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    A hard-riding soldier writes as if decisions made at a gallop could alter the fate of a republic. This introduction to Philip Henry Sheridan’s narrative signals a work grounded in action, responsibility, and the pressures of command. Sheridan’s story unfolds at the intersection of personal ambition and national crisis, where the margins for error are narrow and consequences echo far beyond any single battlefield. From this vantage, the book invites readers to consider how character, preparation, and timing shape events. It is an autobiography that examines leadership from the inside, presenting war as lived experience rather than distant chronicle.

Autobiography by Philip Henry Sheridan presents the life of a prominent United States Army officer who became one of the Union’s most visible commanders during the American Civil War and later served as the Army’s commanding general. Composed near the end of his life and published posthumously in 1888 in two volumes, the work traces his early career, wartime responsibilities, and subsequent public service. Without spoiling its narrative turns, it offers a first-person account of a military professional learning, adjusting, and leading under severe constraints. The book’s premise is straightforward: to set down what the author saw, decided, and believed he owed the nation.

The book holds classic status because it stands at the heart of nineteenth-century American life-writing and the enduring corpus of Civil War memoirs. Its clarity, authority, and disciplined focus shaped how later readers imagined campaigns, commanders, and the daily work of armies. Scholars have long treated Sheridan’s account as a primary source for understanding operations, organization, and the professional ethos of the era. General readers return to it for its momentum and immediacy. Together, these qualities secure its literary impact: it is both testament and text, a powerful example of how autobiographical narrative can anchor national memory while rewarding close, critical reading.

Sheridan’s prose reflects a practitioner’s mind attentive to terrain, movement, supply, and time—the unglamorous determinants of military success. Yet the book is not a ledger of orders and distances. It moves with deliberate pacing, pausing to sketch scenes, weigh choices, and mark the personalities who shaped events. The style is formal without stiffness, direct without ornament, built to convey decision rather than sentiment. Taken as literature, the narrative demonstrates how control of detail and perspective can carry a reader through complexity. Taken as history, it opens a disciplined window on professional judgment under stress.

The themes that anchor the book remain durable. It explores the tension between individual initiative and institutional constraint, the forging of trust within organizations, and the costs—material and human—of sustained conflict. Sheridan charts how a young officer, trained in routine duty, adapts to the scale and speed of a modernizing war. He attends to morale, discipline, and the problem of communicating intent across distance and hazard. Above all, he treats leadership as a moral practice, where accountability is measured not only by outcomes but by preparation, candor, and care for those entrusted to one’s command.

Readers encounter a narrative that ranges from frontier posts to the largest theaters of the Civil War. Cavalry operations, logistical improvisation, and the synchronization of arms figure prominently, alongside staff work and the challenge of coordinating disparate units. Sheridan shows the practical effects of distance, weather, and information—how reports, reconnaissance, and timing set the boundaries of what can be attempted. Without previewing results, it is enough to note that the book studies decision cycles in motion, charting how plans endure or fail when tested by contact with an adversary and the friction of real conditions.

The postwar sections broaden the frame from battlefield to policy, illuminating how military responsibilities intersect with civil authority and national priorities. Sheridan’s later service placed him at the junction of federal directives, local conditions, and the long work of restoring order and institutions after cataclysm. The book invites readers to consider how peacetime command differs from wartime command, and how force, law, and public confidence relate. By keeping his focus on duty and process, Sheridan underscores that military leadership does not end with the cessation of combat; it changes its tools, audiences, and constraints.

The circumstances of composition matter. Writing late in life, Sheridan looked back with the perspective of decades in uniform, long enough to observe the aftereffects of choices made under pressure. The result is not a diary but a shaped recollection, attentive to sequence and consequence. He writes as a participant who also knows he is a witness. That dual role gives the book special weight: it is both an argument for how events should be understood and a record that invites verification and debate. The voice is steady, the aims explicit: to explain, to account, and to preserve a traceable memory.

In the generations that followed, Sheridan’s autobiography influenced the craft of military life-writing by showing how operational narrative can be both readable and rigorously grounded. Later memoirists and historians took cues from its method—its careful chronology, its close attention to institutional context, and its insistence on linking tactical episodes to strategic purpose. The book’s presence in scholarly footnotes and general bibliographies alike speaks to its reach. It helped set expectations for the genre: that a senior commander’s account should be a usable document for study and a compelling story for a wide audience.

Beyond its professional lessons, the work is notable for its portraits of people in demanding circumstances. Sheridan writes of subordinates learning their trade, peers testing one another’s judgment, and civilians whose lives intersect with military necessity. He shows how cohesion forms and frays, how confidence is earned, and how miscommunication multiplies risk. The book respects the stubborn facts of geography and logistics while acknowledging the fragility of human plans. That human dimension—quietly observed rather than dramatized—gives the narrative texture and keeps it anchored in the lived experience of individuals as well as institutions.

The enduring appeal of Sheridan’s autobiography rests on this combination of authority and complexity. It is a classic not because it answers every question but because it frames the right ones and supplies the materials for further inquiry. Its pages sustain both admiration and scrutiny, encouraging readers to weigh claims against context. For students of literature, it demonstrates how a disciplined voice can carry intricate material. For students of history, it presents a document that rewards cross-checking and comparative study, a benchmark against which other accounts may be tested and understood.

Today, the book’s themes remain strikingly current: leadership under uncertainty, civil-military relations, rapid change in technology and organization, and the ethics of power. In a moment when institutions everywhere wrestle with legitimacy, coordination, and accountability, Sheridan’s account offers a case study in responsibility under strain. It shows how narrative shapes public understanding and how memory can clarify or cloud common purpose. That is the volume’s lasting appeal. It lets readers think with, not merely about, a consequential actor—and by doing so, it keeps the past active in the present, instructive without presumption.
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    Philip Henry Sheridan’s Autobiography presents a first-person account of a United States Army officer whose career spanned frontier duty, the American Civil War, and the nation’s postwar transformations. Written late in life and published in 1888, it combines operational narratives with professional reflections. Sheridan traces his development from junior officer to senior commander, foregrounding organization, logistics, reconnaissance, and the interplay between policy and strategy. The memoir situates personal experience within broader institutional change, emphasizing how command responsibilities scale from company and regiment to theater-level direction. Throughout, Sheridan’s tone is factual and procedural, shaped by after-action habits rather than literary flourish, and attentive to the people and systems that enabled operations.

The narrative begins with Sheridan’s family background, education, and entry into military service through the United States Military Academy. He outlines the formative demands of cadet life, the discipline of engineering instruction, and the early habits of record-keeping and maps that would guide his later work. Commissioned into the regular army, he moves through routine garrison and field assignments, learning the chain of command, the responsibilities of junior officers, and the importance of supply and terrain. The memoir portrays the antebellum army as small, dispersed, and focused on professional competence, offering Sheridan’s baseline for judging later wartime expansion and the stresses it introduced.

