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THE ORIGIN AND HISTORY OF THE HILDEBRAND
FAMILY.
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Before proceeding with the Autobiography of Samuel
S. Hildebrand, we would call the attention of the
reader to the fact, that since notoriety has been thrust
upon the subject of these memoirs, public attention has
been pointed to the fact, that in German history, the
Hildebrands occupy a very prominent position.

The authors of this work, by a diligent research into
ancient German literature, have been able to trace the
origin and history of the Hildebrand family, with tolerable
accuracy, to the beginning of the ninth century.
The name Hildebrand or Hildebrandt is as old as the
German language. Hilde, in ancient German, signified
a “Hero,” and brand, a “blaze or flame.” It is thought
by some writers that the name doubtless signified a
“flaming hero.”


Whether this is the case or not, it matters but little,
as the fact remains clearly defined that the first man of
that name known to history was a hero in every sense
of the word. The “Heldenbuch” or Book of Heroes,
in its original form, dates back to the eighth century.
It is a beautiful collection of poems relative to Dietrich
or Theodoric. It was written down from memory by
the Hessian monks on the outer pages of an old Latin
manuscript, and was first published by Eccard in prose,
but it was afterwards discovered that the songs were
originally in rhyme.

The poem treats of the expulsion of Dietrich of Vaum
out of his dominions by Ermenrick, his escape to Attila
and his return after an adventurous exile of thirty
years. Hildebrand (the old Dietrich) encounters his
son, whom he left at home in his flight, in a terrible
encounter without knowing who he was. We will present
the reader with Das Hildebrands lied (The song of
Hildebrand), not on account of any literary merit it
may possess, but because of its great antiquity and its
popularity among the German people at one time, and
by whom it was dramatized.


The Song of Hildebrand.



“I must be up and riding,” spoke Master Hildebrand,


“’Tis long since I have greeted the distant Berner land;


For many a pleasant summer in foreign lands we‘ve been,


But thirty years have vanished since I my wife have seen.”





“Wilt thou be up and riding?” outspoke Duke Amelung;


“Beware! since one should meet thee—a rider brave and young.


Right by the Berner market—the brave Sir Alebrand;


If twelve men‘s strength were in thee, he‘d throw thee to the sand!”





“And doth he scorn the country in such a haughty mood?


I‘ll cleave in twain his buckler—‘twill do him little good;


I‘ll cleave in twain his armor with a resistless blow,


Which for a long year after shall cause his mother woe.”





Outspoke of Bern, Sir Dietrich, “now let that counsel be,


And slay him not, old hero, but take advice from me:


Speak gently to the Ritter, a kind word soonest mends;


And let your path be peaceful, so shall ye both be friends!”





And as he reached the garden, right by the mart of Berne;


There came against him riding, a warrior fierce and stern.


A brave young knight in armor, against Sir Hildebrand;


“What seekest thou, old Ritter, in this, thy father‘s land?”





“Thou bearest splendid armor, like one of royal kind;


So bright thy glit‘ering corselet, mine eyes are stricken blind;


Thou, who at home should‘st rest thee, and shun a warrior‘s stroke,


And slumber by the fireside,” the old man laughed and spoke.






“Should I at firesides rest me, and nurse me well at home,


Full many a fight awaits me, to many a field I‘ll come.


In many a rattling foray, shall I be known and feared;


Believe my word, thou youngster, ’twas thus I blanched my beard.”





“That beard will I tear from thee, though great may be thy pain.


Until the blood-drops trickling, have sprinkled all the plain;


Thy fair green shield and armor, must thou resign to me,


Than seek the town, contented my prisoner to be.





“My armor and my fair green shield have warded many a blow;


I trust that God in Heaven still will guard me from my foe.”


No more they spoke together, but grasped their weapons keen,


And what the two most longed for, soon came to pass, I ween!





With glittering sword, the younger struck such a sudden blow,


That with its force the warrior, Sir Hildebrand, bent low;


The youth in haste recoiling, sprang twelve good steps behind,


“Such leaps,” exclaimed the gray-beard, “were learned of womankind.”





“Had I learned ought of woman, it were to me a shame,


Within my father‘s castle are many knights of fame;


Full many knights and riders about my father throng,


And what as yet, I know not, I trust to learn ere long.”





Sir Hildebrand was cunning, the old gray bearded man,


For when the youth uplifted, beneath his sword he ran;


Around the Ritter‘s girdle his arms he tightly bound,


And on the ground he cast him—there lies he on the ground!





