MY INTEREST IN THE CIVIL WAR
By Allison Caveglia Barash
In response to Joe’s call for articles about how we became interested in the Civil War, I
submit the following:
I know roughly when it began. HOW it began is a more complicated and uncertain story.
I can trace my interest back to about age five. I know this because my family made
frequent visits to the library which was across the street from where we lived at the time.
When Miss Anderson, the children’s room librarian asked “Is there something I can help you
find?” my answer was always “A book on Abraham Lincoln.” We moved from that house when
I was six.
Now the “hows.” Here are some possible theories. Maybe it was one of these, or
perhaps a combination of all of them.


Dad hailed from Illinois, you know, “The Land of Lincoln.” We made frequent
treks there to visit my grandmother and also went to Springfield and New Salem
(I’ve got the 8 mm home movies to prove it!)



Mom and Dad both revered Abraham Lincoln. We had a couple of small statues
of him in our home, one of which now resides in my home here in Pittsburgh.



Mom and Dad both appreciated history. On those long, hot road trips from New
York to Illinois and back, my parents made it a point to stop at historical sites
even if they were a bit out of the way. I remember stopping at Davy Crockett’s
cabin, Monticello, plantations in the south, Washington, DC, Valley Forge and
even Gettysburg in 1963 (I have more home movie footage of this!)



My sister, who is ten years older, had a circa 1960s copy of National Geographic
that featured the photos of Alexander Gardner. I was mesmerized by the photos
– especially the one of the dead Confederate sharpshooter in Devil’s Den in
Gettysburg. To this day I am still fascinated by Civil War era photos.



I remember my father talking about a couple of his great, great uncles who
participated in Sherman’s March to the Sea, and also about “Uncle Lafe,” who
was the last surviving Civil War veteran in his home county. These captivating
stories led me to dig deeper into my family’s history.

So is it genetic or is it environmental? Whatever the cause, it’s been an interest that has
never faded, and thanks to the round table, has flourished. How wonderful it is to be able to
share that interest with like-minded friends.

CAPTAIN RICHARD W. BELKNAP
Submitted by Allison Caveglia Barash
I have several ancestors who fought for the Union from the state of Illinois, the most interesting
and colorful of which is my great, great, great grandfather, Richard W. Belknap.
Belknap served as a captain in the 54th Illinois, Company G. Sounds impressive, right? Not
everyone has a Civil War ancestor who was an officer. But wait until you hear the rest of the story
before you become envious!
Belknap was 41 years old when he enlisted December 2, 1861 in Clark County, Illinois, motivated
no doubt by patriotic fervor. He was married and had six children. He was a Methodist minister – a
“Minister of the Gospel.”
So far, so good.
However, it wouldn’t be long until trouble would start to brew for the good reverend. Perhaps
this Man of the Cloth just wasn’t cut out for military service.
On June 25, 1862, he was Officer of the Day, making grand rounds at midnight. His horse got
frightened and threw him forward onto the horn of the saddle, causing a “rupture” and “hydrocele” on
the left side in a very, shall we say, sensitive male area. At first it didn’t trouble him too much, as “my
duties did not require much exertion – garrison duty.” But the pain gradually grew worse, as he
indicated in his pension file.
Then, according to a telegraph transmission dated September 7, 1862 sent from Columbus,
Kentucky: “My wife & 2 children are dangerously ill with Typhoid fever in Clark Co. Ills Will you grant
me leave of absence for seven (7) days.” (typed as written)
Just three days later he wrote this letter addressed to Lt. Col. G.W. Mitchell: “I hand you my
immediate and unconditional resignation as Captain of Company G, 54th Ills., Vol., as under existing
circumstances I do not wish to serve longer in the regiment and also think it would be for the good of
the service if this is accepted.”
Apparently the army agreed. Regarding Belknap’s resignation letter, Lt. Col. Mitchell wrote:
“Respectfully referred to Brig Genl (name unreadable)…recommending its acceptance…believing it to be
for the good of the service in so much as the officers cannot agree and he is incompetent.”
Incompetent! Yikes!
The army wasted no time in ridding itself of Belknap’s incompetent services. His resignation
took effect less than a week later.
Presumably, Reverend Belknap returned home and was reunited with his family. He died on
February 6, 1903 at the age of 82. He is buried in Hutsonville, Illinois.

UNCLE LAFE
By Allison Caveglia Barash
When I was a child, my father delighted me with bedtime stories about his childhood in rural
southern Illinois in the first half of the 20th century. One of the stories that stuck with me was that of
“Uncle Lafe,” one of his many great, great uncles who participated in the Civil War.

