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Victor Hugo says: "Destiny entertains a purpose. It watches mysteriously over the future historian. It allows him to mingle with exterminations and carnages, but it does not allow him to die, because it wishes him to relate them." Be this as it may, certainly an actor in the scenes he describes should be allowed to possess advantages in the narration of the incidents not possessed by one not so connected.

The author was an actor in most of the events portrayed, and, in addition thereto, he has had the fraternal co-operation of his old comrades——from the commanders down——in the prosecution of this "labor of love."

During the year 1863, Captain Rufus F. Dunn, Company F, Third Regiment Texas Cavalry, was, on account of his feeble health, detailed from operations in the field to write a history of the operations of Ross' Texas Brigade; which design, as the following extract from a letter of General Ross shows, was immediately defeated by the death of Captain Dunn, and permanently impaired by the loss of documentary data, trophies, etc., mentioned. The extract in question reads: "Captain Dunn, whose health had failed, was detailed to write a full and accurate history of the brigade, and I furnished him with all necessary data, orders, papers, etc., to render his duty of easy compliance; but, unfortunately, he died in Alabama, and I received this information simultaneously with the intelligence that my trunk and private papers entrusted to his care had fallen into the hands of the enemy. In my trunk was found twenty stands of colors, and other trophies that we had captured from the Federals."

After many efforts to ascertain the whereabouts of Mrs. Dunn, success was attained in 1878. This estimable lady, Mrs. Parmelia A. Dunn, of Providence, Pickens County, Alabama, had, through all these weary years of war and licentious misrule, guarded with fidelity the trust imposed upon her by her dying husband's injunction, and preserved, unscathed, through pillage and sack, the precious manuscript upon which his last care had been expended. To this Cornelia of the South, the surviving comrades of her lamented husband tender their heartfelt thanks.

It is regretted that the orders and other papers alluded to in General Ross' letter were not recovered. Hence, much of the material used has been drawn from other sources; generally, from the memories of surviving members of the command, a necessity that caused delay, and exacted much patience on the part of the author in arranging the many conflicting statements that had grown with time. But it is safe to assert that nothing but absolute truth has been entered on these pages; not the whole truth, for that, alas! May never now be told.

The treatment of a subject should always reflect the object sought to be attained without necessitating any special revelation in regard thereto. In this narrative, called for by the dictates of simple justice to the living and dead, a vindication of their motives is essayed by a brief recapitulation of their services in camp and field. Their courage and chivalry, their heroic fortitude, and manly fidelity to a hopeless cause need no vindication. And, if any were needed, we would turn to the childhood home of the English tongue——the cradle of the Anglo-Norman race——and find such vindications as the eloquent extract which is here reproduced from the columns of the London Standard, in the year 1878, when the South was stricken by that pestilential scourge of the tropics——yellow fever: "The younger among us can not, perhaps, remember the keen, warm sympathy with which the English of 1861-1865 witnessed the heroic struggle maintained by their Southern kinsmen against six-fold odds of numbers, and odds of position, resources, vantage ground, simply incalculable. Even those who, from sympathy with the Northern States were unfavorable to the cause of a great nation revolting against a real tyranny, could not but feel proud of our near kinship with that incomparable soldiery——so designated by their enemies——which, on fifty battlefields, maintained such a contest as no other race has ever, in modern times, maintained; and, at last, when all hope was gone, held for six months, with 45,000 against 150,000, a slender line of earthworks thirty miles in length; who marched out 28,000 strong, and after six days' retreat in front of a countless cavalry, and overwhelming artillery and infantry pressing them on all sides, surrendered, at last, but 8,000 bayonets and sabers. It is this people, the flower and pride of the great English race, upon whom a more terrible, a more merciless enemy has now fallen. There can be now no division of sympathy, as there is no passion to excite and keep up the courage needed for the occasion. Yet the men and women of the South are true to the old tradition. Her youth volunteer to serve and die in the streets of plague-stricken cities, as readily as they went forth, boys and grey-haired men, to meet the threatened surprise of Petersburg——as they volunteered to charge again and again the cannon-crowned heights of Gettysburg, and to enrich with their blood, and honor with the name of a new victory, every field around Richmond. Their sisters, wives, mothers, and daughters, are doing and suffering now as they suffered from famine, disease, incessant anxiety, and alarm, throughout the four years of the civil war. There may be among the various nations of the Aryan family one or two who would claim that they could have furnished troops like those which followed Lee and Johnston, Stuart and "Stonewall" Jackson; but we doubt whether there be one race beside our own that could send forth its children by hundreds to face, in towns desolated by yellow fever, the horror of a nurse's life and the imminent terror of a martyr's death." And, finally, it is a solemn duty that the survivors owe to their fallen comrades to leave a truthful record of their deeds, upon which shall be predicated the judgment of posterity.