Sheridan then turns to frontier service, depicting scattered posts, long lines of communication, and the practical challenges of movement, subsistence, and small-unit security. He emphasizes staff work and the coordination of quartermasters, engineers, and topographical duties, showing how mundane tasks underpin operational success. The experience of difficult climates, unfamiliar routes, and sparse infrastructure fosters methods he will later apply at larger scales: reconnaissance, rapid concentration, and reliable logistics. These chapters remain descriptive rather than polemical, focusing on institutional routines, the craft of soldiering, and the professional relationships that knit together isolated detachments into functional military districts.

With the outbreak of the Civil War, Sheridan recounts the army’s rapid expansion and the accompanying administrative upheaval. He describes his transition to higher responsibility, the integration of volunteers with regulars, and the testing of doctrine on contested ground. Early campaigning in the Western Theater receives extended attention: he explains the organization of divisions and corps, the coordination of infantry, artillery, and cavalry, and the use of terrain in set-piece engagements. Rather than dramatizing battle, he details orders, reports, and timing, showing how reputation and promotion in wartime follow demonstrated reliability, disciplined aggression, and an ability to translate intent into action.

The memoir traces his ascent to prominent command, culminating in leadership of the cavalry in the principal eastern army. Sheridan presents the reorganization of mounted forces as an institutional problem: training, remounts, intelligence, and clear mission design. He evaluates raiding as a tool for isolating enemy forces, targeting railroads, depots, and bridges to fracture operational cohesion. Coordination with senior commanders is depicted through the mechanics of directives and after-action adjustments. The portrait of cavalry evolves from screen and reconnaissance toward a decisive arm, used to compel movement, widen tactical opportunity, and exploit breakthroughs when infantry pressure creates openings.

Sheridan’s account of operations in the Shenandoah Valley emphasizes theater-level objectives: neutralizing mobile enemy formations, reducing logistical bases, and protecting national lines of communication. He details the alignment of multiple columns, the timing of marches, and the importance of secure supply—contrasting short, sharp fights with protracted maneuver. Civil-military issues appear through the management of resources and the burdens war places on local populations, described in functional rather than rhetorical terms. The Valley chapters illustrate his approach to independent command: centralized planning, decentralized execution, and relentless pressure aimed at collapsing the adversary’s operational calculus.

The closing campaigns of the war are presented as a series of linked movements designed to break a fortified line, force withdrawal, and prevent orderly retreat. Sheridan emphasizes reconnaissance, flank pressure, and the synchronization of infantry and cavalry to convert tactical gains into strategic effect. Pursuit operations receive special attention: road networks, river crossings, and the tempo necessary to overtake a diminishing but determined foe. The narrative remains focused on process—orders issued, routes chosen, and the logistics of continuous marching—culminating in scenes that signal the approaching end of major hostilities without dwelling on ceremony or retrospective judgment.

Postwar chapters follow Sheridan into Reconstruction and command across vast Western departments. He outlines the legal framework governing military districts, the tensions between civil authority and federal policy, and the administrative demands of restoring order while protecting rights. He surveys the Army’s role on the plains, addressing campaigns, posts, and the logistics of rail-linked operations, as well as the difficulties of sustaining remote garrisons. Urban crisis management appears in his account of assistance during the great fire in Chicago, illustrating coordination with local officials. Throughout, he frames these duties as extensions of wartime lessons adapted to civilian contexts and expansive geography.

In closing, Sheridan reflects on institutional continuity, the responsibilities of senior command, and the professional standards he believes sustain an effective army. The autobiography, published in his final year, offers an insider’s view of American military transformation from small frontier constabulary to mass wartime force and postwar national instrument. Without seeking to settle every controversy, it assembles documents, decisions, and operational narratives into a coherent record. Its lasting significance lies in clarifying how organization, logistics, and leadership interact under pressure, providing scholars and general readers with a measured, primary-source perspective on a consequential era.
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    Philip Henry Sheridan’s autobiography unfolds across the United States from the 1830s to the late 1880s, when the nation moved from a slaveholding republic through civil war to an industrializing empire. Dominant institutions included chattel slavery in the South, expanding federal military authority, and the market revolution powered by canals, railroads, and telegraphs. Westward expansion reshaped sovereignty on the continent, pressing Indigenous nations under treaty regimes that were frequently violated. These forces form the backdrop for Sheridan’s career, as he presents a life rooted in the professional U.S. Army, the crucible of the Civil War, and the consolidation of federal power during Reconstruction and the Indian Wars.

The antebellum Army was small, dispersed, and increasingly professional. West Point emphasized engineering, mathematics, and discipline, producing officers steeped in topography, fortification, and logistics. Sheridan entered the academy in the mid-1840s and graduated in the early 1850s after a disciplinary setback prolonged his time as a cadet. His memoir mirrors the ethos of this officer corps: technical competence, institutional loyalty, and advancement by merit and patronage. The Mexican-American War’s legacy loomed large in doctrine and reputations, even for officers who did not serve there, shaping expectations for leadership, campaign design, and the Army’s civil-military relationship in a republic wary of standing forces.

Sheridan’s early postings on the Pacific Coast and in the Pacific Northwest placed him at the edge of U.S. expansion. He served in conflicts such as the Rogue River and Yakama wars in the 1850s, where the Army supported settler claims, protected transportation corridors, and enforced treaty arrangements. His quartermaster work—moving men, mounts, and materiel across rugged terrain—honed skills he later elevates in his narrative as decisive in campaigning. These frontier experiences introduced him to irregular warfare, supply shortages, and civil administration under military command, patterns that recur in his account of the Civil War and subsequent occupation duties.

The secession crisis of 1860–61 transformed the United States, unleashing mass mobilization of volunteers under federal and state authority. Telegraphs, railroads, and war industry accelerated command and logistics, while political leadership managed partisanship, emancipation policy, and international neutrality. Sheridan’s autobiography presents his rapid wartime ascent as evidence of a system that rewarded battlefield initiative. Commissioned into volunteer service in 1862, he rose from regimental to division command. His narrative underscores how wartime exigency broke old hierarchies, permitting relatively junior officers to assume strategic responsibilities within new armies raised from civilian life.

Sheridan’s Civil War context in the Western Theater included campaigns in Kentucky, Tennessee, and Mississippi, conducted by commanders such as Don Carlos Buell, William S. Rosecrans, George H. Thomas, Ulysses S. Grant, and William T. Sherman. Major fights at Stones River (1862–63), Chickamauga (1863), and the Chattanooga battles (1863) exemplified evolving tactics: entrenched infantry lines, massed artillery, and increasingly integrated maneuver. Sheridan emphasizes aggressive action, battlefield reconnaissance, and supply security—particularly the dependence on rail lines and depots. His account mirrors a theater where Union victories gradually leveraged logistics and interior lines to fracture Confederate operational coherence.

