans about the
this kind of people."
effect of Dr. C.'s fine presence on the Confederate
Of course the orderly had lied in the beginning to
officials there came to my mind. They are influenced scare me, for General Pemberton is too far away from
in that way, I thought; I look rather shabby now, I will
Vicksburg to send such an order. He is looking about
dress. I made an elaborate toilet, put on the best and for General Grant. We are told he has gone out to
most becoming dress I had, the richest lace, the
meet Johnston; and together they expect to annihilate
handsomest ornaments, taking care that all should be Grant's army and free Vicksburg forever. There is
appropriate to a morning visit; dressed my hair in the now a general hospital opposite this house and a
stateliest braids, and took a seat in the parlor ready for small-pox hospital next door. War, famine, pestilence,
the fray. H. came to the window and said:
and fire surround us. Every day the band plays in
"Landlord says, 'Keep them out. Wouldn't let them front of the small-pox hospital. I wonder if it is to keep
have his house at any price.' He is just riding off to the up their spirits? One would suppose quiet would be
country and can't help us now. Now I'm going to see more cheering.
Major C, who sent the order."
Next came an officer, banged at the door till tired,
May 17th, 1863. — Hardly was our scanty breakfast
and walked away. Then the orderly came again and
over this morning when a hurried ring drew us both to
beat the door — same result. Next, four officers with the door. Mr. J., one of H.'s assistants, stood there in
bundles and lunch-baskets, followed by a wagon-load high excitement.
of furniture. They went round the house, tried every
"Well, Mr. L., they are upon us; the Yankees will be
door, peeped in the windows, pounded and rapped,
here by this evening."
while I watched them through the blind-slats.
"What do you mean?"
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"That Pemberton has been whipped at Baker's
Creek and Big Black, and his army are running back
here as fast as they can come and the Yanks after
them, in such numbers nothing can stop them. Hasn't
Pemberton acted like a fool?"
"He may not be the only one to blame," replied H.
"They're coming along the Big B. road, and my folks
went down there to be safe, you know; now they're
right in it. I hear you can't see the armies for the dust;
never was anything else known like it. But I must go
and try to bring my folks back here."
What struck us both was the absence of that
concern to be expected, and a sort of relief or
suppressed pleasure. After twelve some worn-outlooking men sat down under the window.
"What is the news?" I inquired.
"Retreat, retreat!" they said, in broken English —
they were Louisiana Acadians.
About 3 o'clock the rush began. I shall never forget
that woful sight of a beaten, demoralized army that
came rushing back, — humanity in the last throes of
endurance. Wan, hollow-eyed, ragged, footsore,
bloody, the men limped along unarmed, but followed
by siege-guns, ambulances, gun-carriages, and
wagons in aimless confusion. At twilight two or three
bands on the court-house hill and other points began
playing Dixie, Bonnie Blue Flag, and so on, and drums
began to beat all about; I suppose they were rallying
the scattered army.

The confinement is dreadful. To sit and listen as if
waiting for death in a horrible manner would drive me
insane. I don't know what others do, but we read
when I am not scribbling in this.
H. borrowed somewhere a lot of Dickens's novels,
and we reread them by the dim light in the cellar.
When the shelling abates H. goes to walk about a little
or get the "Daily Citizen," which is still issuing a tiny
sheet at twenty-five and fifty cents a copy. It is, of
course, but a rehash of speculations which amuses
half an hour. To-day we heard while out that expert
swimmers are crossing the Mississippi on logs at night
to bring and carry news to Johnston. I am so tired of
corn-bread, which I never liked, that I eat it with tears
in my eyes. We are lucky to get a quart of milk daily
from a family near who have a cow they hourly expect
to be killed. I send five dollars to market each
morning, and it buys a small piece of mule-meat. Rice
and milk is my main food; I can't eat the mule-meat.
We boil the rice and eat it cold with milk for supper.
Martha runs the gauntlet to buy the meat and milk
once a day in a perfect terror.
The shells seem to have many different names; I
hear the soldiers say, "That's a mortar-shell. There
goes a Parrott. That's a rifle-shell." They are all
equally terrible. A pair of chimney-swallows have built
in the parlor chimney. The concussion of the house
often sends down parts of their nest, which they
patiently pick up and reascend with.