It is to such works as this that the future historian of the American sectional war must have recourse for facts; for the truth of history must rest upon the statements of those who were contemporaneous with the events they detail. Were this, then, the sole object, no further reason would be necessary for the appearance of the work. "Returning justice lifts aloft her scale," and the fame of the Confederate soldier has risen far above the aspersions and calumnies that were sought to be cast upon it; and the descendants of Ross' invincible Rangers will piously treasure the record of their services as an invaluable souvenir, and transmit it as an heirloom to their remotest posterity. And to that record the youth of the coming generation will point with pride, and say: "My grandsire fought with Ross at Elk Horn, Iuka, Corinth, Atlanta, and the hundred other fields upon which the "Old Brigade" signalized itself!" They will rejoice over the recital of our victories, and shed tears over the story of our reverses; and, with the conclusion of the final chapter, over which the somber legend——"Conclamatum est"——hangs like a funeral pall, they will close the volume with Christian resignation, breathing in their hearts the silent prayer: "Thy will, O, God, be done!"

Indeed, the fame of the Confederate soldier is secure wherever the sway of Southern woman's influence is felt; and if, in succeeding generations, this land gives birth to as noble women as those who sacrificed every thing for the cause of Dixie, the treasure of his reputation could be consigned to no safer guardianship. Though out of place, perhaps, we cannot refrain from paying this merited tribute to the matchless women of the South. It was theirs to wish God-speed to father, husband, brother, son, departing for the conflict where the valley was red. And though the yearnings of nature filled their hearts to bursting, while dark forebodings as to the fate of the loved one setting out for the front rose like a nightmare on the mind, yet they spoke but words of encouragement and hope. Many a mother bid her only son adieu with the sentiment of the Spartan matron holding sway in her heart, though the loving lips refused to utter it: "Take this shield, my son, and bear it back to me thyself, or be borne upon it!" Who rejoiced like they at our ephemeral triumphs? Who shed as bitter tears over our losses and defeats? Their trust in the God of hosts was sublime, and when craven manhood forsook his colors in despair, at the surrender of Vicksburg, and the melting away of Lee's lines before Petersburg, the star of their faith shone still with a constancy akin to its celestial birth, and nothing but the irrefutable evidence itself of the utter subversion of the ill-fated Confederacy, and the surrender of its armies, served to relax their ardor and exertions for the doomed cause. And then, reading upon the lowering clouds of the future the death-knell of all their cherished hopes, they turned to the past, upon angelic missions, among the unlettered graves of their fallen countrymen, and the stranger reads, with a thrill of pleasure, of the ministrations of these angels on earth, as each returning May brings its tributes of flowers for "Decoration Day."

In this, peerless sisterhood, our country recognizes its greatest worth; and happy our manhood, our chivalry, to ever kneel as votaries at that pure shrine. A cause that is upheld by such spotless advocates cannot be a bad cause. The doctrines of hell are not propagated by evangels of mercy. But it was the inscrutable will of Providence that their prayers should be of none avail, as this immutable administration had before decreed the elimination of empires from the map of the world.

The genius of Hannibal, the prowess of his legions, and the sacrifices of his devoted countrywomen in defense of right, could not avert the fate of Carthage. The sympathies of the world are now with dismantled Carthaginians; and, compared with the dubious ray of starlight that illumines the name of Scipio, Hannibal's is a sunburst of refulgence. And now, when we remember the tragic fate that has overtaken many of those fanatics who preached the doctrine of hate against the South, we recall the story of the Roman victor skulking amid the ruins of his subjugated rival.

