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It affords me a heartfelt pleasure to be able to testify to the gratitude which I entertain for Colonel M. S. Munson for his great kindness and uniform friendship, by dedicating to him this simple narrative of the life of Ben McCulloch; and in doing so I feel that I could not more appropriately consign the sponsorial charge.

Victor M. Rose

Columbia, Texas, May 1888.
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THE LIFE AND SERVICES

OF

GENERAL BEN McCULLOCH.

CHAPTER I.
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The McCulloch family are doubtless of Scotch-Irish descent, to which happy assimilation the United States is indebted for very many of the great men, statesmen, soldiers, and publicists, who have illustrated its brief though creditable annals. Henry Eustace McCulloch, great, great uncle of the remarkable brothers whose career forms the subject of the following pages, was a barrister at law, and also an officer in the royal military service, and was the recipient of an annual pension of six hundred pounds sterling, in recognition of his gallant conduct at the battle of Cartagena, he having been the first to mount the wall.

General H. E. McCulloch has in his possession two heirlooms of the old worthy, handed down from generation to generation, one being a sword, bearing his initials on the hilt, and the other a law book, entitled, "Actions upon the case of Deeds vs. Contracts, Assumpsits, Deceipts, Nuisances, Trover and Conversion, Delivery of Goods, etc." This book was published in the year 1675, and on the title page is written, "Henry Eustace McCulloch, of Middle Temple, 1756."

Henry Eustace, and his brother Benjamin, were Irish patriots,——the love of the "ould durt" proving stronger than his Majesty's gracious pension; and were forced to leave their native land, after the loss of all their possessions, and reached Virginia, in which dominion they settled, some time previous to the Revolutionary war, with but a few dollars in money, and a stock of goods consisting of eleven Irish blankets. It is supposed that Benjamin brought his wife with him, and that their son Ben, grandfather of Generals Ben and Henry, was born soon after their arrival in the New World. Benjamin married Mary Stokes, a sister of Governor Stokes, of North Carolina; from which union were four children, Alexander, Benjamin, Elizabeth and Mary. The daughters married respectively Mr. Boylan & Mr. Williams. At the death of Mr. McCulloch, which occurred at about the majority of his son Alexander, his estate, consisting of money, plantations, Negroes and unimproved lands, lying principally within the present limits of the state of Tennessee, was valued at $100,000. Alexander married Miss Frances LeNoir, of Virginia, the daughter of a planter and slave owner, and related to the Harpers and Fishers of that Commonwealth, and whose surname, without doubt, bespeaks a French origin. Alexander and his brother, Ben removed to Tennessee, and the latter for many years resided at Nashville. Major Alexander McCulloch served as an aide-de-camp to General Coffee, under General Andrew Jackson, in the Creek war, and against the British in the campaigns of 1812-1815, in the states of Alabama, Georgia and Florida, and participated with signal gallantry in the battle of New Orleans, where the "backwoods" riflemen triumphed over the victors of Waterloo. Of him the Encyclopedia of the New West says: "He was a graduate of Yale College, and was one of the stern men of his day; with great decision of character, and energy in whatever he undertook;" and General H. E. McCulloch also says: "He was very much such a man as my brother Ben, in all respects, save one; he was not an economist, and loved to spend money on his friends. His generosity was also abused by some, upon whose bonds he had signed as a surety; through all of which his estate was so much wasted that he found it impossible to meet the expenses necessary in securing an education to his younger children, a misfortune fully appreciated by him, as no one better knew the value of an education. The sterling character of the man is portrayed in an obituary, written by Reverend G. W. D. Harris, who was for many years a presiding elder in the Methodist Episcopal Church, South, a neighbor and intimate personal friend of Major McCulloch, and which appeared in the Nashville Christian Advocate: "It is with mournful pleasure that I announce to you, and the readers of your journal, the death of my old, well-tried friend, Major Alexander McCulloch. His death took place in Dyer County, Tennessee, on the night of the 4th August 1846, after an illness of three weeks, during which period his sufferings were extreme. It, however, pleased a gracious Providence to favor him all the time with the exercise of his reason; and being confident, as he often stated during his illness, that his sickness would be unto death, he deliberately arranged his temporal affairs, set his house in order, and waited the summons of the Lord, in the comforting assurance of a gracious immortality. His religion was both experimental and practical, uniting the power with the form of godliness. In the person of Major McCulloch, grace achieved much; for by nature he was not only high-minded, but a high-tempered, impetuous, stern man, whose heart was never assailed by the passion of fear. But grace subdued the lion, and gave a happy direction to that energetic mind, bringing all into captivity to the obedience of Christ. As a neighbor, he was kind; as a friend, he was sincere; as a husband, he was affectionate; as a parent and a master, he was tender. But that which shed a serene luster upon his whole life was his un-shirking piety. He was born in Louenburg County, Virginia, August 16, 1777, and was happily converted to God in Alabama in 1821. He soon after united himself with the Methodist Episcopal Church, and to the day of his death exercised the joint office of class leader and circuit steward; and in the latter capacity he had but few equals and no superior;...and in his advanced age, neither bad weather, nor distance of place prevented his personal attendance at a quarterly meeting. Though I have been connected with him at different periods for the last fifteen years, I cannot remember a single instance when he was not present at a quarterly meeting. His religion was not only of principle, but of feeling. Love governed his soul; peace kept his heart; and that sacred peace often kindled into holy joy, especially during his last affliction, as he frequently remarked that though his earthly tabernacle was fast dissolving, he had a better house above, eternal in the heavens. To say that he had no faults, would be to deny that he was human; but this we may safely affirm: that those who knew his faults knew also his many virtues. I yield to the truth of his death with a sorrowful heart, for I knew him well and loved him much. But that sorrow is greatly moderated by the comforting hope that I shall soon see him again in that house whose maker and builder is God."

