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Certainly unless there was something of the kind my men would have come back. As we dismounted at the
door; and walked up the steps, the door opened and a fine looking rebel officer appeared smiling. I had never
been called "Captain" before, and it touched me in a tender spot. The rebel evidently thought I looked like a
captain, and I was proud. He had probably watched my maneuvers, and the way I handled my men, and
thought I was no common soldier. Mishder repel, dot ish der gorporal fun my gumpany. I took a small glass of
wine, but the rest of the fellows took strong drink, and my Iron Brigade was already full, and the Dutchman
was getting full rapidly. He said that was all right. In times of war we must do many things that were
unpleasant. We took another drink, and then I told him I was sorry to inconvenience him, but he would have to
accompany me to camp. He said certainly, he had expected to be captured ever since he saw that the house
was surrounded, and while at first he had made up his mind to take his rifle and kill us all from the gallery of
the house, he had thought better of it, and would surrender without bloodshed. What was the use of killing any
more men? The war was nearly over, and why not submit, and save carnage. I told him that was the way I felt
about it. Then he said if I would wait until he retired to an adjoining room and changed his linen, he would be
ready. I said of course, certainly, and he went out of a door. I waited about half an hour, until it seemed to me
the rebel had had time to change all the linen in the state of Alabama. The Iron Brigade had gone to sleep on a
lounge, and the German troop was full as a goat, and some of the others were beginning to feel the hospitality.
A window was up, through which he had escaped. We searched the house, but there was no rebel captain. On
going to the front door I found that the horse belonging to the iron brigade was gone, and that the saddle girths
of all the other horses had been unbuckled, so we would be delayed in following him. The Irishman was
awakened, and when he found his horse was gone, he sobered up and went to the pasture and borrowed a mule
to ride. It took us half an hour to fix our saddles, so we could ride, and then we sadly started for camp. How
could I face the major, and report to him that I had met the rebel captain, talked with him, drank with him,
enjoyed his hospitality, and then let him escape? I felt that my military career had come to an inglorious
ending. As we neared the corporal and one man, that I had left to guard the cross-roads, I noticed that there
was a stranger with them, and on riding closer what was my surprise to find that it was the rebel captain, under
arrest. I was hurt, but putting on a bold military air, like a general who has been whipped, I said: I arranged it
so this prisoner would run right into the trap. He said it was a nice day, and he was only trying one of the
Yankee cavalry horses, to see how he liked it. I was never so elated in my life as I was when I rode into camp
with that rebel captain beside me on the mule. The object of the expedition had been accomplished, a little
different, it is true, from what I had expected and planned, but who knew that it was not a part of my plan to
have it turn out as it did? I reflected much, and wondered if it was right for me to report the capture of the
Confederate and say nothing about the part played by the other corporal. That corporal was no military
strategist, like me. It was just a streak of luck, his capturing the rebel. He was leaning against the fence where I
left him, eating melons, and the rebel came along, and the corporal quit chewing melon long enough to obey
my orders and arrest the fellow. By all rules of military law I was entitled to the credit, and I would take it,
though it made me ashamed to do so. How-ever, generals did the same thing. If a major-general was in
command, and ordered a brigadier-general to do a thing and it was a success, the major-general got the credit
in the newspapers. So I rode into camp and turned my prisoner over to the major as modestly as possible, with
a few words of praise of my gallant command. Hello, Jim, said the major to the rebel. Hello, Maje, said the
rebel. The fact was, the rebel was a sergeant in our regiment, who had been detailed as a scout, and had been
making a trip into the rebel lines as a spy. I had made an ass of myself in the whole business, and he would tell
all the boys about it. I went back to my company crushed. After the episode, related last week, in which I
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foolishly organized a regular battle, to capture a supposed rebel, who turned out to be a member of my own
regiment, I expected to be the laughing stock of all the soldiers, and that my commission as corporal would be
taken away from me, and that I would be reduced to the ranks, and when, the next morning, the colonel sent
for me to come to his tent, it was a stand-off with me whether I would take to the woods and desert, in
disgrace, and never show up again, or go to the colonel, face the music, and admit that I had made an ass of
myself. Finally I decided to visit the colonel. On the way to his tent I noticed that our force had been
augmented greatly. The road was full of wagons, the fields near us were filled with infantry and artillery, and
there were fifty wagons or more loaded with pontoons, great boats, or the frame-work of boats, which were to
be covered with canvass, which was water-proof, and the boats were to be used for bridges across streams.