The fact is attested by the holy Scriptures that nations are but instrumentalities in the hands of God for the execution of His will upon earth. Thus, commencing with the Babylonian Empire, we descend, by links of nations, down the chain of time, according to interpretation of the writings of the Prophet Daniel, to the Roman and Ottoman Empires. The Chaldean, Assyrian, Medo-Persian, Macedonian, Roman, and Turkish, were each but an instrument in His hands——a medium through which to effect his designs in regard to the advancement of civilization, and the melioration of the condition of mankind. The Roman power was the great disseminator of the truths of Christianity. Being mistress of almost the whole of the known earth when Constantine embraced the true religion, it became but a question of mere time when the gospel should reach, through Roman intercourse, every province and region penetrated for commerce, curiosity, or conquest. It was for this that the Paladins of Rome were allowed to subjugate a world. No earthly puissance could stay the onward tramp of the Roman legion in thus executing the will of Him on high. To this the Scipios and Caesars involuntarily contributed until Titus was suffered to raze the walls of Jerusalem to the ground, and, in so doing, he only emphasized the period to the "Old Dispensation." The "New Covenant" was then being taught by the "fishers of Galilee." And so is the United States designed by Omnipotence to serve some great purpose in the administration of His will among the peoples of earth. Of course, all speculation as to that purpose is futile. But with the Government brought back to the pure principles of the Constitution, through that sentiment of the equality of man, under our free institutions, it is thought the zenith of social and political excellence can be attained. And, in the not very distant future, its effect will be remarked upon the monarchical governments of Europe. Indeed, its effect is felt there now, and has been since their desire to emulate us caused the French to behead their king. Thus, American influence, giving hope to the oppressed of Europe, will go forth as the great evangel of liberty, and subjugate more nations to truth and happiness than were conquered by all the legions of Rome. And, in the fulfillment of this high destiny, the sagacity of Lee and Johnston, Beauregard and Jackson, and the valor and endurance of their men, was futile. But as the last sigh of the Moor awakes sympathy throughout Christendom for the doomed race whose lofty deeds of daring could not retain for them the rich conquest of Grenada, so, in after-times, the "Lost Cause" will gather about its mystic legends a weird tissue of romance and poetry, which, toned and mellowed by age, will eventually develop itself into an epic like the "Cid" or "Henriade." But it is only for the atom of an abstract idea that this apotheosis is invoked by the future Homer. For, barring property, the South lost nothing by the war that is not being regained in the Senate. Her people have adapted themselves to the new order of things, and, hand in hand with the honest Democracy of the West and East, are determined to stand by the rock of the Constitution as vigilant sentinels on the bulwarks of liberty. Of course, in this estimation, our priceless dead are not included. Their loss was incalculable.

The thanks of the author are due, for prompt assistance, and gratefully tendered, to:

Mrs. PARMELIA A. DUNN, Providence, Pickens County, Alabama; J. WYLIE MONTGOMERY, Sheriff Rains County, Texas; General L. S. Ross, Waco, McLennan County, Texas; E. A. KELLOGG, Secretary Ross' Brigade Association, Sulphur Springs, Hopkins County, Texas; Lieutenant DAN. H. ALLEY, Jefferson, Marion County, Texas; Major J. W. DOWNS, of the Waco Examiner and Patron; Captain JOHN GERMANY, Lieutenant S. B. BARRON, L. FOWLER, Colonel W. B. SIMS, Captain SID. S. JOHNSTON, BEN. A. LONG, J. B. LONG, Captain T. J. TOWLS, Camden, Van Zandt County, Texas; T. J. GEE, Captain H. P. TEAGUE, I. E. KELLIE, SCOTT GOODSEL, and other friends, whose kindness is none the less appreciated because their names do not readily occur at this writing.

And now, but little more remains to be said, in this connection, ere the " narrative" is allowed to speak for itself; whether in a manner commendable to those whose approbation the author is desirous of gaining, or not, the result will demonstrate. He did not regard himself as at all peculiarly fitted for the task, and there are, doubtless, many others of his comrades who could have performed the work in a much more satisfactory manner. But one long decade had passed since the colors of the Brigade had been forever furled, and another well on its way, and no movement had been set on foot to rescue from oblivion the record of a command as rich in all the material treasured by valor, devotion, and chivalry, as ever graced the pages of history.