“Who rubs against the kittles, may spotless keep who can—


How fares it now, young hero, against the old gray man?


Now quickly speak and shrive thee, for I thy priest will be;


Say, art thou a young Wolfing? perhaps I‘ll let thee free.”





“Like wolves are all the Wolfing, they ran wild in the wood,


But I‘m a Grecian warrior, a rider brave and good;



Frau Ute is my mother, she dwelleth near this spot,


And Hildebrand, my father, albeit he knows us not!”





“Is Ute then thy mother, that monarch‘s daughter free?


Seekest thou thy father, Hildebrand? then know that I am he!”


Uplifted he his golden helm, and kissed him on the mouth;


Now God be praised that both are safe! the old man and the youth.





“Oh, father dear, those bloody wounds!” ’twas thus the young knight said:


“Now would I three times rather bear those blows upon my head.”


“Be still, be still, my own dear son! the wounds will soon be past;


And God in Heaven above be praised, that we have met at last!”





This lasted from the noonday well to the vesper tide,


Then back into the city Sir Alebrand did ride.


What bears he on his helmet? a little cross of gold;


Who is he that rides beside him? his own dear father old.





And with him to his castle, old Hildebrand he bore,


And with his own hands served him—the mother grieved full sore—


“Ah, son, my ever dearest son, the cause I fain would know,


Why a strange prisoner, like this, should e‘er be honored so?”





“Now, silence, dearest mother, and list to what I say!


He almost slew me on the heath in open light to-day;


He ne‘er shall wear, good mother, a prisoner‘s attire,


‘Tis Hildebrand, the valient, thy husband and my sire!





Oh, mother, dearest mother, do him all honor now;”


Then flew she to her husband, and served him well, I trow;


What holds the brave old father? a glittering ring of gold;


He drops it in the wine cup—it is her husband old!









We congratulate our readers on having survived the
reading of the above poem, written a thousand years
ago, about old Dietrich, the “father Abraham” of all
the Hildebrands; but he must not forget that he is
subject to a relapse, for here are two verses not taken
from the “Book of Heroes,” but from an old popular
song in use to this day among the peasantry in South
Germany:

Hildebrand and his son Hudebrand.



Hildebrand and his son Hudebrand—Alebrand,


Rode off together with sword in hand—sword in hand—


To make fierce war on Venice;


Hildebrand and his son Hudebrand—Alebrand,


Never could find the Venetian land—‘netian land.


With flaming swords to menace!





Hildebrand and his son Hudebrand—Alebrand,


Got drunk as pigs with a jolly band—jolly band,


All the while swearing and bawling;


Hildebrand and his son Hudebrand—Alebrand,


Drank till they could neither walk nor stand—walk nor stand,


Home on all fours they went a crawling.








The reader will perceive that the peasantry are disposed
to “poke fun” at the great ancestor of the
Hildebrand family; this, however, we will attribute to
envy, and make no effort to prove that “Hildebrand
and his son Hudebrand” were Good Templars, lest
we prove too much, and cause the reader to doubt their
Dutch origin altogether.


Following the geneology down, we meet with several
of the Hildebrands celebrated in the ecclesiastical,
literary and scientific world. Of the parentage of
Gregory VII. but little is known more than that he
was a Hildebrand, born near Rome, but of German
parents. On becoming a Roman Pontiff in 1077, he
assumed the name of Gregory. He occupied the chair
of St. Peter for eight years, during which time he
assumed an authority over the crowned heads of Europe,
never before attempted. He was a bold man,
but was driven from his chair in 1085.

George Frederick Hildebrand was a famous physician,
who was born June 5, 1764, at Hanover. He was
one of the most learned men of his age; was appointed
professor of Anatomy at Brunswick, but he soon took
the chair of Chemistry, at Erlangen, in Bavaria. He
died March 23, 1816, leaving some of the most elaborate
and valuable works ever written.

Ferdinand Theodore Hildebrand was born Juno 2,
1804, and under the tuition of Professor Schadaw, at
Berlin, he became very renowned as a painter. He
followed his tutor to Dusseldorf in 1826, and was one
of the most celebrated artists of the Academy of Painting
at that place. In 1830 Hildebrand visited Italy to
view the productions of some of the old masters, and
afterwards traveled through the Netherlands. Some
of his best pictures were drawn to represent scenes in
the works of Shakspeare, of which “King Lear mourning
over the death of Cordelia,” was perhaps the most
important. But among the critics, “The sons of Edward”
was considered his greatest production.


