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               Confederate Raider, Gen. John Hunt Morgan. Illustration 80
                                       “Morgan’s Raid”    
       Heroes commonly grow out of strife and often out of wars. John Hunt Morgan of the Confederacy was a dashing figure that seemed larger than life. If you were in Kentucky in 1863 you may hear a group of children recite this poem;

           “I want to be a Cavalryman, and with John Hunt Morgan ride. 

             A Colt revolver in my belt, a saber by my side.

             I want a pair of epilauts to match my suit of gray,

            The uniform my mother made and lettered CSA.”

.
    On July 2nd, 1863, Confederate General Braxton Bragg sent Cavalry General John Hunt Morgan into Kentucky to disrupt Union communication, take as many horses and as much money that they could find, cause as much confusion as possible, and draw after him as many Union soldiers as he could make chase him. His orders were to continue the raid as long as practical but under no circumstances was he to cross the Ohio River. Ever obedient to his superiors, Gen. Morgan led his 3,000 Confederate troopers north through Kentucky directly to the Ohio River just west of Louisville. There he commandeered two riverboats and ferried his command to Indiana; two howitzers and three thousand horses and men.

      Morgan’s “Great Raid” had now begun. It would last twenty-four days and cover more than 1,000 miles. Once across the Ohio he planned to carry out Gen. Bragg’s orders, except the one about crossing the Ohio, and to exploit his own ideas. First, he thought that young southern sympathizers (Copperheads) wound join his force in large numbers once he was in their states, and secondly, he would show the Northerners what war on their soil was like.

      The Raiders rode eastward through southern Indiana skirmishing with militia units, cutting telegraph lines, taking horses and gold, and burning bridges and war 
related businesses. The Indiana Governor took the position to have his troops see that the raiders left his state as soon as possible and had them ‘driven’ from behind towards Ohio. The raiders left Sundman, Indiana on July 12th and didn’t stop to rest until they reached Williamsburg on July 14th. They traveled ninety-six miles in thirty-six hours. That is still the longest continual cavalry march by over 2,000 men ever recorded. By the time the Rebels reached Williamsburg both men and horses were exhausted. Many troopers slept in the saddle and sometimes the mounts wandered off into fields to rest themselves. Union cavalry came upon these sleeping invaders and arrested them without a struggle.
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                   Only known Photograph of Morgan’s Raiders in camp.

       The main force of the raiders slept in the fields on the east bank of the East Fork of the Little Miami. At dawn on the 15th of July the raiders awoke at least a little refreshed and prepared to once again be on their way. They knew the Union cavalry, nearly 4,000 strong, was only six hours behind them. Morgan as usual sent his forces in several directions. By dusk one of the raiders would take horses from all 16 townships in Brown County. 

     One group of troopers would ride northeast through Crosstown, Fayetteville, and St Martin before rejoining the main force in Winchester. The covered bridge in Fayetteville was burned and the stores were looted. The priest at the Ursuline Academy in St. Martin heard the raiders were coming their way so he hid his carriage horse deep in the woods and told the nuns to keep all of the girls inside with 
bolted doors and windows. The sounds of a large number of horses were heard but 
no raiders were seen. When the doors were opened all the girls were safe but the priest’s horse was gone and a worn out saddle horse was found in its’ hiding place. 
      The main force of two thousand raiders and Gen. Morgan rode into Brown County along what is now Tri-County Highway and Old State Road. In Mt. Orab and Sardinia the looted stores of food and goods. Oscar Dunn of Mt. Orab filed 
claims to Ohio after the raid for the loss of 150 pounds of pork, two shirts, a razor, and fifty cents ransom he paid the raiders for the release of his fiddle. 

    Often the goods taken had obvious explanations and sometimes the reasons were not so obvious. Dresses and bolts of cloth were very popular as gifts for their wives, mothers, or girl friends upon their return to home. Ladies hats, especially large floppy ones with veils, were prize finds but not for the same reason as the dresses. The hats were worn by the raiders to keep off the sun and the massive clouds of dust stirred up by a column of horses. Two thousand cavalry troops if riding four abreast on a road would stretch on for nearly a two and a half miles. Some of the men carried along even stranger treasures like birds in gilded cages, pieces of furniture, and even ice skates.

