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    This is a story of motion and memory, where lightning cavalry raids and contested recollections race across a fractured landscape. John Singleton Mosby’s Mosby’s War Reminiscences – Stuart’s Cavalry Campaigns offers a firsthand account from a Confederate officer famed for irregular operations in the Eastern Theater of the American Civil War. Written as a personal narrative with historical aims, it bridges memoir and military commentary. Mosby’s vantage point—close to the saddle and attentive to command decisions—anchors a narrative that privileges observation over abstraction. Readers encounter a work shaped by experience, striving to fix fleeting events in words while acknowledging how war blurs even the sharpest eyes.

The book belongs to the tradition of nineteenth-century war reminiscences, set chiefly in Virginia and its surrounding theaters where Confederate cavalry under J. E. B. Stuart operated. Composed and published decades after the conflict, in the late nineteenth century, it emerged alongside a broader wave of postwar testimonies that sought to interpret the Civil War for a peacetime audience. As a soldier’s recollection rather than an official chronicle, it draws authority from proximity and participation. Yet it also reflects the period’s habits of remembrance, balancing battlefield detail with retrospective argument as Mosby situates his experiences within the larger cavalry campaigns that shaped the Eastern war.

The premise is straightforward: a veteran recounts what he witnessed and why it mattered, tracing the rhythms of scouting, screening, raiding, and reporting that defined mounted service. The voice is direct, often tactical, and attentive to the interlocking duties of reconnaissance and deception. The style favors vivid incident over grand panorama, yet pauses for judgments about leadership and the uses of speed, terrain, and surprise. The mood alternates between brisk confidence and sober appraisal, creating an experience that is both narrative and analytic. Readers can expect a guided tour of cavalry operations from the saddle, mindful of both the exhilaration of movement and the cost of miscalculation.

Several themes stand out. Initiative—what to attempt with limited means—threads through the episodes, as does the discipline required to translate audacity into results. Communication, both the secure flow of information and the fog that impedes it, proves decisive. Landscapes matter: for cavalry, roads, fords, and ridgelines are not scenery but tools. The narrative also weighs the ethics of irregular methods, considering how part-time, dispersed, and surprise-driven actions fit within conventional campaigns. Underneath runs a meditation on command, loyalty, and responsibility, examining how individual judgment must mesh with broader strategy when seconds count and consequences echo far beyond any single skirmish.

Because Mosby writes from within the events he describes, the book is equally a study in how memory organizes war. It engages the period’s debates about reputation and performance, especially regarding cavalry leadership and the relation of mounted forces to the infantry they screened. Without pretending to omniscience, Mosby contrasts on-the-ground impressions with later interpretations, showing how after-action narratives can harden into consensus or remain contested. The result is a work that invites readers to consider not only what happened, but how veterans argued about what those happenings meant—an invaluable window into the making of Civil War history in the decades following the guns’ silence.

A distinctive feature of the account is its interplay between local knowledge and operational art. Familiarity with towns, byways, and sympathetic networks becomes as crucial as saber and carbine, highlighting the entanglement of civilian spaces with military aims. Mosby writes with a focus on people—messengers, scouts, commanders—whose choices under pressure illuminate the mechanics of mounted warfare. The pacing is crisp, the tone assertive yet reflective, and the scenes are selected to illustrate principles rather than to stage spectacle for its own sake. The cumulative effect is a primer in cavalry work that remains anchored in the lived realities of campaigning.

For contemporary readers, the book’s relevance lies in its clear-eyed attention to speed, intelligence, and adaptation under uncertainty—concerns as resonant in modern strategy and leadership as in nineteenth-century Virginia. It models how to read a participant’s narrative critically: valuing concreteness and insight while recognizing viewpoint and context. It also prompts reflection on the cultural afterlife of conflict, asking how stories about war shape public memory long after battles end. As an artifact of its time and a compelling narrative in its own right, Mosby’s War Reminiscences – Stuart’s Cavalry Campaigns offers both testimony and argument, inviting engagement rather than demanding assent.
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    Mosby's War Reminiscences and Stuart's Cavalry Campaigns presents John Singleton Mosby's account of Confederate cavalry operations in Virginia, paired with his analysis of J. E. B. Stuart's leadership and campaigns. Written as a memoir supported by documents, it follows a largely chronological path from early service in 1862 through the war's end in 1865. Mosby recounts missions, raids, and intelligence work, while addressing controversies that arose after the war about cavalry decisions, especially around Gettysburg. The narrative blends personal experience with orders, dispatches, and correspondence, aiming to clarify operational intent and results. The book's focus is practical: how cavalry reconnaissance, screening, and raiding functioned within Confederate strategy.