It is not our purpose to name all the illustrious Hildebrands
who have figured in German history or literature;
for it must be borne in mind that from the ninth
century down to the sixteenth, the name Hildebrand
was almost invariably applied as a given name; it was
not until that century that it appears as a sur-name. It
is a fact, however, well known to historians, that the
same given name is frequently retained in a family, and
handed down from one generation to another perhaps
for one thousand years.

In the southern part of Germany the name Hildebrand
was borne by a certain class of vassals, but in the
Northern States of that country, there were families of
noble birth by the same name. The record of those
nobles runs back with a great deal of certainty to a very
remote period of German history—beyond which, the
dim out-lines of tradition alone can be our guide.
This tradition, whether entitled to credit or not, traces
the geneology of the Hildebrands in the line of nobles
up to Sir Hildebrand, the exiled hero mentioned in
the Book of Heroes.

According to the record of the Hildebrand family,
as given by Henry Hildebrand of Jefferson county,
Missouri, to the authors of this work; the seventh generation
back reaches to Peter Hildebrand of Hanover.
He was born in 1655, and was the youngest son of a
nobleman. His father having died while Peter was
yet a boy, he was educated at a military school, and
after arriving to manhood he served several years in
the army. Returning at length, he was vexed at the
cold reception he received from his elder brother, who

now inherited the estate with all the titles of nobility
belonging to the family. He resolved to emigrate to
the wild solitudes of America, where individual worth
and courage was the stepping stone to honor and distinction.

His family consisted of a wife and three children;
his oldest son, Jacob, was born in 1680; when he was
ten years of age the whole family emigrated to New
Amsterdam, remained three years and then settled in
the northern part of Pennsylvania, where he died a
few years afterwards.

Jacob Hildebrand‘s second son, Jacob, was born in
1705. He was fond of adventure and joined in several
exploring expeditions in one of which he was captured
by a band of Miami Indians, and only escaped by plunging
into the Ohio river and concealing himself under a
drift of floating logs. His feelings of hostility against
the Indians prompted him to join the expedition against
them under Lieutenant Ward, who erected a fort at
what is now called Pittsburg, in 1754, here he was killed
in a vain attempt to hold the garrison against the
French and Indians under Contrecoeur.

His third son, John Hildebrand, was born in 1733,
and at the death of his father was twenty-one years of
age. Like most of the frontiermen of this early period,
he seemed to have an uncontrolable love of adventure.
His most ardent desire was to explore the great valley
of the Mississippi. At the period of which we are now
speaking (1754), he joined James M. Bride and others
and passed down the Ohio river in a canoe; to his regret,
however, the company only reached the mouth of

the Kentucky river, cut their initials in the barks of
trees, and then returned. In 1770 he removed to Missouri.
His family consisted of his wife and two boys—Peter
was born in 1758, and Jonathan in 1762. He
built a flat-boat on the banks of the Ohio, and taking a
bountiful supply of provisions, he embarked with his
family. To avoid the Indians he kept as far from each
shore as possible, and never landed but once to pass
around the shoals. On reaching the Mississippi he
spent more than a week in ascending that river to
gain a proper point for crossing. He landed on the
western side at Ste. Genevieve.

Viewing the country there as being rather thickly
settled, he moved back into the wilderness about forty
miles and settled on Big River at the mouth of Saline
creek. He was the first settler in that country which
was afterwards organized as Jefferson county. He
opened a fine farm on Saline creek, built houses, and
considered himself permanently located in that wild
country. The Indians were unfriendly, and their hostility
toward white settlers seemed to increase until
1780, when Peter Chouteau, by order of the Lieutenant
Governor of Louisiana, went to see Hildebrand and
warned him to leave on account of Indian depredations.
He then removed to Ste. Genevieve.

In 1783, Peter Hildebrand left Ste. Genevieve and
settled on Big River in the same neighborhood where
his father had resided. He had a wife and four children,
whose names were, Isaac, Abraham, David, and
Betsy. He was a good marksman and very fond of
hunting. After he had resided there about one year,

he was shot and killed by the Indians on the bank of
Big River one morning while on his return from hunting
wild game; after which the family removed nearer
to a settlement.

In 1802, David Hildebrand settled on Big River, and
about the same time Jonathan Hildebrand settled himself
permanently on the same river. He lived until
the commencement of the late war, and then died at
the age of one hundred years. He had three sons,
whose names are, George, Henry, and Samuel.

