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The Children Of The Veterans Of The Lost Cause,

ROSS' TEXAS BRIGADE.

The story here told, by one of that band,

In memory, harnessed with thought,

Journeyed back, through years, to Dixie-land,

And to you, this message was brought.

BY

The Author
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PREFACE.
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On August 10th, 1897, in reunion assembled at Commerce, Texas. The secretary was ordered to gather and compile all matter of a reminiscent or historical nature that pertained to the services of Ross' Brigade, Texas Cavalry. The result of his labors and the data in clippings were placed before the Historical Committee on August 9th, 1898, in reunion assembled at Terrell, Texas, who offered the following report as taken from minutes:

The committee on History then offered the following report:

We have examined the manuscript submitted by our secretary, comrade, A. W. Sparks, and cheerfully endorse it as correct, in the main, and consider it as a fair and impartial history, of the principal part taken by the Ross Brigade in the lost cause, and it, in our opinion, together with the history written by our late comrade, Victor M. Rose, would make a history, not only interesting to the survivors of the Brigade, and their families, but to all ex-Confederates and lovers of the dear Southland, and we would be pleased to see it in book form and in the library of at least all the Brigade. There would be in the book a great deal of matter that will be both interesting and instructive, particularly to the young and the families of the old soldiers, such as amusing and thrilling incidents, of camp and field life, together with extracts from the writings and speeches of prominent speakers, and statesmen, on the cause and justice, of the war. We therefore indorse and recommend its favorable consideration by this Association.

Respectfully,

H. C. DIAL, Major 9th Texas Cavalry,

E. O. WILLIAMS, Captain Legion,

P. F. ROSS, Colonel 6th Texas Cavalry,

T. J. GEE, Captain 3rd Texas Cavalry,

EDWIN HAWKINS, Colonel Legion

DAN COFFMAN, 6th Texas Cavalry,

G. MILLER, 9th Texas Cavalry.

The report was adopted and the committee continued.

On August 9th, 1899, in reunion assembled.

The Historical committee then made verbal report of their labors during the past year through E. O. Williams chairman, in which he informed us of valuable papers that had been added to files in possession of that committee. The Association ordered the Secretary as custodian of papers to hold them subject to order of said committee.

On August 8th, 1900, in reunion assembled at Lancaster, Texas, the labors of Historical Committee were continued.

On August 14th, 1901, in reunion assembled at Sulphur Springs, Texas. The report of the Historical Committee was discussed at length——and A. W. Sparks, custodian of all the papers was ordered to place all matter in his hands before Captain Sid S. Johnson, publisher of The Confederate Soldier, who was with his help ordered to at once prepare for the press and have printed in book form, all papers in his hands pertaining to the services of Ross' Brigade of Texas Cavalry that would tend to instruct, or entertain our children, and others who may be pleased to read.

In obedience to orders, from the Ross Brigade Association, this volume is here presented——as result of our labors.

A. W. Sparks.
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INTRODUCTORY.
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This volume has been compiled from the recollection mostly of a private soldier in the War Between the States, and goes to the public for what it is worth, hoping that it may meet an appreciated public. It was written in a reminiscent way, as the events of the great struggle has been impressed on the memory of the long-ago. The Author claims not to be fully prepared to give the reading public a volume of such a comprehensive a nature, but hopes that a generous public may find many facts that will be of interest that the mantle of charity may be thrown around him in this, his first and likely the only effort of his life, to put in print, a book.

History, if it be true, is made up from the most important and small events of a people who tried to maintain their rights, as justly and patriotically belongs to a free people. With such in view will risk the criticisms of the public and hand this volume down to future generations that in the end many facts culled from it may find its lodgment in History from the pen of one more able than——THE AUTHOR.

[image: image]

Allison W. Sparks
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RECOLLECTIONS OF THE GREAT WAR:

PART I.

THE 9TH TEXAS CAVALRY.

CHAPTER I.

"STATES RIGHTS"
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It will be needless for me to write that I was raised in the State of Texas, in the northeast part, and those who have studied Texas history will readily know that, from the policy of the Mexican government in allowing no colonies to settle within thirty leagues of the Texas line before Texas independence.This policy had settled that section of Texas with a poorer population, and in consequence churches, schoolhouses and other institutions were far behind other parts of the State, hence it follows that the Texas pen if wielded by sons or daughters of this section of Texas who have recollections of the "Great War," will be wielded by those without college training or any other claim to high literary attainments. And so this writer, expecting no name with the literary and no fame from the public, places his "Recollections," with all their faultiness, before the people, hoping that from these rude scrolls some historical facts may in future be gleaned by wiser heads and placed before generations now living and those yet unborn, that will teach them that the pioneer citizens of Texas were not "Rebels," were not "Law-Breakers" but were only the common people possessed of convictions that had grown and developed with them, that had become part of their very nature and were strong even unto death, as was demonstrated on many a battlefield.

"States Rights" was the keynote, "States Rights" was the great question above all other questions in American Politics, and its features, pro and con, had occupied the minds of our greatest statesmen for more than fifty years. "States Rights within the Union" had been the battle cry in Congressional halls, and was the common cry throughout all the thinly settled South and West, and was re-echoed from the great central cities of America. States Rights was Democracy, States Rights was the sheet anchor and boon of our fathers, the hope of the Nation and the cause of secession, and was defended by the strong arm of the South, for it was the common cause of the rich and the poor, the high and the low, the wise and the ignorant, with armies small in number and poorly equipped. "Asked for Secession and met Invasion" in four long years of bloody war for States Rights and liberty. Thirty and three years have elapsed since the last gun was fired, since the last Southern soldier laid down his arms and accepted a United States parole, in which he promised to no longer oppose the forces of the United States, to engage in no rebellion, but to comply faithfully with all the laws of the United States and the State wherein he might reside in after life, for the consideration of amity and protection from the United States of America. A contract that has been faithfully kept on both sides, but few exceptions having come to my knowledge. And today among the few survivors of the men who fought those battles none are more loyal to the powers that be, none more free from strife and none are more willing that the true cause of the conflict should be fully known, and the wrong placed where justice tips the scales. We are the men who fought the battles for States Rights, we are the men who surrendered to the armies of the United States, we are the men who claim our citizenship as a birthright, and we love our inheritance.

State right of secession was surrendered and coercion was victorious in arms, and these things were thus settled and are legally settled right. We have accepted the final and our lives have been made to fit those decrees of arms. But the mind, not subject to arms or legislation, remains much the same stubborn and unyielding today as it was the day we enlisted as a Texas soldier, sworn to fight to the death and to stand before the missiles of war on many fields of battle. Thus today as in the past the Southern cause to the South was right, and if each of the graves of our dead should be represented in future history by a simple exclamation point the future historian would be impressed with its great importance to future republics that may be the homes of liberty loving people.

