
NATION THRILLED BY A WOMAN'S DEED
The Heroic Conduct of Mrs, Delina Roberts, Who Faced Flying

Bullets and Bursting Bombs to Carry Wounded ?

and Dying Soldiers to Safety

Tard!ly congress recognizes that there
lives ill America the bravest of women?a
woman whose heroic conduct In battle
makes her wothy to stand in the same
place with Florence Nightingale, as de-
serving of the admiration and gratitude
of the world. From comparative obscurity,

Mrs. Delina Roberts of 4X7 Choteuu ave-
nue. St. Louis, becomes the most-talked-of
woman of the day. Congress is about to

reward her heroism during the war by
presenting to her a medal. The Incidents
rturlnir which her woman's sympathy for
wounded and suffering soldiers made her
move fearlessly among bullets and burst-
ing shells, while men dropped behind cover
and crawled to places of safety, are here
told for tiie first time over her own signa-

rounded by 25.000 of Gen. Sterling Price's
men. Col. Mulligan and his soldiers had
been several days without water. A
fleet of four boats loaded with tioops

left St. Louis together to go up the

Missouri river to rescue Col. Mulligan.

There was not a woman on the Dcs
Moines hut myself. Government boats
did not carry chamber maids during the
civil war. The private soldiers lay

around the lloor of the cabin and lower

deck. The officers of the regiment occu-
pied the state rooms in the gentlemen's
cabin, and the officers of the boat occu-
pied the rooms of the texas. The state
room in the ladies' cabin was not al-

the boat ran faster than I ever saw a
boat go before. There were many ex-
citing incidents before we reached
Glasgow. The weather was scorching
hot and the Missouri river water was so
thick it could be cut with a knife. Lying
around the lloor of the gentlemen's cabin
were about forty-six soldiers. They
were very sick with a fever and could not

leaf a soldier's fare. I used to buy three
men Is in the morning, three dinners and
three suppers. 1 paid the steward 50
cents for each meal. I would divide the
meals into three and give a portion to
three of tho sick boys. Then the next
meal I would give to the following three

ture. Mrs. Roberts, heroine of the civil
war, writes the thrillingstory especially
for this newspaper.

ST. LOUIS, Jan. 19.?(Special Corre-

spondence to The Herald.) In Septem-

ber, '61, and immediately following the
Fort Donelson battle, which lasted three
days and nights, I secured from the
provost marshal at St. Louis, a govern-
ment pass to go aboard the government

steamboat called the Dee Moines, which
was ordered to Donelson to bring back
a load of wounded soldiers who had
fought in the Donelson battle. They

were to be cared for in our government

hospitals here. I got the pass so that I
could bring to my father's house In St.

Louis my brother, Charles H. Readi t
of Company I, Second lowa Infantry,

mustered In at Clinton, la. He was ly-
ing ot Fort Donelson wounded. I was
then IT years of age. My name wuf

Delina Reader.
When the Dcs Moines was about tr

draw in her gang plank to leave fo:

Fort Donelson, a courier on horseback
rode furiously down to the dock and
handed a note to the captain of the boat
Thomas Baldwin of Cincinnati, Ohio,

In less than five minutes the Twenty-

lowed to be used by the government. I
was told at the time by the surgeon of
the Twenty-sixth Indiana regiment that
three ladies who had carried to their
husbands, who were officers of the boat,
their laundry, were accidentally taken
along on the boats. During the battle
named they all fainted away and the
surgeon told the surgeon of the Twenty-
sixth that it took him all his time to
bring them to, as they would hear the
cries and groans of the wounded and
the tiring and breaking of glass on the'
steamboats, and would go right off in
another faint causing the wounded,

i soldiers to be neglected on their ac-
count.

We were three weeks making the trip

Ifrom St. Louis up the Missouri river to
a point just above Glasgow, Mo., where

| our battle look place. Our trip was slow
| because we were detained for several
jhours at a time, anchored in the middle
| id' the river, fearing to go ashore, us
Icamps of guerrilla* were seen from the
boat by the aid of Held glasses in the

! hands of ?'fib ers. At other times bands
of guerrillas wauld shell the boat, but
all the- missiles went in the river just
ahead of the boat, or just back of It.