In 1832, George Hildebrand and his family moved
higher up on Big River and settled in St. Francois
county—his house was the Hildebrand homestead referred
to in these pages—and he was the father of
Samuel S. Hildebrand, whose Autobiography we now
submit to our readers.
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Having succeeded in getting my family to Green
county, Arkansas, I settled on a piece of land whose
owner had left for parts unknown, intending to hold
the same until the owner should return. During
the month of April, 1863, I was an “honest farmer,”
and by the 10th day of May I finished planting a
field of corn, while at the same time my wife put in
a large garden.

At this occupation I enjoyed myself very well
for a while; I got some chickens, a few pigs, and a
milch cow, so that my family could get along without
materially interfering with my main object in
life—that of killing my enemies.

The boys were now anxious to make another trip
to Missouri; so I took six men and started for Castor
creek, in Madison county, after some notorious
scamps who had been giving us trouble on previous
trips, by putting the Federals on our trail, besides
the constant annoyance they gave Southern citizens
in that country, by reporting them to the Federals.


We passed west of Bloomfield through the Southern
part of Madison county, arriving in the neighborhood
about daylight on the morning of the fourth
day from home, secreted our horses, leaving three
men to guard them, while myself and the others
proceeded to spy out the men for whom we had
come in search. We did not succeed in finding any
of them, and after returning to our camp in the
woods at sunset, we went to an old friend‘s about
three miles distant, where we could get a night‘s
sleep, and something to eat for ourselves and horses.

On arriving, our old friend received us kindly, but
told us that as he was not well we would be under
the necessity of taking care of our own horses, which
we were very willing to do. After supper we tied
our horses in a neighboring thicket; but as the
weather was rather inclement, we repaired to an old
tobacco barn for shelter; it was about one hundred
yards from the woods on one side, and about two
hundred on the other. Here we slept soundly,
keeping one man on watch all the time, but as we
had not slept more than one hour in each twenty-four
since starting, our sentinel fell asleep. In the morning
I went out to take a peep at the weather, and
was saluted by a shot that struck a board just above
my head. I sprang into the barn, raised the alarm,
and took a peep at the position of our enemies.
They were about thirty strong, and had completely
surrounded the barn, posting themselves behind
stumps and old trees, but at a distance of about one
hundred and fifty yards.


The extent of their circle made their lines very
weak, and perceiving that they were much the
strongest in front of the barn, I ordered my men to
remove the underpinning from one place in the rear
of the house. We crept through this aperture, and
lay on the ground at the back of the building, being
protected from observation by a pile of rubbish.
I proposed taking the lead, and directed my men to
follow in a straight line, but to keep twenty or
thirty feet apart. I arose and started at full speed;
but before I got fifty yards, all the Federals who were
in sight of me, fired off their guns; yet I was not
killed, but felt a stinging sensation on the point of
my shoulder, which afterwards proved to be a slight
abrasion, caused by a musket ball. On reaching
the line, I shot the two men with my revolver who
were guarding that point, without making the least
halt; but I could not help feeling a thrill of pity for
them and wished that they were again alive and on
my side, for they were brave men and faced the
music nobly, but missed their aim.

My men followed me through to the woods unhurt,
save one poor fellow, who was pierced by a
musket ball just as he reached the edge of the timber.

On reaching the woods, which were very thick,
we felt much relieved, and were quite at home. We
reached our horses, and fearing that the Federals
might find them, we mounted and rode back to give
them a little brush; but finding them all gone, we
made our way around to our friend in whose barn we

had slept, but found that the Federals had killed him,
and had committed many other depredations about
the place before leaving. Our kind lady, who had
thus so unexpectedly been made a widow, was suffering
the pangs of uncontrollable sorrow, but from her
broken sentences we learned that a citizen by the
name of Wammack was with the soldiers, and was
probably the informant at whose instigation the
whole tragedy had been brought about, and that as
the soldiers left in the direction of Fredericktown,
he took the road toward his house. We concluded
to try, and if possible, to get Wammack. I ordered
three of my men to take the horses out of the neighborhood,
to travel over ground where they would
occasionally make plain tracks, until they got to a
certain creek, eight or ten miles off, then to turn
back, keeping in the creek some distance, and then
to secrete themselves in the bushes near the residence
of one Mr. Honn. Our arrangements having
been completed, we separated; myself and my two
men had not proceeded far, keeping all the time
near the road, before we discovered three men coming
from the direction of Wammack‘s house. When
they were near us, we hailed them, and leaving our
guns, we stepped out into the road where they were
and inquired the way to Cape Girardeau. We told
them that we had obtained furloughs at Ironton the
day before, and were on our way to Illinois to see our
families, but that a few miles back we met some soldiers,
who stated that they had got into a skirmish
with the bushwhackers and were going to Fredericktown

to bring out the whole force; so we concluded
to hide in the woods until they returned.