THE SIEGE ITSELF
May 28th, 1863. — Since that day the regular siege
has continued. We are utterly cut off from the world,
surrounded by a circle of fire. The fiery shower of
shells goes on day and night. H.'s occupation, of
course, is gone, his office closed. Every man has to
carry a pass in his pocket. People do nothing but eat
what they can get, sleep when they can, and dodge
the shells. There are three intervals when the shelling
stops, either for the guns to cool or for the gunners'
meals, I suppose, — about eight in the morning, the
same in the evening, and at noon. In that time we
have both to prepare and eat ours. Clothing cannot
be washed or anything else done. On the 19th and
22d, when the assaults were made on the lines, I
watched the soldiers cooking on the green opposite.
The half-spent balls coming all the way from those
lines were flying so thick that they were obliged to
dodge at every turn. At all the caves I could see from
my high perch, people were sitting, eating their poor
suppers at the cave doors, ready to plunge in again.
As the first shell again flew they dived, and not a
human being was visible. The sharp crackle of the
musketry-firing was a strong contrast to the scream of
the bombs. I think all the dogs and cats must be killed
or starved, we don't see any more pitiful animals
prowling around . . . .
The cellar is so damp and musty the bedding has to
be carried out and laid in the sun every day, with the
forecast that it may be demolished at any moment.

Friday, June 5th, 1863. (In the cellar.) —
Wednesday evening H. said he must take a little walk,
and went while the shelling had stopped. He never
leaves me alone long, and when an hour had passed
without his return I grew anxious; and when two hours,
and the shelling had grown terrific, I momentarily
expected to see his mangled body. All sorts of horrors
fill the mind now, and I am so desolate here; not a
friend. When he came he said that passing a cave
where there were no others near, he heard groans,
and found a shell had struck above and caused the
cave to fall in on the man within. He could not
extricate him alone, and had to get help and dig him
out. He was badly hurt, but not mortally. I felt fairly
sick from the suspense.
Yesterday morning a note was brought H. from a
bachelor uncle out in the trenches, saying he had
been taken ill with fever, and could we receive him if
he came? H. sent to tell him to come, and I arranged
one of the parlors as a dressing-room for him, and laid
a pallet that he could move back and forth to the
cellar. He did not arrive, however. It is our custom in
the evening to sit in the front room a little while in the
dark, with matches and candles held ready in hand,
and watch the shells, whose course at night is shown
by the fuse. H. was at the window and suddenly
sprang up, crying, "Run!" — "Where?" — "Back!"
I started through the back room, H. after me. I was
just within the door when the crash came that threw
me to the floor. It was the most appalling sensation I'd
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ever known. Worse than an earthquake, which I've
also experienced.
Shaken and deafened I picked myself up; H. had
struck a light to find me. I lighted mine, and the smoke
guided us to the parlor I had fixed for Uncle J. The
candles were useless in the dense smoke, and it was
many minutes before we could see. Then we found
the entire side of the room torn out. The soldiers who
had rushed in said, "This is an eighty-pound Parrott."
It had entered through the front and burst on the palletbed, which was in tatters; the toilet service and
everything else in the room was smashed. The
soldiers assisted H. to board up the break with planks
to keep out prowlers, and we went to bed in the cellar
as usual. This morning the yard is partially plowed by
two shells that fell there in the night. I think this house,
so large and prominent from the river, is perhaps
mistaken for headquarters and specially shelled. As
we descend at night to the lower regions, I think of the
evening hymn that grandmother taught me when a
child:
"Lord, keep us safe this night,
Secure from all our fears;
May angels guard us while we sleep,
Till morning light appears."
June 7th, 1863. (In the cellar.) — I feel especially
grateful that amid these horrors we have been spared
that of suffering for water. The weather has been dry a
long time, and we hear of others dipping up the water
from ditches and mud-holes. This place has two large
underground cisterns of good cool water, and every
night in my subterranean dressing-room a tub of cold
water is the nerve-calmer that sends me to sleep in
spite of the roar. One cistern I had to give up to the
soldiers, who swarm about like hungry animals
seeking something to devour. Poor fellows! my heart
bleeds for them. They have nothing but spoiled,
greasy bacon, and bread made of musty pea-flour, and
but little of that. The sick ones can't bolt it. They come
into the kitchen when Martha puts the pan of cornbread in the stove, and beg for the bowl she has mixed
it in. They shake up the scrapings with water, put in
their bacon, and boil the mixture into a kind of soup,
which is easier to swallow than pea-bread. When I
happen in they look so ashamed of their poor clothes.
I know we saved the lives of two by giving a few
meals. To-day one crawled upon the gallery to lie in
the breeze. He looked as if shells had lost their terrors
for his dumb and famished misery. I've taught Martha
to make first-rate corn-meal gruel, because I can eat
meal easier that way than in hoe-cake, and I prepared
him a saucerful, put milk and sugar and nutmeg — I've
actually got a nutmeg. When he ate it the tears ran
from his eyes. "Oh, madam, there was never anything
so good! I shall get better."

