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TO

MAJOR-GENERAL Z. TAYLOR,

Commanding The Army Of The United States In Mexico.

Dear General——

Permit a soldier, who has had the honor of serving under your command throughout some of the most stirring scenes of the war with Mexico, to dedicate to you the following pages——being simply the journal of an expedition remarkable for many events worthy of being preserved for the future.

The tribute is offered, not only as a token of the high regard and esteem in which you were held by the men and officers under your command, whose friend and leader you were; and of the high sense universally entertained for your military talents, for which you are so justly distinguished; but also for the kind courtesies received at your hands while in the service of our common country.

With great respect,

I have the honor to be

Your obedient servant,

SAMUEL C. REID, Jr.

New Orleans, February 22, 1847.
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PREFACE.
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The author of the following pages, participating in the enthusiastic feeling that prevailed on the reception of the news from Mexico of the battles of "Palo Alto" and "Resaca de la Palma," was induced to join the volunteers called into service, and left New Orleans as adjutant of one of the regiments of Louisiana volunteers.

Soon after his arrival at Brazos St. Jago, becoming dissatisfied with his position, and feeling confident that his regiment would be kept in the rear to garrison the different posts, he resigned his rank, and proceeded to Matamoros, where he joined the company of Texas Rangers, commanded by Captain Benjamin McCulloch, which was detached from Colonel Hays's regiment, and kept for scouting service by General Taylor.

Long habituated to writing a journal, the author kept up his notes while in Mexico, which he has been induced to give to the public, at the solicitation of his friends, and has thought that their presentation would prove most acceptable in their original form. It is, then, but a simple journal of events, that he offers to the public as they occurred, from the embarkation of his regiment, including the storming of Monterey, up to the time of his return to New Orleans, with an account of the celebrated scouts of McCulloch at Buena Vista.

We have endeavored to give a fair and faithful account of the incidents herein related, and to do justice to those who participated in them; if, however, some statements may seem to have been given with inaccuracy, it must be recollected that men do not see, think, speak, or act alike, and therefore diversity not only of opinion will exist, but even different constructions will be given; nay, some events may be unknown, while others are overlooked; to those, then, who may seem to have been neglected, we tender this as our apology.
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McCULLOCH'S TEXAS RANGERS.

CHAPTER I.
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Departure for the Seat of War——Incidents of the Passage——Arrival at the Brazos——St. Jago——Description of the Island, etc., and Point Isabel——Anecdotes——The false Alarm.

On the morning of the 4th of June 1846, our regiment, the 6th Louisiana Volunteers, was complete and fully equipped, having been mustered into the service of the United States, and were patiently waiting at the barracks, below the city of New Orleans, for transportation. As is always the case preparatory to the embarkation of either sailors or soldiers, everything was in the highest state of confusion and excitement. Orders had been issued for the departure of our regiment on the next morning at daylight, and the steamer James L. Day was ready at the landing to receive us. Notwithstanding the inclemency of the weather, the barracks had been thronged with the friends and relatives of the officers and soldiers, and amid the final adieus and sad farewells, there was many a strict injunction and ardent promise made and given among the parting friends. It was our last night ashore, and every one seemed determined to make the most of it. There were any quantity of malcontents in the guardhouse——and many were the ingenious plots, plans, and excuses made up among the men, for the purpose of getting leave to go up town; and in case of failure many of them took French leave, by scaling the walls of the barracks. The night was extremely propitious for those who chose this mode of procedure, for a very heavy rain had set in during the early part of the evening, and continued to fall in torrents throughout the night.

At daylight on the 5th, we commenced to embark the troops, and on examining the morning report, we found a goodly number marked absent without leave; an officer was despatched to town after the delinquents, who succeeded in getting all on board, with a few exceptions. At 11 A. M., we got underway, the steamer taking a turn up the river, and rounding most beautifully, with colors flying, and the band playing a lively air; we fired a salute from a long brass piece, which had been put on board for the protection of the vessel, and the sun coming out in all its wonted splendor as we passed the barracks, we returned the hearty cheer which had saluted us from our friends on shore. Pursuing our course as we swiftly glided over the turbid waters of the Mississippi, which was soon to lead us to the blue waves of Mexico, we saw, as it were, our homes receding far in the distance from us, and to many it was a last and eternal farewell. At 7 P. M., we crossed the bar, and discharged our pilot at the Balize. As the sun sank beneath the blue waves, the men, too, seemed to settle down in a quiet contentment, and if any regretted his patriotic enthusiasm, which had caused him to enlist, it was now too late, for the land we had left was then but as a dim cloud in the distance. It was a most lovely night. The sea was as smooth as a mirror, and the moon never looked more sweet and fascinating with her silvery beams dancing on the rippling waters, caused by the motion of our boat, which was a most delightful one, and sat on the waves as graceful as a swan. At midnight we retired, many of the officers preferring a pallet spread on deck, to a stateroom in the cabin.

We had often thought what must have been the glorious splendors of the first breaking in of light upon the world, but never did we fully realize the conception, until the morning of the 6th. The breaking of day at sea is certainly one of nature's grandest spectacles. It was just at gray dawn, when the last lingering stars of heaven were fading from sight, caused by the gradual rising of the sun, though still far below the horizon, that the edge of the blue eastern sky became beautifully tinged with a most delicate roseate hue, gradually spreading and deepening into vermilion; the light fleecy clouds assumed a softer and a richer glow, melting by degrees as the sun approached nearer the surface, into a pale golden tinge, which extended itself along the encircling edge of the sky now mellowing into a brighter golden light, as the day-god rose in all his gorgeous brilliancy, casting a veil over the soft features of the queen of night, which still rode high in midheaven.

At 8 A. M., the death of one of the men was reported, and preparations were made for a burial at sea. The poor fellow was sewed up in his blanket, which served as his winding sheet; and being ballasted at the feet with round shot for the purpose of sinking him, he was placed on a plank which was laid halfway across the rail of the ship, and as his companions stood around, prayers were read, and the body launched into the deep. This cast a gloom over the men, who had become duly sobered, and began to understand their duties and positions. In the afternoon we had fresh breezes with light squalls of rain. At night the officers amused themselves with reading and playing cards.

