
But I butted into another one hen I General Torbert's staff through the streets of Cavalryman eached the top of the hill. The old residents Warrenton, as far as the gate into Conway 
of that period will recollect how General Grove, through which I quietly dropped, and 

(Continuedfrom Page 7) Torbert, with his staff, used to make dress stabled my steed. He surely got a good feed 

boy, under my conditions. 
Well, of course 1 laid awake at nights 

over it . I thought of little else through the 
day. Thought and nerve and imagination 
were at highest tension to devise a way to 
save that horse. 

One day, I heard my aunt, Mrs . Sowers, 
say that she was anxious to visit 
Middleburg, a village some 20 miles north 
of Warrenum. She had an ambulance and 
one horse; what she lacked was another 
horse and a driver. 

She was staying at Mrs. Spilman's, 
near General edgwick's headquarters, 
and he had established quite friendly rela­
tions with the family. Here was my chance. 
(Note: Mrs. Spilman 's home was Conway 
Graue, at present-day 101 Winchester 
Street.) 

I took her into my confidence, and it 
was arranged that she should secure the 
necessary pas from Gene ral edgwick, 
and r would do the rest. 

Inasmuch as th e weather was warm 
and traveling in the early morning 0 

much more pleasant, I insisted that we 
should start sometime before day-break. 
My real object was to pass through the 
picke whil e it was still too dark for them 
to see the U. S. brand on my horse. 

Our cow was not brought up that 
evening. Instead, r rode out on the 
Centreville Pike abou t dusk on a bareback 
horse. with only a halter to control him. 
My plan was to sneak him into my aunt's 
stable in the twilight. 

As I reached the pike, a squad of caval­
ry was halted there. My heart went down 
to where my boots ought to have been . But 
they evidently Look me for some hanger-on 
to a cavalry camp or an officers ' me s, and 
paid no attention except to chaff me as I 
rode quietly past tern. 

The court hou e at Warrenton stands 
on a high hill facing the Centreville Pike, 
and in front of it weeps Winche ter 
Street, th e main street of the town, lead­
ing to General Sedgwick's headquarters 
and my aunt's house. 

Two close calls 
At the foot of the hill an al ley turns at 

an acute angle out of the pike, up a steep 
and rough way to Winche ste r Stre t . 
(Note:perhaps the alley is Diagonal S treet, 
where it comes offAlexandria Pike.) 

When I reached th is alley, I was 
shocked to find a ankee sentinel th ere. 
He promptly ordered me to halt . 

Bu t I could not, as he raw for himself 
My horse shied from him up the alley. I 
pulled hard on the halte r stra p and called 
him vociferous ly to stop; but he seemed to 
pay more attention to my off heel which 
\ as hammering his flanks: Before th e sen­
tinel and r could come to an understanding, 
we had gotten so far from him that that "inci­
dent was closed." 

parade through town every evening. that night. We started out of town the next 
Just as I landed into Winchester Street , morning, according to program, and by high 

the gorgeous parade was pas ing. 'Tis true noon drove into the capital of Mosby's 
that I did not add much sty le to the proces­ Confederacy. 
sion, but , with the impudence of a boy, I fell I don't know what sort of a record my 
in behind, and nobody objected. horse had made under the Stars and Stripes; 

I did myself the honor of riding with but he did make a dandy partisan ranger. 

Recalling 'Lost' Warrenton 
GONE: The structure above, known as 

the 'Ross House: was considered the old­
est house in Warrenton when it was demol­
ished in January 1962. Located on present­
day South Third Street next to the old 
Warrenton Car Storage building, the prop­
erty was purchased by Walter Chrysler 
from the Coons estate in 1945, and left to 
quietly deteriorate until it was demo lished 
for a parking lot. 

Five years later, a building on Second 
Street (at right) next to the Masonic Hall met 
a similar fate. It had been damaged by fire, 
and joined another building on the same 
street, in similar condition, that was demol­
ished a few months earlier. 
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