In 1864, Grant brought Sheridan east to command the Army of the Potomac’s cavalry, amid debates about the mounted arm’s proper role. Carbines and improved sabers altered cavalry tactics from screening and raiding to sustained combat against enemy cavalry and supply. Sheridan’s narrative highlights large-scale raids against railroads and depots and clashes like Yellow Tavern (May 1864), where J. E. B. Stuart was mortally wounded, and Trevilian Station (June 1864), one of the war’s largest cavalry battles. He frames these operations as strategic extensions of Grant’s grinding Overland Campaign, justifying the risks and costs of deep penetrations behind Confederate lines.

Sheridan’s 1864 Shenandoah Valley campaign unfolded in a region long called the Confederacy’s “breadbasket” and a corridor for invasions toward the North. With national elections looming, Union leaders sought decisive results to deny the Confederacy strategic depth and political leverage. Sheridan recounts victories at Third Winchester (Opequon), Fisher’s Hill, and Cedar Creek, paired with systematic destruction of mills, barns, and crops—“the Burning”—to cripple Confederate logistics. His autobiography defends this hard-war policy as necessary to shorten the conflict, while acknowledging its impact on civilians, situating the campaign within a broader Union shift toward coordinated, economy-targeting warfare.

Emancipation shaped the war’s moral and military course. The Emancipation Proclamation (1863) authorized the enlistment of Black soldiers and redefined federal military governance in occupied zones. Refugee flows, Confederate guerrillas, and questions of loyalty complicated civil affairs in Virginia’s countryside. While Sheridan’s memoir centers on operational matters, it reflects the era’s transition as commanders balanced protection of freedpeople, suppression of irregulars, and maintenance of supply and discipline. His treatment of emancipation-era policies illustrates how Union officers managed a war that was simultaneously military, political, and social, binding battlefield success to the transformation of Southern labor and authority.

Sheridan’s account of the 1865 Appomattox campaign situates cavalry at the fulcrum of pursuit warfare. After the Petersburg lines collapsed, he describes operations at Five Forks, Sayler’s Creek, and Appomattox Station, where seizing supplies and blocking roads hastened Robert E. Lee’s surrender on April 9. Telegraph communications, railroad movements, and coordinated marches under Grant feature prominently. His portrayal reinforces the narrative of relentless pressure culminating in generous surrender terms, aligning his actions with a national desire for reunion, while preserving the memory of decisive Union initiative at the war’s end.

After Confederate collapse, the United States confronted France’s intervention in Mexico. Sheridan commanded along the border, massing troops to signal U.S. resolve and facilitating the transfer of “surplus” arms to Mexican republicans aligned with Benito Juárez, consistent with evolving U.S. interpretations of the Monroe Doctrine. His memoir frames these actions as pressure contributing to the French withdrawal by 1867 and the fall of Maximilian’s regime. This episode underscores the Army’s postwar diplomatic-military role and the growing confidence of a reunited United States in shaping hemispheric outcomes without formal entry into war.

Reconstruction redefined federal-state relations and citizenship. Congress’s Reconstruction Acts (1867) placed former Confederate states under military districts to protect rights and supervise reentry. Sheridan commanded the Fifth Military District (Louisiana and Texas), where violent episodes, including the 1866 New Orleans massacre’s legacy, and resistance by ex-Confederate elites demanded intervention. He removed officials deemed obstructive and supported voter registration under new legal frameworks. President Andrew Johnson removed Sheridan in 1867, highlighting profound policy rifts. In his autobiography, Sheridan defends military oversight to secure civil rights and order, aligning with congressional Reconstruction rather than presidential leniency.

The Gilded Age tested civil-military boundaries during disasters and unrest. Sheridan, headquartered in Chicago as a senior departmental commander, recounts Army assistance during the Great Chicago Fire of 1871, when soldiers helped maintain order and protect property amid urban devastation. Rapid urbanization, immigration, and industrial expansion strained municipal capacity and policing. His narrative of emergency governance reflects broader debates over federal troops in domestic affairs, which later informed the Posse Comitatus Act (1878), restricting such use. Sheridan presents these interventions as pragmatic responses to crises, while the legal legacy shows growing constraints on military roles in civil society.

Railroad expansion transformed the Great Plains. Completion of the first transcontinental line in 1869, followed by feeder lines, brought settlers, markets, and catastrophic pressure on bison and Indigenous economies. Treaties such as Medicine Lodge (1867) and Fort Laramie (1868) proved unstable under encroachment and policy oscillation. Sheridan, as a departmental and then division commander, advocated winter campaigns that targeted mobility and supplies. His memoir covers operations of 1868–69 and the Red River War of 1874–75, where coordinated strikes and destruction of villages forced surrenders. He publicly praised buffalo hunters in 1875 for hastening conflict’s end, a stance now widely criticized for abetting cultural and ecological loss.

The Great Sioux War of 1876–77 emerged from the 1874 Black Hills gold rush and treaty violations. Campaigns led by George Crook and Alfred Terry sought to compel Lakota and Northern Cheyenne bands onto reservations, culminating in defeats and victories that included Little Bighorn (1876) and subsequent U.S. offensives. Sheridan, in higher command from Chicago, oversaw coordination, supply, and reinforcements. His account interprets early reverses as temporary within a strategy of attrition and pursuit. The resulting confinement of Indigenous nations to reservations, and seizure of the Black Hills, mark a turning point that his memoir presents through Army lenses of pacification and control.

Sheridan also engaged transatlantic military observation. He traveled to Europe during the Franco-Prussian War (1870–71) as a U.S. observer, studying mobilization, rail logistics, and staff methods that undergirded German victories. In his narrative, these lessons validate reforms in American command, intelligence, and supply. Rising through senior posts, he became Commanding General of the U.S. Army in 1883. The memoir defends budget priorities, frontier garrisons, and modernization amid political scrutiny, showing how European warfare influenced U.S. doctrine even as America’s unique civil-military challenges—continental distances, domestic law—required adapted institutions.

The publishing context of Sheridan’s autobiography belongs to a late nineteenth-century memoir boom. Charles L. Webster & Company, associated with Ulysses S. Grant’s bestselling memoirs, issued Sheridan’s volumes in 1888. Veterans’ organizations like the Grand Army of the Republic sustained a readership invested in commemorating Union service and pensions. Simultaneously, Lost Cause writers promoted Confederate vindication and minimized slavery’s role. Sheridan’s narrative contests those trends: he amplifies Union coordination, criticizes Confederate cavalry when warranted, and justifies hard-war measures and Reconstruction oversight. The book participates in an evidentiary politics of memory, deploying orders, reports, and maps to shape public understanding.