They mistook us for Federal soldiers, sure enough,
and one of them related the whole circumstance in
a very jubilant manner, stating that he was with
the soldiers at the time, that they had killed four of
the bushwhackers and the old Rebel who had harbored
them, and that if he had his way he would
burn up the whole premises. I suggested that we
had better go to the main road and wait until the
force came; but he objected, for the reason that he
wished to see who buried the dead bushwhackers.

By this time I thought I could venture to ask him
his name, and after telling me that his name was
Wammack, and that he was “all right,” he made a
motion to proceed, at which we drew our revolvers
and told him that he was a prisoner. The other two
having answered a sign which I made while talking
to Wammack, I saw that they were “all right” instead
of him. I told them that they could go, but
requested them to bury the dead, which they cheerfully
agreed to do.

Just as this conversation ended, Wammack suddenly
jerked out his revolver and attempted to
shoot one of my men and broke to run; the movement
was so sudden and so unexpected that he got
nearly forty yards before we succeeded in killing
him.

We then left that part of the country and went to
Wayne county; while stopping there for supper at
the house of an old Rebel, a young man came in and

stated that about five miles from there, on Lost
creek, he saw some Federals putting up for the night;
on receiving this pleasing information, we determined
to go and take them “out of the wet,” as one
of my boys expressed it, and after feeding our horses
and taking our rations, we were soon on our way
for that purpose.

We found the place without much difficulty, made
our way to the house and knocked at the door. The
man of the house came, and in answer to our questions,
stated that there were five Federals sleeping
in the stable loft, and that their horses were in the
stable. After telling the old man who we were,
and ordering him not to leave the house, we proceeded
to surround the stable, which stood in the
middle of a lot of perhaps about half an acre. Our
positions having been taken, I set fire to a hay stack
that stood in the corner of the lot, nearly in front of
the stable door. When the hay blazed up, the light
shone so suddenly on the Federals that they sprang
to their arms in a great fright. I hailed them, demanding
their surrender, and told them that I was
Sam Hildebrand, and that I and my twenty men had
them completely in our clutches, but that if they
would surrender without firing a gun, I would let
them off on easy terms. To this they gladly acceded,
and coming down from the loft, they piled
their arms in the lot. I ordered two of my men to
extinguish the fire that had caught in the fence,
and then proceeded to negotiate with our prisoners,
which was done in a friendly and satisfactory manner.

Rough jokes were passed back and forth with
perfect freedom, and they repeated some of the
many tales of blood circulated in camps about me,
in which I was represented as a hero more daring
and dreadful than “Jack the Giant Killer.”

At this time there were two of Capt. Bolin‘s men
in prison at Ironton, who had been captured while
on a scout up Black river in Reynolds county, Missouri;
and as my prisoners belonged to the command
stationed at that place, I proposed to them
that if they would pledge themselves that by some
means or other they would manage to let the two
boys escape, we would release them, and permit
each one to retain his private property. To this
they agreed; they retained their pistols, but gave
up their guns and horses.

We all stayed until morning, took breakfast together
with the old man, who seemed highly pleased
at the turn matters had taken, and occasionally contributed
to our fun by some of his timely jokes.

After breakfast we separated, the Federals making
their way on foot, carrying a pass from me, written
by one of my men, to prevent any of our boys
from molesting them on their way, should they happen
to fall into their hands.

After a short consultation with my men, we concluded
that it was about time to make our enemies
in St. Francois county pay their taxes to the Southern
Confederacy. On the evening of the last day
of May, we rode into the little town at Big River
Mills, and made a haul on the store of John B.

Highley, but not being certain of his politics, we
were very light on him. We then went six miles
further to John Bean‘s store on Flat river, arriving
there about 11 o‘clock in the night. We knew him
to be a strong Union man, and we knew also that
one of his sons belonged to the Big river mob. We
supplied ourselves with such articles as were
needed by the families at Capt. Bolin‘s camp.

In a few days after our arrival in Green county,
the two boys who had been in prison at Ironton,
came in, and related to us that the guards who permitted
them to escape, told them all about the contract
they had entered into with me. Those Federals
deserve much credit for keeping their word.
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When the war first broke out in Missouri, and
after the persecutions against the Hildebrand family
had become so intolerable that I was compelled
to flee the country, I owed a small debt to D. W.
Taylor, a merchant living at Valley‘s Mines, in Jefferson
county.