At another time, Capt. George Cayton,

sixth Indiana infantry were coming
double quick down the levee of the boat,
one thousand strong, a full fresh regi-
ment that had been enlisted only six
days. A few minutes later the plain:
was swung in and the boat was starting

for mid stream.
There was no possible way of escape

for me, as the plank was full of running

soldiers from the minute the courier
came until it wus swung in. The cans"

of this excitement w as that the Twenty-
sixth Indiana regiment had ben or-
dered to reinforce Col. James A. Mul-
ligan, who was at Lexington, Mo., stir-

now deceased, was at the wheel. He was
in old lower Mississippi pilot, and Capt.
Baldwin stood at one side and the mute
??ii the other, each with a pistol leveled
at his In ad. 1 was sitting on the bunk
In the pilot house when a shell whizzed
right in fronl of the pilot house, not two
feet away ('apt. Cayton turned thebOW
of the boat a little toward the shore inI
the direction the shell came from. Capt.
Baldwin told Capt Cayton to order the
engineer to put on full steam nnd run
th; m out of then-, or lie would blow his
head off. Capt. Capton at once turned
the bow of the bout straight ahead and

In line, and so on. After a while the
rations for the boat's officers ran short,
and the captain of the boat forbade the
steward selling me any more meals. I
then divided my own meal into three
and gave it to the boys. I had gone four
days without a bite to eat. when one of
the waiters reported it to the steward
und lie took me in the pantry and made
me eat while he watched me for fear
I would carry the food out in the cabin
to one of the sick boys.

Every day at o p. m, I had a large
pitcher of iced lemonade made at the
bar, and the chaplain would carry ii for
me while we went the rounds. I knelt
and raised the sick soldier's head and
gave him the cold drink handed to me by
the chaplain just when his fever was at
its highest. One night we were passing
through the most dangerous part of the
country, where bands ofguerrillas were
numerous an 1 not far apart, when the
commanding officer in charge of the fleet
gave the order fir th,- boats to tie up to

bank. It was at a corn Held, the lime
10:30 at night, a beautiful moonlight
night. Our boat was In advance and it
ran into the bank und tied up first with
the bow to the bank, but the boat swung
a Utile out so that the right hand guard
did not touch the shore. On this guard
was placed one full company of 100 men
to protect the boats.

The office windows were all open at the
time. I was sitting on the high stool
that belonged to the clerk of the bo.it.
InI tin- office with me were Captain. < leo.
Cayton, one of th" pilots, whose wife Ir.
St. Louis was a friend of mine; Captain
Thomas Baldw in, the boat's commander,
and Jerry Wetiell, my brother-in-law,
the iirst engineer of the boat. The nine
companies of the Twenty-sixth Indiana
had marched off the boat to the corn-
field, and the soldiers from the other
three boats had also marched to the same
Bpot, leaving one company to guard each
boat

Before tho troops had tlnv.. to get In
line a terrible firing commenced. Jerry
Wetsell, the engineer, caught hold ?'f
me and tried to drag me off th" stool,
to take me away. The groans and cries
of the wounded were heart-rending. I
clenched my feet around the legs of
the high stool, clasped my two arms
around the rail that separated the win-
dow Bash, and clung so tightly that he
could not loosen my grasp,

Th" bullets were flying around us
thick ami fast, the skylights and tran-
soms were' breaking, and the broken
glass was dropping till around us. En-
gineer WeUell stayed but a moment,
and then fell on his hands and knees on
the office floor, crept to the stairway
that I'd downstairs and disappeared.
After the battle I learned thrt he went
for safety to the hold of the boat. As
soon as in- |el goof me Captain Cayton
tried to pull me off the stool. After
two or three more attempts, he deserted
me and went on his hands und knees
after the other one. Then Captain Bald-
Win of th" boat grabbed me. lie. too,
fell on his hands anil knees, and went,
with his head foremost, down the stairs
to the hold of the boat.

As soon as he was gone I flew from
my stool and ran down the stairs to the
gang plank and on to the cornlli Id. The
first soldier I saw down and crying I
stooped and helped to raise. I put my
right arm around his waist, and he put
his arm around my neck, und I held his
other arm in front with my left hand,

and bore him, groaning and crying with
pain, up to the boat, up the stairs, and
stowed him away ln the stateroom op-
posite the wheel of the boat, as I had
been told a ball could not go through
the wheels.

making bandages and soothing the
wounded men, while the surgeon dress-
ed their wounds and amputated limbs,
I had to take offand tear Into bandages
my own white shirts, as material became
scarce. I tore up the few sheets and
pillow slips of the boat that Icould find
and made them into bandages.