last night, they were shelling our quarter so heavily.
The night before, Martha forsook the cellar for a
church. We went to H.'s office, which was
comparatively quiet last night. H. carried the bank box;
I the case of matches; Martha the blankets and pillows,
keeping an eye on the shells. We slept on piles of old
newspapers. In the streets the roar seems so much
more confusing, I feel sure I shall run right into the way
of a shell. They seem to have five different sounds
from the second of throwing them to the hollow echo
wandering among the hills, which sounds the most
blood-curdling of all.
June 13th, 1863. — Shell burst just over the roof this
morning. Pieces tore through both floors down into the
dining-room. The entire ceiling of that room fell in a
mass. We had just left it. Every piece of crockery on
the table was smashed. The "Daily Citizen" to-day is a
foot and a half long and six inches wide. It has a long
letter from a Federal officer, P. P. Hill, who was on the
gun-boat Cincinnati, that was sunk May 27th. Says it
was found in his floating trunk. The editorial says,
"The utmost confidence is felt that we can maintain our
position until succor comes from outside. The
undaunted Johnston is at hand."

June 18th. — To-day the "Citizen" is printed on wall
paper; therefore has grown a little in size. It says, "But
a few days more and Johnston will be here"; also that
"Kirby Smith has driven Banks from Port Hudson," and
that "the enemy are throwing incendiary shells in."
June 20th. — The gentleman who took our cave came
yesterday to invite us to come to it, because, he said,
"it's going to be very bad to-day." I don't know why he
thought so. We went, and found his own and another
family in it; sat outside and watched the shells till we
concluded the cellar was as good a place as that hillside. I fear the want of good food is breaking down H.
I know from my own feelings of weakness, but mine is
not an American constitution and has a recuperative
power that his has not.