The early chapters establish Mosby's introduction to Stuart and the organization of Confederate mounted forces in Northern Virginia. He describes the demands of scouting, the use of local guides, and the importance of rapid movement and secrecy. As the Army of Northern Virginia confronted Union forces on the Peninsula, cavalry units served as the army's eyes and ears. Mosby outlines how terrain, fords, and road networks shaped operations, and how information gathered by small parties influenced larger decisions. He emphasizes the routine realities of outpost duty and picket lines, reflecting the constant pressure of opposing patrols and the need to anticipate enemy thrusts rather than simply react to them.

A major section covers Stuart's 1862 ride around McClellan during the Peninsula Campaign, in which Mosby served as a scout and guide. The account explains the raid's conception, route selection, and execution under time pressure and close pursuit. It details screening tactics, seizure of horses and supplies, and the acquisition of intelligence about Union dispositions. By describing the crossing points, night marches, and the avoidance of strong enemy concentrations, Mosby highlights the interplay between audacity and restraint. He records the raid's immediate effects on Confederate morale and reconnaissance, and its broader lesson: that speed, surprise, and precise local knowledge could offset numerical inferiority in the theater.

Following the summer campaigns of 1862, the narrative turns to Northern Virginia and the winter that preceded Mosby's independent operations. He describes periods of capture and parole, routine reconnaissance, and service on Stuart's staff. The book then traces the steps by which Mosby began leading small detachments behind Union lines, culminating in the audacious Fairfax Court House raid of March 1863, where a Union general and numerous prisoners were taken with minimal violence. This incident illustrates the utility of unconventional methods and careful preparation. It also positions Mosby to formalize his command, demonstrating to superiors that small, mobile units could achieve outsized operational effects.

The formation of the 43rd Battalion Virginia Cavalry marks a transition to sustained partisan warfare. Mosby outlines recruiting, organization, and the practice of dispersing into small companies to avoid pursuit. He describes a defined area of operations in Loudoun, Fauquier, and adjacent counties, supported by local networks for intelligence, remounts, and concealment. The narrative details telegraph and rail disruptions, wagon train seizures, and ambushes of patrols, along with the Federal countermeasures they provoked. Mosby notes the rules he enforced regarding discipline and prisoners, and the measures taken to limit reprisals on civilians. The cumulative aim was continuous pressure on Union logistics and awareness.

As the army moved toward the Gettysburg Campaign, Mosby recounts the cavalry actions in Loudoun Valley at Aldie, Middleburg, and Upperville, which sought to screen Confederate movements and probe Union cavalry strength. He then examines Stuart's decision to move around the Federal army as the campaign unfolded. The text presents orders and dispatches to contextualize Stuart's discretion, the obstacles he encountered, and the impact of disrupted communications. Mosby discusses the timing of reports, the capture of wagons, and the delays imposed by enemy patrols. His stated objective is to clarify, rather than inflame, the postwar debate over responsibility for the army's intelligence shortfalls.

The 1864 chapters broaden from Stuart's operations to encompass the evolving cavalry war in Virginia. Mosby notes Stuart's mortal wounding at Yellow Tavern and considers its implications for Confederate mounted forces during Sheridan's raids. He then focuses on his battalion's intensified activities against supply lines: attacks on the Baltimore and Ohio Railroad, operations along the Potomac Canal, and the seizure of wagon trains. The account includes the October 1864 Greenback Raid, presented for its logistical and psychological effects rather than sensational detail. These episodes illustrate the continuing viability of small-unit raids in disrupting larger campaigns, even as the strategic balance increasingly favored Union forces.