Such was the father; and we will see that his sons inherited his strong individuality and force of character. He died, alas, just as his son, incomparable Ben, was fairly commencing a career which will immortalize his name as long as manhood delights in the deeds of the pure, the brave, and patriotic. But the venerable mother was spared to rejoice over his triumphs, and, alas, to bedew his soldier grave with a mother's tears——the holiest, the purest offering that can be consecrated upon any shrine!

Ben McCulloch was born in Rutherford County, Tennessee, on the eleventh day of November 1811, and his early life was, of course, passed in conformity to the circumstances by which his pioneer station was surrounded. The facilities for obtaining an education were not then, as now, to be had in every neighborhood, without money and without price; but, despite all obstacles, the sons of Major McCulloch received at home a knowledge of the rudiments, when their own good sense and thirst for knowledge led them to explore the various repositories of information which, in the shape of books bound by the hands of man, and in the hidden chapters of Nature's volume, attracted their attention; and certain it is, at least, that both Generals Ben and Henry E. McCulloch were (and the latter is at the present writing) educated gentlemen.

The family of Major Alexander McCulloch consisted of the following sons: Alexander, who served in the Texian army in 1836-37, and in the Mexican war of 1846-47, and was colonel of militia in Dyer County, Tennessee; John S. was a captain in the quartermaster's department in the Confederate service; Samuel was a merchant at Florence, Alabama, but died at the early age of twenty-three; General Ben, the immediate subject of this memoir; James C, who was afflicted with rheumatism from early boyhood; and General Henry Eustace and the following daughters: Sarah Stokes married Albert Keeble, of Rutherford County, Tennessee, and died in Walker County, Texas, in 1849; Mary Annie married William L. Mitchell, of Rutherford County, Tennessee, and died in Gonzales County, Texas, in 1846; Frances Olivia married Charles Parish, of Weakly County Tennessee, both of whom are deceased; Harriet Maria married Nat Benton, a nephew of Senator Thomas H. Benton, and captain of a company of Texian rangers in 1855, and lieutenant-colonel of Wood's regiment of Texas cavalry in the Confederate service, in which he lost an arm. Colonel Benton and his wife are deceased. Elizabeth Julia married Reverend R. H. Tarrant, of Dyer County, Tennessee, deceased, and Adelaide Delia married Albert G. Pierce, of Dyer County, Tennessee, also deceased.

At that period in Tennessee, the rural youth were almost wholly engaged in the necessary operations upon the farm, and found their principal diversion in hunting through the forests, over the hills and valleys, where deer, turkey, bear and other game abounded. Ben was a natural woodman, and though the sun might be obscured, or the North star hid behind clouds, never was at a loss as to the proper course to be pursued, and not infrequently was he appealed to by hunters older than himself to lead the way home. Sometimes he accompanied on the hunt no less a personage than old Davy Crockett himself, and was the daily associate and companion of his sons. But, alas! The many exciting episodes of the chase, and humorous incidents by the campfire are lost, and we know enough of the comicalities of "Old Davy," and of the thoughtful, adventurous, but mirthful McCulloch, to appreciate the loss at something like its right value.

In the arduous and somewhat dangerous services which he was sometimes called upon to perform as a "flatboatman," or in "rafting," he found opportunities for adding to the store of experience accumulated in the forest, on the banks of the streams where he poised the angle rod for bass and trout, and upon the farm. Some idea as to his attainments as a hunter may be formed when we learn that he generally killed as many as eighty bear in a single season, which with panthers, catamounts, deer, and smaller game not reckoned, one would imagine entitled him to rank almost as an equal of "Old Davy" himself. It was impossible, by reason of the depredations committed by the bear, to raise hogs, and hence the necessity for the war of extermination which was waged against bruin, upon whose wholesome flesh the hardy inhabitants largely subsisted.

Major McCulloch moved to Alabama in 1820, and settled on the Tennessee River, at the Muscle Shoals. Here ten years of Ben's boyhood was passed, save one spent at school in his native State. As stated, he early developed a fondness for hunting and fishing, and at this early age became an expert in the management of canoes and in throwing the gig, scarcely ever missing a fish. As this was a new country, abounding in all sorts of game, it was the favorite winter resort of the Choctaw Indians, who also trapped beaver, otter, and muskrats on the river, Town Creek and Big Nance, two large creeks which emptied into the Tennessee, one above and the other below Ben's father's house. Ben soon became a great favorite with the Indians, and accompanied them frequently in their hunting, fishing and trapping expeditions; and with the thirst for knowledge which was always characteristic of him, was not long in being initiated into all the mysteries of their several avocations. Under their tuition he speedily became a successful trapper, and brought home as the trophies of his juvenile prowess, the pelts of muskrats, otter, and beaver. They taught him also how to make blowguns, and bows and arrows, as well as how to use them, in which he quickly acquired such proficiency that there were no Indian boys of his own age who could compete with him, and none who could excel him in the use of these peculiar Indian implements. It seemed to afford the "warriors" great gratification when Ben would excel his Indian friends of his own age in shooting arrows at a mark, or in hurling the gig at fish. These diversions were often varied by engaging in foot-races, wrestling matches, etc., in all which "the little pale face" held his own.