These recollections will commence with the year 1860, when the writer was a mere boy in his sunny teens, who the reader is to see as a common farmer boy with only enough education to read and write, but without any more knowledge of the language than would be gathered from such books as could be found on the shelves of the pioneer settler. A few histories such as would be used in our common schools, the County paper filled with such matter as might suit the editor, and you have the sum total of the information of the writer at the time of which I write, and with these disadvantages taken into consideration the long lapse of time, together with the poisoned and cowed mind while undergoing the struggle for bread to sustain life, and your generous nature will make all the apology that will be asked when you are familiar with the aim and purpose of this writing, which is to disabuse the minds of our children, who have been taught that we, in the great war, were rebels and engaged in a rebellion against the United States and her laws, for it is not uncommon, even among college graduates, for such erroneous belief to exist. Hence this attempt at writing what we feel to be the truth, asking God to bestow such wisdom upon the writer that he may make plain the truth to the end that children of the Southern States may read and realize that they are not the children of rebels to be placed under the ban of public opinion, but are children of patriots, law loving, law abiding and law defending patriots, who have fought the bloodiest battles known to civilization for the constitution, for liberty and for right and who are proud of their record. After thirty years of humiliation, filled with threats, filled with toadying honors to those who beat us, without repentance, we stand realizing that:

"Our crime seems worst to human view,

But God will judge between the two."
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CHAPTER II.

THE GREAT COMET.
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The year 1860 was one of those hot years; it was a hard year on the people of Texas. Politics was red with heat; hot times in the United States Senate, hot in Congress, hot at the State capitols, hot with threats both North and South. "Secession!" "Coercion!" was heard from the stump, it was read from pamphlet and paper, it resounded in legislative halls, it was in the mouths of people of all classes. In the South it was "Secession in order to preserve the rights of the constitution." In the North it was "Coercion to preserve the Union." There was no middle ground upon which to compromise, and statesmen were at their wits end. The muttering of war was on the horizon; all knew it, all dreaded it, but all agreed that it must come. War was in the air, and great was the rejoicing in the South when we heard of sympathizers in the great cities North; New York and Baltimore, from whom we expected great help in money, munitions and men for the coming struggle, which hope, let me say, never materialized. It was WAR from the plow handles to the pulpit; it was war from the head of the family who talked and read it to the children; it was war that was sung by our sisters and sweethearts, and it was war in our hearts, and that war hangs now upon our memories. As if to add to the great political heat the weather of that summer was distressingly hot and numbers of villages throughout Texas were burned, probably from spontaneous combustion, as the thermometer reached 114 degrees Fahrenheit in the shade at my father's house where I was staying, and sulphur matches caught fire and burned their heads off in the little wooden boxes in which they were kept. I here record this fact as it was under my own observation, and our house would have been burned had the fire not been discovered in time to prevent. So hot was politics that it was generally agreed that the burning was the work of incendiaries sent from the North to burn us out so that we could not resist invasion in the then expected war. Such were the conclusions of a mad people.

It was during this heated summer that the great comet of Charles V, made its appearance about midway in the eastern heavens, just south of the Zodiacal belt. The people had been looking for it, for it had been announced by astronomers as approaching the sun, and from the position of this earth in her orbit it was feared by some of those eminent in science that it would strike the earth and destroy it. We could almost see to read by its light. The body of the comet was about three diameters larger than the planet Venus when at her point of greatest brilliancy, and was in color fiery red, like unto the planet Mars, and the tail was about twenty degrees long and two degrees wide. For three months it was always to be seen in its glory. I afterward learned that it was arrested in its rapid progress toward the sun and was held for about three months by the attraction of Jupiter's moons and passed with them around that planet. This comet was the theme of learned conversation; old men and women said it was a sign of war, and comets always came to foretell fearful wars. This comet disappeared in September 1860.
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CHAPTER III.

SECESSION.
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The election of Mr. Lincoln as President was the signal for withdrawal, and the States of the South, one by one, withdrew from the United States. Senators and Congressmen came home, and with the other States Texas declared herself an independent republic and no longer subject to the laws of the United States, and as such made a call for men able to bear arms. The call was regularly made by the Governor through the several County officers, and men were regularly commissioned to raise companies to defend "Texas." I want to here call attention to the fact that under the laws of Texas it would have been treason for her people to have refused to respond to this legal calling, for the legislative and executive bodies had declared us no longer connected with the United States and that government had been formally notified to remove all her possessions from Texas soil. United States mails had been discontinued and the Texas papers gave the news from sister States under the heading "Foreign News." In short, Texas was out of the Union to my mind and I must go and fight for Texas or "pull my freight" as a traitor, to a foreign country——a thought I could never entertain for a moment. Texas, the home of my mother, the pride of my father, the guardian of my sister and the home of my boyhood, God direct in the right, but right or wrong, I fought for Texas, and could see no honorable course for Texas men but to stake their lives, their liberty, their all for Texas.

The sincerity and wisdom of her statesmen I have never doubted, while for the causes that led to these ends I take pleasure in referring you to the words of A. H. Stephens, of Georgia, in his book entitled "The War Between the States," as well as the works of others both living and dead, not least among whom is that eminent Texan who has served his State as a member of the Confederate Cabinet and afterward as Senator in the United States Congress from Texas, Honorable John H. Reagan.

In a recent communication to the Confederate Veteran General Clement A. Evans says:

"The South did not attempt nullification or rebellion or any form of unlawful resistance to our government. It did not dissolve the Union or even attempt its dissolution: for how may our Union have been lawfully dissolved? By one method alone, and that is by the agreement of all the States. Our Union could not have been dissolved by one State or by a majority of the States, but only by all the States; but the South made no call for such a measure, preferring to leave each State to act for itself according to its pleasure, and accordingly each seceding State dissolved its own connection with the Union, and left the government of the Union undissolved. The President, the Congress, the courts, the army and navy, the constitution and the flag, together with every function of government, were left in power and in place. Suppose the State had resolved to remain in the Union, and had marched its army toward Washington to resist the inauguration of President Lincoln. That would have been rebellion: the overt act would have been treasonable; the failure of it would have made it a felonious crime, and its success would have imperiled free government on this continent; but no State rebelled, no statesman plotted a conspiracy, no soldier committed treason. In lawful and dignified measures the South sought an honorable separation, and, with equally honorable acquiescence in its failure, re-entered the Union to defend its honor and maintain its glory forever.