In the conflict's final phase, Mosby describes heightened Federal counter-raider efforts, specialized detachments organized to track his men, and the resulting series of ambushes and reprisals. He recounts being seriously wounded late in 1864 and the regiment's temporary adjustment under subordinate leaders. The narrative emphasizes attrition, dwindling resources, and the cumulative strain on civilians within the operational zone. After Lee's surrender, Mosby details his refusal to formally capitulate with an intact command, his issuance of a farewell order, and the battalion's gradual disbandment. The closing scenes underscore how partisan methods persisted tactically while the Confederate strategic position collapsed.

The concluding pages distill the book's central message: cavalry and partisan operations are most effective when intelligence, mobility, and initiative converge. Mosby frames his reminiscences as a record of methods—screening, scouting, raiding—and as a documentary defense of Stuart's judgment in contested moments. By pairing personal narrative with orders and correspondence, he seeks to correct misunderstandings about intent, authority, and communication. Without romanticizing outcomes, the work asserts that small forces, properly led and informed, can impose disproportionate costs. The overall purpose is to situate Mosby's experiences within Stuart's wider campaigns and to explain how those mounted operations influenced the war's Virginia theater.
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    Set amid the American Civil War, the narrative centers on Virginia and, more narrowly, the contested counties of Northern Virginia from 1862 to 1865. This corridor, bounded by the Blue Ridge, the Potomac, and the rail arteries of the Orange and Alexandria and the Baltimore and Ohio, became a battlefield of raids, counter-raids, and intelligence skirmishes. Towns such as Fairfax Court House, Aldie, Middleburg, Warrenton, and Loudoun and Fauquier counties formed the terrain Mosby called his Confederacy. The book reconstructs this time and place through the lens of mounted warfare under Major General J. E. B. Stuart, emphasizing speed, surprise, and the thin line between regular and irregular operations.

Virginia’s secession on 17 April 1861 and the formation of the Confederate Army of Northern Virginia under Robert E. Lee set the stage for the cavalry ascendancy of J. E. B. Stuart. The Peninsula Campaign of spring-summer 1862 and Stuart’s audacious ride around George B. McClellan’s army (12–15 June 1862) elevated cavalry reconnaissance and raiding as strategic tools. John S. Mosby served then as a scout and staff officer, was captured near Beaver Dam Station on 20 July 1862, confined in Washington’s Old Capitol Prison, and exchanged within weeks. The book recounts these campaigns to explain the tactical culture that later shaped Mosby’s independent command.

Stuart’s second great cavalry foray, the October 1862 ride into Pennsylvania that reached Chambersburg (10–12 October), again exploited Union vulnerabilities. In August 1862, Stuart’s sudden strike at Catlett’s Station seized John Pope’s papers, illustrating the value of cavalry intelligence. In January 1863 Mosby began independent operations under Stuart’s aegis, striking Federal pickets across Fairfax County. On 9 March 1863 his men captured Union Brigadier General Edwin H. Stoughton at Fairfax Court House without firing a shot, shocking Washington. The book embeds these incidents within a broader argument about reconnaissance, audacity, and localized initiative as decisive elements of warfare in Northern Virginia.

The 1863 Gettysburg Campaign reframed cavalry’s strategic role. The Battle of Brandy Station on 9 June 1863, the war’s largest cavalry fight, tested Stuart’s mounted arm against Alfred Pleasonton. Stuart’s controversial ride screening Lee’s army in late June 1863 affected Confederate intelligence during the approach to Gettysburg (1–3 July). Mosby, a partisan of Stuart, uses the memoir to defend Stuart’s decisions and to critique postwar scapegoating, later expanding those views in essays. The book also memorializes Stuart’s death at Yellow Tavern on 11 May 1864, presenting a personal and operational account of the loss of the Confederacy’s premier cavalry leader.