During this time, Ben, Mary Ann, Olivia and Harriet attended for two months a school taught by Mr. Prim, about three miles from home, the children walking to and fro. Henry, much younger, often insisted upon accompanying them, and as his strength was not sufficient for the exertion, generous-hearted Ben would take the little fellow upon his shoulders and thus bear him along. This feeling for his younger brother was never a stranger to his heart, and this narrative will show that Ben McCulloch, in the heat of battle, regardless of the risks he encountered himself, was always acutely concerned for the safety of Henry, and that he dreamed of no aggrandizement of his fortunes in which Henry was not to be a full sharer. The remarkable tie which bound these two stern, iron-willed men together, and rendered them inseparable through life, flowed from an impulse as soft and pure as ever moved a woman's heart, and had its origin right here in the roseate morning of their infantile existence.

Upon more than one occasion Ben gave battle to larger boys whom he thought evinced a disposition to impose on his little brother, and so dexterous and strong was he, thanks to his Indian training, that it was seldom any youth near his own size had the hardihood to try conclusions with him. Another, and a more useful accomplishment which he acquired from his Choctaw friends, was the knowledge necessary to construct a canoe and to successfully propel the same, and which became of great service to the family in the settlement of the sparsely inhabited region, or wilderness, of West Tennessee, to which Major McCulloch determined to remove.

This occurred in the spring of 1830, and Ben, being the eldest son at home, was sent in charge of the oxcarts, containing most of the household furniture, the Negroes and livestock, to their destination, while the family were to proceed on a large flatboat, such as were used at that time for the transport of cotton and other produce to New Orleans, down the Tennessee, Ohio and Mississippi Rivers to the mouth of the Forked Deer River, where a keelboat would be taken for the run up the latter stream, and which would land them within a mile of their purposed home. Major McCulloch calculated on arriving some days in advance of Ben's party, and was not a little surprised to find Ben not only on the ground, but that he had selected the site for the dwelling house, which was near an excellent spring, and a suitable piece of ground for a farm. He had also caused a number of house logs to be cut, and informed his father that had he been sure he would have confirmed his selection of the site of their future home, he would have prepared a log house in time for the occupancy of the family. The selection was made in conformity to the most judicious views, and a man of experience and business knowledge could have done no better, and hence Ben's selection was not only confirmed, but he was warmly complimented for his discernment in making the same. The family located here within three miles of Dyersburg, and the place became sacred in after years to the separated family as the "old homestead." A young sugar tree, under which Ben pitched his camp, and which he caused to be left standing in the yard, was for many years after called "Ben's tree." Left often in charge of the Negroes, Ben controlled them by kindness, and himself leading the way in any work on hand, instead of "driving," as was the orthodox mode of the overseers, he thus became proficient in the use of tools, an accomplishment which stood him well in hand in after life.

Dyersburg was some twenty miles from the Mississippi River, to which there was no road, the intervening space being covered by a forest of heavy timber, dense cane-breaks, and interminable jungles of green briar, rattan and grape vines, and it would have been a Herculean task to have cut a road with the few hands owned by Major McCulloch. There was no store nearer than the Key Corner, fifteen miles distant, hence it was determined to build a large canoe, or "pirogue," as a means for transporting supplies from the Mississippi, and Ben undertook the job. A large yellow poplar tree supplied the material, and relying solely on his own resources, Ben, in a very short space, launched the best "pirogue" which appeared on the river for years. He also constructed a smaller canoe, which he used in his hunting and trapping excursions on the Forked Deer, Obion and the lakes adjacent, in all of which the fur-bearing animals were plentiful.

These expeditions, though enjoyed as excursions of pleasure, became a lucrative source of revenue, and Ben not only supported himself by the sale of pelts, but established a respectable cash balance as a reserve against a rainy day. Ben's rifle supplied the family with meat, which consisted of bear, deer, turkeys, etc., all of which in the proper season were fat and juicy, and "bear bacon," dried deer hams, smoked tongues, etc., were stored away for the winter. He usually hunted alone and on foot, as it was impossible to move with any celerity on horseback through the dense woods; and though he might shoot a bear or deer miles from home, so perfectly developed was his organ of locality that in returning with a horse upon which to fetch the carcass home, was never at a loss to find the exact spot.

Upon one occasion, at this period, his dogs jumped a bear in a cane-break. The bear being young and lean, ran well, and was some distance when a single dog brought it to bay, the remainder of the pack having pursued another, which ran in a different direction. Ben came up and found the bear slowly climbing a tree on the bank of Coon Creek, and at his sudden appearance it became frightened, and letting go his hold upon the trunk, tumbled from the tree into the water below, only ten or twelve inches deep. He attempted to shoot it, but discovered that the priming of his old flint lock had gotten damp in crossing the creek, and that the piece would not fire. Meantime the bear and dog were having an animated discussion in the water, decidedly to the disadvantage of the latter. Finally, bruin disengaged himself, probably with the tacit consent of his antagonist, and climbed the steep bank so close to Ben that he caught it by the hair and pulled it back into the creek. It fell on its back and the dog seized it. Ben drew his butcher knife and endeavored to kill the brute by a stab in its breast, but the blade struck his breastbone and glanced, inflicting but a slight wound. The bear caught his right arm in his mouth, at the wrist. Knowing the tenacity of the animal, he did not attempt to disengage his arm from the crunching vice, but struck with the knife in his left hand, and drove the blade through its heart. Bruin dropped dead, but did not relax the terrible set of his iron jaws, and Ben was forced to pry them open to free himself from the "determined" carcass.