Sunday, the 7th, was a delightful day, though very hot, as the thermometer was near 90°. We had a fine bathhouse on board, and the sea-bathing, in the shape of shower-baths, was charming Our captain caught several Bonita and Dolphin, which were a great curiosity to those who had never seen these finny tribes of the deep before. As is always the case at sea, or traveling in any way, but more especially on shipboard, after the first excitement wears off a general quiet succeeds——each one seems wrapped in his own thoughts, and, consequently, a degree of monotony prevails.

At daylight on the next day, we made the land, which was very low and flat, and running down the coast until we came to the anchorage ground, off the Brazos, we lay-to for a pilot. The scene which here presented itself was both novel and exciting——innumerable vessels lay outside of the Brazos, whose shallow inlet did not permit them to go over the bar, and were being lightened of their cargoes by small steamers. To the left lay the island of Brazos St. Jago, or "the arms of St. James," with its little hillocks of sand, which are for ever shifting and changing by the tremendous gales of wind which sweep over the island, while to the right lay a long narrow bar of sand, called St. Padre's Island, which takes its name from the fact that the padre, or priest of Matamoros, once owned a large rancho on this island, some thirty miles from Point Isabel, which contained some 30,000 head of cattle, but which was destroyed by the Texians during their struggle for independence, and the cattle driven off to Corpus Christi. Between these two islands lies a very narrow passage, or inlet, leading into a beautiful bay which washes the high bluffs of Point Isabel. From the anchorage outside, is plainly visible the masts of the smaller craft within.

The passage over the bar and through the inlet is rendered very dangerous from a tremendous surf and ground swell, which rolls in from the sea. A pilot soon came off to us, and in a little while we were in the midst of the breakers and rollers. Another vessel was coming out at the time, and while nearing each other, as each rose and fell with the sea, a collision seemed inevitable; but we passed harmlessly by, and soon were inside of the bay, which was smooth as a lake. We landed on the shore of Brazos Island, and commenced disembarking the troops, and making preparations for our encampment. We pitched our tents about a mile from the landing towards the sea, near the sand-hills, beyond which there lies one of the most beautiful beaches we ever saw. The island is about six miles long. On the Southeast part of the island, there are a few miserable huts, inhabited by a Mexican family, who are supported by a large flock of goats, and trading with the shipping, etc. There were once two tolerably good ponds of fresh water on the island, but they have become stagnant and dry. The only means of obtaining water there, was by digging wells about three feet deep in the sand, but it was brackish and unwholesome; the wells dug nearest the seashore, however, proved the best. There was formerly a small village on this island, which was destroyed by a hurricane; and the sea making a complete breach over it, the inhabitants perished with it. There are several legends told, how that, many years ago, the island was the rendezvous of a gang of pirates, who, when pursued, invariably made their escape through this dangerous inlet, and that they frequently enticed vessels ashore, which had drifted from their course, by means of false lights. At the head of the island, or the Northwest part of it, there is another arm of the sea, which separates it from the mainland, running around into the bay, called the Boca Chica, or small mouth. It is about fifty yards wide, and is generally fordable, though not deep enough for vessels of even light draught. This inlet, with that of the other at the foot of the island, forms "the arms of St. James," from which the island takes its name.

After the morning parade, on the day following, we went, with several other officers of our regiment who had obtained leave, to visit Point Isabel, which is about three miles distant from the island. For this purpose we chartered a neat sailboat, and, with a fine breeze, we soon made the Point, the approach to which, however, is very shoal. The bluff' here is about fifteen or twenty feet high; and the first thing which strikes one is the commanding position, overlooking the bay and harbor, and the inclined plane, receding towards the interior, giving you a full view of the country. The buildings on the Point are composed of large, board warehouses, for the use of the commissary and quartermaster's department, hospitals for the sick, the post-office, and quarters for the officers. In one of the warehouses, we saw the captured property of the Mexicans, taken at the celebrated battles of the 8th and 9th of May, consisting of packsaddles, escopets, lances, blankets, and camp utensils. There were no Mexican houses here, having been burnt by the Mexicans when General Taylor first, appeared with his forces near this place.

Here we met many old friends. On calling on the brave and lamented Captain Page, who recognized us at once, he motioned us to hand him a slate on the table, and, after some conversation, he wrote on it that, "It was a dear-bought honor, and that he should be content if he ever reached home." Our friends pressing us to stay with them, we made a "night of it"; and as they had all served in the late battles, many were the incidents and anecdotes with which we were entertained. Lieutenant H——, of the dragoons, who was the soul of the squad, related the following:——A Texas Ranger, under Walker, who had gone home after the fight, was relating the exploits of his commander, and was describing the battles, etc., to a crowd of friends, when a young lad, who had been an attentive listener, his face brightening up with enthusiasm, at the glowing descriptions of the narrator, slapping his hand upon his thigh, cried out, "D——n me if I don't go to the wars." Attracted by this speech, the Texian turned round to see from whom it had emanated, and discovering the author of it to be a young delicate-looking lad, said to him, with a significant look——"You go to the wars!——hum——you had better stay at home!" "Yes, me——why not me," cried the lad, indignantly drawing himself up to his full height. "Why, thar is a heap to do out thar, youngster," said the Texian, "which you mought not be able to do, that's all." "And what have you done?" said the boy, making up to the Texian, who stood full six feet in stature. The crowd now gathered around, anxiously leaning forward to catch the reply of the Texian, for the boy's question was thought a poser. "What have I done?" said the Texian, repeating the question several times, and laying much stress upon the pronoun I, at the same time looking much confused for a reply. "What have I done?——Why," said he, "I have done more than you will ever do, if you go." "And what is that?" said the still indignant lad. "Why, I've got back safe." Said the Texian, with a loud laugh of triumph, in which the crowd joined.

At this time Point Isabel was the scene of great activity. Supplies were daily being received, and wagon trains were daily departing with an escort of dragoons for Matamoros. What added to the singularity of the bustling scene, was the gangs of piones, or Mexican serfs, who were employed in loading teams, and bringing stores, etc.,from the landing to the warehouses. Several of these poor devils were pointed out to us as having been engaged in the late battles; and there still could be seen, from their manner, a lurking disposition for revenge. Our flag flaunted on the breeze from the highest eminence, while the cannon which was placed around Fort Polk, commanding the bay and the plain, looked very significant.