Twenty years ago, a friendless wanderer, of eighteen years of age, the writer cast his fortunes with them, and——call them rebels and traitors, revile the cause of the South as much as you will——he is prouder of his course, during those four years, than of any other period of his life. There be some who regard PRINCIPLE as of infinitely more value than the catchwords of expediency and policy. There be some who have not "bowed the pliant hinges of the knee that thrift might follow fawning," and to such proud spirits, "who would break, but never bend," the author tenders the result of his labors.
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"Rebellion! Foul, dishonoring word,

Whose wrongful blight so oft' has stained

The holiest cause that tongue or sword

Of mortal ever lost or gained;

How many a spirit born to bless

Hath sunk beneath that withering name,

Whom but a day's——an hour's——success

Had wafted to eternal fame!"

"The noblest body of men that ever bared their breasts

in defense of a loved land!"——General L. S. Ross.

"The flower and the pride of the Army of the West!"——General Earl Van Dorn.
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ORGANIZATION OF THE THIRD REGIMENT TEXAS CAVALRY——MARCH TO MISSOURI——BATTLE OF OAK HILLS——INCIDENTS, ETC.

The year of grace one thousand eight hundred and sixty-one dawned amidst the most portentous clouds that had ever lowered above the political horizon of America since the stormy period in which the sovereignty of the STATES had their birth, nearly one hundred years before.

Abraham Lincoln had been elected President of the United States by the suffrages of a sectional party whose only vitality and power of cohesion consisted of antagonism against the South and her most cherished principles and institutions; and his induction into the high office was construed by the people of that devoted section as the beginning of the "irrepressible conflict," so long and so often elaborated by Mr. Seward, amid the approving cheers of delighted Northern audiences.

The declaration of Mr. Lincoln himself, that "this country could not remain half slave and half free," had always been regarded south of "Mason and Dixon's line" as a declaration of war; and, now that the aggressive and fanatical Northern Republicans had, by taking advantage of the suicidal folly of the Democratic party, placed themselves in a position to give weight to the declaration, the South recognized the only alternative but submission, left her, and reluctantly accepted the saucy gage of battle thrown, as a forced tender, by her fanatical foe, and proceeded to stake her all upon the brutal arbitrament of arms——a tribunal through whose precedents of unwritten law flow the turbid pollutions of Might and Butchery, and not the limpid stream of Right and Justice——relying, with sublime confidence, upon the justice of her cause and the valor of her sons.

But it is not our province, here, to recapitulate all those causes that precipitated the tempest of war upon our unhappy country. Suffice it to say, that the sectional administration at Washington gave the South no alternative. Mr. Lincoln and his advisers affected to regard secession, per se, as a declaration of war, and the Confederate Government only obeyed the dictates of prudence and reason in anticipating the storm by commencing a vigorous attack upon Fort Sumpter. The first gun on that occasion met an affirmative response from the hearts of nearly all the people of the South, as it also inflamed the rage of those at the North. All hopes of a compromise were now at an end; the line of demarcation was drawn; the work of pacific statesmen had ceased, that of the turbulent soldier was to begin; and, in the South, many original Unionists now accepted the situation of affairs, and cast their lots with their States and people.

It is supposed there are traitors and Tories to every cause, and though that of "Dixie" was no exception to the general rule, in the Southern States, properly so styled, there were probably fewer of this nefarious class, at the beginning, than ever appeared in any revolution of like proportions and radical character. We say that this was so at the beginning. Degraded human nature never struggles to oppose the flood-tide that promises success. Even venal prosperity never lacks for servile minions to chant its paeans in tones of adulation. And many original secessionists underwent a moderation of their fire-eating proclivities with each Southern reverse, until, with that climax of catastrophes at Appomattox, they had completed the entire circle, and hailed the coming Yankees as original "Houston Union men." Inquisitive reader, don't ask to glance even at the roll of this Legion of Dishonor. Many now reside in palatial residences, and are families of influence yet they made the poor, bleeding course of the assassinated Confederacy, the steppingstone to wealth, position, and power. The tocsin of war met a prompt, affirmative response, and every hamlet, village, and city was soon the scene of warlike preparation. The best elements of society were the first to volunteer. Youth, ever ardent, was conspicuous by its numbers; and schools and colleges dismissed their classes to swell the ranks of the embryo army. And right here, let the fact be recorded, that the best, the bravest, the hardiest, and less complaining soldiers were mere boys from sixteen to twenty years of age.