From the time the family reached West Tennessee, Ben ate no idle bread, always being engaged at something to advance his own interests or those of the family. Through the spring and summer Major McCulloch managed to supply the family with fresh meat and fish, while Ben spent the most of his time with the hands in improving the place, extending the farm (which was a tedious and very laborious undertaking in that heavily timbered country) and cultivating the crop. He was a young man of remarkably steady habits, and spent the whole of his time at home when not hunting and trapping. He utilized all his leisure time in reading and studying the best books which his father's library afforded, in which Major McCulloch encouraged his son, but found it necessary to caution him in regard to the injurious effect to his eyes of poring over fine print late in the night, by the dim light of a tallow candle or "fire light."

He not only studied at home, but when in camp cutting cypress logs, building flatboats, and making cypress pickets to raft down the Mississippi, while his companions would spend their evenings in conversation, relating anecdotes, etc., he would select some quiet nook, and by the dubious light of the camp fire, pore over the pages of some favorite author, and when he went to Texas it was generally conceded that Ben McCulloch was the best posted young man in the whole country, though there were many who had enjoyed privileges to which he was a stranger; but while they had failed to improve the elementary training received in the schools, he had familiarized himself with all the various branches of knowledge essential to a liberal English education. He was also a close Bible student and a fixed believer in all its sublime truths, though he was never a communicant of any denomination or religious association.

He remained contentedly at home, laboring like a loyal, affectionate son, seeking diversion and pocket money in hunting, trapping, cutting raft logs, etc., until a quite respectable farm had been opened to cultivation, ample and comfortable house room secured, when, in the spring of 1832, he set out for Independence, Missouri, where he expected to meet the celebrated trapper, Dent, and spend a year or two with him on the Upper Mississippi and Missouri Rivers, trapping and hunting, but to his great mortification and disappointment, when he reached his destination, Dent, with his party, had been gone several days, and he was forced to abandon this long and eagerly cherished adventure. But as he left home to be gone some time, he determined to turn his attention to the lead mines near Galena, where he labored and learned practically all about mining the ore, smelting, moulding and placing the lead into market, and returned home the next fall not only with this valuable addition to his store of knowledge, but all the money he had earned, save the necessary expense of his journey home.

The latter portion of the fall of 1833, and early winter, he spent in cutting large cypress logs and in preparing to raft them down the Mississippi to market, when the river would overflow the bottoms the next spring. Hunting and trapping, as usual, afforded the means for recreation in unemployed times. His raft comprised one hundred logs, each forty feet long and not less than twenty-four inches in diameter at the smaller end. This he floated to the Obion River, and down it to the Mississippi, and down the "Father of Waters" to Natchez, where he sold it for a remunerative price, paid a flying visit to New Orleans, in order to see and examine the ground upon which had been fought the famous battle, in which his gallant father had borne so conspicuous a part, and where his mother's only brother, Lieutenant John Peterson Le Noir, received a wound of which he died, while leading a detachment of his company as skirmishers against an advancing party of British, on the night of the twenty-third of December preceding the battle of the eighth of January. He sought the unknown grave of his kinsman in vain, and the remains of that noble man and gallant soldier rest in some spot now forgotten by the dwellers in the beautiful city which he died to save from the pillage and insult of the foe.

William Crockett, second son of Colonel David Crockett, was about Ben's age, and was a celebrated hunter of bear, deer and bees, and was at all times welcomed to the home of Major McCulloch, at which he spent a quite considerable portion of his time, and was Ben's constant companion in his hunting and trapping expeditions. From "Bill," as he was familiarly called, Ben learned the "bee hunter's" craft, and Bill was wont to say that Ben could see a bee at a greater distance and understood their habits better than any man he ever saw.

Colonel Crockett's home was thirty miles distant, but as he and Major McCulloch were old friends, the families exchanged visits. There subsisted a very warm bond of friendship between young Ben McCulloch and the eccentric but large-hearted Colonel Crockett, which was the more strange by reason of the difference in their ages. It is well known that Colonel Crockett had enjoyed no educational opportunities in his youth, and that he had not only attained to manhood in this state of mental un-cultivation, but had entered public life when made to feel the great want of knowledge; and he sought every source attainable which promised a single draught to quench his mental thirst. He had found Ben a student, and consequently well posted in history, and it was his greatest pleasure to draw him out upon whatever particular subject he might be at the time wishing to have elucidated; and thus (though unconscious of the fact at the time) did Ben indirectly teach the great backwoods commoner.

After Colonel Crockett became a member of Congress, spending the winters in Washington, his return home in the spring or summer was looked to, by the young people especially, as the commencement of a season of fun and frolic, which he invariably inaugurated by giving a barbecue, to which everybody was invited; and it always proved a day of enjoyment to older persons as well as the young. These latter often continued the festival for two or three days in fiddling and dancing and such other amusements as they could devise for the mutual enjoyment of both sexes. In all these "Old Davy" was always ready to bear a hand, and always contributed much to the entertainment by drawing upon his inexhaustible fund of anecdote and his inimitable powers of mimicry.

Once on his return from the national capital he brought one of the finest finished "half-stocked" rifles that had ever been manufactured in the United States, which had been presented him by the young men of Philadelphia, with an inscription inlaid in gold letters, extending from the breach to the muzzle: "Presented by the young men of Philadelphia to David Crockett, of Tennessee. "Be sure you are right, and then go ahead!" The stock was made of the handsomest cured sugar maple which could be procured, and was almost entirely covered with devices and ornaments in gold and silver. The sights, though of good material, were so clumsily made as to prove wholly unreliable, and "Old Davy" handed it to Ben McCulloch one day, saying, "The gunsmiths of Philadelphia know how to make a fine gun, but are not up to the requirements necessary in regard to the very important matter of sights. I want you to take it, Ben, to our friend Long's shop, make a new hindsight and file down the fore one properly, and if her inside is as roughly done as the sights, she will need a thorough cutting out. Examine her thoroughly; take Bill with you to assist in dressing her up, and, if it is in her, make her centre fire before you come back."