Such is the record of the lawful course of the South in separating from the United States, and this procedure was followed by a record of the civil administration of Confederate States government which will bear the severest criticism, and has won the rare encomium from a noble soul beyond the seas, who said:

No nation ever rose so fair,

None fell so free from crime."

​
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CHAPTER IV.

TITUS GREYS.
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I enlisted for Texas services from the home of my parents in Titus County, Texas, in a company known as the Titus Greys, afterwards Company I, 9th Texas Cavalry of Ross' Texas Brigade.

The Titus Greys were mostly young men between the age of 18 and 25, yet a few old men had enlisted, most of them having their sons in the same company. This writer first met with the company in the town of Mt. Vernon on the appointed day for marching to the camp for instruction. Charles S. Stuart was elected Captain and Laad Miller 1st Lieutenant, James English 2nd Lieutenant, Buster Haines 3rd Lieutenant. All of the sergeants and corporals, not now remembered, were good men and filled their station with apparent dignity. In the afternoon we were presented with a beautiful flag by some of the Mt. Vernon ladies, with some appropriate remarks, to which Captain Stuart responded in a business like way. As tactics were unknown, we faced to the right in column of twos with guns advanced and received orders to march. A few miles out from town we encamped for the night, and one soldier at least was busy examining the horses, guns, and knives of the company which were varied as the circumstances of the many soldiers who composed the company.

There were rifles, flint and steel, but most of them were full stock percussion muzzleloading machines that had been in family use for killing bear, deer and other wild animals, which at that time were abundant. Double-barrel shotguns were the favorite arms, and there were many different stamps, from the "London twist" to the malleable cast barrel. Not a few pistols were in the command, and they were in great demand by the officers, who expected to use them as side-arms, but it is worthy of notice that each soldier carried a huge knife, usually made from an old mill file, shaped by the blacksmith and ground according to the fancy of the owner. The horses were a fair average of the Texas mustang type, but not a few were found in the company that had strains of noted blood in their veins. The clothing of the men was light and unsuited for hard service, but almost all wore long boots made of Texas tanned leather with a large flap at the front of the leg to protect the knee. Most of our blankets were pieces of carpets taken from floors to be used as bedding during the war.

The march to Brogden Springs was completed in about four days without any event now remembered, except an effort on the part of our officers to display the company as though they were well disciplined soldiers, an effort which completely failed. When we reached the town of Sherman, then only a village of probably not more than four or five hundred inhabitants, who were supplied with a one-horse mail and two or three stores, where all kind of merchandise were offered on sale, the company was ordered to march through in good order and not break ranks under any circumstances until a halt should be called, when those who wished could go to town to do the needed errands. But behold, when we had made our stately march through the populous city there were present only about forty of the one-hundred and fourteen men who constituted the rank and file of the Titus Grays. Captain Stuart was sad, and I do not believe he ever got over his sadness, on account of the behavior of his company. After a short halt those in line marched to the camp which was about ten miles from Sherman and encamped. The night was passed without sleep, for every few minutes the noise of some arriving squad was echoed for a distance equal to the most powerful voices, who came in by twos, by fives, by trios, all apparently mellowed on some kind of an intoxicant found in the village. Some were quarreling, some had been racing, some had been fighting, some were cursing, some were singing, and when we reached Camp Brogden it was clear to my mind that all had been drinking.

The company was encamped on the branch below the spring in a beautiful grove, and the first military duty ever assigned to the writer was to go on guard with his gun and prevent soldiers from watering their horses above a certain line where water was taken for camp use. I had great difficulty in performing the duty, as citizens of the country and visitors seemed unable to realize that while in our camp they were subject to the same water restrictions as the soldiers. They would ride into the water and inform us that we had nothing to do with them and I have no doubt that serious troubles would have been the result if it had not been that our guns were not allowed to be loaded. One member of the company emphasized his order to let no man ride into the water with the butt of his gun on the head of an offender, and after this we had less trouble.

Other companies were encamped near by when we arrived, and almost all the men had some peculiar stripe or badge which was soon known as the company uniform. I will here say that our company was known by a blue stripe on the shoulders of our jackets, Captain Duncan's company had a black stripe, Captain Hart's had yellow and others had red.

Our time was occupied in drilling and training of our horses in single companies until all the companies were in camp and the field officers elected. W. B. Sims was elected Colonel. He was a large man and of fine appearance and had a voice equal to the modern fog horn. Quail was elected Lieutenant-Colonel. He was not so large as Colonel Sims, but what he lacked in stature was more than made up in grace. He was the finest appearing horseman I had then ever beheld; he was the military man of the regiment, and best in drill. Major N. B. Towne was also a fine looking officer and commanded greatest respect among the soldiers. He rode a pied horse, about the best horse in the regiment. Dr. James Robertson was appointed surgeon, he being a private of Stuart's company, a man of great skill, as was afterward shown. Dr. Prewitt, also of Stuart's company, was made Assistant Surgeon and D. W. Jones, of the same company, was appointed Adjutant, after which the Captains met and drew lots for their position in regimental line with the following result:

Captain T. G. Berry,——Company A.——Tarrant County.

Captain Sid. Smith,——Company B.——Fannin County.

Captain J. E. McCool,——Company C.——Grayson County.

Captain M. J. Brinson,——Company D.——Tarrant County.

Captain J. C. Hart,——Company E.——Red River County.

Captain M. E. Duncan,——Company F.——Titus County.

Captain L. D. King,——Company G.——Hopkins County.

Captain J. D. Wright,——Company H.——Lamar County.

Captain Charles Stuart,——Company I.——Titus County.

Captain J. H. Williams,——Company K.——Hunt and Hopkins Counties.

W. B. Sims was appointed Quartermaster and Captain J. D. Wright was made Commissary.

Lieutenant E. L. Dohoney was elected to succeed Captain Wright and commanded Company H.

After the election of officers and the formation of the regiment which, I think, was on October 14, 1860 (we had been previously sworn into the State service, date not remembered, but I think we served the State about three months before we were mustered into the confederate service), we were reviewed by Colonel Sims, who made us a speech in which he told us, "We were soldiers enlisted for the war, and from that day we were to regard war, civil war, as our profession, and in life it is the duty of every man to study, to understand his profession, and that his purpose would be to make us effective soldiers;" a purpose he evidently carried out to the letter, for I do not believe Colonel Sims ever thought of anything else but war. While he commanded the regiment his commands were positive, his discipline firm, yet his nature was noble, lovable and brave. He was a born commander among men and, no doubt, would have scored his name high in rank but for his early disabilities.

