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Continued From Saturday Last.

CHAPTER V.
THINGS SLOW AND LIVELY.

ITHIN a few days our
company was organ-

were gathered into
tents of our own. But
we continued to be
thoroughly miserable,
The cavalry camp
seemed such a shift-
less, do nothing place for all who
were not recruits that I thought seri-
ously of writing a private letter to
President Lincoln suggesting that he

should have this large and lazy body
of men go out and kill some rebels or
do something else that would help end
the war. It seemed to me that the men
I saw lounging about me could not pos-
sibly be the same who had beén all the
talk of the post when the Ninety-ninth
was there.

We recruits did very little lounging.
We were drilled pretty steadily in the
use of a saber, a weapon which did not
feel or act anything like we had sup-
posed. For days it seemed, too heavy
and clumsy for me ever to use to any
purpose, and I doubted whether I ever
‘should be able to injure the Confeder-
acy or defend myself by any of the

I bebeld an odd spectacle.

thrusts, points or cuts of the manual
of arms. I told Cloyne 80 one day, and
he replied:

“That’s the reason you're being
taught. There’d be nonsense in teach-
ing you if you already knew how.”

The regiment—that is, the new com-
panies—had no horses, and we Sum-
merton boys would feel very dismal
‘when we saw the older companies
mount and go off on a scouting trip, as
they did at least once a.week, while
we, instead, were marched out to drill
or set to work on the stables, which
were 8o many and large that it seemed
they never would be finished. There
were 12 of them, and each was more
then 300 feet long and required 100
thick 1Q foot posts, which had to be
cut in the forest, besides hundreds of
smaller ones for the roof and to divide
the ‘stalls.” Many of the men made up
their minds while this work was going
on that a soldier’s life was a dog’s life,
and they proved their sincerity by act-
ing like dogs—growling, snarling,
skulking and fighting.

During this wretched experience of
cavalry life my spirits were strength-
ened frequently by observing the im-
perturbable manner of Hamilton, listen-
ing to Cloyne’s sensible comments on
whatever occurred and admiring the

Ny 7loyal spirit of little Brainard, to whom

A
\

allowed

whatever the government did through
any of its officials seemed entirely
right. Whenever my mind was troubled
because 1 didn’t understand the full
meaning of everything that was done
or left undone Brainard would remind
me that if I knew everything about the
war I probably wouldn’t be a private
soldier, but general of the army or
perhaps president of the United States.

“Leave something, a little something,
to the colonel or the war department
or at least the president,” Brainard
would say. “If you could do and
manage everything, as you seem to
wish, the higher officials wouldn’t have
anything to do but draw their pay,
don’t you see?” |

There was some truth in this, and
such a remark would generally pacify
me for a few hours. [ think, however,
that I got most comfort out of gy
spurs and the joy I anticipated for
time when 1 should have a horse an
tickle his flanks. My father had
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vember the nights were 80 cold that a
man needed a blanket as well as his
uniform to keep him warm. Several
recruits who admired my spurs had
purchased others as much like them
as possible of the regimental sutler or
‘Btorekeeper, and they woreé them con-
tinually. One evening after our tentful
had enjoyed a private supper of fricas-
seed goose, purchased from a colored
woman, we all lay down peaceably to
sleep. Whether the geese—there were
two of them—were underdone or too
rich for men whose ordinary supper.
was dry bread and sauce of dried ap-
ples I don’t know, but some of us were
affected in our dreams very much like
small children after Christmas dinner
and unlimited candy. How the trouble
began 1 do not know, but 1 awoke
from a dream of being heavily shackled
in a rebel dungeon to find a terrible
uproar and struggle going on in the
tent, which was as black as Egypt dur-
ing the plague of darkness. | To make
matters worse, the most serious part
of my dream seemed still in operation,
for 1 could not liberate my feet when
I tried to crawl away from the center.

“What blanked cuss has been tying
our feet together?” roared one man.

“Let go of my blanket,” shouted an-
other, “or I'll break your bead!”

“You're a nice one to talk,” sajd a
third, “when it's you that's making an
the trouble!” '

Meanwhile 1, who bad just awoke
and didn’'t know anything about the
difficulty, was being dragged one way
and another by my feet, so I raised my
own voice and complained of unfair
treatment.

The din awoke the first sergeant, one
of the only two noncommissioned offi-
cers yet appointed for our company,
and he opened the tent flap and roared:

*Keep quiet here or I'll send you all
to the guardhouse!”

“I’'d be greatly obliged, sergeant,”
sdaid Brainard plaintively,” “if you'd
send me there right away, if only to
get out of this frightful snarl.”

“Strike a light,” said the sergeant.