After the mob had destroyed my property and
driven me into the Southern army for protection, it
was impossible for me to pay the debt during the
struggle.

In all communities there are “land sharks” who
are willing to befriend an intended victim to a certain
extent, but who are ready at the first approach
of an unforseen disaster to gobble up his lands.

In this instance, Taylor attached my interest in
the Hildebrand homestead, and while the country
was in the ebullition of civil war, had it sold at
public vendue, bidding it in himself for a mere
nominal sum.

For this little piece of ingenuity I now determined
to award him with a clear title to another small

tract of land, four feet by six, to have and to hold,
as his own individual possession, until Gabriel
should blow his horn.

With this intention, on the 28th day of April, 1865,
I started with four men for another raid into Missouri.
We made our way quietly and cautiously
through the southern counties of Missouri, all of
which were now held by Federal soldiers, for the
protection of the citizens—the protection, however,
being the same kind that the vulture gave the lamb.

Reaching Big river late in the night, we repaired
to the Pike Run hills and slept until morning.
Knowing that we would be more apt to catch Taylor
in daytime, we started in the morning and rode
over to Taylor‘s store, which was distant only about
six miles. He was not at home, and having no time
to lose, we went into his store and commenced selecting
such goods as we wanted, when we were
suddenly run on to by some Federal soldiers, under
Lieut. Brown, from Perry county, but who was at
that time stationed at Big River Mills, with forty
men, one-half of whom he had with him on the
present occasion.

They came up within two hundred yards of the
store, and commenced firing and yelling at a terrible
rate. We ran out to our horses, which were
tied to the brush not more than forty yards off, but
on the opposite side from the soldiers. One of my
men was killed by an accidental shot, and another
one who happened to be a new recruit left his horse
and ran off through the woods, leaving me with an

army of only two men, besides myself, to repel the
attack of twenty regulars. The Federals, however,
after their first fire, took refuge behind some old
houses about one hundred and fifty yards off, and
from there showed us a very harmless and cowardly
fight. After I gained my horse, I used him for a
fortification and shot several rounds at them; occasionally
I could see one‘s head bob around a corner,
but they were out of range, and my shots fell harmless
to the ground. My other two men now left me
alone, and for several minutes I remained, trying to
get a dead shot at one of the Federals; but having
no chance to do so, without charging them by myself,
I mounted my horse and retreated, leaving my dead
man upon the ground, whom they charged and shot
several times after I left. I went on to an adjoining
hill, but failing to find my men, I rattled my cow
bell, which I had with me for emergencies of this
kind, and in half an hour my three men were with
me.

Having made a complete failure, it is not unreasonable
to suppose that we felt very much chagrined
at our ill luck, and knowing that if we started south
then, we would be annoyed by Federals on our trail,
we repaired again to the Pike Run hills for safety,
where we could easily have whipped all the forces
within the three surrounding counties. My comrade
who was on foot went about four miles to the
house of an old acquaintance and obtained a horse,
by promising to return him again in six weeks;

which promise, I will here state, he afterwards faithfully
performed.

It was now about the middle of May, and we were
anxious to be on our way back; so we started one
night and went as far as Flat Woods.

Before McIlvaine and the soldiers had driven me
from there, I became acquainted with two men,
George Miller and Joseph Johnson, who professed
great friendship for me; but some time after my
expulsion from that neighborhood, they visited my
house and used abusive language to my wife, making
threats what they intended to do with me. Johnson
had the impudence to remark that he intended to
kill me and bring my head to her swinging to the
horn of his saddle.

These were not vain threats, for they watched for
me for a long time; but after they learned a little
more about me, they were very shy, and up to the
present time I had never got my eyes upon either
of them.

Late in the evening, on the next day after our
arrival in the neighborhood, as I was passing a
house I saw a lady dressing some butter, and wishing
for a good drink of buttermilk, I alighted a moment
and went in the house. As I was dressed in
Federal uniform, the good woman asked me if I
was hunting for Sam Hildebrand; on telling her
that I was, she went on to give me the particulars
of our affray at Taylor‘s store, ascribing to the Federal
arms the most brilliant victory, by stating that
“Lieut. Brown, with only twenty men, ran upon

Hildebrand‘s Bushwhackers and completely routed
them, killing fourteen and wounding several more;
a great many soldiers are now after him, and have
him surrounded in a place where he can never
get back here to bother us again!” I asked her if
she would please give Sam Hildebrand a drink of
buttermilk? She looked at me a moment and then
replied: “Yes, sir; you can have all in the churn if
you want it.”