Andrew Lafayette “Lafe” Hedrick served as a musician, specifically a drummer boy, in Company
F of the 152nd Illinois Volunteer Infantry. His time in the service was short, as he enlisted in February of
1865 shortly after he turned 18 and was mustered out the following September. His regiment never saw
action, serving instead as “railroad guard on the Nashville & Chattanooga R.R.”
His brief, lackluster service was not off-putting to Uncle Lafe, however. A friend, who as a child
met him, said he was “eager to talk about his Civil War exploits with considerable enthusiasm. My
recollection is that his claim was that he was a brave drummer boy who was instrumental in winning the
war for the north.” A great story, but sadly, the regimental history doesn’t support this. An article in a
local paper stated that “Uncle Lafe likes to repeatedly reminisce about his experiences in the Civil War,
especially the incident about him being called ‘the colonel’s boy.’” What? Wouldn’t you just love to
know what THAT was all about???
His dull Civil War service notwithstanding, Uncle Lafe ended up making history, albeit nearly 80
years later. He died in November of 1944 at the age of 98. He was the last Civil War veteran in Edwards
County, Illinois

Thank you Allison.

SGT. SAMUEL A. ROTHROCK
Submitted by Allison Caveglia Barash
My great, great grandmother, Sarah Louise Rothrock (married name, Hedrick), had three
brothers who served in the Civil War. One of these was her older brother, Samuel A. Rothrock,
who was 30 years old when he enlisted in February of 1865 in Company F of the 152 nd Illinois
Volunteer Regiment.
If you read my previous article about Andrew Lafayette Hedrick, the oldest surviving
veteran in Edwards County, IL, then you may remember that the 152 nd didn’t really see any
action and was only in service for a few months. The regiment was raised late in the war and
spent most of its time guarding the Nashville and Chattanooga Railroad.
The most interesting thing I could find in Sgt. Rothrock’s military records was that he
was struck by lightning and spent a couple of days out of commission in June, 1865. Otherwise,
his service was unremarkable.
However, in his little town of West Salem, Illinois, Samuel was a Jack of All Trades.
When he enlisted, he self-identified as a blacksmith and a farmer. Later he owned a livery
stable and served as town constable. At some point after the war, he opened a restaurant and
hotel known as the Rothrock House (see ad from the West Salem Gazette, October 21, 1885).
Interestingly, his friend, Andrew Lafayette Hedrick, signed Samuel’s application for an
invalid pension in 1891, attesting to the veracity of Samuel’s claims of rheumatism, varicose
veins and poor eyesight. Not only did Andrew and Samuel come from the same town, but
Andrew’s brother and Samuel’s sister would marry, and would become my great, great
grandparents.
Sgt. Samuel A. Rothrock, a member of the GAR, would die at age 74 on June 20, 1909.
He is buried in the English Moravian Church Cemetery in West Salem, IL.

POOR MICHAEL CLODFELTER
Submitted by Allison Caveglia Barash
I recently received the military and pension records of Michael Clodfelter, who was the brother
of my great, great, great grandmother, Susan Clodfelter Rothrock.
His pension file was literally an inch thick – most of the documents were pitiful requests for an
upgrade in his meager monthly pension allowance. And while he was not wounded, he apparently
suffered with hemorrhoids, chronic diarrhea, abdominal pain, cramps, “disease of the liver” and
diabetes for the rest of his life. He was illiterate (had to sign documents with an “X”), had difficulty
earning a living because of his physical afflictions, and according to the medical records included in the
file, lost more and more weight and all of his teeth as he aged.
All I kept thinking while perusing these documents was “poor Michael Clodfelter.”
Here’s a man, who at age 35, enlisted in Company E of the 63 rd Illinois Volunteer Infantry in
1861, re-enlisted in 1864 and served through the end of the war. His unit saw action at such places as
Vicksburg and Richmond and participated in Sherman’s March to the Sea, the siege of Savannah and the
battle of Bentonville. He was present at the surrender of Johnston and his army, and marched in the
Grand Review .
He gave his country four years of his life where he saw major action and then spent his
remaining years begging for a few extra dollars from the government he served so honorably.
By 1884, his claim had been “approved” for chronic diarrhea, but the increase he requested for
his other maladies was rejected due to “inability to furnish the necessary evidence to establish origin.”
He received $10 a month.
In 1885, now aged 58, Michael tried again, asking for a medical examination. He was described
in this declaration as “flesh-weak and emaciated” with sallow skin and unable to perform any hard
labor. He felt he was entitled to at least $13 a month. This request was denied.
In 1902 when he was 76 years old, he had the last of several medical examinations. According
to the surgeon’s certificate, his skin was very pale and his body was “markedly emaciated.” In fact, he
weighed just 110 pounds. The surgeon added: “In our opinion this claimant is so disabled from
diarrhea, piles, disease of the liver, and hydrocele as to be incapacitated in a degree equivalent to the
loss of a hand or foot, for the purposes of manual labor and is entitled to $24 a month.”
Michael Clodfelter would die four years later at the age of 80. How sad that he would spend
forty-one years fighting for a few measly but probably much-needed dollars. He is buried in the
Moravian Cemetery in West Salem, Illinois.
(Post-script: There is a John Clodfelter in Michael’s regiment. This may be Michael’s older brother. If it
is, it would be particularly interesting in that John was 41 years old in 1861. I will have to research this
further.)