Hamilton, who always carried match-
es, scratched one and lighted the can-
dle, which was in a socket on the tent
pole; then, as I struggled to a sitting
posture, I beheld an odd spectacle.
Nearly all the men in the tent seemed
bound together by the feet by blankets
or held down ' by blankets stretched
tightly across their legs. After each
man had investigated for himself a lit-
tle while it appeared that the men
with Mexican spurs, like all the others,
had been tossing uneasily in their sleep,
all on account of the goose supper, and
had worked the point of their spurs
through the blankets over their feet.
As the blankets greatly overlapped one
another at the center, a spur as often
as not had contracted an entangling al-
liance with some other fellow’s blan-
ket, and the harder the wearer tried in
his sleep to free himself, tossing and
straining, the worse became the mis-
ery.

“Unloose yourselves!” sald the ser-
geant.

“Unloose thunder!” shouted a big ex-
drayman from New York. “You can’t
unloose a tie till you find the end, and
the ends of these blankets is all inside
somewhere.” /

“Be jabers,” grunted an Irishman,
“I belave some spalpeen has stole the
inds and tuk ’em away.”

We picked and pulled and tugged and
lost our tempers, and the few men who
weren’t in the tangle drew out of the
crowd and laughed and jeered. Final-
1y one desperate man drew his pocket-
knife and began to cut himself loose.
The others followed his example, and
after five minutes of hard work we
were free, with an immense heap of
woolen rags in the center of the tent

; ad never | |
e of his horses fo be touched |

and a hard tuft on each spur to tell
| how thé wretchednéss began.

"~ “No spurs in bed hereafter,” said the
captain, who had come over to see the
fun and was nearly choking in an ef-
fort to keep down his laughter and his
dlignity. It took an hour of time next
day to get the fragments of blanket
from my spur wheels, and 1 wasn’'t
helped by the fellows who sat around
and said I was to blame for the whole
row, for no one would bhave bought
those inferpal 'spurs if I badn’t set the
example.

CHAPTER VL

AT LAST. =
NE night as we were
falling asleep just after
' taps the first sergeant
came to our tent and
said:
“All men turn out to
draw revolvers and am-
‘munition. The whole
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some of bIs experiments. 1 mentally
made the calculation right there that
{f each man in the regiment fired only
one shot at close guarters, which is all
the revolver is fit for in war, there
would be about 1,000 fewer effective
men in the Confederate army by the
time we returned.

Besides the revolver each man recelv-
ed a holster, to be worn at the belt, a
cartridge box and a box for percussion
caps, for this was before the days of
metallic cartridges. When the ser-
geant began to issue ammunition, how-
ever, bis language suddenly beame un-
fit for publication, for the department
quartermaster, who was 80 or 40 miles
away, bad by mistake sent carbine car-
tridges, which, of course, were far too
large for revolvers.

The sergeant reported the fact to the
captain, while big Pat Callahan, of
whom I bad seen as little as possible,
recalled old 'times by saying it was “all
the gov'ment’s fault, an’ if the goy’-
ment’s brains was turned into gunpow-
der there wouldn’t be enough to blow
it to”—perdition. The captain used
language which proved that he was not
a member of the church, but suddenly
he dived into the big box in which the
pistols had come and drew forth a bul-
let mold.

“Does any one here know how to
load revolvers with loose ammuni-
tion?” he asked.

“Aye, aye, sir,” said Cloyne, touching
his hat.

“1, too,” said I.

“And 1,” sald Hamilton.

“Good!” sald the captain. “You three

break up carbine cartridges, make a
'fire, remold the bullets and load all the
‘pistols. 8ix shots apiece will be better
than none. Sergeant, collect the re-
|volvers.”
i Then the men returned to their tents,
imore than half of them joining big Pat
Callaban in cursing the government.
Hamilton and 1 began breaking car-
tridges. while Cloyne started a tire near
the cookhouse and looked for some-
thing in which to melt the lead. After
mucbh searching he settled on one of
the cook’s frying pans. Then he had to
boil the bullets in water to get the
grease from them, so an hour passed
before we had any new bullets.

That job of loading pistols hung on
amazingly. Some of the cylinders did
not work well, so we had to ‘“nurse”
them, for it would never do for any
man to be without a pistol in the face
of the enemy. I became so sleepy that
*I had to pinch myself to keep awake,
Once. in awhile Cloyne did not close
the mold tightly before pouring the
lead, so the balis would be a little too

“Cloyne, Hawmiilon anu Hrost,” re
plied the first sergeant.

“And Brainard,” said I from the left.