After the regiment was formed we were drilled mostly in battalions, Lieutenant-Colonel Quail commanding the first and Major Towne the second, with Colonel Sims always on the field to note the progress of his young professionals, and it was during this schooling that I first heard of trial by court martial. I do not remember the names of the court, but recollect that Lieutenant Miller was a member from company I. The trial was at Colonel Sims' headquarters tent and the case, as I remember it, was of some poor fellow who had stolen something, probably clothing or bedding, from members of his company. The charge was formally proven, the judgment of the court was "guilty" and the penalty was that he be dishonorable discharged and to the music of the fife and drum marched through all the camps to the outer guard line, where he was to receive his belongings and depart, never to return. The order was carried out to the letter, and never before had I seen a man so debased. His face was covered with that shame that cannot be transferred to this paper. It was hideous; it bespoke that he was even too low in manhood's scale to be killed by the country's enemy. I never knew his name or what became of him only this I know, "He was drummed out of the camp." There was also another case but whether it was tried as in the court martial I do not recollect, but think it was, the crime as charged, all that I remember is that he was hanged to a tree until he was dead and no tears were shed at his burial. His crime I think, was committed outside of our lines and citizens were the witnesses, but he, a soldier, was tried and executed in our camps. He was called Major Bell, and, I remember, claimed to be "Old Montgomery of Kansas," a noted drill master. These events of discipline that secured in my memory had a great influence on the command. Disgrace and death were the penalties, the former being considered most severe.
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CHAPTER V.

INDIAN ALLIES.
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As time glided by, we soon discovered that Captain Duncan of company F rode a very fine horse, as black as a crow and his (Duncan's), company claimed he was the fastest horse in the command. Our Captain Stuart, of company I, also rode a very fine and fleet horse that we, of company I, considered the fastest on earth and were longing for the day when our bay could get a chance at their black to show what he could do with him on a running match, but Captain Duncan seemed disinclined to run his horse and Captain Stuart was very religious and would not allow betting even on his own horse. Company H gave us no peace but tantalized us on every occasion with the superior breeding and fleetness of their horse, while we well knew that the world knew no finer horse than our bay. So we just could not stand it; we could not bet and run our horse and they would not run for fun. It so happened that each of the captains had a large silver spur which were just alike, and we concluded this ought to be the stake. Each would have freely given his spur to match the other, but we could not allow such an opportunity to pass without trying the speed of the horses. Our best judges concluded that our horse was the better at three-fourths of a mile, and they thought that theirs would do better at one mile or more, and much caviling was the result. Finally our horse racer, an old man who had been considerably stirred by their constant bullying, publicly declared that, "Stuart's bay horse can beat Duncan's black any day the sun shines at any place on Texas soil, any distance from one to one thousand miles," and by way of emphasizing his speech, turned on a string of oaths that apparently settled the matter beyond dispute.

Then they came at us. Next Saturday the day, one mile the distance, the sand bar opposite the camp the place; each horse to carry such rider as his friends selected. When the race was made it was the event of the camp and the betting was wonderful and high. When Saturday came, at the appointed hour, the sand bar was measured and the people were lined up on each side of the imaginary track by thousands. There were bets on six hundred yards, judges and polls at the half mile, at three-quarters, at seven-eights and lastly at one mile; the race for the spur. Captain Stuart was not present and the only notice he appeared to take of the matter was when we started with his horse he spoke to the sergeant with some interest, saying, "Orderly, if you run my horse over three-quarters you had better put a light rider on him," then turned into his tent.

When we got to the river, four or five miles, company H was there, the ground measured and polls established at the several stations along the line. The black was ridden by an Indian boy and I was to ride the bay.

We were stripped and mounted and the Indian got the word on me. The bay was in fine condition and of such high mettle as to be unmanageable, but we finally got off after much worry to my horse. The Indian got a few feet the start, but I passed him at the quarter, was a full length ahead at six hundred yards and twenty feet ahead at three-quarters, but as I had never been through the course I mistook the seven-eighths pole for the last and gave my horse a pull, and as he was failing anyway the black horse passed him and went out a full length ahead and I lost the Captain's spur. I felt so bad over it that is not yet pleasant for me to think of it, for I surely rode the best horse. Still if you find a member of company H yet alive I believe he will crow over their victory.

Shortly after this we were mustered into the Confederate service by Colonel W. C. Young, October 14, 1861, and took up the line of march for the seat of war, crossing Red River near where Denison now stands.

The next camp of note was at Boggy Depot, where we spent the night. Boggy Depot is situated on Boggy Creek and was a noted trading point where many trinkets and notions were sold by the Indians. The soldiers of the regiment bought quite a lot of these gaudy things and on the march next day presented all the colors of the rainbow in fringes, handkerchiefs, shawls, etc.

From this point Captain Whaley was sent in advance to procure subsistence for the men and horses, and this writer was one of the detail to go with him. At Lamb's Gap Captain Whaley was making a purchase of a hog for meat from an Indian who spoke but very little of the language. About all I could make out was that the hog was big and fat and wild and that he, the seller, could go to the mountains and kill him, the hog, for the price named. The trade was made and the Indian, mounted on his pony, with his six shooter without the revolving apparatus, set out for the mountain and brought the hog in, and, behold, when the hog was delivered HE was an old woods sow in a very short time of bringing pigs.

I remember no incident worthy of note from this camp to North Fork Town. While the regiment was camped here Captain Whatley with his same squad was some ten miles further up the river gathering up supplies. We were in camp when a small Negro Indian boy on a horse rode up. After some conversation with Captain Whaley he rode away at a gallop, uttering a curious scream, terminating in something resembling the gobbling of a turkey, which the Captain said was the Indian war-whoop, and meant mischief to us. We were encamped near a building called a Mission, and stood guard over our horses, which were kept saddled for fight or flight, while the Indians in every direction appeared to be in great excitement, and we afterward learned that a detachment left that night to join Chief Hapothlehola, who with his braves was further up the river pressing General Cooper who commanded the Confederate Indian forces. Early next morning we rejoined our command.

During our absence a large detachment, in fact nearly the whole regiment, except a strong wagon guard, that was left in charge of the baggage, had started on a forced march up the river to reinforce General Cooper who was had pressed by the Yankees and their Indian allies, under an old chief named Hapothlehola, known among our allies as "Gouge."

Gouge had once been a great warrior of the Creek Nation and was at enmity with the family of McIntosh, the reigning chief, and in order to revenge his hatred had assembled all the least civilized of his own tribe, together with allies from other tribes, and espoused the cause of our common enemy with his Seminole. (The word Seminole in the Creek tongue means wild.) General Cooper in command of some Choctaw, Chickasaw, Creek and Cherokee was hard pressed by Gouge and the Seminole and their allies.