This period was pre-eminently the era of the parlor knight. West Pointers, who had never seen West Point, turned up whenever occasion required it. Scarred veterans from Nicaragua sprung up as if by magic, and the author, alone, formed the personal acquaintance of at least twelve hundred survivors of the immortal six hundred who charged at Balaclava. Thus, every crossroads store, where ardent spirits were kept, could boast its own live military man to perfect its "Beauregard Rifles," or "Jeff. Davis Grays," in the manual of arms and evolutions of the line. Whatever became of these "Major Savages," "Colonel Desperadoes," and " General Seviers"——pronounced "Severe"——is not positively known. It is thought their ardor moderated just before the time for marching, and that they subsequently formed a portion of that delectable fraction of our population who contributed so much to advance the cause through their arduous labors in smuggling cotton to the Yankees. Some ensconced themselves in bomb-proofs about the Quartermaster and the Commissary Departments; while others developed alarming symptoms of disease that found, in the last shots fired, a speedy and radical cure.

At this time, too, the latent fact was revealed that many an old plodding citizen was a real military strategist. Such "natural-born generals" would gather an admiring crowd upon the street corners, and proceed to demonstrate with what ease Washington City could be captured. We never stopped short of the capital in those brave old days; and, perhaps, had the tide been taken just here at the flood, by a dashing leader, the capture of Washington could have been effected. Who knows? The author remembers ascending Red River in the month of May 1861, fresh from his studies at Centenary College, and anxious to reach his native State and join a Company before the war was over; for the eloquent "stump" statesmen did not hesitate to affirm that the end of thirty days would witness the close of the fifth act of the seriocomic drama. On board the same steamboat——the "Texas"——were Colonel Elkanah Greer and Captain Harris, both just from Montgomery, Alabama, the seat of the Provisional Government of the Confederate States, with their commissions.

Colonel Greer, immediately upon his arrival in Texas, issued a call for men, and designated Dallas as the point of rendezvous. The various companies soon arrived, and were mustered into the Confederate service for the period of "one year, unless sooner discharged;" so little did we comprehend the magnitude or duration of the struggle into which we were entering! Those words seemed a bitter sarcasm when twelve months afterward we were sworn in again, without invitation, "for three years, or the war."

The regiment was organized on the 13th of June 1861, and as two other regiments had been raised in the State (for frontier protection), this was styled the Third Regiment of Texas Cavalry. Walter P. Lane, of Harrison County, was elected Lieutenant-Colonel, and G. W. Chilton, of Smith County, was elected Major. The following companies composed the regiment:

Company A, Harrison County, T. W. Winston, Captain.

Company B, Rusk County, R. H. Cumby, Captain.

Company C, Cherokee County, Frank Taylor, Captain.

Company D, Hunt County,——Hale, Captain.

Company E, Shelby County, D. M. Short, Captain.

Company F, Kaufman County, Isham Chisholm, Captain.

Company G, Marion County, H. P. Mabry, Captain.

Company H, Wood County, Johnson Russell, Captain.

Company I, Cass County, William Bryan, Captain.

Company K, Smith County, David Gaines, Captain.

Captain Harris had previously received his commission as Quartermaster; and Captain Armstrong, of Company B, was appointed Commissary of Subsistence. Lieutenant M. D. Ector received the appointment of Adjutant. Dr. Wallace McDougal, of Company C, was appointed Surgeon, and Dr. Daniel Shaw, of Company B, Assistant Surgeon. Abner Rogers, Company G, was named Sergeant-Major. The companies averaged something over one hundred men each, and the regiment thus organized was probably 1,200 strong.

