To: Adjutant General, Department of the Gulf;

New Orleans, LA

Direct to General Butler's Staff with Haste;

Sirs, it is my pleasure to write the following report covering the recent actions in the North Central Texas areas, in and around Grandview TX and Chisholm Fork in particular.

Friday, 12 march 2010
Left Dallas around 10:00 pm and arrived at Grandview by 11:30 and began setting up camp. Found the company street in good order and the men in good spirits. Quickly got all canvas up and prepared to settle down for a good nights sleep.

Sat. 13 March 1863

Arose to a lack of a bugler, who was lost en route to the north Texas area, and ordered the Sgt Maj. to go man to man and got the company moving.Weapon inspections were conducted and all weapons were found fit for service. Good job, men!
Several company commanders arrived throughout the night and I felt the Federal position to be both right and strong. Went to officers call with a full belly for a change( thanks, Chrissy) and set up the day. The confederates had an overwhelming amount of infantry and we were evenly matched in dismounts. I left the scenarios up to Rick Schell and Howard Green. They did a simply amazing job.
At 11:00 we attacked the town and with little opposition overran it. I conducted interrogations and sadly was forced to execute a very limited few, for high crimes and treason. Thankfully there were few that were too far gone to allow President Lincoln back into their hearts. The town was found to be filled with unsafe stores of dangerous materials and explosives, thus it had to be condemned and burnt for the safety of all in it's immediate area. Had the cowardly Confederate army not placed the civilian populace in such danger this tragedy would have been avoided. The mayor of the town informed me that he had not voted for secession, thusly saving his business, and homestead. This however seemed to inspire the other townsfolk to anger against him. I fear he will not be a Lincoln man for long.

After operations were well under way, the Confederate forces, had rallied and attacked us en masse. We were driven out of the town, with only half the buildings burning. We retreated to a hill adjacent to the town and began receiving small probing attacks, until the Confederate commander showed us his complete disposition. We slowly fell back to a fortified position, drawing him in all the way. The ineptitude of the Confederates was readily apparent. After about an hour, the Confederates were well arrayed outside our abatis, and were fully exposed. We then received and repelled numerous frontal attacks, all the while devastating their lines with accurate musketry. Soon, there were simply no targets left to shoot, and we stood down.

On return to camp, we settled in for an evening of enjoying the spoils rightfully taken from the town's inhabitants.

Sometime around dark, our sentries began being attacked by a well concealed force moving this way from nearly every point on the compass. The decision was made to move out in the morning, and head back home to New Orleans.

 

Sunday, 14 March, 1863

Arose to the sound of enemy actions all around our area. Pickets report movement on every sector. We appear to be surrounded by treasonous townsfolk, home guard, and Confederate regulars. We will have to fight our way out. Around 13:00 we began to move out, and were immediately hit by artillery from the area next to town. The effects of the canister rounds were so great that this officer had no choice but turn and attack the batteries, to limit our losses on the march home. Major Green ordered an enfilading attack on the left flank of the battery. We did so, and succeeded in taking the guns down, but were hit hard by multiple companies of infantry, some even carrying the dreaded flag of the 5Th LA. Their reputation of being tough as nails was once again verified. The 12Th Texas infantry was also on the field, and I knew we were in for a rough treatment. The dismounted cavalry were employed as skirmishers and flankers, and the kept us very busy. They grudgingly gave ground until they were driven back to a fair defensive position. We decided to attempt a flanking attack, while the 4Th U.S. and 25Th Iowa hit the front, thusly dividing the attention of the defenders. This tactic worked well for some distance, but upon hitting the inner rings of defense a swift and terrible weapon was employed on us. The enemy had acquired a Gatling Gun, and it poured a river of lead onto my company, killing and maiming us to a man. Our brave colours were save by a mounted runner, who risked life and limb to evacuate them to safety. I found myself between the bodies of several dead troopers, and using them for cover emptied my revolver at the gun crew serving this diabolical weapon that seemed to come from Hades itself. The gun was turned on my poor unsuspecting friends in the 4Th U.S. with the same horrendous effect. Then the 25Th Iowa attacked and were similarly treated. They regrouped and under the direct command of their heroic and brave captain were mown down like chaff before the scythe of the Grim Reaper, himself. I rose up to escape, but was caught by a rebel sharpshooter and being hit through the side by a ball tumbled to the grass.

The enemy's Cowardly commander sent out details to kill the wounded and loot the dead. He then had the audacity to let a common private take my saber.  They then returned to the town and we that remained on this side of the veil fled with all haste.

At the time of this posting, I am in hospital at Galveston TX, and will soon be back in New Orleans.

 

Respectfully,

Your obedient Servant,

Major M.D. Hanna

2nd Texas Cavalry

Department of the Gulf

Butler's Command 