Technological and economic transformations pervade Sheridan’s story. The telegraph enabled near-real-time high command; railroads projected force and decided campaigns; industrial output supplied repeating firearms and standardized equipment. Postwar, corporate capitalism and speculative booms—punctuated by the Panic of 1873—affected Army budgets and deployment. Sheridan frames logistics as war’s arbiter, a view consistent with the era’s fascination with systems and efficiency. Yet these same networks facilitated settler colonialism and resource extraction, accelerating conflicts with Indigenous nations. The autobiography thereby reflects the dual legacy of technology: it was the instrument of Union victory and the mechanism of disruptive expansion afterward, with enduring social consequences.
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    Philip Henry Sheridan (1831–1888) was a United States Army officer whose aggressive command style helped shape the Union’s conduct of the American Civil War and the Army’s postwar missions. Rising rapidly from regimental leadership to senior command, he became one of Ulysses S. Grant’s most trusted lieutenants, celebrated for operational speed and decisive action. Sheridan also played prominent roles in Reconstruction administration and in campaigns on the Great Plains, where his strategies and policies have been extensively debated. In his final years he led the U.S. Army as its commanding general and authored a widely read memoir, leaving a record that continues to inform military study and public memory.

Educated at the United States Military Academy, Sheridan graduated in the early 1850s and entered the Regular Army, serving on frontier posts before the Civil War. Those years included line and staff duty that exposed him to logistics, small-unit operations, and the institutional norms of a professional officer corps. The discipline and administrative experience he acquired became signatures of his later command. Prewar postings in the West also acquainted him with the terrain, peoples, and constraints of campaigning across vast distances—knowledge he later applied at scale. His early formation owed less to formal theory than to Regular Army practice and the mentorship of seasoned superiors.

With the outbreak of civil war, Sheridan advanced quickly in the Western Theater. He commanded cavalry and then an infantry division in the Army of the Cumberland, gaining notice at Stones River and Chickamauga for resilience under pressure and energetic counterattacks. At Missionary Ridge he helped drive Confederate forces from a key position overlooking Chattanooga, contributing to a strategic turning point in the West. Promotion followed, along with an expanding sphere of responsibility. Observers and superiors alike emphasized his capacity for coordinating infantry and artillery at close quarters, a trait that would later underpin his integration of mounted forces into larger operational designs.

In 1864 Grant brought Sheridan east to command the Cavalry Corps of the Army of the Potomac. He led deep raids that disrupted Confederate supply lines and fought engagements, including the action at Yellow Tavern, that weakened opposing cavalry. Later that year he assumed command in the Shenandoah Valley, where a sequence of victories—Third Winchester, Fisher’s Hill, and Cedar Creek—diminished the Confederacy’s capacity to sustain armies in Virginia. His campaign, famed in contemporary verse as “Sheridan’s Ride,” also included widespread destruction of infrastructure and resources, a hard-war approach aimed at hastening surrender that has remained central to assessments of his methods and impact.

During the final campaigns of 1865, Sheridan’s formations helped crack Confederate defenses at Five Forks and sever critical rail connections southwest of Petersburg. He then moved rapidly to the interior, intercepting supplies at Appomattox Station and blocking routes that Robert E. Lee’s army sought to use for escape or regrouping. These maneuvers materially shaped the circumstances that led to the surrender at Appomattox Court House. Sheridan emerged from the war with national renown, brevets for gallantry, and a reputation—admiring to some, controversial to others—for relentless pursuit, centralized control, and an emphasis on coordinated shock that prefigured later American operational preferences.

After the war Sheridan held key posts in Reconstruction, briefly commanding the Fifth Military District over Texas and Louisiana, where he removed officials he judged obstructive to the protection of civil rights and public order; his actions prompted conflict with President Andrew Johnson. He then oversaw the Military Division of the Missouri, directing campaigns against Indigenous nations on the Plains in the late 1860s and 1870s. He promoted winter operations, mobility, and strikes on logistical bases, policies that facilitated U.S. expansion while exacting severe costs on Native communities and lifeways. His headquarters also supported Army stewardship to protect Yellowstone from poaching and vandalism.

Sheridan rose to lieutenant general in the years after Appomattox and became commanding general of the U.S. Army in the 1880s, serving until his death in 1888. He worked to professionalize staff processes, improve readiness, and manage dispersed frontier garrisons during a period of rapid national growth. Near the end of his life he published Personal Memoirs of P. H. Sheridan, a two-volume military memoir that remains a principal primary source on his campaigns and views. Commemorated in place names and monuments and scrutinized for the human consequences of hard war and expansion, his legacy endures in military doctrine, historical debate, and public remembrance.
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When, yielding to the solicitations of my friends, I finally decided to write these Memoirs, the greatest difficulty which confronted me was that of recounting my share in the many notable events of the last three decades, in which I played a part, without entering too fully into the history of these years, and at the same time without giving to my own acts an unmerited prominence. To what extent I have overcome this difficulty I must leave the reader to judge.

In offering this record, penned by my own hand, of the events of my life, and of my participation in our great struggle for national existence, human liberty, and political equality, I make no pretension to literary merit; the importance of the subject-matter of my narrative is my only claim on the reader's attention.

Respectfully dedicating this work to my comrades in arms during the War of the Rebellion, I leave it as a heritage to my children, and as a source of information for the future historian.

P. H. SHERIDAN.

Nonguitt, Mass., August 2, 1888
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ANCESTRY—BIRTH—EARLY EDUCATION—A CLERK IN A GROCERY STORE—APPOINTMENT—MONROE SHOES[1]—JOURNEY TO WEST POINT—HAZING—A FISTICUFF BATTLE—SUSPENDED—RETURNS TO CLERKSHIP—GRADUATION.

My parents, John and Mary Sheridan, came to America in 1830, having been induced by the representations of my father's uncle, Thomas Gainor, then living in Albany, N. Y., to try their fortunes in the New World: They were born and reared in the County Cavan, Ireland, where from early manhood my father had tilled a leasehold on the estate of Cherrymoult; and the sale of this leasehold provided him with means to seek a new home across the sea. My parents were blood relations—cousins in the second degree—my mother, whose maiden name was Minor, having descended from a collateral branch of my father's family. Before leaving Ireland they had two children, and on the 6th of March, 1831, the year after their arrival in this country, I was born, in Albany, N. Y., the third child in a family which eventually increased to six—four boys and two girls.

The prospects for gaining a livelihood in Albany did not meet the expectations which my parents had been led to entertain, so in 1832 they removed to the West, to establish themselves in the village of Somerset, in Perry County, Ohio, which section, in the earliest days of the State; had been colonized from Pennsylvania and Maryland. At this period the great public works of the Northwest—the canals and macadamized roads[2], a result of clamor for internal improvements—were in course of construction, and my father turned his attention to them, believing that they offered opportunities for a successful occupation. Encouraged by a civil engineer named Bassett, who had taken a fancy to him, he put in bids for a small contract on the Cumberland Road, known as the "National Road," which was then being extended west from the Ohio River. A little success in this first enterprise led him to take up contracting as a business, which he followed on various canals and macadamized roads then building in different parts of the State of Ohio, with some good fortune for awhile, but in 1853 what little means he had saved were swallowed up —in bankruptcy, caused by the failure of the Sciota and Hocking Valley Railroad Company, for which he was fulfilling a contract at the time, and this disaster left him finally only a small farm, just outside the village of Somerset, where he dwelt until his death in 1875.