The colonel had not told me anything about the expected arrival of more troops, and it worried me a good
deal. May be there was a big battle coming off, and I might blunder into it unconscious of danger, and: I felt
that the colonel had not treated me right in keeping me in ignorance of all this preparation. I felt quite small
with those big officers, but I tried to look brave, and as though I was accustomed to attending councils of war.
The colonel smiled at me as I came in which braced me up a good deal. General, this is the sergeant I spoke to
you about, said the colonel, as he turned from a map they had been looking at. I felt pale when the colonel
addressed me as sergeant, and was going to call his attention to the mistake, when the general said: Sergeant,
the colonel tells me that you can turn your hand to almost anything. What line of business have you worked at
previous to your enlistment? I have clerked in a grocery, tended bar, drove team on a threshing machine,
worked in a slaughter house, drove omnibus, worked in a-saw-mill, learned the printing trade, rode saw-logs,
worked in a pinery, been brakeman on a freight train, acted as assistant chambermaid in a livery stable, clerked
in a hotel, worked on a farm, been an auctioneer, edited a newspaper, took up the collection in church,
canvassed for books, been life-insurance agent, worked at bridge-building, took tintypes, sat on a jury, been
constable, been deck-hand on a steamboat, chopped cord-wood, run a cider-mill, and drove a stallion in a
four-minute race at a county fair. The first bridge you will build under an artillery fire from the rebels, and
when it is done let a squad of cavalry cross, then the pontoon train, and a regiment of infantry. Then light out
for the river ahead of the pontoon train, with the cavalry. The pioneer corps will be ready in fifteen minutes.
He said if I made a success of that bridge, and the command got across, and I was not killed I would be
appointed sergeant. He said the general would try me as a bridge-builder, and if I was a success he would try
me, no doubt, in other capacities, such as driving team on a threshing machine, and editing a newspaper.
When, I went on after my horse, being pretty proud. The idea of being picked out of so many
non-commissioned officers, and placed in charge of a pioneer corps, and sent ahead of the army to rebuild a
bridge that had been destroyed, with a prospect of being promoted or killed, was glory enough for one day,
and I rode back to headquarters feeling that the success of the whole expedition rested on me. If I built a
corduroy bridge that would pass that whole army safely over, artillery and all, would anybody enquire who
built the bridge. Of course, if I built a bridge that would break down, and drown somebody, everybody would
know who built it. The twenty men were mounted, and ready, and the general told me to go to the
quartermaster and get all the tools I wanted, and I took twenty axes, ten shovels, two log chains, and was
riding away, when the general said: In about forty minutes we had arrived, at the bayou, and I called a private
soldier who used to do logging in the woods, and we looked the thing over. The timber necessary was right on
the bank of the stream. I shall report to the general that he can send, along his artillery at seventeen minutes
after eight o clock this evening. You see, a shell may drop in here and kill a mule, or something, and delay us.
Make it thirty-seven, and I will go you. Then we fell to work. Large, long trees were cut for stringers, and
hewn square, posts were made to prop up the stringers, though the stringers would have held any weight. Then
small trees were cut and flattened on two sides, for the road-bed, holes bored in them and pegs made to drive
through them into the stringers. A lot of cavalry soldiers never worked as those men did. Though there was
only twenty of them, it seemed as though the woods were full of men. Trees were falling, and axes resounding,
and men yelling at mules that were hauling logs, and the scene reminded me of logging in the Wisconsin

Page 2

DOWNLOAD PDF HOW PRIVATE GEO. W. PECK PUT DOWN THE
REBELLION.