On the afternoon of the 11th instant, on returning to camp, it was reported that a considerable force of the enemy's cavalry had been discovered on the main land near the Boca Chica. The report was communicated to Lieutenant Doubleday, of the 1st artillery, who was in the command of a small detachment of United States soldiers on the island, and also to the colonel of the Kentucky Legion, which had lately arrived. Lieutenant Doubleday immediately despatched some five or six of his men towards the Boca Chica as a picket-guard, for the purpose of preventing a surprise, and to reconnoitre. In the mean time, all was bustle, excitement, and commotion in camp; cartridges were served out to the men, and orders issued for captains of companies to have their men ready at a moment's warning——the signal of which was to be the beating of the long roll of the drum. The boys were in a glorious humor, and every one rejoiced that the prospect of a fight was so near at hand. The guard was doubled, and a chain of sentinels posted along the hillocks that lined the seashore. The Kentucky Legion also posted a strong picket-guard about two miles from camp, and every preparation was made to give the enemy a warm reception. All continued quiet until 9 P. M., when a regular came running into our camp with the news that the bugles of the enemy had been heard sounding the attack, and that they were already approaching. The regular, however, before being permitted to pass into our lines, was first hailed by an Irish sentinel, who was posted on one of the hillocks, and ordered to stand and give the countersign. Upon telling his story, however, to the sentinel, Pat asked him how many the picket-guard consisted of; and being told about fifty——"Blood and murder!" cried Pat, "and why the divil didn't you stay and drive 'em back?" "But," said the regular, "I was ordered to inform your colonel of the fact." "In wid ye, then," cried Pat, "and see that ye's hurry out with the countersign after ye's." On the colonel being informed of the news, the long roll was beat, and the regiment formed in line of battle. The men were kept under arms for three or four hours, but no farther information of the enemy coming in, they were dismissed to their quarters.

The false alarm proceeded from some of our men, who had been out hunting, and having crossed the Boca Chica, they saw a large drove of cattle in the distance, which they took to be Mexican cavalry; and the bugle notes which the regulars heard, proceeded from an instrument played on board of one of the vessels in the harbor, the occasional notes of which had reached the picket-guard. After parade, next morning, the regiment was ordered to discharge their pieces by platoons, the report of which, at a distance, sounded like artillery. In the afternoon, an express arrived from Burita, to ascertain the cause of the firing, as it had produced much alarm there; and the supposition prevailed that it must be the bombardment of Point Isabel! We, in return, were seized with apprehensions, but the mystery was soon cleared up, it being ascertained that we were the cause of the mischief, which resulted in a hearty laugh.
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CHAPTER II.
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Camp at Brazos St. Jago——Scenes and Incidents——Capture of a Vessel with Contraband Goods——The Trial and Punishment of the Offenders——The Regiment moves to Burita——Arrival at the Rio Grande——Occurrences of the March——Wreck of the Steamer Frontier——Description of Burita.

The weather was now excessively hot, and the men were suffering very much from the heat and the brackish water; several had already died with the dysentery, the prevailing disease of the climate. The nights, however, were cool and delightful. The only real pleasure which existed on the island was the fine sea bathing. On the seashore, back of the hills, is a most lovely beach, where the waves roll in, frequently six and eight feet high. It was most delightful to swim out a hundred yards or so, and then ride in on the foaming crest of the waves. The men bathed night and day, which was most conducive to their health. The shore is lined with small shells, which are washed up by the sea, many of which we picked up for their beauty. The sea view from the beach by moonlight is charming. There were several vessels of war and merchantmen riding at anchor in the offing; and as they rose and fell with the waves, they seemed like things of life. The billows sparkling with phosphoric light, and beaming with the rays of the moon, formed a starry heaven below; and as they rolled upon the shore, receding with a murmuring sound, made a sweet and plaintive music for the ear. The view of the encampment, from the hills, presented a very fine appearance, as the number of tents had been augmented by the arrival of the Alabama battalion, the long lines of which, with the officers' Markees in the rear, had a very fine effect.

To prevent intemperance, whisky and all spirituous liquors were declared contraband, and not permitted to be sold to the men. Notwithstanding, the soldiers frequently got drunk, and it could not be discovered whence the liquor came. Our energetic Lieutenant-colonel, however, determined to ferret it out. So, watching two of the men, one day, he followed them to the foot of the island, where, back of the hills, on the beach, lay a small lugger, which contained two men, and several barrels of liquor, which they had been selling to the soldiers at one dollar a pint! Lieutenant-Colonel Peck, on making this discovery, returned back to camp, and at night proceeded with a detachment of soldiers down to the beach, captured the vessel and contents, and made the two men prisoners, who surrendered without resistance, though their boat was found to be well armed. The next day a drumhead court-martial was held, and they were condemned and sentenced to be rode on a rail, and then to leave the island in one hour afterwards. The men were either Spaniards or Italians, and two more cutthroat looking dogs we never saw. In default of a rail, however, a plank was procured, and they were bound, and made to straddle the edge of it; a file of soldiers escorted them on either side, while the music in the rear struck up the "Rogue's March," and thus, to the evident delight of the men, they were drummed out of camp, and escorted down to their vessel. They bore their punishment with the most sulky indifference. But as an Irishman was heard to exclaim afterwards——"If ye only knew how those thieves of the world was cursing on ye's now, it would make ye say yer prayers."

We had now been on the island some ten days, and the men were becoming very much dissatisfied, and anxious to march to some more agreeable position for health, as well as comfort. The island was truly a most dreary and disagreeable place, and equally as bad as the Great Sahara desert, for whenever it blew a gale of wind at night, we would find ourselves next morning completely covered with sand, which would drift in clouds before the wind, and sweep into our tents.