       Morgan sent men along all the parallel roads he could find. By this time he was desperate for remounts and the wider the area he covered the more chance he had of finding them. Often the raiders found only plow but any fresh horse was better than many of the worn out horses the rebels left behind. An interesting side note was that these worn out nags left behind were often Kentucky thoroughbreds that had 
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                              Morgan’ Terrible Men on the March. Illustration 82
lost weight and had just played out. With feed and rest the farmers came out way ahead on the trade. 
     The main force rode from Mt. Orab towards Sardinia. Hearing that the raiders 
were coming, one Sardinia man took his life’s savings out of his house and hid it in the rafters of the covered bridge nearest Sardinia over White Oak Creek. The Confederates burned both bridges over White Oak on today’s Tri-County Highway. No private homes were burned and few private homes were even entered by the raiders.
      After burning the covered bridges between Mt. Orab and Sardinia the main force of Morgan’s raiders road into Sardinia around 10 AM on July 15th, 1863.  The stores were looted and horses taken as usual but something must have happened while the raiders were in Sardinia. In most towns Morgan threatened to burn or blow up the place if a certain amount of money wasn’t raised as ransom. Maybe that happened in Sardinia and the town needed a little demonstration to stimulate fund raising for in the 1970’s a mountain howitzer ball was found lodged in the bricks of a chimney. No record says a cannon was fired by Morgan’s men there but that was the type of artillery they had and the ball got there somehow.  

     A few raiders would stop at every house and ask for food. If they saw something else they needed they would take that too but they were generally polite as long as they didn’t get a lot of resistance from the homeowners. At one stop west of Sardinia, the Noah Dunn home, a raider struck up a conversation with young Sam Dunn, a young boy about his son’s age. The raider told Sam that his son back in Kentucky had no shoes and Sam gave the raider his shoes for the price of a bag of candy. 

      On the farm of Joshua and Mary Carey just outside of Fincastle, Mary was just taking bread out of the oven when she was warned of the raider’s proximity. She wrapped the bread in towels and hid them in the pillow bolsters on a spare bed. She sent her father-in-law to the woods with their horses and when the raiders arrived they looked around a little but left empty handed.
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          Raiders forage for food for themselves and their horses. Illustration 83
      The raiders stopped Charles Dietrich on his way to Fincastle’s farm market. They took his produce, his huckster’s wagon, and his three horses. James Records saw his winter harness, including jingling sleigh bells ride of on a raiders horse.

       The raiders were all surprised by the amount of service age men not yet in uniform when they rode through the north. Only wounded veterans or invalids were not in the army and off to war in the South. Everyone from 16 to 60 was serving in the South and here in the North the male population hardly seemed affected 
     The status of the farms was another thing the soldiers noticed. While riding through Brown County an officer asked Sergeant Robert Bean what he thought the South’s chance of victory was. The sergeant took a few more minutes to look around as he rode then replied, “None!  Look around at all the well kept farms, stocked with all kinds of animals for the prosperity of the owners. We in the South have not used a paint brush on our houses since the year the war commenced or made a rail to fence our fields”. The officer agreed with Bean but asked him to not tell the other troopers of his opinion.

         The Ohio civilians were different than the Hoosiers in how they reacted to the raiders. In Indiana the citizens and officials did all they could to hurry the raiders 
on their way and out of the state. In Ohio very few roads were free of fallen trees and rarely were the raiders not able to hear the sound of axes felling more trees ahead of them in an attempt to slow them down so the Union cavalry could catch up. Morgan’s second in command, Colonel Basil Duke said, “Small fights with the militia were of daily occurrence. They hung around the column, wounding two or three men every day and sometimes killing one. We captured hundreds of them daily, but could only turn them loose after destroying their guns.”

     Those raiders wounded to badly to ride were left in farmhouses to be cared for possibly by the very people who had fired the shots. Most of these makeshift hospitals gave very good care. Often these families had boys of their own in the Union army and hoped if their loved ones needed help that maybe a southern family would return their kindness. If the rebel died he was often buried in a local church yard and if he lived he was turned over to the authorities when he recovered. Some of these situations ended in a romance between a young raider and ‘nurse’. After the war several marriages occurred along the path of the raid.