The hospitality of the good citizens of Dallas must not be passed over in silence. Each citizen vied with his neighbor in the warmth of his reception of the various companies; and, finally, a mammoth collation was spread, consisting of all the delicacies of the season, by the patriotic and liberal people, around which the soldiers were formed in line and "invited" to charge. The Honorable R. B. Hubbard and Major G. W. Chilton improved this occasion of good cheer by the delivery of eloquent and patriotic speeches to the citizens and soldiers.

Our stay at Dallas was protracted by the non-arrival of the wagon-train, with arms, from San Antonio, until July 6th. Captain John J. Good had organized an artillery Company at Dallas, which was attached to the regiment, and, with it, took up the line of march, on July 9, 1861, for the scene of operations in Missouri. In the MS. of my lamented predecessor in this work, I find that many of the ardent youth of the regiment had become smitten with the charms of the Dallas fair, and tore themselves away from the parting scene with reluctance, hugging the cheering hope of a sacred tryst when the cruel war was over. Alas! How many manly forms came not to the long looked-for reunion! Through tempest and storm, they were true to their troth; and go, maidens, who plighted your vows with the young heroes, to the lines of Corinth, Iuka, Oak Hills, Atlanta, Elk Horn, and where the forlorn hope led the hazardous escalade, you'll find them "sleeping the sleep that knows no waking on this side of the river." "No useless coffins enclose their breasts." No marble shafts point the pilgrim's steps to the hero-patriots' tombs. Their old, worn blankets were their only shroud; for the weary and struggling Confederacy, stabbed before and behind, was too poor to bury the patriot that she was unable to feed, and fell, herself, a murdered power, as much in the house of her friends, as by the hands of her enemies.

The arms received by the regiment were of a very inferior quality old United States carbines, shotguns, squirrel rifles, etc. Company A was partially armed with Colt's revolving rifles and six-shooters, while two companies received no arms until within the borders of Arkansas. In arms and ammunition, we certainly were no match for the enemy, who had an abundance of weapons of the latest improvement. Our wagon-train consisted of United States wagons, captured at San Antonio, and the mules bore upon their flesh the plain imprint of Uncle Sam's brand. Even the Mexican teamsters simply continued the service in the Confederate army which they did not terminate in the United States army. An idea may be had of the kind of work the average Texas soldier imagined he would be called upon to perform in battle, by the huge knives carried by many. Some of these knives were three feet long, and heavy enough to cleave the skull of a mailed knight through helmet and all. I think they were never used in the butchery of the Yankees, and, ere the close of the first year's service, were discarded altogether. But great was the confidence of the Texas soldier in his own prowess. To whip the Yankees, five to one, was considered the minimum of good fighting, and they seldom encountered on the field a less superiority of numbers; and this was by no means the greatest advantage possessed by the Union forces over their adversaries. Yet the Southern Cross, time and again, led them to victory, which, alas, was never improved; and their deeds justify the assertion, that, with other counsels at the head of affairs, they would have proven victorious in the end. In fact, they were invincible against any power save that brutal grinding away by attrition, which the enemy was forced to adopt, and decline the combat on the open field, man to man.

Those were brave old days, we have said, and State Sovereignty cropped out on all occasions. To us, Texas was the "nation;" to her alone we owed allegiance. We were allied with the other Southern States, not indissolubly joined. Each Company had a flag, and, in addition to its alphabetical designation, bore some other name suggested by the spirit of the times. Thus, Company A was the "Texas Hunters;" Company G, the "Dead-Shot Rangers", etc.

The regiment proceeded on its march, without incident, until the Red River was reached. We crossed at Colbert's Ferry into the Choctaw Nation, and encamped about a mile beyond. The river was quite low when the men and horses were ferried over. The wagon-train was leisurely crossing, the sky above was without the fleck of a cloud, when suddenly was heard the distant murmur of a coming rise; the murmur deepened into an ominous roar, as the angry waters were precipitated down the mountains, and the flood was upon us. In the brief period of thirty minutes, the swollen torrent reached from bank to bank, and it was with difficulty that the train was saved; indeed, Captain Dunn's MS. records the loss of one or two wagons.