We joined the detachment about daylight in the morning while they were on a rapid march and without a halt each man fell into his respective company. The march was long and tiresome, only a short halt was made about noon to eat the small ration and refill the canteens with water. Many times during the march we were forced to cross streams in one single narrow path that probably had been made by buffalo and other wild animals, which caused considerable delay. The distance was probably 70 or 75 miles, and it was late at night before we were with Cooper. The last ten miles probably was made after dark. General Cooper's Indians received us with a great joy as we marched through their camp and fired us a grand salute, which we returned with about the same unmilitary regularity. After passing through the camps we were encamped for the remainder of the night. I afterward learned that General Cooper had the detachment marched through his camp to inspire greater confidence among his braves, most of whom were Indians, one company alone whites, Captain Otis G. Welch commanding, from Texas, and was acting as Cooper's Escort.

I have neglected one item which may be of interest to the reader which I will now speak of as memory presents it to my view. At the time we were mustered into the service of the Confederate States as each man had furnished his own equipment they were all inspected and valued, and we were to be paid for them according to that valuation. My horse was a large black gelding, and the valuation of my effects was as follows:

1 horse——————————————-$100.00

1 Saddle, rawhide skeleton———-25.00

Saddlebags—————————————4.00

2 blankets (1 fine)—————————-7.00

1 bridle————————————————-2.00

1 gun, common double barrel shotgun—25.00

Underclothing, 4 shirts, 4 drawers————-8.00

Coat and pants———————————————16.00

Boots—————————————————————6.00

Canteen, cup, knife, belt and etc——————3.00

Total————————————————————$186.00

This total of $186.00 I give you as a fair average of the outfit of the private Texas cavalryman. These figures are taken from memory, but are substantially correct.

Our first day here was a novel and busy one, for while our horses took a short a much needed rest, ten days rations of raw beef, flour and corn meal were issued and we were ordered to cook them up for a march. How shall we cook them was the question, as all our kettles, pans and ovens were far away with the wagons we had left behind. Major Rose said we were then novices in the art of ration making, and, after many years, this writer acknowledges he is still a novice under the same conditions. The only advantage that a life of experience has given me that would improve my first ten days rations of meal and flour is that then the meal was made up and cooked separate and was bad to crumble, while the flour was sad and stony when made into bread; now I have learned to mix the meal and flour together, by which means these two great faults would in a measure be overcome. But to resume; we built fires on the rocks, and after brushing away the ashes made a cake of bread baked on one side and dried on the other. Some made ash cakes and roasted them in the ashes, some got rocks and set them before the fire after the manner of Johnnie Cakes, and many more devices were used. A good, nice stick would do with the flour dough, but with the meal it would not answer for lack of cohesion. During the day and early night the rations were all cooked, after a manner, and the remainder of the night was spent in watching our Indian friends prepare for battle in a war dance.

Many people seem to think the Indian war dance is a frivolous affair; but from my observation it is really a very serious ceremony, that is just as necessary for the Indian before his battle for life or death as is prayer for the Christian on like occasion.

Going over among the Indians I found that they were gathering together for the dance, and when they had assembled a spokesman arose and in a very earnest manner spoke some words to his braves in his native tongue, they giving him the most profound attention. I did not understand his language, but afterward learned from an Indian that his speech in substance was about as follows:

"Friends, Hapothlehola, one of our race who has been honored and loved by his people, has become mad with his brothers and has gathered to him all the wild tribes and has marched them to our homes. We offered to meet him as a friend and brother, but he turned his back to us, then we sent him a white flag by our young warrior and he painted it red, a sign of war, and sent us this. (Here he displayed a huge club shaped like a chicken's head, with blood and hair in its bill.) This scene was met with screams and gobbles which lasted for some minutes, when a few guns were fired and silence was restored and the speaker went on: "What does this mean? Ask the old men who have lived beyond the "Great Water" and they will tell you it means WAR!

It means that they will kill our children, it means that they will burn our houses, it means they will take away our squaws, it means they will drive off our cattle; and when we have grown weak for want of food they will hunt us down in the mountains and scalp us like wolves." (Here the speaker was again drowned in a series of yells.)

The glimmer of the low campfires made the painted bodies of the Indians look like demons rising from the infernal regions. This lasted probably twenty minutes and was finally brought to a quiet with renewed gobbles, when the orator resumed: "Friends, will you swear before the Great Spirit that you will defend your own, even though your lifeblood should be given? Will you swear that you will never take ease again until the last of those who seek to do us harm are driven over the border? Then let us paint our faces, a sign that we look no more upon the squaw until her enemies are no more; then will our little ones bask in the shade on the banks of their brooks, then will the squaw know that we are no cowards and will have no fears, for she will be kept a wife of her people by the arms of our braves." At this juncture a ring was filled with painted Indians, all marching in a side-like manner, stepping high and fast while they chanted a strange song. Others soon joined them, and thus was the time passed until I had to look to my last ash cake, which was burnt beyond recognition, but it went into the bag and we ate it. Some corn had also been issued to us which we were ordered to shell and place in a sack to be carried for our horses. Thus a busy day and night was spent in making ready for a heavy march, which we knew lay before us, for General Cooper's Indian scouts had reported that the enemy had broken camp and was retreating towards the Northwest. At an early hour on the following morning the bugle sounded and the regiment fell into line, each man having strapped to his saddle, his ten day's rations and about one peck of shelled corn, besides blankets and forty loads of shot and powder for his arms, canteen, cup, etc. Lieutenant Colonel Quail was in command and while in line he told us that we were to march after the enemy until overtaken and beaten, which would be in a wild and unsettled country and explained to us the great importance of economizing our rations for ourselves and horses, as our efficiency depended altogether on what we then carried. He also caused a blue and a red string to be issued to each man to be tied around his left arm, which he explained was a badge to be worn by our allies, both white and Indians, and that the opposing forces would wear a piece of a corn shuck, either plaited in his hair, or otherwise connected with his head dress, and that we should know all such to be enemies, and further to let no Indian or white man pass us without the badge, and impressed it upon us as of life and death importance.