     Out of Sardinia and on the way east again Morgan’s scouts saw a barricade in the next town and armed men milling around behind it. A group of local militia was waiting in Fincastle and there appeared to be several men. Morgan knew he didn’t have all day to fight a militia group so he bypassed the problem and rode south of Fincastle on the way to Winchester. 

     By noon of July 15th the main force of raiders were out of Brown County but the 200 or so remaining would still cause a lot of panic for a few more hours. It would be many years before boys in Brown County weren’t heard reciting the verse:

                          “I’m sent to warn the neighbors. He isn’t a mile behind;

                           He sweeps up all the horses-every horse that he can find.

                          Morgan! Morgan the raider! And Morgan’s terrible men,

                          With Bowie knives and pistols, are galloping up the glen.”
        At dawn of July 15th, 1863 the 200 men of the 14th Kentucky Cavalry CSA under the command of Col. Richard Morgan mounted their horses prepared for another day. They were the first to ride out of camp and did it with a bit of flare. The 14th had ‘liberated’ a banjo and two fiddles and the as the raiders moved out 
three men began to play. The rest of the troopers joined in with their voices and the music of “My Old Kentucky Home” and then “Lorena” filled the dawn air.
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            Morgan’s Raiders entered towns with ‘Shock and Awe”! Illustration 84
       During the early morning hours the raiders rode through Henning’s Mills, Locust Ridge, Neel’s Corner, New Hope, and then south to Georgetown. Several reasons are possible for this out of the way route. First it allowed the raiders to cover more area in search of horses, food, and gold. Second, it acted as a false trail for their Union pursuers. Third, the river crossing at Ripley might allow the raiders a chance to go back to Kentucky. And finally, Morgan had heard rumors that large sums of money had been shipped from Lexington to Georgetown when the news of his presence in Kentucky had first been reported.

         The raiders rode into Georgetown at 9:15 AM. Some of the troopers tied their 
tired horses to the iron rail that surrounded the Courthouse Square while others rode to the fairgrounds. A local resident, ‘Aunt’ Betsy King, wrote an account of the next few hours to her friend Ulysses Grant. She began, “The officers had everything systemically arranged. While some were searching the stables and sheds for horses, others were going to every house and asking for food. The each one had a basket. The 
Ladies gave them all they asked for, they were all very polite and bowing and lifting their hats when leaving. One went to the Phillip’s and Lillie gave him bread, butter, and cold ham. She told him she would not give him anything only she was afraid, for she didn’t believe in feeding robbers. He smiled and left.
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                             The Raiders at the Courthouse Square. Illustration 86 

     The search for horses was unrewarding. Georgetown had been given some warning of the raid and the townsfolk had hidden them. Only two horses could be found in the village. They belonged to Wm. Ellisberry and Henry Brunner. Mr. Brunner was a cobbler and he repaired saddles, bridles and boot for the raiders without complaint until his supplies ran out so the raiders let him keep his horse. A pony that belonged to John Stuart was found but considered of no use so it was left behind but the Ellisberry horse was now a Confederate cavalry horse.
        As in most towns the stores were looted. Betsy King reported, “Others were robbing the dry good stores and taking the best, carrying of many pieces of silk and all they could possibly carry away. A. Bushman had a shoe store, they stripped that, carrying away all the boots and shoes they could.” Before they left town they would take merchandise valued at over $5,000 dollars. Something happened in the 
Colthar’s grocery store at the southeast corner of Cherry and Main Streets. Someone must have angered the raiders because they made a pile of clothing and other goods in the center of to floor and poured a full barrel of molasses over the top of it then found a few more things to add to the mess.
       Not everyone in Georgetown was panicked by the arrival of the raiders. Some of the residents actually welcomed the rebels. There were many “Peace Democrats” and Copperheads (southern sympathizers) in Brown County. Remember that many residents came here from Virginia via Kentucky and that President Lincoln never won an election in Brown County. Betsy King suggested that, “Johnny Walker and Ed Hannah went over during the night and gave Morgan all information he wanted in regard to Georgetown.” According to Netta Taylor, wife of Union General Thomas Taylor, most of the residents were happy to see these ‘heroes of the South’ enter town and directed the raiders to loot the stores of Union supporters. The raiders were not as appreciative of the Copperheads as the sympathizers thought they would be; the rebels didn’t think the Copperheads had done enough to help their cause.