My father's occupation kept him away from home much of the time during my boyhood, and as a consequence I grew up under the sole guidance and training of my mother, whose excellent common sense and clear discernment in every way fitted her for such maternal duties. When old enough I was sent to the village school, which was taught by an old-time Irish "master"—one of those itinerant dominies of the early frontier—who, holding that to spare the rod was to spoil the child, if unable to detect the real culprit when any offense had been committed, would consistently apply the switch to the whole school without discrimination. It must be conceded that by this means he never failed to catch the guilty mischief-maker. The school-year was divided into terms of three months, the teacher being paid in each term a certain sum—three dollars, I think, for each pupil-and having an additional perquisite in the privilege of boarding around at his option in the different families to which his scholars belonged. This feature was more than acceptable to the parents at times, for how else could they so thoroughly learn all the neighborhood gossip? But the pupils were in almost unanimous opposition, because Mr. McNanly's unheralded advent at any one's house resulted frequently in the discovery that some favorite child had been playing "hookey," which means (I will say to the uninitiated, if any such there be) absenting one's self from school without permission, to go on a fishing or a swimming frolic. Such at least was my experience more than once, for Mr. McNanly particularly favored my mother's house, because of a former acquaintanceship in Ireland, and many a time a comparison of notes proved that I had been in the woods with two playfellows, named Binckly and Greiner, when the master thought I was home, ill, and my mother, that I was at school, deeply immersed in study. However, with these and other delinquencies not uncommon among boys, I learned at McNanly's school, and a little later, under a pedagogue named Thorn, a smattering of geography and history, and explored the mysteries of Pike's Arithmetic and Bullions' English Grammar, about as far as I could be carried up to the age of fourteen. This was all the education then bestowed upon me, and this—with the exception of progressing in some of these branches by voluntary study, and by practical application in others, supplemented by a few months of preparation after receiving my appointment as a cadet—was the extent of my learning on entering the Military Academy.

When about fourteen years old I began to do something for myself; Mr. John Talbot, who kept a country store in the village, employing me to deal out sugar, coffee, and calico to his customers at the munificent salary of twenty-four dollars a year. After I had gained a twelve-months' experience with Mr. Talbot my services began to be sought by, others, and a Mr. David Whitehead secured them by the offer of sixty dollars a year—Talbot refusing to increase my pay, but not objecting to my advancement. A few months later, before my year was up, another chance to increase my salary came about; Mr. Henry Dittoe, the enterprising man of the village, offering me one hundred and twenty dollars a year to take a position in the dry-goods store of Fink & Dittoe. I laid the matter before Mr. Whitehead, and he frankly advised me to accept, though he cautioned me that I might regret it, adding that he was afraid Henry (referring to Mr. Dittoe) "had too many irons in the fire." His warning in regard to the enterprising merchant proved a prophecy, for "too many irons in the fire" brought about Mr. Dittoe's bankruptcy, although this misfortune did not befall him till long after I had left his service. I am glad to say, however, that his failure was an exceptionally honest one, and due more to the fact that he was in advance of his surroundings than to any other cause.

I remained with Fink & Dittoe until I entered the Military Academy, principally in charge of the book-keeping, which was no small work for one of my years, considering that in those days the entire business of country stores in the West was conducted on the credit system; the customers, being mostly farmers, never expecting to pay till the product of their farms could be brought to market; and even then usually squared the book-accounts by notes of hand, that were often slow of collection.

From the time I ceased to attend school my employment had necessitated, to a certain degree, the application of what I had learned there, and this practical instruction I reinforced somewhat by doing considerable reading in a general way, until ultimately I became quite a local authority in history, being frequently chosen as arbiter in discussions and disputes that arose in the store. The Mexican War, then going on, furnished, of course, a never-ending theme for controversy, and although I was too young to enter the military service when volunteers were mustering in our section, yet the stirring events of the times so much impressed and absorbed me that my sole wish was to become a soldier, and my highest aspiration to go to West Point as a Cadet from my Congressional district. My chances for this seemed very remote, however, till one day an opportunity was thrown in my way by the boy who then held the place failing to pass his examination. When I learned that by this occurrence a vacancy existed, I wrote to our representative in Congress, the Hon. Thomas Ritchey, and asked him for the appointment, reminding him that we had often met in Fink & Dittoe's store, and that therefore he must know something of my qualifications. He responded promptly by enclosing my warrant for the class of 1848; so, notwithstanding the many romances that have been published about the matter, to Mr. Ritchey, and to him alone, is due all the credit—if my career justifies that term—of putting me in the United States Army.

At once I set about preparing for the examination which precedes admission to the Military Academy, studying zealously under the direction of Mr. William Clark; my old teachers, McNanly and Thorn, having disappeared from Somerset and sought new fields of usefulness. The intervening months passed rapidly away, and I fear that I did not make much progress, yet I thought I should be able to pass the preliminary examination. That which was to follow worried me more and gave me many sleepless nights; but these would have been less in number, I fully believe, had it not been for one specification of my, outfit which the circular that accompanied my appointment demanded. This requirement was a pair of "Monroe shoes." Now, out in Ohio, what "Monroe shoes" were was a mystery—not a shoemaker in my section having so much as an inkling of the construction of the perplexing things, until finally my eldest brother brought an idea of them from Baltimore, when it was found that they were a familiar pattern under another name.

At length the time for my departure came, and I set out for West Point, going by way of Cleveland and across Lake Erie to Buffalo. On the steamer I fell in with another appointee en route to the academy, David S. Stanley, also from Ohio; and when our acquaintanceship had ripened somewhat, and we had begun to repose confidence in each other, I found out that he had no "Monroe shoes," so I deemed myself just that much ahead of my companion, although my shoes might not conform exactly to the regulations in Eastern style and finish. At Buffalo, Stanley and I separated, he going by the Erie Canal and I by the railroad, since I wanted to gain time on account of commands to stop in Albany to see my father's uncle. Here I spent a few days, till Stanley reached Albany, when we journeyed together down the river to West Point. The examination began a few days after our arrival, and I soon found myself admitted to the Corps of Cadets, to date from July 1, 1848, in a class composed of sixty-three members, many of whom—for example, Stanley, Slocum, Woods, Kautz, and Crook—became prominent generals in later years, and commanded divisions, corps, and armies in the war of the rebellion.