pineries, only these were men in uniform doing the work. About the middle of the afternoon we had the
stringers across, when there was a half dozen shots heard down the stream, and bullets began "zipping" all
around the bridge, and we knew the rebels were onto the scheme, and wanted it stopped. I got behind a tree
when the bullets began to come, to think it over. That I had never built bridges where people objected to it. I
asked the private what we had better do. He said his idea was to knock off work on the bridge for just fifteen
minutes, cross the stream on the stringers, and go down there in the woods and scare the life out of those
rebels, drive them away, and make them think the whole army was after them, then cross back and finish the
bridge. That seemed feasible enough, so about a dozen of us squirreled across the stringers with our carbines,
and the rest went down the stream on our side, and all of us fired a dozen rounds from our Spencer repeaters,
right into the woods where the rebels seemed to be. When we did so, the rebels must have thought there was a
million of us, for they scattered too quick, and we had a quiet life for two hours. We had got the bridge nearly
completed, when there was a hissing sound in the air, a streak of smoke, and a powder magazine seemed to
explode right over us. I suppose I turned pale, for I had never heard anything like it. Says I, "Jim, excuse me,
but what kind of a thing is that? Xcuse me, but what kind of a thing is that? And so that was a shell. Presently
another came, and I wanted to pack up and go away. I looked at my pioneers, and they did not pay any more
attention to the shells than they would, to the braying of mules. Just let em think they are killing us off by the
dozen, and they will keep on sending shells right over us. If we had a battery here to shell back, they would get
our range, and make it pretty warm for us. But now it is all guess work with them, and we are as safe as we
would be in Oshkosh. After listening to him, I could work right along, driving pegs in the bridge, and pay no
attention to the shells that were going over us. In fact, I lit my pipe and smoked, and began to figure how
much it was going to cost the Confederacy to "celebrate" that way. It was costing them at the rate of fourteen
dollars a minute, and I actually found myself laughing at the good joke on the rebels.
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last chapter of this history, with its sad incidents, deaths and burials, was unavoidable, but it shall not occur
again. The true historian has got to get in all the particulars. I think I never felt quite as downhearted as I did
the day or two after the skirmish, when our boys were killed. It had seemed as though there was no danger of
anybody getting hurt, as long as they looked out for themselves, but now there was a feeling that anybody was
liable to be killed, any time, and why not me? Of course the old veterans of the regiment were the ones who
would naturally be expected to take the brunt of the battle, but there was a habit of sending raw recruits into
places of danger that struck me as being mighty careless, as well as very bad judgment. Then there were great
preparations being made for an advance movement, or a retreat, or something, and my mind was constantly
occupied in trying to find out whether it was to be an advance or a retreat. If it was an advance, I wanted to
arrange to be in the rear, and if it was a retreat, it seemed to me as as though the proper place for a man who
wanted to live to go home, was in front. And yet what chance was there for a common private soldier to find
out whether it was an advance or a retreat. When that idea occurred to me I pondered over it a good deal and
told the chaplain, and he said it was a piece of as brilliant strategy as he had ever heard of, and he was willing
to adopt it, only being a staff officer it was necessary for him and me to ride with the colonel, and the colonel
most always rode at the head, though his place was about the middle. He said he would speak to the colonel
about it. It made my hair stand to see the preparations that were being made for carnage. Ammunition enough
was issued to kill a million men, and the doctors were packing bandages and plasters, and physic, and splints
and probes, until it made me sick to look at them. When I thought of actual war, my mind reverted to my
mule, the kicking brute that was no good, and I decided to get a horse. The colonel said he had not thought of
that contingency. He had enjoyed seeing me ride the mule, because I was so patient when the mule kicked. He
said they used that mule in the regiment to teach recruits to ride. A man who could stay on that mule could
ride any horse in the regiment, and as I had been successful, and had displayed splendid mulemanship, I
should be promoted to ride a horse, and he told the quartermaster to exchange with me and give me the
chestnut-sorrel horse that the Confederate was shot off of. I went with the quartermaster to the corral, turned
out my mule, and cornered the beautiful horse that had been rode so proudly a few days before by my friend,
the rebel. It took six of us to catch the horse, and bridle and saddle him, and the men about the corral said the
horse was no good. I told them the poor horse was homesick, that was all that ailed him. The horse was a
Confederate at heart, and he naturally had no particular love for Yankees. I remembered that once or twice
when I was riding with the rebels, after they captured me, the young fellow on this horse patted him on the
neck and called him "Jeff", so I knew that was his name, so I led him out of the corral away from the other
fellows, where there was some gra. After he had eaten gra. He stopped eating, with his mouth full of gra. I
rubbed his sleek coat with, my bare hands, and did not say much, desiring to have Jeff make the first advances.