      The raiders may not have known that General Grant had grown up here but they knew of one resident. Congressman Chilton White was a “War Democrat”. He was a crucial vote for Lincoln’s war machine. He was certainly not an abolitionist, far from it, but when it came to saving the Union he saw eye to eye with the President. The Confederates wanted to send White a message by burning down his house but the locals, Republicans and Democrats alike, protected their Representative’s home by telling the invaders that he lived outside of town to the west. The Union cavalry was coming from that direction so the house was left alone. The house was, and still is, at 427 N. Main Street. 

      Almost every able bodied man was in Ripley with the county’s militia. The plan was to block the rebel’s chance to cross the Ohio River at Ripley. A few men were still in Georgetown and one, Frank King, thought he had a pretty good sense of humor. Then asked by a raider where he could find a few shirts, Frank replied,” Try Ripley!  I think they have a shirt store there!” The raider knew the militia was in Ripley and he knew Frank King did also. He saw no humor in the answer and pulled his pistol and aimed it at King’s chest. King didn’t back down but rather straightened his chest and stared at his antagonist. The angry raider said he couldn’t forgive King’s ‘black eye’ but before he pulled the trigger he recognized King as an old fried from Kentucky and holstered his pistol and rode on.

       The only military man in Georgetown on that day was Lt. Wm. H. Hannah of the 4th Independent Ohio Cavalry Company. He was on leave from Vicksburg to recruit for his company. He had apparently not heard the raiders were expected because he was in his new cavalry uniform when he walked towards the Courthouse 
Square to see what all the excitement was. It didn’t take long for him to find out. The raider’s ordered him to surrender and when he turned and ran they shot at him. He wasn’t hit and he was not captured. Somehow he found a place to hide where the Confederates wouldn’t look. Hannah was a longtime resident after the 
war and would talk about his experiences to anyone who would listen but he never explained how he eluded the raiders. He would have bragged about it if he had hid in a coal cellar or in a haystack but would he want it be known if he had hidden in the pit of an outhouse?
    Gold! Nothing was of more interest to the raiders. For days they had heard the rumors that Lexington banks had shipped their gold to Georgetown to protect it from Morgan. Now, on July 15th, 1863, the raiders were in Georgetown and wanted the gold.

          Georgetown knew the raiders were coming and Mr. King and Mr. Phillips of the King-Phillips Bank told their janitor to take their $60,000 in gold out in the woods and bury it. When Col. Richard Morgan walked to the bank he expected a prize but all he found was a locked door. He posted guards at the door and sent Lt. Leland Hathaway and several other raiders to find the cashier. He was found at home getting ready to sit down to lunch. He was taken back to the bank and after 
opening the door and the safe he convinced Col. Morgan that not only was the rumor of Lexington gold not true but that they were a poor country bank with little collateral. All the cashier could offer the raiders were that if they returned with him to his house his wife would them dinner.
        Betsy King says of this meal, “She set out all he asked for, a piece of bread and butter with a glass of buttermilk - he sat down to eat his dinner and he did not half finish till an orderly came in giving him a signal of some kinds. He got up in a hurry and went to the front door, and a bugle sounded and in less than five minutes they were all mounted and left town.”  Before they left the raiders took a big rock and broke into the Post Office and took all the mail and newspapers. The rebels found two old muskets in the Post Office; took them into the street and broke them over the rock then rode off.

      By early afternoon the raiders were out of Georgetown and the citizens began to come out and relive the experience. Mr. Phillips and King went to the bank but the janitor wasn’t there and neither was the gold. He didn’t return that night or the next morning or the next day. He and the gold were never seen again.

       Five years after the war a young couple with to same last name as the janitor walked into town. A few days later the couple rode out of town in the finest buggy pulled by the finest horse that could be bought in town. They had paid with gold coin. 

      The 14th Kentucky was now pounding down the dusty roads towards Ripley. Most years a horseman could ride across the ford at Ripley to Kentucky without getting wet. Kentucky would provide the raiders with relative safety if they could just get across the Ohio River. When the raiders grew near to the river they had to pull up short for they saw a cannon behind several fallen trees and Federal gunboats drifting in the river. Heavy rains in Pennsylvania had swollen the Ohio to 
springtime levels and crossing to Kentucky was impossible. The raiders turned and rode towards Red Oak. 