On the 19th, the long looked-for orders arrived, and we struck tents for Burita. As we had no baggage wagons, the quartermaster furnished transportation for our camp equipage by the steamer Frontier, which was to go round by the mouth of the Rio Grande. The troops took up the line of march along the shore until we reached the Boca Chica, four miles from camp, and which we crossed without difficulty. We then continued on, still keeping the shore, until we arrived at the mouth of the Rio Grande, which is five miles from the Boca Chica. The day was intensely hot, and the men frequently had to stop and rest, the burning sand blistering their feet, which made the march extremely fatiguing. Once at the mouth, however, we were repaid for all our sufferings. The fresh, cool water of the Rio Bravo was most grateful in quenching our thirst. Green fields met the eye, which were rendered more pleasing from our long detention on the desert island; and the neat little rancho on the opposite side of the river, furnished us with a supply of fruit, milk, and tortillas, or flat corn cakes baked on stone.

The steamer, which was deeply laden with military stores and our baggage, was now seen slowly coming round the coast, though evidently laboring very much, for there was a heavy sea on, it blowing very fresh at the time. On nearing the mouth of the river, she struck on the bar in the midst of the breakers. Two launches were soon despatched to her assistance, and the sick soldiers taken off, with the camp women of the regiment. The gale increasing, the sea made a complete breach over her, and it was feared that she would soon become a wreck. The main body of the regiment, however, crossed the river, and moved on towards their place of destination, a detachment having been left with an officer, to secure the baggage, should the boat last till morning. The detachment took up their quarters for the night, on board the steamer "Sea," which was lying in the river, about a hundred yards from the mouth, and which was to convey them to Burita. As night set in, the rain fell in torrents. About 9. P. M., one of the sick volunteers, who had received the attention of our surgeon, expired. The scene which now presented itself in the cabin was one of strange novelty. The corpse had been laid out on one side of the cabin, and many were standing around to look at the features of the dead man, and as their gaze became satisfied, would walk moodily off, filled with the awe of death. A general gloom prevailed among the passengers, and many seemed wrapped in the thought how soon their time might come. To add to these melancholy reflections, the rain was pattering down on the hurricane roof; and as the winds howled without, the moans of the surf joined in the lament, as if bewailing the loss of the spirit that had fled. A man soon after entered the cabin, and surveying the scene around, took a seat on the dining-table, and after commencing a conversation with a person who sat near, he gave a yawn, and throwing himself back until he rested on his elbow, said: "You will all d——n soon get used to such scenes, after you've been a little longer in the service. "Why," said he, "after the battle of the 9th, we had been hard at work burying the dead, when coming across a fellow that had on a better pair of boots than I had, we exchanged; and, after drinking the contents of his canteen, I made a pillow of the corpse, and never slept sounder in my life." This, with other equally refined and feeling remarks, embellished with coarse oaths, grated harshly on the ear of the sensitive, in presence of the dead.

The storm had now somewhat abated, and the signal lights of the "Frontier" could still plainly be seen, while many thought she was sending up rockets as a sign of distress, the captain and crew being still on board. It was left for morning to tell the tale of her wreck, for at daylight she went to pieces, and every thing that would float was washed ashore with the surf. She had drifted in during the night, and now lay within fifty yards of the beach. The men waded out to her, and succeeded in saving nearly every thing from the wreck, which was placed on board the steamer "Sea." In the mean time, preparations had been made to bury the deceased volunteer. There were no boards to make a coffin, and so they wrapped his blanket around him, and carrying him on a bier, they marched to a high piece of ground, where his grave had been dug, and after firing a volley over him, a rude cross was placed in the earth to mark the spot. Many were heard to exclaim: "It is a pity he had not fallen on the battlefield." And yet it is hard to say whether the poor fellow would have gained more glory. A soldier enlists for the chances of death, though few who do so think of it at the time. And yet just as much honor, gratitude, and respect is due, whether he falls on the battlefield or not, so long as he dies in the service of his country.

Having become tired of the monotony of camp life, and dissatisfied with the commander of our regiment, we had previously resigned our position as adjutant, and determined to proceed to Matamoros, and join the scouting company of Captain McCulloch's Texas Rangers, who, we were told, were kept constantly in active service. The steamier "Sea" was to leave for Burita, in the afternoon; but having a fine horse with us, we preferred going up by land; and so, at 10 A. M., on the morning of the 20th, in company with several other officers, we crossed the Rio Grande, and rode along some three or four miles, through a very low country, which the late rains had made both wet and muddy, the road in places being covered with water, until we came to a large lake on the left, with the river on our right. Here the country commenced rising, until the chaparral grew quite thick. At 12 P. M., we arrived at the little town of Burita, which is the first regular settlement after you leave the mouth. It is situated on a ridge of rising ground, on a bend of the Rio Grande. It is nothing more, in fact, than a miserable rancho, composed of some fifty huts, made of logs, mud, and cane. From its elevated position, you have a fine view of the surrounding country, and its situation is commanding. The place was full of volunteers, and several of the huts contained Mexican families of the poorest class. Every thing was in the greatest confusion, and in consequence of the camp equipage not having arrived, the men had to sleep on the ground, while the officers sought the deserted huts. The place was entrenched, and a breastwork thrown up for its defense. The 5th Louisiana regiment was encamped on the ridge, about two miles from this place, and many of the officers came in to see us. On entering one of the huts, we saw a Mexican woman employed cooking tortillas, on a heated fiat stone, which she used as a griddle. A couple of naked children were playing in a corner of the hovel, the furniture of which consisted of a rude bench, a couple of stools, a ranchero's saddle and bridle, and a few cooking utensils——their beds consisting of raw hides and blankets. Here we procured a tolerable cup of coffee and some tortillas, of which, from the strong taste of tallow, a single mouthful proved sufficient. The woman looked much distressed at our rejection of her cookery, for fear, perhaps, that we might demand back a portion of the quarter we had given her; and taking up the cake and biting it, and then dividing it between the two children, to reassure us, said, "Si, si, senor, este mucho bueno."

The volunteers were delighted with their new position, and the change of scene. That night might have been heard many a song and wild laugh of glee, which told of the revelry which prevailed in camp.
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CHAPTER III.
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Camp of the 5th Louisiana Regiment——Departure for Matamoros——Incidents of the Road——Description of Matamoros, etc.——Captain McCulloch——Camp of the Regulars——Scenes and Anecdotes——The Camp of the Rangers——The Fourth of July——Incidents——The Old French Baker——His Garden——A Wedding——The Fandango.