Not long after leaving there, I found Mr. Miller
in his field, and shot him. After night I found Mr.
Johnson at home, took him out of the house, and
cut off his head with my bowie knife.

The reader will perceive that the threats of Johnson
would have been completely reversed if I had
carried his head to his wife swinging to the horn of
my saddle; but instead of imitating his designs any
further, I leisurely pursued my way home to our
headquarters in Green county, Arkansas.

On the next day after my arrival at home, Capt.
Bolin called on me and stated that he wished us all
to meet him at headquarters that evening at three
o‘clock. At the time appointed I was there, and so
were about forty more of the boys, most of whom
had just returned from their various scouts.

The Captain seemed a little agitated, and for several
minutes after we were all assembled he did not
say a word. Presently he began, and these are
about his words:

“Gentlemen: It is my wish that we remain

quietly at headquarters a few days until my other
scouting parties return.

“I wish to say to you now that, in my opinion,
this war has virtually closed. General Lee, the
great head and front of all our hopes, as you are
already aware, was compelled to succumb to superior
numbers, and surrender on the 12th day of
April. General Johnston surrendered on the 18th
of the same month. The hopes held out by General
Kirby Smith in his general order issued at Shreveport
can never be realized.

“The Southern Confederacy is at an end; our
course must be governed by circumstances over
which we have no control.

“The course we have pursued during the struggle
is only justified by the fact that a great war existed.
While the eyes of the world have been riveted on
great actors and on events of an astounding magnitude,
the minor details of the struggle have been
overlooked. That condition of affairs now no longer
exists; the war has ceased, and our operations must
cease also.

“Finally, it is my request that each and every
one of you submit manfully to the same terms that
have been forced upon our great chieftains; that is:
Lay down your arms, surrender on parole, and return
to the pursuits of peace.”

This little speech fell like a wet blanket on most
of the men, and I must confess that I was one of
that number; but we held Capt. Bolin in such high

esteem that not a murmur of dissent was suffered
to drop from the lips of any of his men.

On the next day, however, the matter was fully
discussed in every camp. Nine-tenths of the men
fully indorsed the statements made by our noble
captain, and I could not but acknowledge that his
reasoning seemed plausible; yet I was annoyed beyond
all measure by the reflection that the war had
suddenly ceased before I was done fighting.

I cared not so much about the general result. I
knew but little, and cared still less, about the great
political problem that the war was supposed to
have solved, nor to the technical question discussed
by old fossil statesmen, whether the States formed
the Union or the Union formed the States, whether
the South had inherent rights or whether inherent
rights had the South, whether the General Government
was a restricted agent of the people, or
whether the people were the restricted agents of
the General Government.

These questions probably originated with the
antediluvians, and they ought to have been left to
a committee of twelve Egyptian mummies, with the
“man in the moon” for chairman.

The practical question with me was, whether all
the scoundrels in the nation were yet killed off or
not. As far as my knowledge extended, the war
had only gobbled up about one-tenth of them.

Most of those men who had composed the Vigilance
mob on Big river were yet alive. They were
in the centre of military camps, crawling around

the feet of Federal officers, and whining for protection
against my vengeance.

To reach them it would be necessary to overthrow
the Federal power; just that far my heart was in
the National war.

My mind was troubled by the reflection that as
soon as the war should be ended, all those cowardly
miscreants would crawl out from their hiding places,
boast of their loyalty, make a grand rush for office,
swing their hats, and cry out: “Well, didn‘t we whip
them?”

I made up my mind that, for my part, I would
take as many of the boys as were determined never
to surrender, escape to Texas if possible, fight under
Gen. Kirby Smith until he should surrender, and
then make our way into Mexico—there to annoy
the Federal Government all I could until I could
get another “whack” at my old enemies.

I thought, however, that I would consult my wife
for once, and see what she thought about it. She
looked serious for a minute, and then burst out into
a laugh.

“I once heard about some little boys,” said she,
“who were left at home by their parents, who had
gone to church. One of them discovered a rat
which had taken refuge under a pile of lumber in
the yard; but the boys tore away the lumber, splitting
about half the boards. The rat then ran under
the ash-hopper, and when that was torn down it
took refuge under the barn floor. One of the boys
ran to the house for matches, in order to burn out

the rat; but his little sister, the youngest one in the
crowd, cried out: ‘If you burn the rat we will have
no barn!‘ The boys saw the force of her reasoning,
and made peace with the rat. So I would advise
you to make no further efforts toward destroying
the Federal barn for such a purpose.”