The Partisan Ranger Act of 21 April 1862 institutionalized irregular warfare by authorizing independent commands to disrupt Federal logistics. Mosby’s 43rd Battalion Virginia Cavalry, informally known as Mosby’s Rangers, emerged in early 1863 and was formally organized by mid-1863, operating chiefly in Loudoun, Fauquier, Fairfax, and Prince William counties. Exploiting intimate knowledge of byways and civilian networks, Mosby employed small detachments to cut telegraph lines, seize couriers, and strike wagon trains. His tactical template emphasized night marches, dispersed scouts, and rapid concentration at a rendezvous for surprise. At Miskell’s Farm on 1 April 1863 he ambushed the 1st Vermont Cavalry, showcasing his hallmark feigned retreat and envelopment. On 6 July 1864 at Mount Zion Church near Aldie, he routed a Union column, capturing prisoners and artillery. He targeted railroads, notably the Baltimore and Ohio, and supply trains feeding the Army of the Potomac and later Sheridan’s forces. The Greenback Raid of 14 October 1864 near Duffield’s Depot, Jefferson County, captured an estimated 173,000 dollars from a derailed B and O payroll train, a strategic and psychological coup for a force seldom exceeding several hundred troopers. Although the Confederate Congress repealed most of the Partisan Ranger Act on 17 February 1864, Mosby’s and McNeill’s commands were explicitly exempted, reflecting operational effectiveness. The book details how Stuart’s protection and Lee’s tolerance allowed these operations to persist, while also describing the frictions with Confederate quartermasters and regular cavalry doctrine. By mapping raids to precise crossroads and farmsteads, Mosby situates partisan warfare within the daily life of civilians who provided shelter, intelligence, and remounts, and who suffered reprisals that hardened the conflict in what came to be called Mosby’s Confederacy.

The 1864 Shenandoah Valley Campaign under Union Major General Philip H. Sheridan escalated the counter-guerrilla war. After Jubal Early’s July thrust toward Washington, Sheridan’s forces in August–October 1864 implemented a scorched-earth policy, burning mills and barns to deny Confederate support. On 23 September 1864, Union cavalry executed several of Mosby’s men at Front Royal, provoking Mosby’s retaliatory lot-based executions at Rectortown on 6 November 1864, the so-called black flag episode. The book narrates these measures to examine the law of war’s limits, the cycle of reprisals, and the strategic interplay between partisan disruption and Federal pacification in the Valley and Northern Virginia.

Lee’s surrender at Appomattox on 9 April 1865 left irregular commands in legal limbo; Mosby disbanded the 43rd Battalion on 21 April 1865 near Salem, Virginia. The postwar political climate, including Reconstruction and the rise of Lost Cause memory, shaped the 1887 publication of Mosby’s reminiscences. He later aligned with national Republicans, supported Ulysses S. Grant, and served as U.S. consul at Hong Kong beginning in 1878 under President Rutherford B. Hayes. The memoir engages these memory wars by defending Stuart’s generalship, correcting operational myths, and situating partisan warfare within Confederate strategy rather than romantic outlawry, thereby linking battlefield narrative to postwar political debates.

As a social and political critique, the book exposes the tension between chivalric ideals and the brutal pragmatism of irregular war. It illuminates class and regional divides in Northern Virginia, where civilians navigated requisitions, reprisals, and shifting loyalties. By recounting retaliations, executions, and scorched-earth policies, it questions the adequacy of contemporary laws of war to protect noncombatants. Its defense of Stuart challenges postwar scapegoating and the politicized assignment of blame for Gettysburg. While largely martial in focus, Mosby’s later public statements acknowledging slavery’s centrality to secession sharpen the historical critique implicit in the memoir, aligning battlefield realities with the era’s fundamental political conflicts.
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"Rebellion!

    How many a spirit born to bless,

    Hath sunk beneath that withering name,

    Whom but a day's—an hour's—success

    Had wafted to eternal fame."—Tom Moore.



In April, 1861, I was attending court at Abingdon, Va., when I met a person who had just stepped out of the telegraph office, who informed me that tremendous tidings were passing over the wires. Going in, I inquired of the operator what it was, who told me that Lincoln had issued a proclamation calling out troops. Fort Sumter[1] had fallen two days before. The public mind was already strained to a high pitch of excitement, and it required only a spark to produce an explosion. The indignation aroused by the President's proclamation spread like fire on a prairie, and the laws became silent in the midst of arms. People of every age, sex, and condition were borne away on the tide of excited feeling that swept over the land


The home of Gov. John B. Floyd, who had resigned as secretary of war under Buchanan, was at Abingdon. I went to his house and told him the news. He immediately issued a call to arms, which resounded like the roll of Ziska's drum among the mountains of southwestern Virginia. Many of the most influential families in that region were descendants of the men who had fought under Morgan and Campbell at Eutaw Springs and King's Mountain. Their military spirit was inflamed by stirring appeals to the memories of the deeds their sires had done. Women, too, came forward to inspire men with a spirit of heroic self-sacrifice, and a devotion that rivalled the maidens of Carthage and Saragossa.