June 21st, 1863. — I had gone upstairs to-day during
the interregnum to enjoy a rest on my bed and read
the reliable items in the "Citizen," when a shell burst
right outside the window in front of me. Pieces flew in,
striking all round me, tearing down masses of plaster
that came tumbling over me. When H. rushed in I was
crawling out of the plaster, digging it out of my eyes
and hair. When he picked up beside my pillow a piece
as large as a saucer, I realized my narrow escape.
The window-frame began to smoke, and we saw the
house was on fire. H. ran for a hatchet and I for water,
and we put it out. Another (shell) came crashing near,
and I snatched up my comb and brush and ran down
June 9th, 1863. — The churches are a great resort for here. It has taken all the afternoon to get the plaster
those who have no caves. People fancy they are not out of my hair, for my hands were rather shaky.
shelled so much, and they are substantial and the
pews good to sleep in. We had to leave this house
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June 25th. — A horrible day. The most horrible yet to
me, because I've lost my nerve. We were all in the
cellar, when a shell came tearing through the roof,
burst upstairs, and tore up that room, the pieces
coming through both floors down into the cellar. One
of them tore open the leg of H.'s pantaloons. This was
tangible proof the cellar was no place of protection
from them. On the heels of this came Mr. J., to tell us
that young Mrs. P. had had her thighbone crushed.
When Martha went for the milk she came back horrorstricken to tell us the black girl there had her arm
taken off by a shell.
For the first time I quailed. I do not think people
who are physically brave deserve much credit for it; it
is a matter of nerves. In this way I am constitutionally
brave, and seldom think of danger till it is over; and
death has not the terrors for me it has for some others.
Every night I had lain down expecting death, and
every morning rose to the same prospect, without
being unnerved. It was for H. I trembled. But now I
first seemed to realize that something worse than
death might come; I might be crippled, and not killed.
Life, without all one's powers and limbs, was a thought
that broke down my courage. I said to H., "You must
get me out of this horrible place; I cannot stay; I know I
shall be crippled." Now the regret comes that I lost
control, for H. is worried, and has lost his composure,
because my coolness has broken down.

"Those were General Grant's exact words, sir," said
the flag-officer. "Of course it is nothing but their brag."
We went back sadly enough, but to-day H. says he
will cross the river to General Porter's lines and try
there; I shall not be disappointed.