I rubbed the horse all over, petted him, took up his feet and looked at them, and spoke his name, and pretty
soon we were the best of friends. I mounted him and rode around and it was just like a rocking chair. That
poor, dead Confederate had probably rode Jeff since he was a kid and Jeff was a colt, and had broken him
well, and I was awfully sorry that the original owner was not alive, riding his horse home safe and sound, to be
greeted by his family with loving embraces. But he was dead and buried, and his horse belonged to me, by all
the laws of war. And yet I had not become a hardened warrior to such an extent that I could forget the hearts
that would ache at his home, and I made up mind that horse would be treated as tenderly as though he was one
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of my family. The chaplain had got in the habit of wearing a nice, blue broadcloth blouse which I had brought
from home, which had two rows of bra. I thought if I was killed and my body was sent home, the blouse
would come handy. The chaplain wore it occasionally, and he said any time I wanted to wear any of his
clothes to just help myself. They wanted me to go along, and so I got a pa. We were to go down town in the
afternoon and stay till nine o clock at night, when we had to be in camp. I saddled up Jeff and looked for my
blouse, but it was gone, the chaplain having worn it to visit the chaplain of some other regiment, so I took his
coat and put it on, as he had told me to. It was customary, when soldiers went to town on a pa. It seemed so
like home to be able to go into a saloon and drink beer, good old northern beer, and who knew but tomorrow
we would be killed. So we ate, drank, and were merry. One of the boys said when the officers got on a tear,
they would ride right into billiard saloons, and sometime shoot at decanters of red liquor behind the bar, and
he said a private was just as good as an officer any day, and suggested that we mount our horses and paint the
town. We mounted, and rode about town, racing up and down the streets, and finally we came to a billiard
saloon, and half a dozen of us rode right in, took cues out of the rack, and tried to play billiards on horse-back.
It was a grand picnic then, though it seems foolish now. My horse Jeff would do anything I asked him, and
when I rode up to the bar and told him to rear up, he put both fore feet on the bar, and looked at the bartender
as much as to say, "set up the best you have got. We had a horse-race, and Jeff beat them all, and wherever I
went the crowd would cheer the chaplain. They said they liked to see a man in that position who could unbend
himself and mix up with the boys. There never was a chaplain more popular than the "Wisconsin preacher"
was. It did not occur to me that I was placing the chaplain in an unfavorable position before the public, by
wearing his coat. Finally, after dark, one of our boys got into a row with a loafer in a saloon, and picked the
loafer up and tossed him through the window, to the sidewalk. There was a great noise, cries for the provost
guard, and we knew that the only way to get out of the sc. Finally the guard went away, and shortly the
colonel and the adjutant called at our tent and inquired for the chaplain. I told them the chaplain had been
away most of the day, and had not returned. The colonel and the adjutant winked at each other, and asked me
if he wasn t away a good deal. I told them that he was away some. They asked me if I never noticed that his
breath had a peculiar smell. I told them that it was occasionally a little loud. They went away thoughtfully.