“Cloyne,” said the captain, “you will
act as sergeant; Hamilton, sergeant—
and commissary; Frost”—

How did my jacket buttons succeed
in holding in my beart during that
glorious second of anticipation? 1 for-
got every annoyance and disappoint-
ment - of the past. Military ability,
even if only displayed in loading re-
wolvers, was § be recognized and re-
werded. The captain was a splendid
fellow, | wanted to order three cheers
for him at once, but just then a famil-
iar grating voice rose from the center
of the iine.

“1 was promised to be sarjint mesiif.
Dian’'t | recrnit sivinteen min?’

*8o you did, MeTwyny.” said the cap-
tain, looking at the ruffiann a moment
pefore he spoke. “Well, you shall be
tbe remaining.sergeant. Frost. first
corporal; Brainard, second corporal”—

‘I'ne captain continued through the
MHst of corporals, and my heart sank.
*I'was better to be corporal than pri-
vate, but to have had my expected hon-
or snatched from me by some one eise,
and that somebody Mick Mc"I‘wyny—to
have Mick for my official superior! Oh, ,
it put my spirits to flight, and some of
my patriotism tried to go with them. |

“Sergeant McTwyny to his post!” |

|
|

shouted the captain.

Down beside me came Mick McTwy-
my. Oh, if he had but been there when
1 first arrived and bhis leg instead of
the other sergeant’s had been broken
by my horse! 8till he was there now,
and so was my bhorse. 1 cowld hope.

From the parade ground, where the
colonel and adjutant sat mounted, &
bugle blew the “assembly,” the signal
for forming line,

“Atten-tion!” the captain roared
“Rergeant Cloyne, frontl You will
command the third platoon. From the
right count fours.” i
_ “One, two, three, four; one, two, |
three, four,” ran down the line in rapid
succession. |

“Forward!” blew the colonel’s bugler. !

“Fours right, march!” shouted the
captain. “To the left, march!”

We obeyed orders as well as we could
according to the tactics in which we
had been drilled on foot. Between the
tops of the tents we could see the other
companies filing out of their respective
streets and forming column in the road
in front of camp. There was some .
trouble and a great deal of profanity,
which began to seem an army necessi- .
ty, as different captains endeavored to |
take place in column according to !
seniority and were hindered by other
captains whose lines of march crossed
their own. Some of the men in the
newer companies got dreadfully mixed
up and made a lot of trouble before
they were set to rights, for they were
not accustomed to horses, much less to .
riding. Finally, however, the whole
force was in columns of fours in the
road, and when the adjutant, learning
this by galloping down the flanks, sig-
naled the colonel, the latter had his
bugler once more sound “Forward!”

“Forward!” repeated the bugle of
each of the 12 companies.

“Forward!” shouted each captain.

With a confused trample of horses’
hoofs, clank of sabers, rattle of car-
bines, jingle of spurs, a jumble of
“Whoa!” *“Git up!” “G’long!” and
“Durn ye!” from the recruits and in a
great halo of dust the regiment was off.

And yet—a regiment two-thirds
of whose men had never seen their |
horses until that morning and half of
whose recruits had never before been |

Down beside me came Mick McTwyny.

large to fit the cylinders, and we tried
to make them smaller by scraping the
sides with our pocketknives. Day-
light began to dawn, and still 20 or
more revolvers remained unloaded.
Reveille blew, the captain came to
look on, spoke impatiently and then
said we were doing very well. Break-
fast call sounded, and the men got not
only their breakfast, but three days’
rations to pack in their haversacks.
Still we had some unloaded pistols.
Then one man after ‘another came up
and told about ‘the horses and made
me almost wild with anticipation and
fear, the latter because they said each
man was allowed to select his horse,
8o what would be left for us but the
poorest nags of the hundred?

Finally the last revolver was charged.
1 went at a double quick pace to the
cookhouse for my breakfast and ra-
tiops. The latter consisted of hard tack
and a great plece of pork. How was I
to put that lump of fat into my haver-
sack? I had not even a bit of paper,
much less a saucer or box. | settled
the matter by throwing it away. Fat
pork was disgusting stuff anybow.
Tren, eating as 1 ran, I hurried to the
stable. ;

The stable orderly looked at me,
grinned most offensively and pointed
to the only horse that remained. I
went into the stall to look at him, but
got out again just in time to save my-
self from a kick. There was no time
to be lost, for most of the men had al-
ready mounted and were being cursed
into some sort of line in the company
street.

“Fall in on the extreme left!” roared
the captain. 1 obeyed orders, being
pear there already. A mounted ser-
geant was already there, but he was

‘ having the same ill luck.

not there a moment later. He went to
L ) | to be doing in the fanning (not elec-

'| 20 strong, stepped in, and if there was
{ to be any whipping done they said

| the speaker. ;

on horseback, who had to have their
pistols loaded for them and who bhad
never been drilled together nor taught
even the simplest company movements
on horseback!