As the country settled, it became a practice to have Saturday squirrel-hunts, or fish-fries, at which the hunters and marksmen of the neighborhood would meet and spend the day sociably and in shooting for prizes, which oftenest consisted of beef, though small purses of money also came into vogue. Competitors were taxed in sums ranging from ten cents to a half dollar. In the shooting matches for beef, someone of the neighbors would bring a beef upon the ground, which was appraised. There were six prizes——the two hams constituting the first and second, the shoulders the third and fourth, the hide and tallow the fifth, while the balls shot into the tree against which the target had been placed was the sixth prize. Upon these occasions no intoxicating spirits were tolerated, and that degrading vice——curse of a leprous distillment——was almost unknown among the virtuous and hardy pioneers of West Tennessee.

In early life Major McCulloch had been quite a hunter and marksman, and possessed two guns of the manufacture of the celebrated Bean, one of which he used for hunting, and the other (a very heavy barrel) as a target rifle; and by practice with this gun, his six sons who attained to manhood, became crack shots, Ben being considered rather the best, though the McCulloch boys were widely known for unerring execution with the rifle, and they offered to compete with any six men in the country for a purse of money, their challenge not being accepted.

Ben McCulloch was always foremost in all field sports demanding the exercise of manly qualities, though the charms of music and the dance had not for him the fascination which they possessed for the generality of the young beaux and belles of all sections of country, in all ages of mankind of which we have intelligence. Henry, though partaking much of his brother's practical nature, was more of a "ladies' man," traits of character which adhered to either through life, the former living a bachelor; the latter seeking a happy union with a most excellent wife, and becoming the father of a large family, the pride and solace of his declining years.

Ben prepared another raft of cypress logs, and in the autumn of 1833 floated it down to New Orleans and disposed of it with his usual success. The next year the brothers, Ben and Henry, entered into copartnership and prepared two rafts of one hundred logs each, and constructed a flat boat one hundred feet long and twenty wide, which they loaded with cypress pickets of their own make. In this huge under taking their father gave them the services of two Negro men, and these four not only cut the two hundred logs, but felled the trees, hewed the timber and sawed the planks for the boat with a whipsaw, by hand, built the boat, made the pickets and floated the whole to New Orleans, where they realized in the sale of the same ample compensation for their labor. Returning home, the brothers forced their father to receive payment for the services of the two Negro men, as a matter of justice to the remainder of the family, and because they were resolved to be self-sustaining and independent, which he finally did, but under protest.

In all these enterprises Ben's was the directing mind, the great moving power, more because of his seniority and the almost filial devotion with which Henry ever regarded him. He always mastered all the details in relation to any business which he took in hand, not regarding any minutia as beneath his notice; "and," says General Henry E. McCulloch, "He instructed me how to stack the newly sawed shingles and boards, so as to prevent them from being warped by the sun, taught me to plow, "lay fence worm," build fence, besides encouraging and aiding me in acquiring an education, which I did wholly without the aid of a teacher, in the usual acceptation of that term. Ben was to me both a father and a brother, and to him I owe for all that I am or have been."

In the spring of 1835, the brothers carried their last raft, or rafts——for each was in charge of one——down the Mississippi, intending to stop and effect a sale at Natchez; and although Ben was the most experienced, and certainly the superior manager of a boat or raft, in trying to effect a landing, parted his cable and was compelled to float on down to New Orleans, while Henry made the landing and sold out at Natchez. Ben sold in New Orleans, and though the price realized for each cargo was about the same, Ben's greater distance traveled in returning home, calling for a corresponding outgo for necessary expenses, enabled Henry to show a somewhat heavier balance to the credit of the firm; which success was most gratifying to both the younger son and mother, for a victory over Ben was of rare occurrence.

This closed the career of Ben McCulloch in Tennessee. He was now to step upon a new, distant and strange theatre; to exchange his nationality for the foster love of struggling Texas——a love which mutually swelled in volume and increased in intensity as he gave and received blows in her service, through all the long years from his manhood's early prime until, when the frosts of age were beginning to whiten his locks, those fatal ides of March when rock-ribbed hills and mountain gorge were shaken by the thunders of a hundred cannon, he sealed the firm convictions of his soul with the signet of death, faithful unto the end——