After a while the chaplain came back, asked me if anybody had died during the day, took a drink of blackberry
brandy for what ailed him, and we retired. The next morning there was a circus. The little town boasted, a
daily paper, and it contained the following: It is said by our informant that the chaplain of a certain cavalry
regiment was the liveliest one of the crowd, that he rode into a billiard room, caused his horse to place its
forefeet on the bar, and that he played a better game of billiards on horseback than many worldly men can play
on foot. It is the duty of the commanding officer to discipline his chaplain. The chaplain also beat the boys
several horse races while in town, and they say he is a perfect horseman, and has one of the finest horses ever
seen here, which he probably stole. Early the next morning the colonel sent for the chaplain, placed him under
arrest, and the good man came back to the tent feeling pretty bad. I asked him what was wrong, and he said he
was under arrest for conduct unbecoming an officer and a gentleman. He said charges were preferred against
him for drunkenness and disorderly conduct, horse-racing, playing billiards on horse-back, riding his horse
into a saloon and trying to jump him over the bar, and lots of things too numerous to mention. I felt sorry for
him, and told him I had been fearful all along that he would get into trouble by going away from me so much,
and a. With me, it does not make so much difference, as I have no reputation but that which is already lost, but
you, my dear sir, think of your position. Go to the colonel and confess all, and ask him to forgive you," and I
wiped my eyes on my coat sleeve. I was over to the New Jersey regiment, talking with their chaplain about
getting up a revival, among the soldiers," and the good man groaned as he said, "it is a case of mistaken ident.
But it looks dark, very dark, for you. May heaven help you. At noon the chaplain was released from arrest, as
we were to move at four p. The colonel told him he could be tried when we got back, and he was happy. There
was a great commotion as the regiment broke up its camp and got ready to move. There was the usual crowd
of negresses who had been doing washing for the soldiers, to be paid on pay day, and we were going away, no
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one knew where, and no one knew when we would meet pay day. There were saloon-keepers with bills against
officers, and standing-off creditors was just about as hard in the army as at home. But finally everything was
ready, the ammunition wagons, wagon train of stores, and a battery of little guns, about three pounders, had
been added. It seemed to me hard enough to kill our fellow citizens with revolver b. The chaplain and myself
were riding behind the colonel, when the colonel asked the good man to ride up to a log that was beside the
road, and make his horse put his forefeet upon it, as he did on the bar in the saloon. I felt sorry for the
chaplain, and I rode up to the log, and had Jeff put his feet up on it. Then I rode back and saluted the colonel
and told him it was I who had done the wicked things the chaplain was accused of, and I told him how the
chaplain was using my coat, so I put on his, with the shoulder straps on, and all about it. He laughed at first
and then said, "Then you are under arrest. You may dismount and walk and lead your horse until further
orders. Finally the colonel sung out, "gallop, march," and I got on my horse. We galloped for about ten miles,
and were ordered to halt, when I dismounted and led my horse up to the colonel, and saluted him. I told him it
rested me to go on foot. I guess we rode away from camp two or three miles, when we came to a magnificent
plantation house, and outhouses, negro quarters, etc. The house was on a hill, in a grove of live oaks, and had
immense white pillars, or columns in front. As we rode up to the plantation the boys scattered all over the
premises. This was the first foraging expedition I had ever been with, and I thought all we went for was to get
forage for our horses, so I went to a shock of corn fodder and took all that I could strap on my saddle, and was
ready to go, when I pa. I asked one of the boys if they had permission to take hams and things, and he laughed
and said, "everything goes," and he handed me a ham which I hung on to my saddle. Then the lieutenant told
me to go up in front of the house and stand guard, and prevent any soldier from entering the house. I rode up
to the house, where there was an old lady and a young married woman with a little girl by her side. They were
evidently much annoyed and frightened, though too proud to show it, and I told them they need have no fear,
as the men were only after a little forage for their horses.