Quickly following my admission I was broken in by a course of hazing, with many of the approved methods that the Cadets had handed down from year to year since the Academy was founded; still, I escaped excessive persecution, although there were in my day many occurrences so extreme as to call forth condemnation and an endeavor to suppress the senseless custom, which an improved civilization has now about eradicated, not only at West Point, but at other colleges.

Although I had met the Academic board and come off with fair success, yet I knew so little of Algebra or any of the higher branches of mathematics that during my first six months at the Academy I was discouraged by many misgivings as to the future, for I speedily learned that at the January examination the class would have to stand a test much severer than that which had been applied to it on entering. I resolved to try hard, however, and, besides, good fortune gave me for a room-mate a Cadet whose education was more advanced than mine, and whose studious habits and willingness to aid others benefited me immensely. This room-mate was Henry W. Slocum, since so signally distinguished in both military and civil capacities as to win for his name a proud place in the annals of his country. After taps—that is, when by the regulations of the Academy all the lights were supposed to be extinguished, and everybody in bed—Slocum and I would hang a blanket over the one window of our room and continue our studies—he guiding me around scores of stumbling-blocks in Algebra and elucidating many knotty points in other branches of the course with which I was unfamiliar. On account of this association I went up before the Board in January with less uneasiness than otherwise would have been the case, and passed the examination fairly well. When it was over, a self-confidence in my capacity was established that had not existed hitherto, and at each succeeding examination I gained a little in order of merit till my furlough summer came round—that is, when I was half through the four-year course.

My furlough in July and August, 1850, was spent at my home in Ohio, with the exception of a visit or two to other Cadets on furlough in the State, and at the close of my leave I returned to the Academy in the full expectation of graduating with my class in 1852.

A quarrel of a belligerent character in September 1851, with Cadet William R. Terrill, put an end to this anticipation, however, and threw me back into the class which graduated in 1853. Terrill was a Cadet Sergeant, and, while my company was forming for parade, having, given me an order, in what I considered an improper tone, to "dress" in a certain direction, when I believed I was accurately dressed, I fancied I had a grievance, and made toward him with a lowered bayonet, but my better judgment recalled me before actual contact could take place. Of course Terrill reported me for this, and my ire was so inflamed by his action that when we next met I attacked him, and a fisticuff engagement in front of barracks followed, which was stopped by an officer appearing on the scene. Each of us handed in an explanation, but mine was unsatisfactory to the authorities, for I had to admit that I was the assaulting party, and the result was that I was suspended by the Secretary of War, Mr. Conrad, till August 28, 1852—the Superintendent of the Academy, Captain Brewerton, being induced to recommend this milder course, he said, by my previous good conduct. At the time I thought, of course, my suspension a very unfair punishment, that my conduct was justifiable and the authorities of the Academy all wrong, but riper experience has led me to a different conclusion, and as I look back, though the mortification I then endured was deep and trying, I am convinced that it was hardly as much as I deserved for such an outrageous breach of discipline.

There was no question as to Terrill's irritating tone, but in giving me the order he was prompted by the duty of his position as a file closer, and I was not the one to remedy the wrong which I conceived had been done me, and clearly not justifiable in assuming to correct him with my own hands. In 1862, when General Buell's army was assembling at Louisville, Terrill was with it as a brigadier-general (for, although a Virginian, he had remained loyal), and I then took the initiative toward a renewal of our acquaintance. Our renewed friendship was not destined to be of long duration, I am sorry to say, for a few days later, in the battle of Perryville, while gallantly fighting for his country, poor Terrill was killed.

My suspension necessitated my leaving the Academy, and I returned home in the fall of 1851, much crestfallen. Fortunately, my good friend Henry Dittoe again gave me employment in keeping the books of his establishment, and this occupation of my time made the nine months which were to elapse before I could go back to West Point pass much more agreeably than they would have done had I been idle. In August, 1852, I joined the first class at the Academy in accordance with the order of the War Department, taking my place at the foot of the class and graduating with it the succeeding June, number thirty-four in a membership of fifty-two. At the head of this class graduated James B. McPherson, who was killed in the Atlanta campaign while commanding the Army of the Tennessee. It also contained such men as John M. Schofield, who commanded the Army of the Ohio; Joshua W. Sill, killed as a brigadier in the battle of Stone River; and many others who, in the war of the rebellion, on one side or the other, rose to prominence, General John B. Hood being the most distinguished member of the class among the Confederates.

At the close of the final examination I made no formal application for assignment to any particular arm of the service, for I knew that my standing would not entitle me to one of the existing vacancies, and that I should be obliged to take a place among the brevet second lieutenants. When the appointments were made I therefore found myself attached to the First Infantry, well pleased that I had surmounted all the difficulties that confront the student at our national school, and looking forward with pleasant anticipation to the life before me.
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ORDERED TO FORT DUNCAN, TEXAS—"NORTHERS[3]"—SCOUTING DUTY—HUNTING—NEARLY CAUGHT BY THE INDIANS—A PRIMITIVE HABITATION—A BRAVE DRUMMERBOY'S DEATH—A MEXICAN BALL.

On the 1st day of July, 1853, I was commissioned a brevet second lieutenant in the First Regiment of United States Infantry, then stationed in Texas. The company to which I was attached was quartered at Fort Duncan, a military post on the Rio Grande opposite the little town of Piedras Negras, on the boundary line between the United States and the Republic of Mexico.

After the usual leave of three months following graduation from the Military Academy I was assigned to temporary duty at Newport Barracks, a recruiting station and rendezvous for the assignment of young officers preparatory to joining their regiments. Here I remained from September, 1853, to March, 1854, when I was ordered to join my company at Fort Duncan. To comply with this order I proceeded by steamboat down the Ohio and Mississippi rivers to New Orleans, thence by steamer across the Gulf of Mexico to Indianola, Tex., and after landing at that place, continued in a small schooner through what is called the inside channel on the Gulf coast to Corpus Christi, the headquarters of Brigadier-General Persifer F. Smith, who was commanding the Department of Texas. Here I met some of my old friends from the Military Academy, among them Lieutenant Alfred Gibbs, who in the last year of the rebellion commanded under me a brigade of cavalry, and Lieutenant Jerome Napoleon Bonaparte, of the Mounted Rifles, who resigned in 1854 to accept service in the French Imperial army, but to most of those about headquarters I was an entire stranger. Among the latter was Captain Stewart Van Vliet, of the Quartermaster's Department, now on the retired list. With him I soon came in frequent contact, and, by reason of his connection with the Quartermaster's Department, the kindly interest he took in forwarding my business inaugurated between us—a lasting friendship.