July 3d, 1863. — H. was going to headquarters for the
requisite pass, and he saw General Pemberton
crawling out of a cave, for the shelling has been as hot
as ever. He got the pass, but did not act with his usual
caution, for the boat he secured was a miserable,
leaky one — a mere trough. Leaving Martha in
charge, we went to the river, had our trunks put in the
boat, and embarked; but the boat became utterly
unmanageable, and began to fill with water rapidly. H.
saw that we could not cross it and turned to come
back; yet in spite of that the pickets at the battery fired
on us. H. raised the white flag he had, yet they fired
again, and I gave a cry of horror that none of these
dreadful things had wrung from me. I thought H. was
struck. When we landed H. showed the pass, and
said that the officer had told him the battery would be
notified we were to cross. The officer apologized and
said they were not notified. He furnished a cart to get
us home, and to-day we are down in the cellar again,
shells flying as thick as ever. Provisions are so nearly
gone, except the hogshead of sugar, that a few more
days will bring us to starvation indeed. Martha says
rats are hanging dressed in the market for sale with
July 1st, 1863. — Some months ago, thinking it might mule meat, — there is nothing else. The officer at the
be useful, I obtained from the consul of my birthplace, battery told me he had eaten one yesterday. We have
by sending to another town, a passport for foreign
tried to leave this Tophet and failed, and if the siege
parts. H. said if we went out to the lines we might be
continues I must summon that higher kind of courage
permitted to get through on that. So we packed the
— moral bravery — to subdue my fears of possible
trunk, got a carriage, and on the 30th drove out there. mutilation.
General V. offered us seats in his tent. The riflebullets were whizzing so zip, zip from the sharpGIBRALTAR FALLS.
shooters on the Federal lines that involuntarily I moved July 4th, 1863. — It is evening. All is still. Silence
on my chair. He said, "Don't be alarmed; you are out and night are once more united. I can sit at the table
of range. They are firing at our mules yonder." His
in the parlor and write. Two candles are lighted. I
horse, tied by the tent door, was quivering all over, the would like a dozen. We have had wheat supper and
most intense exhibition of fear I'd ever seen in an
wheat bread once more. H. is leaning back in the
animal. General V. sent out a flag of truce to the
rocking-chair; he says:
Federal headquarters, and while we waited wrote on a
"G., it seems to me I can hear the silence, and feel it
piece of silk paper a few words. Then he said, "My
too. It wraps me like a soft garment; how else can I
wife is in Tennessee. If you get through the lines, give express this peace?"
her this. They will search you, so I will put it in this
But I must write the history of the last twenty-four
toothpick." He crammed the silk paper into a quill
hours. About five yesterday afternoon, Mr. J., H.'s
toothpick, and handed it to H. It was completely
assistant, who, having no wife to keep him in, dodges
concealed.
about at every change and brings us the news, came
The flag-of-truce officer came back flushed and
to H. and said:
angry. "General Grant says that no human being shall
"Mr. L., you must both come to our cave to-night. I
pass out of Vicksburg; but the lady may feel sure
hear that to-night the shelling is to surpass anything
danger will soon be over. Vicksburg will surrender on yet. An assault will be made in front and rear. You
the 4th."
know we have a double cave; there is room for you in
"Is that so, general?" inquired H. "Are
mine, and mother and sister will make a place for Mrs.
arrangements for surrender made?"
L. Come right up; the ball will open about seven."
"We know nothing of the kind. Vicksburg will not
We got ready, shut up the house, told Martha to go
surrender."
to the church again if she preferred it to the cellar, and
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walked up to Mr. J.'s. When supper was eaten, all
secure, and the ladies in their cave night toilet, it was
just six, and we crossed the street to the cave
opposite. As I crossed a mighty shell flew screaming
over my head. It was the last thrown into Vicksburg.
We lay on our pallets waiting for the expected roar,
but no sound came except the chatter from the
neighboring caves, and at last we dropped asleep. I
woke at dawn stiff. A draught from the funnel-shaped
opening had been blowing on me all night. Every one
was expressing surprise at the quiet. We started for
home and met the editor of the "Daily Citizen."
H. said: "This is strangely quiet, Mr. L."
"Ah, sir," shaking his head gloomily, "I'm afraid the
last shell has been thrown into Vicksburg."
"Why do you fear so?"
"It is surrender. At six last evening a man went
down to the river and blew a truce signal; the shelling
stopped at once."
When I entered the kitchen a soldier was there
waiting for the bowl of scrapings. (They took turns for
it.)
"Good-morning, madam," he said; "we won't bother
you much longer. We can't thank you enough for
letting us come, for getting this soup boiled has
helped some of us to keep alive, but now all this is
over."
"Is it true about the surrender?"
"Yes; we have had no official notice, but they are
paroling out at the lines now, and the men in
Vicksburg will never forgive Pemberton. An old
granny! A child would have known better than to shut
men up in this cursed trap to starve to death like
useless vermin." His eyes flashed with an insane fire
as he spoke. "Haven't I seen my friends carted out
three or four in a box, that had died of starvation!
Nothing else, madam! Starved to death because we
had a fool for a general."
"Don't you think you're rather hard on Pemberton?
He thought it his duty to wait for Johnston."
"Some people may excuse him, ma'am, but we'll
curse him to our dying day. Anyhow, you'll see the
blue-coats directly."
Breakfast dispatched, we went on the upper
gallery. The street was deserted, save by a few
people carrying home bedding from their caves.
Among these was a group taking home a little
creature, born in a cave a few days previous, and its
wan-looking mother. About 11 o'clock a man in blue
came sauntering along, looking about curiously.
Then two followed him, then another.
"H., do you think these can be the Federal
soldiers?"
"Why, yes; here come more up the street."
Soon a group appeared on the court-house hill, and
the flag began slowly to rise to the top of the staff. As
the breeze caught it, and it sprang out like a live thing
exultant, H. drew a long breath of contentment.
"Now I feel once more at home in my own country."
In an hour more a grand rush of people set in