"For the deathwatch was kept where the laurels were blooming."
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CHAPTER II
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As many of Austin's colonists were Tennesseans, the people of that State felt considerable interest in the welfare of the Texians, and they were by no means unfeeling spectators of the revolution then brewing; and the successes of the Texians at San Antonio and other points were received with pleasure, although it was generally felt that the colonists would be called on to sustain greater trials and losses and to incur more dangers ere they might hope for peace and quiet. It was in this state of affairs——the calm which precedes the storm——that Ben McCulloch determined to share the fortunes of his countrymen in that then Mexican State, or more properly, province, and set about the necessary preparations in the summer of 1835. Colonel Crockett was at the time in the midst of a very heated canvass, and he assured Ben that should his opponent defeat him, he would also go to Texas. He was defeated, which rendered him impatient to start; and, as Ben had not completed his arrangements and would be detained at home by duties in connection with the farming operations for some time, the Colonel set out on the first of October. Ben and Henry, each leading an extra horse, followed soon after. They were armed with rifles and belt pistols, and each carried a well-filled pair of saddlebags containing their clothing, the preparation of which had been the care of loving mother and sisters. They crossed the Mississippi at Memphis, and passing through Little Rock, turned to the south and crossed Red River at Campton, a few miles above Natchitoches, and the Sabine at Gaines's ferry, when they passed from under the aegis of the starry flag and trod the soil of Mexico. Before reaching Texas they had disposed of their extra horses at remunerative prices, and now, well mounted, some money in their pockets and hope beaming bright in their hearts, passed through San Augustine to Nacogdoches, where they concluded to rest a few days before continuing their purposed exploration of the terra incognita, as by far the greater portion of Texas was at that time. Being offered good prices for their remaining horses, and fearful of their being stolen, they concluded the sale, calculating to pursue their journey on foot. But before leaving Nacogdoches, Ben pointed out to Henry the many hardships, difficulties, privations and dangers which they would have to encounter, and persuaded him to return home. But Henry, feeling himself equal to any emergency, and being solicitous in regard to the safety of Ben, peremptorily refused to accede to the proposition, when Ben undertook to accomplish his end by other means, and dwelt upon the long services which he had rendered to advance the interests of the family, and insisted that Henry owed them a similar duty. This appeal struck home to his heart, and promising to return home and work for their father two years and then rejoin Ben in Texas, Henry, with a heavy heart, shouldered his saddlebags and set out for home.

Ben, at the same time, struck out for the West, and pursuing the old Nacogdoches and San Antonio trail, crossed the Trinity River at Robbins's ferry, and struck the Brazos at Nashville, where he found the family of Mrs. Benton, late of Dyer County, Tennessee, and who nursed him as a mother through a severe attack of measles. It was fortunate that he did not arrive in time to march with the brave "Old Davy" to swell the numbers of the fated garrison of the Alamo; though he was greatly disappointed and by no means disposed to regard his late illness as a blessing in disguise.

After the recovery of his health, he descended the Brazos River in a canoe to Gross's plantation, near which the Texian army was encamped. He was welcomed heartily to a place in the ranks of the "Invincibles," and here for the first time clasped the manly hands of Tom Green, Walter P. Lane, Richardson Scurry, William H. Jack, Benjamin C. Franklin and others, destined to become his warm, lifelong friends. In the battle which followed, and whose signal victory for the arms of Texas emphasized the declaration of independence but recently announced from Washington on the Brazos, Ben McCulloch, the Tennessee backwoodsman, bear hunter and trapper, commanded one of the famous "Twin Sisters," two cannon donated to the Texian patriots by the noble ladies of Cincinnati, to which responsible post he had been assigned by Captain Poe a few days before the battle. Of his own conduct in this battle, he wrote a friend:——

"At the battle of San Jacinto I was in command of one piece of artillery. The fire of it opened upon the enemy, about two hundred yards distant. We advanced after each discharge, keeping it in advance of the infantry, until we were within less than two hundred yards of their breastwork, at which time I had aimed the gun, but was delayed in firing for a moment by General Houston, who passed across some thirty paces in front of the gun, and was nearly that distance in advance of every man in that part of the field.

[Signed] Ben McCulloch."

Ben McCulloch at San Jacinto.

Brave Ben, why stand with your match in your hand?

There are Mexican foes in your sight.

The hour has come when there's hope for the land,

And your brethren are keen for the fight.

Let the "Twin Sister" speak, her sulfurous breath,

Like the simoon, will wither his men——

Let Her bear to the foe a message of death;

Remember the Alamo, Ben!

Hark! There's a sound on the air, 'tis the Alamo cry!

A form rushes past to the fight——

'Tis Houston, who leads the men willing to die,

For freedom, for Texas and right.

Ben stands at his gun, with his eye on the foe,

Till the last of that band has gone by.

Then, cheering them on, he says: "Let her go!

Bake them well!" and they dastardly fly.

The "Twin Sister" spoke 'mid the rifle's sharp crack,

The clashing of swords and the yell.

Of men who fight on, but never turn back,

Till the battle is won and won well.

That shot did its work, and furiously then 

The avengers bore down on the foe;

They rally——they fly! Your work is done, Ben,

And the rest was done bravely, we know.

Hurrah for stout Ben! And hurrah for the band

That gave freedom to Texas that day!

And hurrah for the gun which so bravely was manned,

When the hero was passing that way!

And hurrah for the hero! Hurrah for the star!

The Lone Star of Texas winch rose

From the plains of Jacinto, blood-red with the war,

To the sky where it peacefully glows.

Let us cherish the hero and cherish the star,

And cherish the sky where it glows;

Let the star in the sky shine on evermore,

As bright as the day when it rose.  E. W.

Immediately after the battle, and upon the field. General Sam Houston, who had been an eyewitness of the marked gallantry of Ben McCulloch, promoted him to first lieutenant in the artillery corps, which prompt and marked recognition of his services must have been extremely gratifying, though his unchanged conduct furnished no indices of his elation. There was an air about the thoughtful, cool and courageous young man which arrested the attention. Scrupulously neat in his dress, which was the plain "homespun" of the backwoods, and courteous in his manners, he seemed in the surging mass of wild, rough humanity which celebrated the victory with boisterous hurrahs, a being sui generis; for though his bright, intelligent blue eyes would kindle on such occasions with unwonted animation, the emotions swelling within his bosom were held in abeyance by an inflexible force of the will but rarely witnessed. The great Napoleon possessed the same mystic key by which the emotions were kept securely locked when occasion demanded the effort; and on that eventful eighteenth of Brumaire summoned it to his support for a feigned exhibition, of confidence in the midst of furious hurricane, before which to bend was to be lost.