The next day we visited the camp of the 5th regiment of Louisiana Volunteers, and were kindly received by Colonel Peyton and other officers. The situation of the encampment, being high on the ridge, was extremely pleasant; and having plenty of good water, the troops were very healthy. We had intended to proceed on alone to Matamoros, which was eighteen miles distant, but being advised that rancheros infested the road, and that it was not safe, we determined to remain for a party who were going up the next day. Meeting many friends, we spent a delightful evening; it was a fine moonlight night, and the scene around was wild and picturesque.

Our party started after breakfast on the 22nd; and after riding about three leagues, we stopped at the house of a Mexican, who had cakes and fruit to sell, and partook of some refreshment. We found the house very neat and clean, and the females well looking. There was a very pretty child standing by the door, who seemed to take great pleasure in our company; approaching us familiarly, and looking up with his bright eyes, he said, "Americanos mucho bueno." After proceeding a short distance, we fell in with a party of Mexicans, who said they were out hunting cattle. Five leagues distant, we came to another farm house, and on dismounting, we found it only occupied by a woman and her child. The house contained wax images of the Savior and the saints, with many crosses hung about the walls, which she seemed to take pleasure in showing us. Here we ate some very fine melons, and, after recompensing the woman, proceeded on our road, which was very muddy and disagreeable. A Mexican shortly after overtook us, who told us he was going to Matamoros. In passing a large cross put up at one side of the road, he replied to our inquiry that it was for a murder which had been committed there. The fellow appeared very shrewd and cunning, and spoke a little English; so we determined to keep a look out for him, but he made some excuse to lag behind, and soon after gave us the slip. We were now about five miles from the town, and passed some very fine houses, with gardens laid off, and improvements indicating more civilization than we had yet seen. They were perfectly deserted, however, the proprietors having left on account of the war. We soon discovered the town in the distance, where we arrived at 3 P. M. The entrance to the town, by narrow, dirty streets, was not very prepossessing; but then, any thing like a town was a great relief to us, and as we gained the main plaza, we became more reconciled. On the southeast side of the plaza stands the cathedral, an old ungainly building, still unfinished, as most of the churches are in Mexico——an excuse, it is said, for the priests to extort money for their completion, which seldom takes place. The houses which line the other sides of the square are generally two stories high and well built. In another square is a small chapel called La Capilla, and which, we were told, was the more "fashionable" church of the two. In all the churches are wax figures, representing "the crucifixion" and the "Virgin Mary." The furniture of the churches is very poor. The houses of the poorer classes are one-story huts, built of stone and mud, and thatched with cane. The houses which are built of stone and brick have balconies in front, and the windows below are all barred with iron railings, as is the case with the houses in the West Indies and South America. The streets are very narrow, and partly paved. There were but few families of class in town——and what principally struck us was the shops and stores being occupied by Mexicans, who were still carrying on their trades, as if nothing had happened to interrupt them. In fact they were doing a brisker business than ever. The Mexican barracks and hospital are large and well built; and the latter contained the wounded of the late battles. It was a most sorrowful sight to see the pale and haggard countenances of the wounded Mexicans, as they lay stretched out on the pallets which lined the sides of the rooms. A stalwart looking man was reclining on his elbow, with his head resting on his hand, having a fierce mustache, and who was pointed out to me by the Mexican medico, or surgeon, as having belonged to the "Guarda Costa" of the Tampico regiment, which, it may he remembered, fought so bravely, and was almost entirely cut up. The market-house is very poor, and the principal houses which surround it are grog-shops and groceries. There were several public houses opened, with billiard rooms, and a great deal of gambling going on. The population of Matamoros is about 4000.

The next day, in company with some officers of the army, we called on the American consul, Mr. Schatzel, who has been residing here for a great many years. He treated us very hospitably, and said he should always be glad to see us. We then visited the late quarters of Generals Arista and Ampudia, which were nothing more than clever buildings, though finely fitted up inside, and now occupied by the departments of our army. Returning, we met Mr. Kendall, of the Picayune, who introduced us to Captain Benjamin McCulloch, the celebrated partisan scout. Captain McCulloch is a man of rather delicate frame, of about five feet ten inches in height, with light hair and complexion. His features are regular and pleasing, though, from long exposure on the frontier, they have a weather-beaten cast. His quick and bright blue eye, with a mouth of thin compressed lips, indicate the cool, calculating, as well as the brave and daring energy of the man. Being told that we were anxious to join his company, after running his eye over us, he asked, "Have you a good horse, sir? For," said he, "I have refused a great many because their horses would not do for our service." Our horse was then inspected, and being pronounced "a good horse," we were immediately made a "Texas Ranger." Captain McCulloch had just come in from a scout towards Linares, and a detachment of his company had been left at Reynoso, under the command of Lieutenant McMullen; and it was expected that we would move up to Reynoso in a few days.
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CAPTAIN BENJAMIN McCULLOCH—1846.
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Benjamin McCulloch was born in Rutherford County, state of Tennessee, about the year 1814. His father, Alexander McCulloch, was aide-de-camp to General Coffee, and fought under General Jackson at the battles of Talladega, Tallahassee, and Horseshoe Bend, during the Creek war. While McCulloch was very young, his father emigrated to Alabama, and Benjamin was sent back to Tennessee to school, where he remained until he was about fourteen years old. Shortly after, however, his father moved back to the western district of Tennessee, and settled in Dyer County. There, Ben was kept hunting until he was near twenty-one. At that time the bears were so bad that hogs could not be raised on their account, and the settlers principally depended upon bear-meat for subsistence. In those days, if a man's gun snapped, he lost his breakfast, for hunting bears in the cane requires much caution. McCulloch, however, generally killed as many as eighty bears in the course of a season, and never less than twenty during a winter.