We found our Choctaw allies abreast of the times, and earnestly preparing for war. This people were not behind their Texan compatriots in their hospitality to the men of the regiment, and numbers——men, women, and children——flocked to the camp to see the "warriors." And as the Choctaws were, so were the Creeks, Cherokees, and Chickasaws. Let the record here, once for all, suffice for each and every one of these noble tribes. We brought the conflict upon them, and involved them in the common ruin that overwhelmed us both; but as long as a tattered Confederate flag fluttered in the breeze, these "untutored children of the forest" rallied beneath its folds, with unabated fealty to the cause of the South. But if it be imagined that they are all literally untutored, the fact will not have been attained. To illustrate: One day, in the Cherokee Nation, a number of men dining at the residence of a prominent citizen, whose daughter, a young and beautiful girl, presided at the head of the table. A gallant young officer was profuse in his compliments to the pretty and intelligent girl. He finally declared that she bore a striking resemblance to the portraits of Anne of Austria, including, even, the world-renowned pouting lips, with their slight vermilion tinge. The young lady, not at all abashed by this comparison with the royal Anne, replied: "While I may not boast a regal, or even a patrician descent, I can claim that the blood of three of the most noble nations on earth courses through my veins——the Cherokee, the Creek, and the American." And this was delivered with a graceful toss of the head that would have done honor to fair Gabrielle d'Estrees, whose siren charms seduced France's greatest king from the path of honor, virtue, and duty.

En route for Fort Smith, Arkansas——the country was fertile, well watered and timbered. Near Big Blue, we passed through a beautiful little Cherokee village, amid the "vivas" of the men, and the smiles and waving of handkerchiefs by the ladies——the latter of whom presented the Colonel with a regimental flag. From the Big Blue to the Porto, a distance of ten miles, is a hilly, rocky, and broken country.

Here was encamped Colonel Cooper's Indian regiment, and we had the pleasure of witnessing a war-dance one evening. A tree, about six or ten inches in diameter, was denuded of its bark to a height of eight feet, and around this "war-pole" the warriors danced, chanting a deep, guttural, and monotonous drawl the while. The faces of the men were hideously painted, and they were arrayed in habiliments so fantastic that Harlequin himself would have been in the height of fashion. In the dubious moonlight, their weird figures seemed like some phantasm, while the cadence of the low and monotonous chant almost lulled the hearer into a lethargy. When the shrill war-whoop sounds from a single throat, echoed and re-echoed by the rocks and hills, startling the eagle in his eyrie, and the wolf from its covert, immediately upon the dying echoes a thousand braves shriek forth the savage sound, which, reverberating from rock to rock, amid the distant mountains, sounds like the very elements themselves were in discord.

At Fort Smith, we learned that Lyon and Siegel were pressing Price, who was retiring, before their superior numbers, toward the Arkansas line. Here the wagon-train was left, together with the sick men, disabled horses, etc., in command of Lieutenant Milburn, and the regiment, reduced to light marching order, hastened on to report to General Benjamin McCulloch, the Confederate commander, whose headquarters were supposed to be somewhere near the Missouri line. Over the Boston Mountains the command marched, the picturesque scenery of which extorted exclamations of admiration from all. Arkansas has been styled, with some degree of justness, the Scotland of America, and, perhaps, some future Scott shall spring up in the midst of that romantic landscape and recount, in epic numbers, the deeds enacted there when Titans grappled for the possession of the soil. Each day, nay, each hour, brought us tidings of the enemy's advance. That grand old Nestor of the Southern cause, Sterling Price, unable to stem the current of dark invasion, was leisurely retiring. As we neared the scene of operations, the demonstrations of welcome, on the part of the inhabitants, became more marked, until the town of Fayetteville was reached, where an enthusiastic ovation awaited us. Men, women, and children were transported with joy, and, amid the booming of "anvil" cannon, deafening cheers, and the waving of kerchiefs, wished us "God-speed."