       The Confederates rode through Red Oak, Russellville, Decatur, and north on the Eckmansville Road. The column was just at the county line when a shot rang out 
from the woods. The man who fired the shot quickly ducked out of sight and when the looked in the direction of the gunshot the saw a single man sanding by a tree. 
The rebels fired their pistols. In the Cherry Fork Cemetery a tombstone can still be found that reads, “Wm. Johnston -  Came to his death by a ball in the head fired by a rebel guerrilla in the village of Eckmansville, July 15 1863 – Aged 60 years.”

       Minutes later the Brown County portion of the “Great Ohio Morgan’s Raid” was over. The 14th Kentucky Cavalry rode to Locust Grove and rejoined the main force and they all headed towards Buffington Island, the next shallow place to cross the Ohio. The raiders now rode over 225 Brown County horses and carried along over $10,000 of saddles, bridles, boots, shoes, bolts of cloth, and other merchandize with them on their horses or in ‘liberated’ buggies.

          After the raid was over an interesting situation occurred in the county. Copperheads and other southern sympathizers said that it was not Morgan’s men 
that rode through the county. In Russellville a “Butternut”, southern sympathizer, insisted that Morgan was never in the ‘Buckeye state’ and that it was Unionist Jim Lane and his men in disguise that had passed through Ohio stealing horses and causing panic to turn the public against Copperheads.
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               The 7th OVC the vanguard of the Union forces. Illustration 86
      Dusk of July 15th, 1863, saw Gen. John Hunt Morgan’s Confederate raiders far to the east of Brown County but 4-5,000 Union cavalry were riding through our county in pursuit. The Union cavalry had been chasing the raiders since the rebels 
broke through the Union lines on July 2nd in southern Tennessee. 
     The 7th Ohio Volunteer Cavalry, the “Ohio Valley Cavalry”, was in the vanguard 
of the Federal troops. The Regiment was made up of 10 companies of 100 men each from the 10 counties along the Ohio River from Hamilton County east. Brown County’s Company E was under the command of Captain R.C. Rankin, the oldest son of abolitionist Rev. John Rankin of Ripley. The Brigade that contained the 7th as one of its three regiments was commanded by Colonel August Kautz of Brown County.

       The Union Cavalry was about six hours behind the raiders for most of the raid. The Federal troopers rode on with little rest but couldn’t catch up. When the Confederate raider’s horses wore out they took fresh horses wherever they found them and left the tired horses behind. When the Federal horses needed replaced there were few horses to choose from that weren’t already exhausted.  
       When the Northern Troopers entered a village or town the welcome was much different than what the raiders received. No bolted doors, no pulled curtains, no closed stores, no children hiding, no empty pantries, and no frightened townspeople. What they saw at every farm house and village was the “Star Spangled Banner” waving in the breeze, cheering crowds, food by the table full, and the strains of patriotic tunes. The men of the 7th called the chase after Morgan the ‘700 miles of fried chicken’ and said if they ever heard another verse of the “Battle Cry of Freedom” it would be too soon.

       As Kautz’s Brigade entered Brown County Co. E took the point so men that knew the roads could lead. Troopers would see friends and loved ones along the road and pull them up behind them to talk for a mile or two and then let then down to walk home, never losing a minute’s time.

       There was no fighting between the Union and Confederate cavalry in the area but that doesn’t mean the chase wasn’t without tragedy. While passing through Williamsburg a Union artilleryman, Samuel Hayford, fell under a moving cannon and was crushed. He died the following day and was buried in the Williamsburg Cemetery then later exhumed by his family and taken to his home..

        Only a few active military men were in Brown County on July 13th, 1863. One was Lt. Wm. Hannah and the other was Col. James Fyffe of the 59th OVI.

Fyffe was an attorney from Georgetown who had volunteered in early 1861 as a private and had risen through the ranks to become a highly effective and respected officer.  He was home to recruit volunteers. Learning of Morgan’s movements Fyffe took command of the county’s militia and set up a brilliant defense. Ripley was established at a ford in the Ohio River, a place that a traveler could walk or ride across the river in low water, and both the raiders and defenders new of a possible crossing there.