When about twenty-one, being fond of a life of adventure, he determined to go on an expedition to the Rocky Mountains, and left his home for St, Louis, to join a company of trappers; but arriving too late he was disappointed, when he tried to get in with a party of Santa Fe traders; in this he likewise failed, the complement of men having been made up. He then visited the lead mines in Wisconsin territory, and remained during the summer at Dodgeville.

In September McCulloch returned home, and soon after his arrival, called on Colonel David Crockett, who was making up an expedition to go to Texas, to take part in the revolution that had then broken out in Mexico; the whole southwest at that time was alive with feelings of sympathy for the Texians, and were daily flocking to their standard. McCulloch agreed to accompany Colonel Crockett to Texas. Nacogdoches had been appointed the place of rendezvous from which the expedition was to start, and the Christmas of 1835 was named the day for the meeting——when, as "old Davy" said, they were to make their Christmas dinner off the hump of a buffalo! Unfortunately, however, McCulloch did not arrive until early in January and finding the party was gone, he proceeded on by himself to the River Brazos, where he was taken very ill, and did not recover until after the fall of the Alamo. McCulloch's disappointment was very great at not being able to join the gallant band of patriots at the time, but which afterwards proved very fortunate for him; for Colonel Travis, after having sustained a siege for thirteen days with only one hundred and eighty Texians against Santa Anna's army, fell with his brave little band, having previously killed nine hundred of the enemy!

After his recovery, he descended the Brazos River in a boat to Gross Plant, where the Texian army had assembled under General Houston, and was induced to join the artillery by their making him captain of a gun. This he gallantly served at the battle of San Jacinto, where Santa Anna was made prisoner, and his army of 1,500 killed or captured.

McCulloch settled in Gonzales County, and was afterwards employed on the frontier of Texas, in surveying and locating lands, and serving in the wild border scouts against the Indians and Mexicans, which service he entered before the celebrated Hays. He also distinguished himself in a fight with the Indians, who burnt Linnville, called the battle of Plum Creek. He was likewise at the taking of Mier, but not agreeing with the plans of the expedition afterwards, he returned home before the fight, and thus escaped from the cruel hardships and imprisonment of that command, which had surrendered to the perfidious Ampudia, He was in almost all the expeditions of the time, and engaged in nearly all of the fights. The following pages give to the reader the continuation of the exploits of this daring partisan.

The regulars were encamped along the banks of the river, which here makes a circling bend, about a quarter of a mile from the town; while opposite, from Fort Brown upwards, was the encampment of the first brigade of the Louisiana Volunteers. The long lines of tents on each side of the river looked most beautiful; it was a new scene to us, as we had never beheld such a large encampment. There are too very good ferries across the river——flat boats——one near Fort Brown, and the other above, opposite Fort Paredes, on the Matamoros side. The evening parades of the companies of the different regiments made a fine display. The bands of the regiments generally played until tattoo, the music of which produced the most delightful sensations, being so near the water. The battlefields of "Palo Alto" and "Resaca de la Palma" were still fresh, and the incidents green in the memory of the officers, and many were the interesting stories which were related to us, as having occurred at the time. On spending a night with the officers of the 5th regiment. Captain C——told the following story of Captain, now Lieutenant-Colonel Martin Scott: "As you well know," said he, "Scott never was without his favorite dogs; and as we were ordered to charge the battery in command of General de la Vega, which the dragoons had been repulsed at, our adjutant having first volunteered the services of the regiment to do so, we rushed up to sustain them, and drove the enemy back by the point of the bayonet, from retaking the guns——here it was that the brave Lieutenant-Colonel Mcintosh received three bayonet wounds——we were already in the rear of the enemy's guns, and sustained the gallant charge which Captain May had been ordered to make." "As we were charging the enemy," said Captain C——, "I discovered the dogs behind me, who, hearing the wild shouts of Captain Scott, thought that he was after game, when running ahead, they let out in full blast, and were close on to the heels of the Mexicans, when one of them was unfortunately shot by the enemy." It was a delightful evening——the band of the 5th was playing some soul-stirring airs——and among the lest was, "Love not,"——the stars never shone brighter in a heaven so sweetly blue, and save the occasional challenge of the sentinels, all was a quiet of sweet repose.

The 1st of July was a beautiful clear day; we had had very heavy rains for the last week——and to see a bright day once more was a great relief to us all. In the morning, we rode up to Fort Paredes, which was now garrisoned by our troops, and crossed the river, then taking a winding path along the banks of the opposite shore, through cornfields, we arrived at last at the camp of the "Rangers." Here was a scene worthy of the pencil. Men in groups with long beards and mustaches, dressed in every variety of garment, with one exception, the slouched hat, the unmistakable uniform of a Texas Ranger, and a belt of pistols around their waists, were occupied drying their blankets, cleaning and fixing their guns, and some employed cooking at different fires, while others were grooming their horses. A rougher looking set we never saw. They were without tents, and a miserable shed afforded them the only shelter. Captain McCulloch introduced us to his officers, and many of his men, who appeared an orderly and well-mannered people. But from their rough exterior it was hard to tell who or what they were. Notwithstanding their ferocious and outlaw look, there were among them doctors and lawyers, and many a college graduate. While standing in the midst of a group, talking to the captain, a young fellow came into camp with a rifle on his shoulder, and a couple of ducks in his hand, and addressing the captain, said, "Ben, if you haven't had dinner, you'd better mess with me, for I know none of the rest have fresh grub today." After an invitation to stay to dinner, we were informed that the company would move up to Reynoso in a day or two, and were told to prepare to go with it. So, riding back to our quarters, we were filled with the thought of the wild exciting life we were soon about to lead.

On the 4th of July the day broke with all the glory and splendor worthy of the commemoration of American liberty. A national salute was fired at sunrise, noon, and sunset, from the different batteries, in honor of the day; and as peal after peal of cannon burst upon the air, the reverberation seemed to echo across the plains of Mexico the shout of liberty. The soldiers of the late battles felt as it were a congeniality of feeling with our forefathers, only that they were freemen, but fighting to free the slaves and serfs of Mexico from the hands of tyrants and oppressors, as well as to avenge the insult to our national honor. The "Stars and Stripes" waved on high from the surrounding battlements, and the plazas of Matamoros; and the Mexicans themselves joined in the gladness of freedom's anniversary. This was the first time of such an occurrence in a foreign, as well as an enemy's country. The volunteers gave a sumptuous dinner, in honor of the day. Night closed the day of festivity with a fandango, given by the Mexican ladies, and many an impression was made by the American cavaliers upon the dark-eyed daughters of Mexico.