Well, ’'twas the way with hundreds
of other regiments during the earlier
years of the war, and ’twas nobody’s
fault apparently. As a nation we could
bring men together faster than we
could arm and drill them. Fortunately
for us, our neighbors at the south were

Continued on Monday Next.

CRUEL FATHER

“If these are the facts in the case—
and I think they are, from the source
I got them,—there is every reason
why the ‘police should step in and
make things as warm for the father
ag the father did for the son,” re-
marked a citizen to a Planet reporter
yesterday.

It seems a young lad on Harvey St.
was found out by his father, through
the truant officer, to be playing tru-
ant from school, The father took the
young lad into a room apart from his,
mother and gave him a very severe
thrashing, leaving many black and
blue streaks. The lad was veéry vocif-
erous and the neighborhood was
alarmed, also the boy’s mother, ' but
when she attempted to stop the whip-
ping her “better half” is said to have
threatened to strike her.

The neighbors said nothing, but a
few days later the boy again played
hookey, and someone put him *“‘next”
that his father knew, and naturally
the boy kept scarce of home. |

The father intimated im the mean-
time thai he’d half kill the boy when
he did turn up. All the boy had for
supper that night was a good appe-

longer, so got home in time io see
his dad waiting for him. Before,
however, there was time for anything
tric) line the neighbors, about 15 or

they were going to be mixed up in it.
"%u; boy was pardoned,” concluded
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tite, and he couldn’t stand it any |
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This is the poer, the playwright, the seer,
*Known the world over as William Shakespeare ;
His verse is as sweet as the song of the lark :
He now plays the role of the Abbey Trade Mark.

IN ENGLAND, Abbey’s Salt has been a household remedy for
many years and this old English trade mark, the head of
Shakespeare, has now become familiar the world over.

‘ABBEY'S SALT has stood the test of time and still holds the
first place as a gentle and effective aperient, curing. all
stomach troubles. Always look for this trade mark,

Abbey’s Effervescent Salt

regulates the Bowels and prevents

disease.

Marmalade Jar

$2.50

A substantial evidence
of Diamond Hall’s
marvelous value
offerings.

No, 106—Price §2.50
(Rxpress prepaid to any address)
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. articles are dsor ustrated in
our new Wedding Gif$ Folder,

‘Write Mncqud 1t will be ferr
warded at once of coat.

RYRIE BROS.
JEWELERS

118, 120, 122 and 124

Yonge St., Toronto

NOTICH.

No n with a house or other
building over one story high should
be without a good ladder. You
should have thém for

FIRE PROTECTION,
CLEANING OUT EAVE-
TROUGHS,
PAINTING,
CLEANING WINDOWS, &c.
Call and inspect the Famous
WAGGONER EXTENSION LADDER.
For sale by

Office King St. T. C. O’ROURKE
Opp P.O. Chatham
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Wanted.

Untli further no-
tice, HAROLD
W. SMITH of
Toronto, will be
at Wm, Gray
& Co.
Factory . .

lEVERY SATURDAY

to purchase horses. The highest cash
prices will be paid.
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Horses

{Simmons
Watch
Chains.....

Are gold filled, solid gold
outside. You cannot
tell them from all gold
chains vnless you cut
the links—except by
the difference in price.
A fine assortment in the
newest patterns is here
at the

SIGN OF BI& CLOCK.
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FOUND GUILTY

Ot keeping a large and up-to-date
stock oF Builders’ Hardware, Paints,
0il, Glass, Lawn Mowers etc.

We are acknowledged leaders in
Painting, Decorating and” Paper
Hanging. A fresh coat of our fresh
paint will add greatly to the appear-
ance and value of your property.

Fly time is coming. Protect your
wife and family from these pests by
giving us your order for screens, Sat-
isfaction guaranteed.

Lumber, lath, and shingles alwavs
on hand. Give us a call*

LUMBER

Blonde MANUFAC'G CO.

Builders and Contractors
Phone 52.

SAND and GRAVEL

Having the tug “Vick” and a sand
scow, I am prepared to enter into con-
tracts for the supply of sand and gravel
at lowest prices. Apply to,

Capt. V. Robinson.
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New Business-More Business-Better Business

entire satisfaction as
- despatch.,

Call and ins
zﬁu that we have

- Buy
cause the best.

Having our new mill machinery fully adjusted we

are now g:epared to offer our customers Beaver
Flour better than ever before.
Farmers can now get their chopping dome to their

eretofore and with the greatest

our new plant. It will convince

: e equipment and facilities to turn out

products to the entire satisfaction of the most particular
- WHEAT WANTED. Highest prices paid.

Beaver Flour. It isthe cheapest be-
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