While in line Cooper's Indian warriors were marched by us in columns of two, first McIntosh at the head of the Creek, a large regiment, I suppose 1,300; then the Choctaw and Chickasaw, about 500; then Captain Welch's company of Texans, about 100, and last 9th Texas Cavalry, about 800 were commanded by Colonel Quail and Major Towne. Colonel Sims, as I recollect, was in charge of the train guard, left at Northfork town, to proceed to a given point on the Arkansas River and await our return. The Indian warriors, as I noticed were well supplied with rations, and rode small ponies and were dressed in a garb ranging from a common gent's suit to a breech clout and blanket, most of the full bloods wore only the latter, their faces were painted in such a manner that many of them were frightful to even look upon. There seemed to be no particular design in the manner of their painting, but each one seemed to have been painted according to the fancy of the artist but the most common way of painting appeared to be about three lines of deep red from the edge of the hair down the forehead and met between the eyes. Then a large red spot on either cheek that would resemble the outline picture of the sun with spangles, all of red, sometimes black spots, too, were painted and sometimes the eyes were made red, and the mouth outlined to each ear and some were painted black down to the eyes, then the balance of the face red. And many hideous looking faces told of desperate purposes, but if any of them bespoke any rank or had special meaning I failed to learn them. Some had head coverings that were the skins from the heads of buffalo, bear, panthers, cougars, calves, etc., and quite a number wore the horns taken off with the hide of buffalo, and others wore no head covering, only a single feather like it might be plucked from the tail of a turkey, eagle, buzzard, or anything else that the wearer might fancy. I noticed one old warrior on foot who carried a long full stock rifle, he wore leggings and moccasins in addition to his breech clout and a feather about four feet long that had been taken from the tail of a peafowl was his complete wardrobe. He only spoke one word in English and that was, No! We called him "Old Pap" and he answered to the name with his positive No! to anything that was spoken to him. There were quite a number of squaws that were among the warriors in camps but how they traveled and when, I never from learned the Indians. No matter how full or scant his apparel was sure to have the badge of red and blue on his arm. Their arms were as varied as their apparel and were old rifle, guns and bows and arrows mostly, and in this motley assembly we marched upon the enemy, a force I suppose, all toll, would number from 2,500 to 2,800 men.
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CHAPTER VI.

FIRST INDIAN BATTLE.
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Colonel Quail placed a guard on our flanks and we moved out about six or eight miles and we came upon their vacated camps and Captain Stuart and a part of his company were sent out to examine the vacated camp and report, in order to estimate the strength and equipage of the enemy. And this writer thus being favored, had an opportunity of exploring the camp and in a measure gratifying the curiosity that had so great a hold upon me.

There were signs of wagons, quite a number of ponies and cattle in huge droves, and more than 2,500 fires had been built on either side of the creek for more than a mile of its course. There were signs of tents and bones of animals, but the camp had been so completely burned over that it was very difficult to determine their trail, for each wagon had apparently selected its own road through the grass and the fire had almost obliterated every trace of the vehicles in many places. But we found that they had moved in a northwest direction and their trail sign could be discovered for a distance of several miles in width. And in this scattering manner they had moved for several days, probably for fifty miles, before they appeared to consolidate in the trail, which we, on the second or third day out, found to be well beaten and plainly marked. At intervals we found the fires while yet burning, appearing to have been left a few hours. The Vedettes of the enemy were nearly always to be seen in front to the right or left and occasionally in the rear, as we marched. Mr. Victor Rose, in his book, Ross' Brigade, says we sighted their camp and fought them on the fourth day out, but to the best of my recollection it was the ninth or tenth day out. We crossed creeks and rivulets and the Indians gave us the names of the larger ones. Among others, I remember Deep Fork, Salt Creek and Stinking Fork of the Arkansas River. The country became more broken and huge mountains could be seen in the distance to the left and in front. The supply of bread had become scarce when I first realized my extreme hunger, Thomas English, a member of Captain Stuart's company, remarked that he could eat a piece of a dead dog, which were plentiful on the trail, having been killed a time sufficient to swell them and gave the appearance of fine condition of fat. Within the next twenty-four hours which remark was sanctioned by almost all who heard it. From that moment on I was hungry. I was suffering and I was extremely hungry.

On one evening a cow had got away from the enemy and was coming back the trail and was immediately butchered but did not much more than sharpen our appetites and the last of the bread was exhausted. The Indians, we noticed had small sacks of some parched meal that they called Arbusca. I succeeded in getting a small package, probably a gill for a quarter of a dollar, and I used it as directed, that is stirred about a spoonful into a pint of water and drank it. It was splendid. I afterwards learned that it was made of corn parched and ground, mixed with a wild herb root called "chuck-a-way" and sweetened, and by the aid of such things as we could gather we managed to live but our hunger was almost unbearable. We halted on the banks after crossing the Arkansas River and upon looking around under some Burr oak trees, we found a lot of acorns. They eat well and we replenished our provision store to the full extent of the supply——probably five or six to the man——and not knowing the effect of such food we munched from the supply in our pockets on the march until the chase and battle, which occurred later that evening. I have neglected to mention that during the march for the past few days that a Vedette, most always to be seen on our left flank had, several times been the occasion of a lively chase and many had been the shots fired at him and his horse. I had more than once chased him only to be easily left, which was mortifying to my pride. For I rode a horse "Old Napoleon" that to my mind was equal to the best and I could scarce realize that any living man could ride a living horse away from me when I was mounted on "Old Pole" but that scout could leave me with apparent ease. But there seemed to me each time for chase a reason why "Old Pole" was left which I firmly believed would not occur again. The horse was white, very white, and the rider appeared to be small and without beard and of a light complexion, and carried arms that were long range. Both rider and horse appeared to be proof against any arms that we carried, and our superstition had led us to believe he was an enchantment and it was shared alike with our Indian allies. The white horse was the subject of a large part of our conversation and each of us believed that he had fired the gun that reasonably would have killed him, but he was still seen this time in front. And while yet munching at our acorns and resting our horses the scouts reported the village of the enemy only six or eight miles distant, and Colonel Quail began immediate preparations for his capture. Captain Stuart was placed in command of the advance and called for his company to forward with a renewed energy. Each man was thrilled for we felt the long chase would have come to an issue and we all felt that victory was ours. Major Rose, in his work mentioned, explains the plans of attack, but I was so carried away with the thought of Captain Stuart's bay horse that I had no doubt but he would catch the Gray and I felt like "Old Pole" would be a very close second, and with these thoughts uppermost in my mind I did not know or care how the others were disposed. For my aim in the battle was to kill or capture the white horse and the famed rider. I never looked for anything but Captain Stuart and his company. We rode out on the high prairie and just south of east of our position and in plain view quietly stood the white horse and his ever alert rider mounted. On either side of the Vedette at a distance of 400 or 600 yards there were some small creeks with lower lands on which there was some timber, the tops of which could be seen for four or five miles. The prairie appeared to be shut in by the streams coming together, forming a landscape view that would be represented by a sharp letter V, about midway between the two projecting prongs.