After the boats pulled out I could
still hear the groans and cries for help
and I went where the cries seemed to
come from. On the guard I found about
forty wounded soldiers, besides many
dead, shot from the cornfield. 1 helped
the wounded In the cabin and had every
state room, contrary to the captain's
orders, filled with wounded and suffer-
ing soldiers. At early dawn I discov-
ered the boat tied up, and when 1 went
to Investigate I found we were again at
the cornfield. I could hear groans and
cries, nnd although It had been a beau-
tiful moonlight night itwas raining hard
In the morning and the wounded men lay
drenched to the skin In the rain. They
were tenderly carried by their comrades
to the boats, laid on the berths ln the
gentlemen's state rooms and their
wounds dressed at once. The dead were
brought aboard and laid on the floor of
the gentlemen's cabin. I saw many
faces of men that I had talked with on
the day of the battle.

of the boat. Col. Wheatley stood on one
side of me and Lieut. Col. Dick O'Nell

stood on the other aide. Below, on the
bow of the boat, held by the bridle, was
a beautiful, snow white horse, about
fifteen hands high. He had on a new
side saddle of tan and a tan bridle that
I was told Lieut. Col. O'Neill went to
Boonevllle, Mo., the day before to pur-

chase. The troops were stationed in
line on the bank, with their caps offand
held by the right hand at the side of tho
face.

I ran as fast as I could down the
cabin on to the field again, and brought

In the same manner another wounded
soldier. I made twenty-two trips ofthis
kind, and each time brought back a
wounded man and tilled the two state-
rooms between the wheels of the boat.

All this time the bullets were whiz-
zing In front of us, over us and beside
us. They came so close to my ear that
the whizzing sound went through my
head. The living balls of fire would fly-
past us and go through the transoms
and glassware, breaking and falling all
around us. The groans and cries of the
men, the shouts of the officers, and the
whizzing balls I will never forget.

When I ran through the cabin for an-
other wounded soldier the men were re-
treating in confusion and the lower deck
and plank was full of excited and run-
ning soldiers. I was afraid I would be
trampled to death and ran back and told
the wounded men in the state room to
let me in, as our boys were retreating to
the boats. They opened the door and the
room was so full It was with difficulty

I could get in. The bullets were still
whizzing, and the glass was still break-
ing, as the enemy was firing from the
cornfield at the soldiers stationed on the
guard. The four boats pulled out into

the river, ran back two and one-half
miles nnd anchored until the earliest
dawn of day.

The second morning after the battle,
about 9 oclock, the colonel of the regi-
ment, Col. Wheatley, came into the cab-
in and invited me out on the bow to take
leave and bid farewell to the boys, for
they were leaving the boats that morn-
ing to go overland, a roundabout way
to reach Col. Mulligan. The officers of
the regiment were standing on the bow

Colonel Wheatley, the commander of
the regiment, then presented to me, In
a very sad and Impressive speech, the
snow white horse, as a mark of gratitude
of the officers of the regiment for my

kindness to tho sick soldiers during the
voyage of three weeks duration, and, as
tho colonel said, for my heroic action in
carrying the boys to a place of safety

during the very heat of the battle.
I answered the colonel's speech,

thanking them all for my beautiful
horse, and answering them I should
always consider him a tribute of love
from the Twenty-sixth Indiana; that all
I had done for them on our three weeks'
trip had been one of the greatest pleas-
ures of my life, nnd Ihad performed only
my duty to my country nnd the brave
boys in blue. I told them I would take
my beautiful horse and return to my
home ln St. Louis, and my prayers for
their safety and comfort should follow
them. I told them ofthe wounded com-
panies we had on board to bring back to
the government hospital at St. Louis. I
promised to visit them each day and
carry them delicacies from home, for
some were parting with brothers andI was up all night with the surgeon

other relatives. I bade them farewell,
and Colonel Wheatley gave the ordet
for three cheers. They waved their
caps over their heads and gave me threa
cheers. He gave the order a second
time and their cheers were deafening.
It seemed as though It could be heard
blocks away.

A deck hand took charge of my horse,
and the officers shook hands with me and
each thanked me, as he bade me fare-
well, for my kindness and attention to
the troops, both ln sickness and ln bat-
tle. I went to the lower deck and mount-
ed my horse, took his bridle and pointed
his head towards the departing troops."

When they reached the top of the hill,
each company In command of its officer,
they were ordered to halt and wave their
japs to me, and when they saw me on my

horse their cheers could be heard far
away.