All the pride and affection that Virginians had felt in the traditions of the government which their ancestors had made, and the great inheritance which they had bequeathed, were lost in the overpowering sentiment of sympathy with the people who were threatened with invasion. It is a mistake to suppose that the Virginia people went to war in obedience to any decree of their State, commanding them to go. On the contrary, the people were in a state of armed revolution before the State had acted in its corporate capacity. I went along with the flood like everybody else. A few individuals here and there attempted to breast the storm of passion, and appeared like Virgil's ship-wrecked mariners, "Rari nantes in surgite vasto." Their fate did not encourage others to follow their example, and all that they did was to serve "like ocean wrecks to illuminate the storm." In anticipation of these events, a cavalry company had for some months been in process of organization, which I had joined as a private. This company—known as the Washington Mounted Rifles—was immediately called together by its commanding officer, Capt. William E. Jones. Capt. Jones was a graduate of West Point, and had resigned some years before from the United States army. He was a stern disciplinarian, and devoted to duty. Under a rugged manner and impracticable temper he had a heart that beat with warm impulses. To his inferiors in rank he was just and kind, but too much inclined to cross the wishes and criticise the orders of his superiors. He had been a classmate of Stonewall Jackson at the military academy, and related to me many anecdotes of Jackson's piety, as well as his eccentricities. He was a hard swearer; and a few days after the battle of Bull Run he told me that he was at Jackson's headquarters, and Jackson got very much provoked at something a soldier had done, when Jones said, "Jackson, let me cuss him for you." He fell in battle with Gen. Hunter, in the valley of Virginia, in June, 1864. We went into barracks at Abingdon, and began drilling.

No service I ever had to perform during the war went as much against the grain as standing guard the first night I was in camp. I had no friends in the cavalry company, so I applied to Gov. Litchen for a transfer to an infantry company that had been raised in that part of the county where I resided. But on the very day I made the application, a telegraphic order came for us to start for Richmond immediately, and I never heard anything more of it. My company marched on horseback all the way to Richmond—about five hundred miles—while the infantry company went by rail. But how small is the control that mortals have over their own destinies. The company to which I unsuccessfully applied to be transferred became a part of the immortal division of Stonewall Jackson, in which I would have had only a slight chance of asserting my individuality, which would have been merged in the mass. I remember distinctly, now, how with a heart almost bursting with grief, in the midst of a rain, I bade my friends in the infantry company farewell just as they were about getting on the train. I had no dream then that I would ever be anything more than a private soldier. On the same day in rain and mud we started on the march to Richmond. A few days before a flag had been presented to our company by a young lady, with an address in which she reminded us that "the coward dies a thousand deaths—the brave man dies but one.[1q]" I am sure there was not a man among us who did not feel the ambition of the youth in Longfellow's poem, bearing


Onward amid the ice and snow of Alpine heights

    His banner with its strange device.



The march to Richmond under a soldier who had bivouacked on the plains was a course of beneficial discipline. The grief of parting from home and friends soon wore away, and we all were as gay as if we were going to a wedding or a picnic. Gloom was succeeded by mirth and songs of gladness, and if Abraham Lincoln could have been sung out of the South as James II. was out of England, our company would have done it and saved the country all the fighting. The favorite songs were generally those of sentiment and sadness, intermingled with an occasional comic melody. I remember this refrain of one that often resounded from the head to the rear of the column as we passed some farmer's house:


He who has good buttermilk a plenty, and gives the soldiers none,

    He shan't have any of our buttermilk when his buttermilk is gone.