The company was first ordered front into line and from this position could see the smoke as it arose from the camp of the enemy along both streams to the left and to the right, and straight in front at about 600 yards distance was the only living object that I saw who had, while we were performing said maneuver, set the grass on fire. This was about 3 o'clock, November 19th, 1861. Captain Stuart then ordered an advance. With eyes set on the gray horse, the soldiers could not be held back with a line, but like beasts of prey they flew at the Vedette, each man hoping to get within range before he reached cover. Away we went, my heart swelled that, "Old Pole" was still kept a close second to Captain Stuart's noted bay. We soon had him on the run and we reserved our fire hoping to get him, though we followed him to his den. By some means as if by magic he managed to fire the prairie several times while on the run, which was a long one, for the Vedette rode for the juncture of the two creeks——and we close after him. When within 40 or 50 yards we received a volley of balls and arrows that were discharged by a hidden enemy who had concealed themselves behind the bank, but from our close proximity we saw them when they raised to fire upon us. Captain Stuart discharged his pistol that he carried in his hand and reigned up his horse with the command of "left into line" and as the company dashed into line each man discharged his piece into the half hidden ranks of the Indians. The company was rapidly and nicely forming with a good effect when on the extreme left of the line Lieutenant English called to those of the left to aim to the left as the Indians were now enfilading our line with a severe fire. Captain Stuart carried one of those peculiar pistols that were so constructed that their use required the use of three fingers. The second and third fingers were used to cock the pistol and the first, which was used to shoot by pulling the trigger as with an ordinary pistol. While Captain Stuart was firing he would raise the muzzle of the pistol up and fire as his arm was on a downward movement, and while his hand was raised after cocking his pistol, he was struck in the forehead by a large ball that passed out a little to the left of the center of the back of his head. He made an unusual noise. I looked and he was falling forward and to the right of his horse, which he held well in gather with the left hand, firmly holding the bridle when the body fell. It so turned that the hand raised with the pistol fell across the front of the saddle and the force of the grip discharged the pistol and the ball passed very close to my face, "Fearful close." The ball that killed him on passing out of his head threw a large wad of his brain upon the sleeve and collar of my coat.

One of our Lieutenants, seeing the rapid movements of the enemy, ordered us to retreat and load as retreating, an order that was obeyed with some sullenness, and as soon as loaded our guns were immediately discharged upon our pursuing enemy who were peppering us with deadly aim, aided by the glare of the light from the burning prairie as set by their famed scout. It was about sundown when we first fired into their camp, and dark soon aided them to keep concealed, and by the reason of the firelight they continued the fight until late at night, we disputing every inch of the ground for more than two miles. I was getting enough of it and beginning to wonder where the regiment was, when all as a flash of electricity the prairie was in a long, smooth line of fire from the regiment, who had, by separating and taking a part of our Indian force with each division, had as completely ambushed the Indians as they had ambushed Stuart's company on the beginning of the fight. A loud roar told us of our relief and we though thank "God." We had passed through the line and now we had nothing to do but look on. The fight was very severe for only a short time, when the yell of our Chocktaw and Chickasaw, whom we had by this time learned to distinguish, told us of the victory. The route was complete and was only followed to the limits of sky-lighting from the prairie fire now burning furiously in all direction. The fight was called off, our regiment to the call of the bugle and the Indians to a peculiar whoop known to themselves.

We encamped for the remainder of the night in line, each man in arms while a strong chain guard kept watch, while the regiment slept.
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RETURN FROM BATTLE.
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The earliest signs of approaching daylight found us ready to renew the battle but as light appeared our advance found the enemy gone. He had utilized the remainder of the night in a rapid but noiseless retreat and as before there was no trail to be followed, for when they slip off no two of them appear to travel the same trail. But the fruits of our engagement was to be seen in their deserted camp. There were about twenty wagons, mostly loaded with Indian plunder, consisting of hides of animals used for bedding, and many curious things that to me were without name or value and were all very dirty. There was one wagon loaded with provisions, but I was told had all been poisoned before they left it and a strong guard was placed in charge of it to prevent the men from eating before it could be burned. I know it was burned in the presence of starving men. The wagons were of modern make and in good condition, for I remember it was here I saw my first striped thimble skinned wagons. Besides these wagons there were large herds of stock and we soon had plenty of beef without bread or salt, and horses without number were gathered but poor and in a starving condition. We burned all the wagons and most of the plunder, but some of the soldiers appropriated a lot of Buffalo, Bear and Wolf hides that had been prepared and used for bedding. And in addition there were taken quite a lot of prisoners who were duly turned over to their own race, and we gathered up the wounded and dressed their wounds and buried our dead among the rest. Our beloved Captain Stuart, who had been regarded by his company much like a child regards its father, and the deep sorrow we felt for him will never be expressed in words on paper. I will only say our greatest hopes were buried with him.

It was a very difficult matter to go over the whole field and find all the dead but as several of us had seen the Captain fall it was our special lot to bury him, and we found him, but not before he had been seen by the enemy, for he fell within one hundred yards of their camp. His body was striped but he was not scalped, which led me to believe that his body had been found only by the camp squaws, for the warriors would have scalped the body——all the others of our dead were scalped. At the time of his death Captain Stuart had in his pockets some Burr Oak acorns, as I have before stated, and these acorns were arranged in a line upon his naked body——more like the work of children at play than the acts of warfare. We wrapped him in a blanket and placed the body on a horse and conveyed it several miles from the spot where he fell and under cover of the darkness we made a grave with only our hack knives and neatly wrapped in a blanket with a vault covered with flat stones, we placed the body and filled the grave, after which we burned some brush upon the place to hide all signs of a grave where we left him. Our losses in this engagement were several, but their names and company were not known to me, some we found had been tortured to death with fire, others shot, and we had several wounded, one or two severely. They were moved by means of a horse litter, one poor fellow I recollect that had his jaw broken and if there ever was a time when a man needed his jaw it was when we had only tough beef, and no way to cook it but to broil, but we managed to make a broth for this man and he lived for years after the war.

On the morning of the 21st we started to our wagon train, then camped on Arkansas River not far above Fort Gibson. Our course lay in an eastern direction and down the river there was no road or trail and the principal trouble was crossings on the creeks, etc. We camped on Deep Fork in a nice valley, and it was here that I first remember the great scourge, the measles. We had a case in our mess, his name was Monroe King, and as the night was a wet one, I well remember the tent we made him of a single blanket pegged down over him to protect him from the storm. He is now dead.