A day or two after my arrival at Corpus Christi a train of Government wagons, loaded with subsistence stores and quartermaster's supplies, started for Laredo, a small town on the Rio Grande below Fort Duncan. There being no other means of reaching my station I put my small personal possessions, consisting of a trunk, mattress, two blankets, and a pillow into one of the heavily loaded wagons and proceeded to join it, sitting on the boxes or bags of coffee and sugar, as I might choose. The movement of the train was very slow, as the soil was soft on the newly made and sandy roads. We progressed but a few miles on our first day's journey, and in the evening parked our train at a point where there was no wood, a scant supply of water—and that of bad quality—but an abundance of grass. There being no comfortable place to sleep in any of the wagons, filled as they were to the bows with army supplies, I spread my blankets on the ground between the wheels of one of them, and awoke in the morning feeling as fresh and bright as would have been possible if all the comforts of civilization had been at my command.

It took our lumbering train many days to reach Laredo, a distance of about one hundred and sixty miles from Corpus Christi. Each march was but a repetition of the first day's journey, its monotony occasionally relieved, though, by the passage of immense flocks of ducks and geese, and the appearance at intervals of herds of deer, and sometimes droves of wild cattle, wild horses and mules. The bands of wild horses I noticed were sometimes led by mules, but generally by stallions with long wavy manes, and flowing tails which almost touched the ground.

We arrived at Laredo during one of those severe storms incident to that section, which are termed "Northers" from the fact that the north winds culminate occasionally in cold windstorms, frequently preceded by heavy rains. Generally the blow lasts for three days, and the cold becomes intense and piercing. While the sudden depression of the temperature is most disagreeable, and often causes great suffering, it is claimed that these "Northers" make the climate more healthy and endurable. They occur from October to May, and in addition to the destruction which, through the sudden depression of the temperature, they bring on the herds in the interior, they are often of sufficient violence to greatly injure the harbors on the coast.

The post near Laredo was called Fort McIntosh, and at this period the troops stationed there consisted of eight companies of the Fifth Infantry and two of the First, one of the First Artillery, and three of the Mounted Rifles. Just before the "Norther" began these troops had completed a redoubt for the defense of the post, with the exception of the ditches, but as the parapet was built of sand—the only material about Laredo which could be obtained for its construction—the severity of the winds was too much for such a shifting substance, and the work was entirely blown away early in the storm.

I was pleasantly and hospitably welcomed by the officers at the post, all of whom were living in tents, with no furniture except a cot and trunk, and an improvised bed for a stranger, when one happened to come along. After I had been kindly taken in by one of the younger officers, I reported to the commanding officer, and was informed by him that he would direct the quartermaster to furnish me, as soon as convenient, with transportation to Fort Duncan, the station of my company.

In the course of a day or two, the quartermaster notified me that a Government six-mule wagon would be placed at my disposal to proceed to my destination. No better means offering, I concluded to set out in this conveyance, and, since it was also to carry a quantity of quartermaster's property for Fort Duncan, I managed to obtain room enough for my bed in the limited space between the bows and load, where I could rest tolerably well, and under cover at night, instead of sleeping on the ground under the wagon, as I had done on the road from Corpus Christi to Laredo.

I reached Fort Duncan in March, 1854., and was kindly received by the commanding officer of the regiment, Lieutenant-Colonel Thompson Morris, and by the captain of my company ("D"), Eugene E. McLean, and his charming wife the only daughter of General E. V. Sumner, who was already distinguished in our service, but much better known in after years in the operations of the Army of the Potomac, during its early campaigns in Virginia. Shortly after joining company "D" I was sent out on scouting duty with another company of the regiment to Camp La Pena, about sixty or seventy miles east of Fort Duncan, in a section of country that had for some time past been subjected to raids by the Lipan and Comanche Indians. Our outpost at La Pena was intended as a protection against the predatory incursions of these savages, so almost constant scouting became a daily occupation. This enabled me soon to become familiar with and make maps of the surrounding country, and, through constant association with our Mexican guide, to pick up in a short time quite a smattering of the Spanish language, which was very useful to one serving on that frontier.

At that early day western Texas was literally filled with game, and the region in the immediate vicinity of La Pena contained its full proportion of deer, antelope, and wild turkeys. The temptation to hunt was therefore constantly before me, and a desire to indulge in this pastime, whenever free from the legitimate duty of the camp, soon took complete possession of me, so expeditions in pursuit of game were of frequent occurrence. In these expeditions I was always accompanied by a soldier named Frankman, belonging to "D" company, who was a fine sportsman, and a butcher by trade. In a short period I learned from Frankman how to approach and secure the different species of game, and also how to dress and care for it when killed. Almost every expedition we made was rewarded with a good supply of deer, antelope, and wild turkeys, and we furnished the command in camp with such abundance that it was relieved from the necessity of drawing its beef ration, much to the discomfiture of the disgruntled beef contractor.

The camp at La Pena was on sandy ground, unpleasant for men and animals, and by my advice it was moved to La Pendencia, not far from Lake Espantosa. Before removal from our old location, however, early one bright morning Frankman and I started on one of our customary expeditions, going down La Pena Creek to a small creek, at the head of which we had established a hunting rendezvous. After proceeding along the stream for three or four miles we saw a column of smoke on the prairie, and supposing it arose from a camp of Mexican rancheros catching wild horses or wild cattle, and even wild mules, which were very numerous in that section of country along the Nueces River, we thought we would join the party and see how much success they were having, and observe the methods employed in this laborious and sometimes dangerous vocation. With this object in view, we continued on until we found it necessary to cross to the other side of the creek to reach the point indicated by the smoke. Just before reaching the crossing I discovered moccasin tracks near the water's edge, and realizing in an instant that the camp we were approaching might possibly be one of hostile Indians—all Indians in that country at that time were hostile—Frankman and I backed out silently, and made eager strides for La Pena, where we had scarcely arrived when Captain M. E. Van Buren, of the Mounted Rifle regiment, came in with a small command, and reported that he was out in pursuit of a band of Comanche Indians, which had been committing depredations up about Fort Clark, but that he had lost the trail. I immediately informed him of what had occurred to me during the morning, and that I could put him on the trail of the Indians he was desirous of punishing.

We hurriedly supplied with rations his small command of thirteen, men, and I then conducted him to the point where I had seen the smoke, and there we found signs indicating it to be the recently abandoned camp of the Indians he was pursuing, and we also noticed that prairie rats had formed the principal article of diet at the meal they had just completed. As they had gone, I could do no more than put him on the trail made in their departure, which was well marked; for Indians, when in small parties, and unless pressed, usually follow each other in single file. Captain Van Buren followed the trail by Fort Ewell, and well down toward Corpus Christi, day and night, until the Indians, exhausted and used up, halted, on an open plain, unsaddled their horses, mounted bareback, and offered battle. Their number was double that of Van Buren's detachment, but he attacked them fearlessly, and in the fight was mortally wounded by an arrow which entered his body in front, just above the sword belt, and came through the belt behind. The principal chief of the Indians was killed, and the rest fled. Captain Van Buren's men carried him to Corpus Christi, where in a few days he died.