The next day, our company left for Reynoso, but lying ill at the time, we were prevented from accompanying it. In a few days after, our First-lieutenant, John McMullen, came down with dispatches, and in the meantime the river having risen very high, from the recent heavy rains overflowing the hanks, the roads were rendered impassable. Steamers now, however, were actively employed in transporting military and commissary stores to Comargo, which had lately been garrisoned by a part of the troops of the second division, and we would thus be enabled to go up by the river. Calling on the commanding general soon after our recovery, to ascertain the chances of transportation, he remarked, after some pleasant conversation, that he was perfectly deluged with letters, and that much of his time was occupied in making replies. "And, sir," said General Taylor, smiling, as he handed us two letters, "to show you the diversity of subjects that I am called upon to respond to, you may look at these." One of the letters was from a boy, fourteen years of age, giving a sort of history of himself and family, and who desired to enlist in the service, and had written to the general to ask his advice on the subject! The other was from an Irish woman, who wanted to know if her son Mike was killed, as she had not heard from him since the late battles. We feel sure that such letters would not have received attention at Washington, but both of them were answered by the general, carrying out the maxim that nothing is beneath the attention of a great man; and we left him, impressed with the great goodness of his heart.

In Matamoros, there lives an old Frenchman, who keeps a bakery. Many years ago, he lived in New Orleans, and on entering into conversation with him, he told us he had married in Matamoros, and now had grandchildren. We saw one of his married daughters, who was well educated, and far superior to any Mexican woman we had yet met. She was rather pretty and quite engaging. They owned a very large garden opposite, filled with fruits and flowers which were most beautiful. The lady took us over, and showed us through the garden, and took evident pleasure in explaining to us the names of them in Spanish. She said, that next to her children she thought of her flower-garden; that she had often heard of our fine gardens in the United States, and had longed to see them. She picked a large white double rose, which she said was called the "Queen of Spain," and presented it to us, remarking, as she looked up at the green oranges, "When our fruit gets ripe you must come to see us, for I hope by that time the war will be over."

On Sunday, the 12th of July we attended mass with some officers, and returning from the chapel, we fell in with two surgeons of the Mexican army, who were well educated men, one of them speaking French tolerably well. Having invited them to dine with us, they made themselves very agreeable, and told us that General Ampudia was fortifying Monterey, and that we would no doubt have a decisive battle there. After dinner, they invited us to a private party, which they said was to take place that evening. Before which, however, we went to witness a marriage between a young Mexican officer, and a very pretty Mexican girl. The parties, it appears, had been engaged for two years, and the young officer, during the late battles, had his leg shot off; notwithstanding, the girl was true and constant, and determined to have him. The bride was dressed in white, with a gold necklace, which hung over her bosom, and a white veil covering half of her head and face. The groom was in full uniform, which looked very imposing. They were married by the priest, after which there was a shaking of hands, and mingling of congratulations. At night we went to the fandango. The girls were dressed very plain, but neat; and some were quite good-looking. The most beautiful feature about them is their pretty feet. Their dresses were all made short-waisted, after the old fashion, without either corsets or stays to shape them. The Mexican gallants were dressed in white jackets, with prints of blue cotton or fine-dressed buckskin, embroidered with silk, open at the sides, and lined with buttons down the legs, underneath which they wore white loose drawers, which made quite a flashy contrast. Around their waists they wore a blue or red sash. Their hats were of a high crowned conical shape, of black glazed silk, around which they wore silver bands. The music consisted of a tambourine and a mandolin. Their quadrilles were much like ours, only that they danced them differently. The waltz was a sort of slow march, balancing at every two or three turns. We all danced with the girls, and had quite a pleasant time; all agreeing that, "Dona Catherina" was the belle of the night.
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CHAPTER IV.
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Departure for Reynoso on the Steamer "J. E. Roberts"——The Rio Grande and its Banks——Our Arrival and Departure——The Steamer Aground——Lieutenant McMullen's Story——Ride to Reynoso——Description of the Town——An Incident——We Proceed to Comargo——The River San Juan——Clay Davis's Place——Arrival at Comargo——Description of Its Ruins——The Rangers' Camp, etc.——A Sunday at Church——The Mexican Girls——Their Dress and Customs.

We had long been waiting most anxiously for a boat to take us to Reynoso, in order to join our company, which we were fearful would go out on a scout before we could reach it. An opportunity at last presented itself. The 1st infantry was already stationed at Reynoso, and the 7th and 8th had been despatched to Comargo by land. This latter point was to be made the grand depot for future operations, and large quantities of military stores were now being sent up. Orders had also been issued to the 5th regiment to move. And on the 13th of July three companies of the 5th, under command of Captain Merrill, were embarked on the steamer "J. E. Roberts," and taking our horses on board, we bade adieu to Matamoros, and were soon booming up the Rio Grande.

At night we stopped at General P. F. Smith's camp of the volunteers, which was then some fifteen miles from Matamoros, on the same side of the river. Several of the volunteer officers came on board to see us, and after landing a few stores, we kept on our way again. The Rio Grande is certainly one of the most crooked rivers in all North America. It partakes very much of the character of our own Mississippi, and is in fact very much like it, only not so wide or deep. The river being very high, a quantity of trees and driftwood were running down with a sweeping current of about six knots per hour. The wood piles on the banks were quite numerous for the short time our boats had been running, as steamers never before ran so high up the river. The cornfields were one sheet of water, and the Mexicans were gathering the ears in canoes! The huts on the banks were made of mud and cane, with no order or neatness about them. The farms generally were very fine, and we passed some most beautiful places for the opening of plantations. We made but little headway at night, on account of the strong current frequently forcing the boat into the banks, in turning the bends of the river, and so violent were the concussions, that we were often alarmed for our safety.

