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Battles, skirmishes, rumors and rivalry did not provide enough copy to fill a newspaper (or justify the salary of a 
journalist in the field). But the more talented journalists found plenty to write about, adding color and poetry to 
their accounts. In 1861, correspondent Frank B. Wilkie (writing under his pen name “Galway”) offered this 
haunting vision of an October in southern Missouri. 
 
WARSAW, Mo., Wednesday, Oct. 23, 1861. 
 
Last evening we camped some fifteen miles south of Warsaw, on the Overland road. Gen. SIEGEL was some six or 
ten miles further on, while Gen. MCKINSTRY was somewhere in the rear, thus leaving in our Division only the 
commands of Gens. FREMONT and ASBOTH. This, our first night on the open prairie, gave us a foretaste of Winter. 
The night was intensely cold, and this morning there was a heavy frost, accompanied by an east wind that cut one 
to the very marrow. Winter is nearly upon us — the woods have lost their rich variety of Autumn tints, and now 
present only a dull, dead expanse of faded brown. The leaves go whirling crazily to the ground or rattle like 
skeletons in the mournful winds. I dread the march over these gloomy mountains under such circumstances.  
 
About noon to-day, we reached a sort of ruined village, called Quincy, situated on the north side of Hickory County. 
Everything bore that same mark of desolation which is upon everything in the State. Houses were deserted; the 
merry ring of the anvil silenced, (they stole the blacksmith’s tools day before yesterday); a few lean hogs wandered 
hungrily about the streets; a few ragged boys, overgrown girls, pale women, and fever-wasted men, gazed 
enviously at us from the doors of their log shanties, and this was all. Stop and converse a moment with any of 
them, and they would answer in a sepulchral style, as if they had just stepped out of their graves to see us pass, and 
were to return to their moldy cerements when this pageant was over. They seemed cowed, and disheartened, 
sometimes servilely anxious to please, but quite as often exhibiting an apathetic indifference mournful to 
contemplate. This spirit is not peculiar to Quincy; it may be seen anywhere in the State — is so common as to 
scarcely excite remark.  
 
The country through which we pass seems weighed down by something like a nightmare or Puritan Sunday — or as 
if half the State were dead and the balance were on the eve of going to attend, or had just returned from attending 
the funeral. Everywhere the rich lands are unworked, the corn ungathered, rattles dryly in the autumn winds — 
nowhere is there provision for the future. Poor Missouri! a sadder spectacle than she, with her double load of war 
and slavery, her rich prairies untouched, her ore beds unwrought — half her people in fratricidal strife, the balance 
timid, broken-spirited, slavishly inclined, robbed to-day by Confederates, to-morrow by Nationals — cannot be 
found among the list of nations.  
 
Source: New York Times, November 4, 1861. 
 


