


Random Ramblings

Mosby was mercilessly hunted by
the Federals, but since his forces dis-
persed when danger threatened, he
was never captured. When they
thought they were about to capture
him, he was not to be found.

In the last part of his campaign,
Mosby used the wild caves on the
west slope of the Blue Ridge Moun-
tains, and an interesting story is told
which illustrates the anxiety and deep
disappointment when the plans for
Mosby’s capture fell through.

This is the story: “A Federal
Cavalry Officer, one day, was riding
down the west slope of the Blue Ridge
when he came upon a mountain cabin
with a spring nearby. A large colored
‘mammy’ was in front of the cabin.
‘Aunty, will you get me a drink of wa-
ter? said the officer. ‘Sure, 1 will get
you a drink,’ said Aunty, ‘as soon as I
go get a glass.” She got him a glass of
cold water from the spring and the of-
ficer thanked her and said that was
certainly good cold water. ‘Yes, sir, it
comes right out of the Blue Ridge
Mountain,’ she said.

As the officer was ready to take
his departure, he asked: ‘Aunty, do
you live here alone? ‘Yes,” she re-
plied. ‘just me and Colonel Mosby live
here.” ‘ Good day! Aunty,” he said as
he took his hurried departure, going
down the slopes of the Blue Ridge as
fast as his horse could gallop, Aunty
watching in astonishment at his hasty
departure and rapid descent down the
mountain slope.

When the officer reached his
troops on the main highway, he said:
‘I have every reason to believe that
Colonel Mosby is in the cabin up the
side of the Blue Ridge. Go as quickly
as possible and surround the place.’
When the officer returned with seve-
ral regiments of his cavalry, he placed
them all around the cabin and then
asked: ‘Now, Aunty, will you show
me Colonel Mosby? ‘Sure,” she re-
plied, ‘I show you Colonel Mosby. He
is in the house.’

The officer dismounted and fol-

lowed her into the house. As he
stepped inside the dark room he
called out: ‘Colonel Mosby, I have my
Federal troops all around the house.
You have no means of escape. Will
you now surrender peacefully? Now,
Aunty, where is Colonel Moshy?’
‘Sure, I show him to you. he is right
back there in the room.” Then she
passed the officer and went back and
picked up her little son and carried
him out proudly and said to the Union
officer, ‘Here is Colonel Mosby, 1
named him after a famous Confeder-
ate Officer.””
—L. Adolph Richards
Fauquier Democrat, January 3, 1957

Photo by I«abelle Palmer
RIPLEY ROBINSON of Midland, General of the re-enactment Army of
Northern Virginia, places a wreath at the U.D.C. Mosby memorial at Court-
house Square in Warrenton, for the Stuart-Mosby Historical Society.
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