         Col. Fyffe didn’t know what route the raiders would use to reach Ripley. They could use the Georgetown-Ripley Road (Old 68) or the Hillsboro Pike (Old 62) so he placed his 1500 troops on the ridge between the two. The ridge was behind Rankin’s Liberty Hill. The ridge as most of the area was stripped of trees for firewood and building materials so it afforded an excellent defensive position above both roads. Trees were fallen across both roads and Ripley’s cannon was placed in the center of the Georgetown-Ripley Road (Old 68). All that was left was to wait. Around 1 PM 
the scouts of 14th Kentucky rode down the Georgetown-Ripley Road (Old 68) and stopped just out of range of the militia. What they saw was not only the militia and 
the cannon but also four Federal gunboats swinging at anchor in the rain swollen Ohio. The Confederates cut across to the Hillsboro Pike (Old 62) and rode to join the rest of the raiders near Decatur.
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                       Federal Gunboat made from a commercial steam boat.
         The 7th OVI continued to lead the Union cavalry across Southern Ohio in hot pursuit of the raiders. Each county’s company taking the lead as they entered their home county

     Finally, at dawn of July 19th, Kautz’s Brigade of 400 troopers caught up with the raiders. The raiders had spent the night at the ford at Buffington Island and planned to cross the Ohio River into West Virginia when the heavy fog lifted. Kautz’s brigade had traveled a little inland and had come upon the rebels from behind. As the fog rose the men of the brigade could hear gunfire from the west. A fierce battle had begun between the main forces along the river and the Kautz Brigade, 400 men, was across to southerners only path of retreat. Kautz knew that there were two thousand enemy troopers down that road and no support for him for it least two hours. Kautz ordered an attack and the brigade led by the 7th moved forward. The Union forces carried the day and because the escape route was blocked by Kautz’s troopers over 1,700 raiders were captured. 

      As the raiders tried to escape they threw away most of the plunder they had accumulated. When they dropped the many bolts of cloth in their possession as the rode up the hills and through the woods while fleeing they held one end of the cloth and let the bolts unroll behind them. The men of the 7th said, “It looked like we were chasing rainbows”. 
       A week later, on July 26th, the remainder of Morgan’s command, about 340 men, surrendered and the ‘Great Ohio Raid’ was over but memories of the troopers live on along the roads and in the villages of Brown County.

       “On the march, each wind-shod troop, the purple midnight through,

         Now at a walk, now at a trot, as through passing in review;

       With sabers drawn, and misty banners waving over all,

        And drifting upward to the stars, an inspiring bugle call,
     The phantom sounds of battle float along the peopled air,

      Muffled commands, - the Captains shouting, - and hark! A distant cheer.”
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     Some of Morgan’s Raiders at Camp Douglas, Illinois prison camp after capture.
      Illustration 87
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          A few of Morgan’s officers at lunch at the Ohio Penitentiary. Illustration 88
     One of the things that Gen. Morgan expected was for hundreds or possibly thousands of young men in Southern Indiana and Ohio would enthusiastically join his command. That just did not happen, but in Brown County he did get five recruits. Christian Gelter was a nineteen year old boy living at the Brown County Infirmary (Poor Farm) with his parents and siblings. He was learning the trade of rope making, but the thought of joining John Hunt Morgan’s cavalry was too exciting for Christian to let slip past him. 

      He has four friends around his age and they too are looking for excitement or maybe even glory. So what if it involved joining the Confederate Army, it was excitement and that was all these teenagers could see. They each saddled one of the Infirmary’s horses and as they road off they became raiders.
      We don’t know what actions these boys took in the next days but when the 7th Ohio Cavalry blocked the east road out of the Buffington Island battlefield they 

captured hundreds of Morgan’s terrible men. Among those captured were the five Brown County boys and their horses.
     Company E of the 7th OVC wa
s from Brown County and the five ‘terrible men’ from the Infirmary were recognized by their fellow Brown Countians and pulled off to the side. They each had a pistol by this time and were told to drop them. Then they each signed a parole and were told to go home. When they reached the Infirmary they were placed in the jail cell there. About a month later they were exchanged for captured Union soldiers. The excitement was over and little or no glory was earned.
      Christian worked his way out of the Infirmary and did not return until after his death. He wanted to be buried in the small cemetery on the hill behind the buildings of the Infirmary and his wish was granted. Today his is the only stone marker in the old cemetery. It is the marker of a Confederate veteran.
