ATIONAL HERITAGE. AREA

Witnesses to Battle
Accounts of the Home Front

On November 30, 1864, Union and Confederate forces fought a fierce battle in Franklin that
included a devastating Confederate charge across open ground. Union troops withdrew
toward Nashville after the battle, but the Confederates never recovered from their losses.

Read the transcription of Adelicia McEwen German's 1895 article about her memories of

the battle for the Confederate Veteran magazine , and answer the questions below.
Note that Adelicia was 12 years old during the battle and wrote the article 31 years later.

1) Where did Adelicia's family go during the battle?

2) Why do you think their "mammy," the enslaved woman who took care of the cooking and
more, was the last to arrive?

3) Where did Adelicia go the next day, on December 1? What did she see?

4) What types of help to the soldiers did Adelicia provide?

5) List three descriptive words or phrases Adelicia used to explain how she and her family

felt during and after the battle:

6) How do you think Adelicia's life may have differed during this time of war from the life she
had led before?



Withesses to Battle

Transcription of selections from the Confederate Veteran article
Inside the Lines at Franklin, written in 1895 by Adelicia McEwen German

On an ever memborable day, the 30th of November, we assembled at school as usual. Our
teachers' faces looked unusually serious that morning. The Federal couriers were dashing
hither and thither. The officers were gathering in squads and the Cavalry, with swords and
sabers clanking, were driving their spurs into their horses' flanks and galloping out to first
one picket post and then another on the roads leading south and southwest of town. The
bell called us in the chapel. We were told to take our books and go home, as there was
every indication that we would be in the midst of a battle that day.

At four o'clock that afternoon | stood in our front door and heard musketry in the
neighborhood of Col. Carter's on the Columbia pike. To this day | can recall the feeling of
sickening dread that came over me. As the evening wore on, the firing became more
frequent and nearer and louder; then the cannon began to roar from the fort.

My father [John B. McEwen] realizing that we were in range of the guns from both armies
told us to run down into the cellar. We hasily threw a change of clothing into a bundle and
obeyed at once. My mother [Cynthia Graham McEwen], who never knew what fear meantin
her life, was a little reluctant to go and leave the upper part of the hourse to the tender
mercies of soldiers, but she finally joined us in the basement. A few minutes later there was
a crash and down came a deluge of dust and gravel. The usually placid face of our old black
mammy, now thoroughly frightened, appeared on the scene. She said a cannon ball had
torn a hole in the side of the meat house and broken her wash kettle to piecees. She left
the supper on the stove and fled precipitately into the cellar.

After that, the only way we could get anything to eat was by sending a guard, who was in
the yard, to the kitchen after it. The patter of bullets on the blinds was anything but
soothing.... About four o'clock we heard the tramping of feet and the sounds of voices. Our
hearts jumped into our mouths, and what joy when we learned that our own soldiers were
in possession of the town!...

In the afternoon, December 1, some of us went to the battlefield to give water and wine to
the wounded. All of us carried cups from which to refresh the thirsty. Horrors! What sights
that met our girlish eyes! The dead and wounded lined the Columbia Pike for the distance
of a mile....
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Withesses to Battle

Adelicia McEwen German Transcription, Page 2

From this sad scene, we passed on to the locust thicket, and men in every conceivable
position could be seen, some with their fingers on the triggers, and death struck them so
suddenly they didn't move. Past the thicket we saw trenches dug to receive as many as ten
bodies. On the left of the pike, around the old gin house, men and horses were lying so
thick that we could not walk. Gen. Adam's horse was lying stark and stiff upon the
breastworks. Ambulances were being filled with the wounded as fast as possible, and the
whole town was turned into a hospital....

Our house was full as could be; from morning until night we made bandages and scraped
linen lint with which to dress the wounds, besides making jellies and soups which would
nourish them.

The Battle of Franklin.
lllustration from A Sketch of the Battle of Franklin, Tenn.; with Reminiscences of Camp Douglas, by John M.Copely (1893).
Courtesy of Documenting the American South, University Library, The University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill,
9 June 2008, <http://docsouth.unc.edu/fpn/copley/ill2.html>.
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