I named my horse "Dick"after Lieut.
Col. O'Neill, who died about fifteen years
ago ln New Orleans. 1brought my horse
to St. Louis on the Dcs Moines and found
him very useful ln riding to and from
the hospitals where our sick and wound-
ed soldiers were sent from some of the
hardest battles.

In the winter of 1872 I lost my horse
with the epizootic. My labors with the
troops and ln the hospitals did not end
with the war. I am enrolled with Gen-
eral Madison. Miller Relief corps No.
86, auxiliary to the O. A. R., and today,
whenever 1 can better the condition of
the soldiers and their families, It is my
greatest pleasure to do so.

MRS. DELINAROBERTS,
No. 4M67 Chouteau aye., St. Louis, Mo.

MRS. DELINAROBERTS, THE FAMOUS HEROINE

MRS. ROBERTS HAS WRITTEN OF ONE OF THE M0»I HEROIC DEEDS
IN AMERICAN HISTORY

HOW IT FEELS TO HURTLE THROUGH SPACE
On the eve of my departure for Eu-

rope 1 have been asked to give the par-

ticulars of some ot the most exciting

moments of my career.

As a whirlwind rider I can relate some

startling incidents of the many narrow
escafies I have had from death.

More than once I have during the
wreck of wheels and terrible impact at-
tending a grand smash-up. when riders
going at a fast clip collapse in a writh-
ing heap, thought for an instant that the
game was up.

There is, however, a mistaken idea
existing that a fall from a wheel when
the rider is going fast must surely re-
sult ln death, or at the best the frac-
ture of a number of bones and the gen-

eral demoralization of the rider's an-
atomy. My falls, and here I may re-
mark that they have been so numerous
as to be uncountable, have only caused
temporary distress.
I account for it in this way: It has

frequently been remarked that a spe-
cial providence looks after th" life of a
drunken man, and I suggest that tho

same providence guards the bicycle

racer from serious injury. The expla-
nation of the drunken man's escapes
from harm is that, being mentally in-

capacitated, he falls without making any

effort to save himself. A tumble is not

made any easier because a man grasps

'at the air, the ground, ills hair, any-

' thing in fact to save himself. The man

with a jag grasps at nothing. He Just
: falls, and usually falls the natural, and
i therefore the right way. A bicyclist

falls In the same manner. He, too, is
Intoxicated, dizzy with the whirl, whirl,

whirl around the track and the fierce ex-

citement of the race. The crash comes
instantly. He has no time to think and

he goes to the ground without any at-
I tempt to save himself, smash, kerflop,

In the way he happens to be shot from

jthe wheel.
He has to know something about the

great art of falling, however. There is
a way to fall so as to smash yourself to
pieces and a way to drop lightly and

with a minimum amount ofdamage. I
i have acquired the habit of fallingprop-

! erly. Hence Ipossess a whole anatomy

I today instead of being in sections, as

might be supposed by one who has seen
a bicycle smash-up.
I think the worst fall I ever had. nnd

in fact the only one in my life that ef-
fectually put me out of the race, was
one that happened to me at Purls. It
was a hundred kilometer race at the
Winter Oarden, and as the event was
open to all comers the track was crowd-
ed to the danger point with all kinds of
riders, pacemakers and scrubs. I was
going at n fearful speed, and was con-
fident of showing up well to the front
at the finish when a rider in front of me
who ought to have been among the
spectators Instead of on the track man-
aged to make his wheel slip and twist
so that he was thrown and fell with the
wheel under him.

There was no chance of my turning

out. and so I plunged into the middle of
[ the ruck, going over the handle bars In

a heap. Before I had time to disengage

myself, the rider behind me came
crashing into the midst of the wreck*

! age, and then another and another until

' the track was a bewildering mnss of
humanity, struggling, kicking and

sw earing, with the wheels, in all kinds of
eccentric shapes, mixed up in the snarl.

It was some time before the trainers
and others who rushed to the rescue
could unravel the tangle, and when they

did so I was picked from somewhere at
the bottom of the heap. On top of me
had been a couple of tandem riders with
their machine. No bones were broken,
but my cuticle had been badly scraped,
and I was a mass of bruises and con-
tusions. I tried to go nr. but had to give
it up. I was completely used up. and for
the first and last time, up to date, in my
life, I had to limp from the track and
give up the race.

My other bad falls have all occurred
to me in this country. The worst was
while I was training at Saratoga on a
two-lap track in the Casino. How it
happened I have never been quite able
to tell, but my wheel went out from un-
der me and I was shot into space.
Strange to say, the fall on this occasion
did not hurt me at all. Itsimply upset
my stomach so that I was unable to ride.