I must confess that this little speech from my wife,
given in such good humor, contained a little more
good sense than anything I had heard for a long
time.

It sounded a little like a Union speech, and
seemed strange on that account; but, although I
had not at first the least idea of ever swerving from
my purpose, yet I now determined to follow her advice,
for I concluded that as she had waded through
the hardships of war with a devotion to me that has
but few parallels in the history of mankind, I ought
to respect her comfort as well as my own.

On the next day I told Capt. Bolin that I consented
to his arrangement. He started on to Jacksonport
to give in the list of his men, and I started
a few days afterwards to the same place, and received
my parole on the 26th day of May, 1865, the
very day on which General Kirby Smith surrendered
at Shreveport.

The war now being over, I tried to banish the subject
from my mind as much as possible, and soon
went to work on the place I still occupied, for no
owner had yet returned to claim it. Most of our
men were afraid to return to their homes in Missouri
while a remembrance of our depredations

were still fresh in the minds of the people, and
went to farming in different parts of Green county.

With what I captured during the war I did not
have more than half as much property as I had lost
by the hands of the Vigilance mob in Missouri.

One might suppose that, from the name my enemies
gave me, I might have grown rich by my depredations
during the war; but such was not the
fact; plunder was only a secondary consideration
with me; I resorted to it merely to sustain myself
while I pursued my main leading object—that of
killing my enemies.

We sustained ourselves during the whole war off
of our enemies. If objections are made to that
kind of warfare, I can point to the example of Sherman,
in Georgia, and to a host of other Federal
commanders, both great and small, even down to
that pigmy lump of insignificance—the Big River
Militia. But, unlike those illustrious examples, we
did not charge our government with anything we
captured; neither was I a burden to the Confederacy
to the amount of one dollar; neither did I ever
stoop so low as to become an incendiary, and burn
out my enemies. I left that for the Indians to do,
and for those who saw proper to imitate them.

So, at the close of the war, and in fact during its
whole continuance, I was poor, and my family were
in straitened circumstances; but I went to work
and raised a good crop of corn and everything else
that we needed. In the spring of 1866 I rented another
place in a better locality, and farmed on a

larger scale. This I also did on the year following,
and at the close of 1867 I had succeeded in rendering
myself and family as comfortable as could be
expected.

The negro boy I had taken from Free Jim, in St.
Francois county, still remained with me; he was
free, I suppose, but he seemed to prefer good living
and light work to “free starvation.”
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My narrative would not be complete without a
history of the military operations carried on by authority
of the State government for my capture or
destruction; yet I must depend almost exclusively
upon what my friends told me from time to time as
those events were transpiring.

A few days after the fight at Williams‘, a detective
with a dirty face and hair uncombed; riding an old
mule, with a pack saddle and blind bridle, went to
Big River Mills, and inquired of Dr. Keith and
Samuel B. Herrod where “Sam Hildebrand” was,
as he was an old “war chum” whom he wanted to
assist. His ragged coat and old hat condemned him
at once as a detective, for we were in the habit of
dressing well during the war, as our credit was always
good while we were well armed. He failed to
elicit any information from them; in fact at this
time I was nursing my wounds in the cave, and the
dismal scene of my suffering was only visited by
that angel of mercy, a kind sister.

It appears that the Police Commissioner of St.

Louis sent Col. Bowen, McQueen, Schuster and
Wadkins on a second expedition against me. They
were joined at Irondale by Hughes, King, Fatchet
and Zoleman; and on Big river by Joe McGahan
and Dennis O‘Leary.

Col. Bowen, with his men, went to the house of
my sister on the 21st day of June, just before daylight,
and questioned her about where I was. My
sister of course refused to answer any of their questions,
but on threatening to hang two of her youngest
boys, one of them divulged all that he knew.

On the evening of the 22d the party arrested
William Harris, my brother-in-law, also Mr. Cash
and Mr. Dunham, and hung them up by the neck
until they extorted from them the fact that I lived
in a cave in a certain bluff which they described.
This bluff rises perpendicularly nearly three hundred
feet above the waters of Big river, which runs
at its base. A skirt of high timber on the margin
of the river in a great measure hides the bold front
of this towering mass of rock from view.

The cave can be seen neither from the top nor
bottom, for it is about two hundred feet from the
bottom, and is hid by a projecting rock in front.
From the cave in one direction along the seam in
the rock there is a narrow and very difficult causeway
running several hundred yards where it can be
approached from above and below. This narrow
turnpike can easily be defended by one man against
five hundred. I regret that I was not in my
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