On we sped, however, invading the enemy's country without opposition; and it was the subject of remark, that we were thus permitted to proceed without resistance. For, had the enemy chosen, small parties might have lain in ambush, and injured and harassed cur boats very much; certain it is, that no enemy could take such a liberty with us in our country. At 10 A. M., on the morning of the 15th, we arrived at Reynoso, a distance of 170 miles, which is situated on a high, rocky, steep point, and contains about 2,000 souls. Here we stopped to wood, and learning that our company had gone to Comargo, we remained on board. The road to the town was up a long and steep hill, and it was so extremely hot, that we could not be induced to venture its ascent. Having received our complement of wood, we pursued our course. At 2 P. M., when about fifteen miles from Reynoso, our boat got aground, on the right-hand side of the river, at a place called Sabaritas. After many ineffectual efforts to get off, the soldiers were all put ashore to lighten the boat, but it did not seem to aid her. At 4 P. M., the "Brownsville" hove in sight, coming down, and by her assistance we were hauled off, and went over on the other side of the river, to he up for the night. The soldiers remained on the opposite shore, under charge of two officers, and had encamped till morning. Within fifty yards of this place, there is an ugly bar making out, with quite a fall in the river, which is here very shoal, and the current very rapid.

The next morning we spent in ineffectual attempts to get over the bar. The weather was intensely hot, and there was but a slight chance of success. In the mean time, the soldiers were brought over in the yawl. We were sitting out on the boiler deck, after dinner, when Captain C——, who had heard that Lieutenant McMullen was at the battle of Mier, and had been made a prisoner, drew out of him the following story. As the battle is a matter of history, we will omit that part of his narrative, although it was most graphically described at the time, and proceed from where the Texians surrendered. "We had fought from house to house," said young McMullen, for he is hardly twenty-five, "making holes through the roofs, so that we could get on their tops, and had completely driven the Mexicans from the plaza, when a flag of truce was sent in from Ampudia, by an officer, to know if we would surrender, with instructions that, if we would not, to tell us that they would capitulate! But this we did not know till afterwards. It was put to vote, and as our men were badly cut up, it was thought most prudent to do so, on conditions that we should be honorably treated as prisoners of war. On coming out into the streets, however, we saw the terrible havoc that our rifles had made. The tops of their houses were covered with the dead, and the gutters on the roofs streamed with their blood. Had we but held out, the day would have been our own.

"The next day we were ordered to prepare to march to the city of Mexico; when about fifty leagues from which, we arrived at the town of San Miguel Grande. Here we were imprisoned for some time. Previous to being locked up, Colonel Ortice, who was more kind to us than any other officer, marched us around and showed us the town and the plaza. We were evidently the greatest curiosity that the inhabitants had ever seen, for they flocked in numbers to see us. Our garments were soiled and tattered, and our condition most wretched. As we passed the doors of the houses, the women pitied us very much, and after we were locked up, the Mexican girls came and threw cakes and other eatables over the walls to us, though it was strictly forbidden at the time. On our arrival at Tacubaya, near the city of Mexico, Madame Tobias, and other French ladies, determined to give us a dinner, as we were nearly starved to death. The Mexican officers, however, would not permit us to accept of it, when the indignation of everyone became so great, that they were forced to open our prison doors; and if ever poor mortals enjoyed a dinner, we certainly did that one. To sit down once more at a table in a civilized way, with a while snowy cloth, and every luxury about you, after the long deprivations we had suffered, was too much for us. Our confusion and awkwardness was extreme, before the ladies, and it was some time before we could well handle our knife and fork. The ladies were delighted, and seemed to enjoy the fun more than we did the feast.
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PRIESTS AND PEASANTS.
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"After we were released from the dingy prisons of Mexico," continued our narrator, "we were invited to the house of Senor Don Floris, the splendor of which quite dazzled us. The walls were beautifully painted, resembling our papered walls at home; the furniture was very costly, and every thing else was in accordance with it. There were many young ladies present, one of whom played en the piano, and sang a song for us. One of us was then requested to sing, and having been told that I sang a comic song——for there were several of us that spoke Spanish——they immediately pressed me into service, and entreated me to favor them with a song, which I did, but I was stopped at the end of each verse, until it was translated to them. The song caused a great deal of merriment and hearty laughter. A dance was next proposed; but not caring to make a greater display of the seat of my unmentionables than I could help——for all of us were yet nearly destitute of clothing——I resolutely kept my seat at the far end of the sofa. But there was no getting off; no excuse would do, and I was forced to take a stand by a fair girl upon the floor. My bashfulness was extreme, and the mischievous girls discovering the cause, for I was not the only one in the scrape, enjoyed the fun to the utmost. After the dance was over, and we had partaken of some refreshment, what was our surprise to find that our noble host had procured any quantity of clothing for us! I was shown into a room where a bath had been prepared for me, and shortly after, while making my toilet, several of the ladies came in and insisted upon aiding to dress me. They combed my hair with their own hands, arranged my fine linen collar for me, and showed me how to tie the silk sash about my waist. All this time they seemed to take evident delight at my confusion, and their conversation was continually interrupted with roars of laughter. Having completed my toilet for me, they brought me a looking-glass, and I assure you I thought I never looked better in my life. I could only express my gratitude by kissing their hands; and one of my most grateful remembrances, is that of Senor Don Floris and his family."

It was noAv about 5 P. M., and the captain of the boat determined to discharge a portion of the freight, so as to enable us to proceed. To give one an idea of the serpentine bends of the river, although we were fifteen miles from Reynoso by water, yet the town was only one mile and a half off by land, and we could plainly see the spire of the church, and the tops of the houses! Lieutenant McMillen and ourselves determined to ride back to town, and if it was practicable, to go up by land. So we took our horses on shore, and saddled up. The town is quite neat, and is prettily laid off; the houses are principally built of a gray stone, many of which had been injured by the late flood; the church stands out in bold relief on the river side of the plaza, fronting towards it. Here we found the 1st infantry encamped, the officers of which kindly asked us to stay to supper, which we did. After talking over the news, and partaking of some of Mr. Murphey's "whisky toddy," having concluded to remain on the boat, we started to return, Lieutenant H——, of the 1st, accompanying us.
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