The buttermilk, as well as everything else that the farmer had that was good, was generally given to the soldiers. The country was brimful of patriotism.

The gayety with which men marched into the face of death is not so remarkable as the fortitude and cheerfulness of the wives and mothers who stayed at home and waited for the news of the battles. In nearly every home of the South could be found an example of that Spartan mother who sent her son to the wars with her last injunction to return with his shield or return upon it. This courage, exhibited in the beginning, survived to the last, through all the long agony and bloody sweat of the struggle. On reaching Richmond, after a few days' rest, we were ordered to the Shenandoah valley. A day or so before we started, Capt. Jones made a requisition on the quartermaster's department for clothing for his company. We were furnished with suits of a very rough quality of goods manufactured in the Virginia penitentiary. It almost produced a mutiny in the camp. The men piled the clothes up in front of the captain's tent. Only two refused to wear them—Private Fountain Beattie and myself. I do not think any clothes I ever wore did me more service than these. When I became a commander I made Beattie a lieutenant. I think we were both as contented on the picket line, dressed in our penitentiary suits, as we ever were in the gay uniforms we afterwards wore. Our march from Richmond to the Shenandoah valley was an ovation—our people had had no experiences of the misery and desolation that follow in the track of war; they were full of its romance, and expected us to win battles that would rival the glories of Wagram and Marengo. They never counted the cost of victory.

Our company was incorporated into the 1st regiment of Virginia cavalry, commanded by Col. J. E. B. Stuart. It was stationed at a village called Bunker Hill, on the turnpike leading from Winchester to Martinsburg, and was observing the Union army under Patterson, which was then stationed at the latter place, on the Baltimore & Ohio Railroad. Gen. Joseph E. Johnston then had his headquarters at Winchester. I first saw Stuart at Bunker Hill. He had then lately resigned from the United States army to link his fortunes with the Southern Confederacy. He was just twenty-eight years of age—one year older than myself—strongly built, with blue eyes, ruddy complexion, and a reddish beard. He wore a blouse and foraging cap with a linen cover, called a havelock, as a protection against the sun. His personal appearance indicated the distinguishing traits of his character—dash, great strength of will, and indomitable energy. Stuart soon showed that he possessed all the qualities of a great leader of cavalry—a sound judgment, a quick intelligence to penetrate the designs of an enemy, mingled with the brilliant courage of Rupert.

There was then such a wide chasm between me and him that I was only permitted to view him at a distance, and had no thought of ever rising to intimacy with him. He took us the next day on a scout down toward Martinsburg and gave us our first lesson in war and sight of the enemy. We saw the hills around the town covered with the white tents of the Union army, and caught two soldiers who had ventured too far outside the picket lines. Since then I have witnessed the capture of thousands, but have never felt the same joy as I did over these first two prisoners.

A few days after this, Patterson started out on a promenade toward Winchester, and then turned squarely off, and went back toward Charlestown. Patterson made a good deal of noise with the shells that he threw at us, but nobody was hurt. Stuart kept close on his flanks, both to watch his movements and to screen Johnston's, who had just begun to move to join Beauregard at Manassas. Fitz John Porter and George H. Thomas, who afterward became distinguished generals, were on his staff. Patterson has been greatly censured for not pressing Johnston, and detaining him in the Shenandoah valley, instead of making the retrograde movement to Charlestown that permitted his escape. He alleges that he acted under the advice of his staff officers. Patterson was a conspicuous figure as well as failure in the first scene of the first act of the drama of war; after that he disappeared forever. His campaign in the Shenandoah valley was a mere prologue to the great tragedy that was afterward acted there. Stuart left him in a position where he could neither be of advantage to the cause he upheld nor injury to that he opposed, and crossed the Blue Ridge to take part in the battle of Bull Run, on the 21st of July.
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"O! shadow of glory—dim image of war—

    The chase hath no story—her hero no star."

—Byron, Deformed Transformed.