With McCulloch it was perfectly natural to remain cool, calm and collected in the midst of danger and confusion; and it was remarked in after years that impending danger only quickened his faculties, and that the wiliest enemy could not spring against him a parthian arrow but he would find means upon the wing of the moment to counteract the blow. He was young at this period, having but recently entered the first decade of manhood, yet, however much he might join in the mirth and sports of the young of his own age, his real purposes were locked securely in his own bosom. His confidants were very few, and his companions felt that there was a mysterious spirit belonging to the silent young gunner which had never bended to the familiarities of the camp; a spirit which prompted him to gaze with fixed purpose and longing eyes into the far future, and to dream of fame, perhaps, but always as the reward of patriotic service, always no the line of doing good for his people. Ben McCulloch never cared for money. Had the paltry profits of trade possessed any attractions for him, he could easily have become a millionaire.

The retreat of the Mexican forces beyond the Rio Grande left the Texian army, and especially the artillery, nothing to do. This tame character of life did not at all accord with his active, energetic nature, and he consequently obtained a furlough for an indefinite period, in order to be free to participate in any legitimate adventure which might spring up. There was much and very profitable adventure of an illegitimate character, in which many of the adventurers of Texas were engaging, viz., reprisals made on the abandoned herds of cattle and horses west of the San Antonio River, whose owners had accompanied the retreating Mexican army into Mexico. It is true that the "cowboys" justified their conduct upon the plea that the stock was the property of public enemies, but it savored too much of a direct violation of the ten commandments for Ben McCulloch to engage in it, though the profits had amounted to millions instead of paltry hundreds of dollars. Receiving his furlough while the army was encamped on the Lavaca River, he purchased a mule and explored the Lavaca and Guadeloupe valleys as far as it was deemed safe to travel, and then wended his way to the North, with no companions but his mule and trusty rifle, examining the country thoroughly.

Finding that there was no prospect for active service, though volunteers were being received into the army all the time, he determined to visit his home, and obtained authority to raise a company of volunteers in Tennessee. He did so, remaining but a brief space at home, and returned in the autumn of 1836 with a company of thirty men to the army. Declining the captaincy himself, Ben McCulloch secured the election of Robert Crockett, son of "Old Davy," to the same. Disdaining the idle life of a soldier in camp, when there was no prospect for active service, he spent a portion of the winter in looking at the country which he had not yet visited, and the remainder in the town of Houston, sawing lumber with a whipsaw.

He returned to Tennessee in the summer of 1837, so as to prepare himself thoroughly, under the direction of his father, as a surveyor, in order to be ready to enter upon that work at the opening of the land office of the Republic, which would not occur until February 1838, which allowed him ample time to prepare himself for his purposed new field of operations. He procured the necessary instruments, and returned at the time indicated; and, as he had selected the Guadalupe and San Marcos valleys as his future home, he made his way directly to Gonzales. As soon as the county surveyor's office was opened by Charles Lockhart, he obtained a deputation under him, and with the early spring commenced his operations as a practical surveyor. He made the locating and surveying of lands his regular occupation for a number of years, and, as in everything that he undertook, pursued it with energy, being frequently called upon to resist Indian and Mexican incursions, until the Republic was annexed to the United States, in the interim, serving as the representative from the Gonzales municipality in the Congress of the Republic, for the term of 1839-40.

It is more than suspected that he chose Gonzales, the Lexington of Texian independence, as his home more because its exposed situation invited forays from both the Mexicans and Indians, than for any other purpose, and the consequent want of men to defend the women and children and shield the infant settlement until it had acquired sufficient strength to do so itself. Home, for some time, he had none; but always had two good horses and firearms ready for use, which, in his safe hands, rarely failed to tell. The brave young gunner, fresh from the field of San Jacinto, whose magic name it seemed to the lately fleeing, but now reassured citizens, had but to be pronounced, when, lo! The fortunes of the war were reversed, was a welcome visitor at every house, and not only in Gonzales, but throughout Texas, the conscript fathers met him with: "Come to see me, Ben, and bring your knitting along; the latchstring always hangs on the outside to you;" and neither he nor his horses ever wanted for anything that larder or corncrib could supply. For, foremost to meet every danger, he always rode forth to battle; and the many skirmishes, scouts, surprises and hairbreadth escapes which he encountered during the decade succeeding the battle of San Jacinto will never be known.

In July 1838, he was joined by his brother Henry, who became his partner in all enterprises, and the brothers were inseparable until the marriage of the latter, in 1840. They kept "bachelor's hall," living a portion of the time in a log cabin and the remainder in a camp. After the marriage of Henry, Ben, when not "on the go," made his house his home. His election to the Texian Congress, just mentioned, occurred in 1839. He was a silent member, though a thoughtful, working one, and was recognized by such men as Sam Houston, David S. Kaufman, William Menefee, William H. Jack and John W. Harris, who were among his colleagues in that first legislative session at Austin, as possessed of as much judgment in council as he had upon so many occasions exhibited skill and courage in the field.

Says General Henry E. McCulloch: "No two brothers ever lived, perhaps, that were more endeared to each other, or who dwelt together in more perfect harmony." Not that they always agreed, by any means, upon the various questions of public policy which at that time engaged attention; for they were men of positive character, accustomed to think and act for themselves; but each respected the other's opinions, and as either was always influenced by correct motives, there was no ground upon which to base censure. They differed in regard to the advisability of "annexation," Ben favoring that measure and Henry opposing it, but both with strict regard to the best interests of Texas in the premises.