On the following day we continued our journey down the river and as well as I now recollect it was on the second or third day of our travels that we came to the first settlement. We found no person on the place and no living animal, but on riding into the little enclosure we noticed that the little field had been cultivated in wheat. In a small crib the crop had been housed in the sheaf, the stubble had been cut very high and bundles were very long which was evidence of the great height of the grain. It must have been five feet or more tall when growing. A guard was placed around the little crib and a sergeant at once proceeded to issue the grain to the men, a small handful to each man, who without further ceremony, proceeded to rub out the grain and eat it raw. It tasted fine, for it was the only bread we had eaten for four or five days.

The next encampment that I recollect was when we found plenty of cattle and goats and we butchered a plentiful supply that only wanted salt to satisfy our great hunger. On the following morning each man was ordered to carry a ration for the next night, and we each carried a good sized chunk of broiled meat on the march, which was continued down the river, most of the time near its banks. The march was continued until about 3 o'clock in the evening, when a halt was called, and we were ordered to eat our food, which we devoured with great relish. About the hour of starting, I first learned that our wagons were encamped only a short distance down the river, and a quickened march soon brought us in sight of the long wished encampment, where we were to again be filled. I was hungry, and it appeared to be the want of salt that gave me the greatest annoyance. On reaching the camp we found that our comrades had prepared for us, a great heap of biscuits which lay on the pan and the skillet was heaped with good brown slices of mess pork. But to my dismay each man was ordered to eat only one biscuit with one slice of meat, then feed his horse five ears of corn and after he had eaten to water him at the river about 300 yards distant. Then he could have the second and to feed and water as before. This order, I suppose, was a precaution to prevent us and our horses from overeating. A wise precaution it must have been, when I remember that the biscuits were large and each man soaked his bread well in the salted grease and proceeded to eat with that relish that experience only could realize. There were throngs of men and horses going and returning from the water which was kept up to far into the night, this writer making three trips, each time devouring his allotted ration and on the fourth biscuit, I had enough, thank God. I had enough once more, and on the following day no serious results are remembered, but we rested, we slept, we ate and slept again, thus was ended our first soldier experience on an Indian campaign. We were absent from our train twenty-one days, to the best of my memory. We were greatly fatigued and our horses in bad shape, the men mostly in fair health but a few cases of the dreadful scourge "measles" had been reported, a disease which afterwards proved very destructive to the regiment.

We had a large surplus of Indian ponies that had been brought in from the capture and I think that each soldier named his captured pony Gouge, in honor to his former associations.

After we reached the wagons and had filled up we learned that our Indians would celebrate the victory with a scalp dance and I went to see them. At their camp they had a circle, in the center of which was planted a bush with a great number of limbs, and on these limbs were fastened the scalps taken in the battle. The usual war whoop was sounded and the same solemn chant and the dancers with paint and arms were performing various quicksteps, "Much like a recruit marking time," but were beating slowly around the ring. When at a given signal a warrior was seen to jump into the ring with knife and hatchet in his hands. He made many fierce high jumps as though expecting an enemy, who soon made his appearance on opposite side of the ring, making the same demonstrations, apparently not seeing each other, while the others kept up the chant and march. When they first saw each other they played the cat and tried to slip on each other, when, after a time at this, one made a dash for the other and a high clear jump he is out of the way, and before a recovery they leap at each other like game chicks for a period of several minutes, when finally one will fall while the other stands proudly over his victim waving high above his head a knife and bends down and with a quick movement of the arm apparently he takes off his scalp amid a deafening, howling roar that I cannot describe.

Our camp at this place was in the neighborhood of some good farms and forage for our horses was in great plenty and we rested and ate and drank of this great bounty. And it was no great while until we again wished for more active life. Within a few days we were moved to Fort Gibson and an election was held for a captain. Lieutenant James English was elected captain, an honor which I think was justly merited, as it was to his keen perception and great presence of mind that the company had made such a good fight at Round Mountain.

While at Fort Gibson the measles was a terror in the regiment and many were sick and the burial service was of daily occurrence.
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SECOND INDIAN BATTLE.
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Fort Gibson was situated at the juncture of Grand River with the waters of the Arkansas River, and is beautifully situated on the north and east banks of the two above named rivers, and consisted of a beautiful square, surrounded with small wooden buildings. At the time of which I write the only armament consisted of two block houses made of logs and situated at opposite corners of the square, one at the Northwest and the other on the southeast corners. Each was made of nice hewn logs and were about 14 feet square, to a height of about 8 feet, the walls became larger on all sides, were set out about three feet on each side, making the upper rooms about 20 feet square. They were closely connected between the logs and no opening with the exception of one small door made thick and heavy, there were port holes chiseled in the walls large enough to contain the muzzles of the guns and so cut that the guns could be brought to bear on any place facing that side of the house. Fort Gibson is about the line connecting the Creek and Cherokee nations. Quite a number of Cherokee lived in or about the Fort, most of them were mixed blooded people and were well educated, and many of them seemed to be wealthy, and their generosity was never surpassed by any people, especially in the care of our sick.

General Cooper's command was encamped a few miles up the river on the Verdigris River in the Cherokee Nation and about this time the enemy was again on the hostile move, and it was about this time I first saw the regiment of Colonel Stanwats, a fine looking body of men. I was told they were Indian blood, but if they differed from any other regiment in soldier appearance I could not detect it. So different were they from other Indian soldiers that I had met. Colonel Drue also had a regiment of Cherokee Indians which were unlike Stanwats' regiment, as they all appeared to be full bloods, or as the Indians would say, "Tubbus." It was only a few days until we again started out to meet Hapothlehola at this time reinforced with the regiments of Stanwats and Drue. We met and passed these regiments daily on the march up the Arkansas and across the Verdigris and in due time were joined with General Cooper, who encamped his forces on the night of December 8th, near the village of the enemy, who was again in great force. During the night, some communications were passed between the opposing forces, as I understood, with a view to peace. But about midnight we were called into line of battle and told that the regiment of Cherokee under Colonel Drue had deserted and all gone to the camp of Hapothlehola and as they knew our position and force, we were momentarily expecting an attack. I was too sleepy to stay awake and our officers walked the line to see that every man was in readiness to meet the expected, when Lieutenant Haynes of Company I passed along and found me asleep. He was a large man and of fine physique and had endurance equal to any Indian, and to impress me with importance of my vigilance, he in short order, jerked a limb from a sapling and proceeded with a court-martial, not exactly in military style, but much after the style of a parent with his little boy. He gave me a good whipping, an act that I have always regarded as one of great kindness, it drove sleep from my eyes. Lieutenant Haynes never reported me to the commanding officer and therefore, through his manly kindness, I avoided a court-martial, and from that time ever afterwards I endeavored to show to him my appreciation by my fidelity to him, and when Lieutenant Haynes was to perform any duty, my chief delight was to be numbered with his men. He seemed glad to have me.
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