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ent of the latter now. I would not like to say how
much my pension is, but it is not one hundred a month
by “a large majority”—and so, I have concluded, upon
the whole, to profit by a portion of my experienee in the
great “Sioux War” in Minnesota and Dakota in 1862 (for
I campaigned both North and South) and write a book
and thus “stand off” the wolf in my old age.

When peace was declared, the great armies were ordered
home and the “Boys in Blue” became citizens again. The
majority of us have passed over the hill-top and are going
down the western slope of life, leaving our comrades by
the wayside. In a few years more there will be but a
corporal’s guard left and “the place that knows us now
will know us no more forever.” The poor-house will
catch some and the Soldiers’ Home others; but the bread
of charity can never be so sweet and palatable as is that
derived from one’s own earnings,—hence this little book
of personal experiences and exciting events of these &xcit-
ing years—1862 and 1863. 1In it I deal in facts and per-
sonal experiences, and the experiences of others who passed
through the trying ordeal, as narrated to me. As one
grows old, memory in some sense is unreliable. It can-
not hold on as it once did. The recollection of the
incidents of youth remains, while the more recent occur-
rences have often but a slender hold on our memories;—
error often creeps in touching dates, but the recollections
of August, 1862, and the months that followed, are indeed
vivid; the impress is so indelibly graven on our memories
that time has not effaced them.

’ The characters spoken of I knew personally, some for
years; the locations were familiar to me, the buildings,
homely as they appear, are correct in size and in style
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