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there was something of the kind my men would have come back. As we dismounted at the door; and walked
up the steps, the door opened and a fine looking rebel officer appeared smiling. I had never been called
"Captain" before, and it touched me in a tender spot. The rebel evidently thought I looked like a captain, and I
was proud. He had probably watched my maneuvers, and the way I handled my men, and thought I was no
common soldier. Mishder repel, dot ish der gorporal fun my gumpany. I took a small gla. He said that was all
right. In times of war we must do many things that were unpleasant. We took another drink, and then I told
him I was sorry to inconvenience him, but he would have to accompany me to camp. He said certainly, he had
expected to be captured ever since he saw that the house was surrounded, and while at first he had made up his
mind to take his rifle and kill us all from the gallery of the house, he had thought better of it, and would
surrender without bloodshed. What was the use of killing any more men? The war was nearly over, and why
not submit, and save carnage. I told him that was the way I felt about it. Then he said if I would wait until he
retired to an adjoining room and changed his linen, he would be ready. I said of course, certainly, and he went
out of a door. I waited about half an hour, until it seemed to me the rebel had had time to change all the linen
in the state of Alabama. The Iron Brigade had gone to sleep on a lounge, and the German troop was full as a
goat, and some of the others were beginning to feel the hospitality. A window was up, through which he had
escaped. We searched the house, but there was no rebel captain. On going to the front door I found that the
horse belonging to the iron brigade was gone, and that the saddle girths of all the other horses had been
unbuckled, so we would be delayed in following him. The Irishman was awakened, and when he found his
horse was gone, he sobered up and went to the pasture and borrowed a mule to ride. It took us half an hour to
fix our saddles, so we could ride, and then we sadly started for camp. How could I face the major, and report
to him that I had met the rebel captain, talked with him, drank with him, enjoyed his hospitality, and then let
him escape? I felt that my military career had come to an inglorious ending. As we neared the corporal and
one man, that I had left to guard the cross-roads, I noticed that there was a stranger with them, and on riding
closer what was my surprise to find that it was the rebel captain, under arrest. I was hurt, but putting on a bold
military air, like a general who has been whipped, I said: I arranged it so this prisoner would run right into the
trap. He said it was a nice day, and he was only trying one of the Yankee cavalry horses, to see how he liked
it. I was never so elated in my life as I was when I rode into camp with that rebel captain beside me on the
mule. The object of the expedition had been accomplished, a little different, it is true, from what I had
expected and planned, but who knew that it was not a part of my plan to have it turn out as it did? I reflected
much, and wondered if it was right for me to report the capture of the Confederate and say nothing about the
part played by the other corporal. That corporal was no military strategist, like me. It was just a streak of luck,
his capturing the rebel. He was leaning against the fence where I left him, eating melons, and the rebel came
along, and the corporal quit chewing melon long enough to obey my orders and arrest the fellow. By all rules
of military law I was ent. How-ever, generals did the same thing. If a major-general was in command, and
ordered a brigadier-general to do a thing and it was a success, the major-general got the credit in the
newspapers. So I rode into camp and turned my prisoner over to the major as modestly as possible, with a few
words of praise of my gallant command. The fact was, the rebel was a sergeant in our regiment, who had been
detailed as a scout, and had been making a trip into the rebel lines as a spy. I had made an a. I went back to my
company crushed. After the episode, related last week, in which I foolishly organized a regular battle, to
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capture a supposed rebel, who turned out to be a member of my own regiment, I expected to be the laughing
stock of all the soldiers, and that my commission as corporal would be taken away from me, and that I would
be reduced to the ranks, and when, the next morning, the colonel sent for me to come to his tent, it was a
stand-off with me whether I would take to the woods and desert, in disgrace, and never show up again, or go
to the colonel, face the music, and admit that I had made an a. Finally I decided to visit the colonel. On the
way to his tent I noticed that our force had been augmented greatly. The road was full of wagons, the fields
near us were filled with infantry and artillery, and there were fifty wagons or more loaded with pontoons, great
boats, or the frame-work of boats, which were to be covered with canva. The colonel had not told me anything
about the expected arrival of more troops, and it worried me a good deal. May be there was a big battle