toward the river, — foremost among them the
gentleman who took our cave; all were flying as if for
life.
"What can this mean, H.? Are the populace turning
out to greet the despised conquerors?"
"Oh," said H., springing up, "look! It is the boats
coming around the bend."
Truly, it was a fine spectacle to see that fleet of
transports sweep around the curve and anchor in the
teeth of the batteries so lately vomiting fire. Presently
Mr. J. passed and called:
"Aren't you coming, Mr. L.? There's provisions on
those boats: coffee and flour.' First come, first
served,' you know."
"Yes, I'll be there pretty soon," replied H.
But now the new-comers began to swarm into our
yard, asking H. if he had coin to sell for greenbacks.
He had some, and a little bartering went on with the
new greenbacks. H. went out to get provisions.
When he returned a Confederate officer came with
him. H. went to the box of Confederate money and
took out four hundred dollars, and the officer took off
his watch, a plain gold one, and laid it on the table,
saying, "We have not been paid, and I must get home
to my family." H. added a five-dollar greenback to the
pile, and wished him a happy meeting. The townsfolk
continued to dash through the streets with their arms
full, canned goods predominating. Towards five Mr.
J. passed again. "Keep on the lookout," he said; "the
army of occupation is coming along," and in a few
minutes the head of the column appeared.
What a contrast to the suffering creatures we had
seen so long were these stalwart, well-fed men, so
splendidly set up and accoutered! Sleek horses,
polished arms, bright plumes, — this was the pride
and panoply of war. Civilization, discipline, and order
seemed to enter with the measured tramp of those
marching columns; and the heart turned with throbs of
added pity to the worn men in gray, who were being
blindly dashed
against this
embodiment of
modern power.
And now this
"silence that is
golden" indeed
is over all, and
my limbs are
unhurt, and I
suppose if I were
Catholic, in my
fervent gratitude,
I would hie me
with a rich
offering to the
shrine of "our
Lady of Mercy."
Dora Richards Miller, post war.
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May 8

St. Joseph’s School

May 14

Calvin Christian School

May 21

Twin Bluff Middle School

We had a great crew for a wonderful bunch of kids despite the less than cooperative weather. We were able to
move all the stations inside the park building except the gun. (We did make the bugler stand outside the door when he did
his part!) It was a little close for the stations, voices overlapped a bit, but we made do and the kids seemed to have a good
time at the stations and we kept them dry most of the day. It was a fantastic day of learning!

We love going back to this school where were have been going for many years. The day started off beautiful,
warm and sunny. By the time we finished with the wrap up questions, the sky was dark and we scrambled to get the
canvas down before the rain came. We made it! This school has wonderful kids and we had a great time with them.

Nervous might be the way to describe the thought of 200+ students, but the teachers and helpers were
outstanding and everything went very smoothly. Groups of about 40 students each visited our stations and had some
excellent questions. The weather was again not cooperating—it was a cold day
with a breeze—and the first sprinkles started just as we went in for the wrap up
questions, but it was slow and light enough that we got most of the canvas down
before it got wet. Despite our initial concerns about the size of our groups, it was a
great experience with these students.

The Second Minnesota Light Artillery Battery is a
nonprofit organization dedicated to the preservation and
interpretation of Civil War history by living it.
Membership is $12 per year. Non-member newsletter
subscription rate is $6.00 per year.
For information on the Battery, please contact:

President
Ken Cunningham
1170 Golf Ridge Circle
Red Wing, MN 55066

Phone: (651) 388-2945

Treasurer
Daryl Duden
1210 West 4th Street
Red Wing, MN 55066

Phone: (651) 388-6520

Twin Cites Metro Area Contact
Ron & Vickie Wendel
12419 Redwood Street NW
Coon Rapids, MN 55448
Phone: (763) 754-2476
E-mail: momwendel@hotmail.com
Battery Website:
http://www.2mnbattery.org

May 28, Red Wing, MN
Memorial Day

Members of the 2nd
Minnesota Battery participated
in the 2018 Memorial Day
Observance in Red Wing, MN.
This year Neil Bruce read
Logan's Proclamation during
the program. Lt. Col. Nathan Freier, US Army (Retired), who
was in the Pentagon on 9/11 provided a stirring Main Address.
After the patriotic speeches and musical interludes, the names
of fifty-one veterans from Red Wing who passed since last
Memorial Day were read and honored with floral tributes, rifle
squad and artillery salutes. B.J. Norman participated in the
floral tribute. Battery members who participated on the gun
crew during the three round artillery salute were Neil Bruce,
Bruce Arnoldy, Mike Cunningham, Ben Norman, Ken
Cunningham, Michael Ritchie, Daryl Duden, James Livingstone
and John Cain.
Respectfully submitted, SGT Duden
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