In the winter of 1838-39, Colonel John H. Moore, of Fayette County, made a campaign against the Comanche on the upper Colorado; and Ben McCulloch, taking advantage of the favorable opportunity thus presented for chastising the hostile Indians who so frequently disturbed the quiet of the Gonzales settlement, conceited measures with "Captain Jim," chief of the Toncahua tribe, to act with a small party of whites, consisting of himself, Henry E. McCulloch, Wilson Randle, David Henson and John D. Wolfin, Ben agreeing to furnish the Toncahua with salt and one hundred rounds of ammunition for ten or twelve rifles (all the firearms in the tribe), the remaining warriors, to the number of thirty or more, being armed with spears and bows and arrows. After much difficulty, occasioned by a fall of snow and very cold weather, McCulloch succeeded in getting the Toncahua from their camp on Peach Creek, some fifteen miles from Gonzales, and the command marched some twenty-five miles up the creek and encamped for the night in a dense thicket. The next morning a fresh trail was struck, indicating a raid upon the settlement by a combined force of Waco and Comanche. Knowing that they could be but a short distance ahead, Ben persuaded "Captain Jim" to give pursuit. Two fleet Toncahua were ordered by their chief to push on in a run along the trail, and Ben, who was as fleet of foot as they, and possessed of as much endurance, and withal having more confidence in his own judgment than theirs, accompanied the spies. Ben correctly judged that the hostiles would conceal themselves in the dense brush which grew upon a deep branch which was ahead, during the day, and sally forth at night to perpetrate their atrocities on the unsuspecting people. After accurately examining their position, Ben fell back to give directions to "Captain Jim." The enemy was surrounded and a most obstinate fight ensued, which continued till near nightfall, and but for the disobedience of McCulloch's orders on the part of the Toncahua, the whole party of the hostiles would have been captured. As it was, ten Waco and Comanche were killed on the field, and but one of McCulloch's party, a Toncahua. But the expedition ended here, "Captain Jim" alleging that his people would have to return to their camp to rejoice over the victory and bewail the death of their brother. The Toncahua scalped the dead and dying Comanche and Waco, and while life was not yet extinct in some of them, cut off their hands and feet, arms and legs, and fleeced the flesh, off their thighs and breasts, which horrid booty the cannibal monsters bore away with them to their camp, in which, doubtless, a revolting, ghoulish feast was celebrated. Ben was chagrined at this abrupt termination of the expedition; but Henry, who had not from the first contemplated it with favor, was rejoiced that it was so.

The brothers returned to their bachelor cabin, two miles above Gonzales; and it being too early in the season for the grass to sufficiently sustain their horses in surveying, and there being a very heavy crop of pecans, they determined to build a small flatboat, twelve feet wide and thirty long, load it with pecans, and test the practicability of navigating the Guadalupe River. This influenced the Randle brothers——Barnett and Wilson——to do likewise; and the four established a camp in the Guadalupe bottom, on the land of Mrs. DeWitt, who kindly gave them the timber necessary for the construction of their boats. This was prepared by the enterprising young men with broadaxes and whipsaws——a tedious and quite laborious undertaking; but so interested did the neighbors become that they came daily to note the progress made, and contributed no little gratuitous assistance; and Messrs. Simon Bateman and James Hodges, about the only men in the county who owned Negroes, each sent two men to help "the boys." Upon the completion of the boats, the generous citizens sent in an abundance of provisions, which with the game which they would be able to bag en route, would last the entire voyage. Ben had prepared a light canoe, in which he took the lead down the river, having secured the services of Addison Lynch (one of the most noted fiddlers of his day and section) to assist Henry with the larger craft. The trip was made without incident, to Saluria Island at Pass Caballo, where they sold their pecans to "Uncle Joe Hamilton," of Gonzales, who happened to be there en route to New Orleans; and being unable to sell their boats, gave them to persons living on the island. Altogether, the enterprise proved a success.

After some months spent in surveying, they were visited by Captain Matthew Caldwell, perhaps better known by his famous sobriquet of "Old Paint," who informed them that he had received the necessary authority to raise a company of rangers for six months, and wished Ben to aid him in the undertaking, and to accept the first lieutenancy when the company was organized, which he promptly declined, but suggested that Henry should accept the position, promising to assist in obtaining the requisite number of men. This being satisfactory, Captain Caldwell left their camp, which was upon the ground now occupied by the town of Lockhart, the county seat of Caldwell County, with the understanding that the brothers would meet him at Walnut Springs, now the town of Seguin.

The permanent seat of government having been established at Austin, the citizens of Gonzales were anxious to have Ben McCulloch lay off and mark out a road to the same, Captain Caldwell promising to furnish the necessary escort. There were no maps of the country, and McCulloch never having traveled from Bastrop to Austin, he visited General Burleson to obtain the course and distance; so that, with his own knowledge in regard to the course and distance from Gonzales to Bastrop, he could make his calculations as to the proper course to run from the courthouse in Gonzales (a small board shanty) to the capital of the Republic. In making the calculation, as well as it could be done from this data, he determined that Austin lay fifteen degrees west of north from Gonzales, and about fifty miles distant, at which much surprise was expressed, as the general belief was that Austin was several degrees east of north from Gonzales; and when he struck out on his course (north fifteen degrees west) many predicted that he would leave Austin several miles to the right. But the result justified McCulloch's calculation, as the Colorado River was struck at a point three miles below Austin, known as the "Montopolis Ford," which being the only ford near the new capital, was necessarily just where the road would have to cross the river. Then by running a line from the ford to "Capitol Hill," in Austin, he ascertained the true course to be north seventeen degrees west and the distance fifty-five and a quarter miles from the courthouse in Gonzales to "Capitol Hill" in Austin.
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