coming off, and I might blunder into it unconscious of danger, and: I felt that the colonel had not treated me
right in keeping me in ignorance of all this preparation. I felt quite small with those big officers, but I tried to
look brave, and as though I was accustomed to attending councils of war. The colonel smiled at me as I came
in which braced me up a good deal. General, this is the sergeant I spoke to you about, said the colonel, as he
turned from a map they had been looking at. I felt pale when the colonel addressed me as sergeant, and was
going to call his attention to the mistake, when the general said: Sergeant, the colonel tells me that you can
turn your hand to almost anything. What line of business have you worked at previous to your enlistment? I
have clerked in a grocery, tended bar, drove team on a threshing machine, worked in a slaughter house, drove
omnibus, worked in a-saw-mill, learned the printing trade, rode saw-logs, worked in a pinery, been brakeman
on a freight train, acted as a. The first bridge you will build under an artillery fire from the rebels, and when it
is done let a squad of cavalry cross, then the pontoon train, and a regiment of infantry. Then light out for the
river ahead of the pontoon train, with the cavalry. The pioneer corps will be ready in fifteen minutes. He said
if I made a success of that bridge, and the command got across, and I was not killed I would be appointed
sergeant. He said the general would try me as a bridge-builder, and if I was a success he would try me, no
doubt, in other capacities, such as driving team on a threshing machine, and editing a newspaper. When, I
went on after my horse, being pretty proud. The idea of being picked out of so many non-commissioned
officers, and placed in charge of a pioneer corps, and sent ahead of the army to rebuild a bridge that had been
destroyed, with a prospect of being promoted or killed, was glory enough for one day, and I rode back to
headquarters feeling that the success of the whole expedition rested on me. If I built a corduroy bridge that
would pa. Of course, if I built a bridge that would break down, and drown somebody, everybody would know
who built it. The twenty men were mounted, and ready, and the general told me to go to the quartermaster and
get all the tools I wanted, and I took twenty axes, ten shovels, two log chains, and was riding away, when the
general said: In about forty minutes we had arrived, at the bayou, and I called a private soldier who used to do
logging in the woods, and we looked the thing over. The timber necessary was right on the bank of the stream.
I shall report to the general that he can send, along his artillery at seventeen minutes after eight o clock this
evening. You see, a sh. Make it thirty-seven, and I will go you. Then we fell to work. Large, long trees were
cut for stringers, and hewn square, posts were made to prop up the stringers, though the stringers would have
held any weight. Then small trees were cut and flattened on two sides, for the road-bed, holes bored in them
and pegs made to drive through them into the stringers. A lot of cavalry soldiers never worked as those men
did. Though there was only twenty of them, it seemed as though the woods were full of men. Trees were
falling, and axes resounding, and men yelling at mules that were hauling logs, and the scene reminded me of
logging in the Wisconsin pineries, only these were men in uniform doing the work. About the middle of the
afternoon we had the stringers across, when there was a half dozen shots heard down the stream, and bullets
began "zipping" all around the bridge, and we knew the rebels were onto the scheme, and wanted it stopped. I
got behind a tree when the bullets began to come, to think it over. That I had never built bridges where people
objected to it. I asked the private what we had better do. He said his idea was to knock off work on the bridge
for just fifteen minutes, cross the stream on the stringers, and go down there in the woods and scare the life out
of those rebels, drive them away, and make them think the whole army was after them, then cross back and
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finish the bridge. That seemed feasible enough, so about a dozen of us squirreled across the stringers with our
carbines, and the rest went down the stream on our side, and all of us fired a dozen rounds from our Spencer
repeaters, right into the woods where the rebels seemed to be. When we did so, the rebels must have thought
there was a million of us, for they scattered too quick, and we had a quiet life for two hours. We had got the
bridge nearly completed, when there was a hissing sound in the air, a streak of smoke, and a powder magazine
seemed to explode right over us. I suppose I turned pale, for I had never heard anything like it. Says I, "Jim,
excuse me, but what kind of a thing is that? Xcuse me, but what kind of a thing is that? And so that was a sh. I
had read of sh. Presently another came, and I wanted to pack up and go away. I looked at my pioneers, and
they did not pay any more attention to the sh. Just let em think they are killing us off by the dozen, and they
will keep on sending sh. If we had a battery here to sh.
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