Experiences of a Volunteer Cavalryman

Anton Enterprise, 1890, By: One of Uncle Sam's Hostlers

On the second day of October 1861, I enlisted as a member of the Third 

Regiment, Ohio Vol. Cav., as a private in the rear rank, and after staying 

four months at Monroeville, the place of rendezvous, and partaking of the 

many good things in that section of Uncles Sam's broad and beautiful country, 

was ready to start for "Dixie".

While still in camp in Ohio, the boys thought, (I suppose) they must get 

their Hands in" and took a few lessons in "foraging" and the rest of the 

characteristics of a soldier's life; so one night near the town in which the 

Col. of the Regt. lived, some of the third made a "raid" on the hen roost of 

Col. Zahm, the commander of the post and when this transaction took place, an 

inquiry was at once set on foot and a general inspection of the men in line 

was had. 

Though the chickens were not to be found, there was many a canteen of good 

"old rye" inspected, and the contents poured on Mother Earth, partly out of 

spite at the loss of the chickens, and partly for moral discipline, etc. 

At length the day Caine (came?) for us to march; as preliminary "footed" it 

to Shelby, Richland county, and we put our horses on board cars, prior to 

which, the people regaled us along the line with pies, cakes and various 

forms of pastry.

At length we arrived at "Camp Dennison;" stayed there several months, thence 

to Cincinnati, where our Colonel marched us through the city to show us off, 

and it was a gay time to those, who were spectators, but not so funny for 

those in line. Though it was a picnic for them for some few, it was by no 

means a "circus" to all, as after several hours marching, complaints became 

loud and louder, till at length the language became down-right, first-class 

profanity in double doses, and many became infuriated at what they deemed an 

imposition, that a slight provocation, only, was needed to throw whole 

companies into open fighting order and a scrimmage to wind up on. At length 

ne column halted, and after a urlet(?) rest of an hour, we moved to the 

river, where we got our horses on board the boat to go down the stream, and 

as each one had to hold his own horse, it was a jammed crowd of men, horses, 

equipment and odds and ends. After starting down the river and

towards morning, a blinding snowstorm set in and the pilot ran the boat on 

the Kentucky shore and we stayed there until morning. At last we arrived at 

Jeffersonville, Ind. and just before we went into camp a scene, common enough 

afterward, but a novelty just then, occurred. 

The officers found that "Pie Croft," one of Co. M's boys, had his canteen 

filled with commissary, and as they poured it out, Pie set up such a yell as 

will never be heard again, I suppose, till doomsday, and roared with 

infuriated frenzy.  The crowd of soldiers and citizens attracted to the place 

was so dense that pickpockets had a good harvest as the boys found out after 

the excitement was over.

After camping three or four weeks and drilling in the mud and water, one day 

orders came to "strike tents" and it was raining like the Kilkenny cats are 

said to have fought. We took down the tents "just the same" and were ferried 

over the river into "Dixie." Our regiment was full then, (in numbers, I mean) 

and we marched south-east till near night, when we went into camp in as nice 

a field of growing meadow as I ever saw; just seeded down the year before, 

and such a muddy, 2 muddy, muddy time I hope never to see or hear of 

henceforth. We carried hay to sleep on and

each took something he did not crave particularly; viz, a bad cold.

One thing I learned after bitter experience was, that the instinct to 

"forage" had got such a start, that a cake made and presented to me two days 

after leaving Ohio, was turned, and vanished never to be seen again to this 

day. Again, after getting down into Dixie, I had five good, stout halters 

taken from my horse at night, when patience ceased to be a virtue with me, 

and after that when my horse was loose I got a halter from the nearest one 

and tied him again.

At another time I was the possessor of a good sized piece of pork, an article 

not usually served out to us by the Regimental Quartermaster. I placed the 

meat under my pillow at night as a safe place till morning, but when morning 

came my pork was non est!  Not to be cheated out of my favorite meat, I at 

once began a search, and walking down the company street, saw the flap of a 

tent thrown back and a comrade serenely sleeping on what did not look like a 

"regulation" pillow. Upon closer inspection, I recognized my piece of pork in 

the identical paper 1 had

wrapped around it. It is useless to say that I soon carefully recovered my 

meat leaving the sleeper Valentine Childress in his soundest slumbers. Such 

an experience caused me to adopt during the "late unpleasantness' as a maxim, 

"Always to suspicion everybody!" and in truth I acted upon that ever 

afterward.

One night near Murfreesborotown, while on picket duty, but waiting for the 

officer of the guard to make his rounds, I and my bunkmate "Dave" Kyle were 

trying to get a few winks of the "balmy." We were aroused by the crowing of a 

cockerel in a tree nearby, but within a few rods of a farmer's house. Dave at 

last arose saying he'd "get that rooster, anyhow." Up the tree he climbed at 

once, and before many seconds made a grab and got the fowl by the neck, but 

not before one loud squawk was heard arousing the farmer, who appeared in his 

night clothes, saying, "Don't

hurt my chickens! Don't hurt my chickens!" But Dave got the rooster and we 

had a fine meal the next morning.

This same Dave was a character. He had been driven from his home in Dekalb 

county, Tenn., and had after many days made his way to our lines and though 

ignorant of all learning as it is commonly understood, was a good soldier, a 

brave man and a good hand to "forage."

Three other refugees were in the command by the name of Roberts, a father and 

two sons. The elder Roberts obtained a furlough and went home and, while 

there, was foully murdered by secession neighbors. The sons declared it was 

only "lent," meaning that when they went home they would settle the account 

by "Lex Talionis," and doubtless many a southern sympathizer went to his long 

home through the feuds engendered by the war.

At Stone River, after the battle, I saw a dead Confederate, who had drifted 

into the branches of a tree's roots on the banks of that stream, and had been 

there so long undiscovered, that he was a dried skeleton. The day after I saw 

this, a party of negroes took pick-axes and went down to the river and left 

no two bones of the corpse together.

Such was the spirit of the times, and not the worst, by any means, that could 

truthfully be said of the "late unpleasantness."