After our removal to La Pendencia a similar pursuit of savages occurred, but with more fortunate results. Colonel John H. King, now on the retired list, then a captain in the First Infantry, came to our camp in pursuit of a marauding band of hostile Indians, and I was enabled to put him also on the trail. He soon overtook them, and killing two without loss to himself, the band dispersed like a flock of quail and left him nothing to follow. He returned to our camp shortly after, and the few friendly Indian scouts he had with him held a grand pow-wow and dance over the scalps of the fallen braves.

Around La Pendencia, as at La Pena, the country abounded in deer, antelope, wild turkeys, and quail, and we killed enough to supply abundantly the whole command with the meat portion of the ration. Some mornings Frankman and I would bring in as many as seven deer, and our hunting expeditions made me so familiar with the region between our camp and Fort Duncan, the headquarters of the regiment, that I was soon enabled to suggest a more direct route of communication than the circuitous one then traversed, and in a short time it was established.

Up to this time I had been on detached duty, but soon my own company was ordered into the field to occupy a position on Turkey Creek, about ten or twelve miles west of the Nueces River, on the road from San Antonio to Fort Duncan, and I was required to join the company. Here constant work and scouting were necessary, as our camp was specially located with reference to protecting from Indian raids the road running from San Antonio to Fort Duncan, and on to the interior of Mexico. In those days this road was the great line of travel, and Mexican caravans were frequently passing over it, to and fro, in such a disorganized condition as often to invite attack from marauding Comanches and Lipans. Our time, therefore, was incessantly occupied in scouting, but our labors were much lightened because they were directed with intelligence and justice by Captain McLean, whose agreeable manners and upright methods are still so impressed on my memory that to this day I look back upon my service with "D" Company of the First Infantry as among those events which I remember with most pleasure.

In this manner my first summer of active field duty passed rapidly away, and in the fall my company returned to Fort Duncan to go into winter quarters. These quarters, when constructed, consisted of "A" tents pitched under a shed improvised by the company. With only these accommodations I at first lived around as best I could until the command was quartered, and then, requesting a detail of wagons from the quartermaster, I went out some thirty miles to get poles to build a more comfortable habitation for myself. In a few days enough poles for the construction of a modest residence were secured and brought in, and then the building of my house began. First, the poles were cut the proper length, planted in a trench around four sides of a square of very small proportions, and secured at the top by string-pieces stretched from one angle to another, in which half-notches hack been made at proper intervals to receive the uprights. The poles were then made rigid by strips nailed on half-way to the ground, giving the sides of the structure firmness, but the interstices were large and frequent; still, with the aid of some old condemned paulins obtained from the quartermaster, the walls were covered and the necessity for chinking obviated. This method of covering the holes in the side walls also possessed the advantage of permitting some little light to penetrate to the interior of the house, and avoided the necessity of constructing a window, for which, by the way, no glass could have been obtained. Next a good large fire-place and chimney were built in one corner by means of stones and mud, and then the roof was put on—a thatched one of prairie grass. The floor was dirt compactly tamped.

My furniture was very primitive: a chair or two, with about the same number of camp stools, a cot, and a rickety old bureau that I obtained in some way not now remembered. My washstand consisted of a board about three feet long, resting on legs formed by driving sticks into the ground until they held it at about the proper height from the floor. This washstand was the most expensive piece of furniture I owned, the board having cost me three dollars, and even then I obtained it as a favor, for lumber on the Rio Grande was so scarce in those days that to possess even the smallest quantity was to indulge in great luxury. Indeed, about all that reached the post was what came in the shape of bacon boxes, and the boards from these were reserved for coffins in which to bury our dead.

In this rude habitation I spent a happy winter, and was more comfortably off than many of the officers, who had built none, but lived in tents and took the chances of "Northers." During this period our food was principally the soldier's ration: flour, pickled pork, nasty bacon—cured in the dust of ground charcoal—and fresh beef, of which we had a plentiful supply, supplemented with game of various kinds. The sugar, coffee, and smaller parts of the ration were good, but we had no vegetables, and the few jars of preserves and some few vegetables kept by the sutler were too expensive to be indulged in. So during all the period I lived at Fort Duncan and its sub-camps, nearly sixteen months, fresh vegetables were practically unobtainable. To prevent scurvy we used the juice of the maguey plant, called pulque[4], and to obtain a supply of this anti-scorbutic I was often detailed to march the company out about forty miles, cut the plant, load up two or three wagons with the stalks, and carry them to camp. Here the juice was extracted by a rude press, and put in bottles until it fermented and became worse in odor than sulphureted hydrogen. At reveille roll-call every morning this fermented liquor was dealt out to the company, and as it was my duty, in my capacity of subaltern, to attend these roll-calls and see that the men took their ration of pulque, I always began the duty by drinking a cup of the repulsive stuff myself. Though hard to swallow, its well-known specific qualities in the prevention and cure of scurvy were familiar to all, so every man in the command gulped down his share notwithstanding its vile taste and odor.

Considering our isolation, the winter passed very pleasantly to us all. The post was a large one, its officers congenial, and we had many enjoyable occasions. Dances, races, and horseback riding filled in much of the time, and occasional raids from Indians furnished more serious occupation in the way of a scout now and then. The proximity of the Indians at times rendered the surrounding country somewhat dangerous for individuals or small parties at a distance from the fort; but few thought the savages would come near, so many risks were doubtless run by various officers, who carried the familiar six-shooter as their only weapon while out horseback riding, until suddenly we were awakened to the dangers we had been incurring.

About mid-winter a party of hostile Lipans made a swoop around and skirting the garrison, killing a herder—a discharged drummer-boy—in sight of the flag-staff. Of course great excitement followed. Captain J. G. Walker, of the Mounted Rifles, immediately started with his company in pursuit of the Indians, and I was directed to accompany the command. Not far away we found the body of the boy filled with arrows, and near him the body of a fine looking young Indian, whom the lad had undoubtedly killed before he was himself overpowered. We were not a great distance behind the Indians when the boy's body was discovered, and having good trailers we gained on them rapidly, with the prospect of overhauling them, but as soon as they found we were getting near they headed for the Rio Grande, made the crossing to the opposite bank, and were in Mexico before we could overtake them. When on the other side of the boundary they grew very brave, daring us to come over to fight them, well aware all the time that the international line prevented us from continuing the pursuit. So we had to return to the post without reward for our exertion except the consciousness of having made the best effort we could to catch the murderers. That night, in company with Lieutenant Thomas G. Williams, I crossed over the river to the Mexican village of Piedras Negras, and on going to a house where a large baille, or dance, was going on we found among those present two of the Indians we had been chasing. As soon as they saw us they strung their bows for a fight, and we drew our six-shooters, but the Mexicans quickly closed in around the Indians and
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