The next night we encamped near Elk Horn——tavern a field destined soon to become famous in the history of the war between the States. The headquarters of General McCulloch were reached about the 1st of August, on Cane Creek. The Missouri State Guard, commanded by General Price, had formed a junction with McCulloch's forces, and the two commanders were awaiting re-enforcements. The Missourians probably numbered 5,000 effective men. McCulloch's immediate command, consisting of the Third Louisiana Infantry and Third Texas Cavalry, did not exceed 2,000 men; and General Carroll, with about 2,000 Arkansas militia, completed the number of effective men under the Southern flag. All, save the Louisiana regiment, commanded by Colonel Louis Hebert, were poorly armed, the latter, having Mississippi rifles, were a well-uniformed, disciplined, and brave regiment. Thus, we ascertain, that the Confederate forces did not exceed 9,000 men, and they mostly raw recruits, with no drill instruction, and but little discipline. The enemy probably numbered 12,000 men, but this disparity in numbers is of but little moment when the greater disparity of arms, discipline, and munitions of war, generally, are taken into account. The enemy was largely composed of United States regulars, and his volunteer regiments, too, were armed with the latest and most improved weapons. The hostile armies were separated from each other by an interval of about five miles; upon which semi-neutral ground the Missouri cavalry was incessantly engaging that of the Federals in skirmishes and affairs of outposts. Here were seen, for the first time by our command, evidences of that vandalism which characterized the Federal soldiery throughout the war, and with which we were soon familiarized. A farmhouse, deserted by its inmates at the Yankees' approach——which act proclaimed their Southern sympathies——had been occupied by the soldiers, and the most reckless waste and destruction indulged in, apparently, in a mere spirit of wanton deviltry. Here we filled our haversacks with three days' rations, and drew ten rounds of ammunition. When the EIGHTY rounds are remembered that we drew daily, and fired away, too, in the Atlanta campaign, this first year's soldiering seems like a "tempest in a teapot"——not that we didn't have warm work, for the brave and ill-fated Lyon struggled stubbornly for victory even when all hope had fled his cause. With the break of day, the advance commenced; the Missouri cavalry in front, the infantry in the center, and the Texas regiment on the left, or rear. All were in momentary expectation the "ball would open," but the wily Lyon, doubtful as to the numbers of McCulloch's recent re-enforcement, preferred to retire himself, and, by skillful maneuvering, compel the Confederate generals to discover their real strength. Since crossing the Missouri line, each man had acted as his own purveyor of supplies, and those supplies consisted almost exclusively of green corn, consequently, we were wolfish, and indulged in bright fancies of capturing the Federal army, bag and baggage (that always was the program in those brave old days), and thereby bettering our commissariat.

Late in the afternoon of August 2, we encamped on the field destined to go down to the latest posterity as the "Battlefield of Oak Hills." Price's army occupied the road leading to Springfield; McCulloch's troops were encamped on, and adjacent to, Wilson Creek, about one and a half miles in the rear of Price. Lyon had retired to Springfield, which town he now occupied. For several days we remained in camp here. Scouting, skirmishing with the enemy's pickets, and procuring forage for man and beast, principally occupied the attention of the men. Captain Frank Taylor, of Company C, made a gallant dash into a detachment guarding a train loaded with supplies for Lyon, routing the detachment, taking a number of prisoners, and capturing the entire train.

On the afternoon of August 9, orders were issued to prepare three days' rations, clean up guns, and be prepared to advance on Springfield, at a moment's notice. The men hailed the order with acclamations of delight, but just about sun-setting, the order to march was countermanded, by reason of the threatening aspect of the heavens, and the men ordered to lie on their arms. This latter order extinguished the fires of enthusiasm, but, as the sequel proved, it was a precaution that saved the army. For, had we been negligently encamped, expecting no advance by the enemy, instead of achieving a victory, we must inevitably have been routed and captured, surrounded and surprised, as we were. And had we advanced upon Springfield, as originally intended, Price's column would have encountered Lyon's main force in the dark of the plutonian night, and been annihilated by it. The charge has been made, and denied, that the Confederate generals had no pickets stationed that night, in consequence of the expected advance. It does not seem possible that two officers, having the experience and reputation for prudence and caution that both Price and McCulloch enjoyed, would have thus left their commands to surprise. But if pickets were stationed, they were of no service, for the first intimation our regiment had that the enemy was near, was the report of Siegel's cannon and the whistling of shell just overhead.
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