This is one of the worst features of a
bad fall. Bruises Ican get over, and cuts
can be plastered up so that I can afford

to laugh at them, but the upsetting of
my stomach Is too much for me. It is a
failing that it is impossible to recover
from ln a hurry. My trainer always has
a heavy task before him when It hap-
pens. It seems to turn my Insldes com-
pletely around ln sympathy with the
fall, and makes me sick, so that Icannot
put on my best speed.

A few days before one ofmyraces with
Chase I had a peculiar fall. While bend-
ing over the handle bars and speeding

for all I was worth, I turned the wheel
In some way and went up into the air,
turning a complete somersault and land-
ing on my feet, not a bit the worse for
my experience. I cannot recall that I
have ever duplicated this feat In all my

tumbling experience. I came through

it without a scratch, but, as usual, my
stomach was somewhat shaken up.

Another fearful fall that I had wns in
Boston on the 15th of June last. It was
the night before my race with Duffy,
and I was training hard and riding my
best on a track one-third of a mile in
length. I was being paced by a sextet,
and having got in behind it was feeling

like riding the race of my life. At that
time we had whooped up the speed
until the wheels must have been flying
around the track ut a 1:55 clip. Sud-
denly the spokes of one of the sextet's
wheels, Which had been carelessly left
loose, came out without a second's warn-
ing, the whole machine went to pieces,

and. the track was full of riders and
whizzing wheels, whirring around with
all the wild abandonment ofmachinery
deprived suddenly of its guiding power.
Into the thick of this frightful stew I
whirled at my 1:55 speed, and there
never was such a fearful mix-up as waß
to be seen a moment later.

How any of us ever got out of it alive
is a mystery only to be accounted for
on the principle referred to before, that
some supernatural power watches over
the fallen wheelman. We were helpless
to get up, so much mixed was the ruck,
until our trainers rushed up and separ-
ated the wheels from the men. It Is

bad enough to be mixed up in a heap of
collapsed single wheels, but to be In the
middle of a sextet of riders, and beneath
a machine with six wheels that revolve
like things of life long after the motive

A

power has ceased It connert with them,
Is no Joke.

It didn't prevent my riding the next
day, however, and although Duffy led
me for the llrst twelve miles, I managed
at the end of that dlstanee to overcome
my soreness from the fall of the pre-
vious day and had the race won at the
end of fifteen miles.

During the time I was training for the
race with Desne at Springfield, Mass.. I
had a bad fall. It was caused this time
by a front wheel of the triplet pacing ma
blowing up, an unforeseen accident that
resulted in the Inevitable collapse and
the grand tangle of legs and wheels. In
some of these practice spins It must be
borne in mind that Iride at a faster gait
than during a race, as the runs are of
short duration and I go hi for speeding
more than during a race. This was so
at the time I speak of.

On this occasion I was badly cut and
bruised about the spine, besides getting
a shock to the nerves that would havo
Incapacitated any one not inured to falls
of this nature. My trainer worked over
me like a Trojan to get me lit for the rae»

two days later, and Iwent on the track
ln fairly good condition, although liber-
ally covered with plaster and badly

bruised and stifffrom my fall. Itwas a
twenty-mile race, and no one In the au-
dience knew what a time I had trying to
get my stiff and sore frame to keep up
the race. Itwas neck and neck for eigh-
teen miles, when I managed to summon
up some reserve force from somewhere
and, overcoming my stiffness by sheer
force of will, won the race.
I have grown to expect falls and take

them as part of the trouble of my life,
and IfItwere not for the effect upon my
stomach I think I could manage toride
a race in spite of the worst fall possible,
provided it left me with whole bones.
But only my trainer and I knew the
trouble I have had with my stomach
falling feature of the accident side of
my training. After all, It. ls the stom-
ach that helps an athlete to beat com-
petitors ln any kind of a test of power
and endurance. No one knows this bet-
ter than the professional bicycle rider,
whose stomach is so often called upon to
submit to all kinds of demoralizing ac-
cidents. "JIMMY"MICHAEL.

-\u25a0 ?

. . . I WAS GOING AT A FEARFUL SPEED . . . IPLUNGED INTO THE MIDDLEOF THE WRECK . . . AND THEN ANOTHER AND AN-

OTHER RIDER CAME CRASHING . . . FOR THE FIRST TIME IN MYLIFE IHAD TO GIVE UP THE RACE"
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