After the first battle of Bull Run[2], Stuart's cavalry was engaged in performing outpost duty on our front, which extended from the falls above Washington to Occoquan, on the lower Potomac. There were no opportunities for adventurous enterprise. McClellan's army was almost in a state of siege in Washington, and his cavalry but rarely showed themselves outside his infantry picket line. We had to go on picket duty three times a week and remain twenty-four hours. The work was pretty hard; but still, soldiers liked it better than the irksome life of the camp. I have often sat alone on my horse from midnight to daybreak, keeping watch over the sleeping army. During this period of inaction, the stereotyped message sent every night from Washington to the northern press was, "All quiet along the Potomac."


While I was a private in Stuart's cavalry, I never missed but one tour of outpost duty, and then I was confined in the hospital from an injury. With one other, I was stationed at the post on the road leading from Fall's Church to Lewinsville, in Fairfax. At night we relieved each other alternately, one sleeping while the other watched. About dusk, Capt. Jones had ridden to the post and instructed us that we had no troops outside our lines on that road, and that we must fire, without halting, on any body of men approaching from that direction, as they would be the enemy. The night was dark, and it had come my turn to sleep. I was lying on the ground, with the soft side of a stone for a pillow, when I was suddenly aroused by my companion, who called to me to mount, that the Yankees were coming. In an almost unconscious state I leaped into my saddle, and at the same instant threw forward my carbine, and both of us fired on a body of cavalry not fifty yards distant. Fortunately, we fired so low our bullets struck the ground just in front of them. The flash from my carbine in my horse's face frightened him terribly. He wheeled, and that is the last I remember about that night. The next thing I recollect is that some time during the next day I became conscious, and found myself lying on a bed at the house of the keeper of the toll-gate. Capt. Jones and several of the men of my company were standing by me. It appears that the night before Stuart had sent a company of cavalry to Lewinsville for some purpose. This company had gone out by one road and returned on the one where I had been posted. My horse had run away and fallen over a cow that was lying down, and rolled over me. The company of cavalry coming along the same way, their horses in front started and snorted at something lying in the road. They halted, some of them dismounted to see what it was, and discovered me there in an insensible state. They picked me up and carried me into the village, apparently dying. I was bruised from head to foot, and felt like every bone in my body had been broken. I had to be carried to Fairbay Court House in an ambulance. There is a tradition that when Capt. Jones looked on me that night he swore harder than the army in Flanders. The feelings he expressed for the officer in fault were not so benevolent as my Uncle Toby's for the fly.

While the cavalry did not have an opportunity to do much fighting during the first year of the war, they learned to perform the duties and endure the privations of a soldier's life. My experience in this school was of great advantage to me in the after years when I became a commander.[2q] There was a thirst for adventure among the men in the cavalry, and a positive pleasure to get an occasional shot "from a rifleman hid in a thicket." There were often false alarms, and sometimes real ones, from scouting parties of infantry who would come up at night to surprise our pickets. A vivid imagination united with a nervous temperament can see in the dark the shapes of many things that have no real existence. A rabbit making its nocturnal rounds, a cow grazing, a hog rooting for acorns, an owl hooting, or the screech of a night hawk could often arouse and sometimes stampede an outpost or draw the fire of a whole line of pickets. At the first shot, the reserve would mount; and soon the vidette[3]s would come running in at full speed. There was an old gray horse roaming about the fields at Fairfax Court House during the first winter of the war that must have been fired at a hundred times at night by our videttes, and yet was never touched. I have never heard whether Congress has voted him a pension. The last time that I was ever on picket was in February, 1862. The snow was deep and hard frozen. My post was on the outskirts of Fairfax Court House, at the junction of the Washington road and turnpike. I wore a woollen hood to keep my ears from freezing, and a blanket thrown around me as a protection against the cold wind. The night was clear, and all that's best of dark and bright. I sat on my horse under the shadow of a tree, both as a protection from the piercing blast and as a screen from the sight of an enemy. I had gone on duty at midnight, to remain until daybreak. The deep silence was occasionally broken by the cry of "Halt!" from some distant sentinel, as he challenged the patrol or relief. The swaying branches of the trees in the moonlight cast all sorts of fantastic forms on the crystal snow. In this deep solitude, I was watching for danger and communing with the spirit of the past. At this very spot, a few nights before, the vidette had been fired on by a scouting party of infantry that had come up from McClellan's camps below. But the old gray horse had several times got up a panic there which raised a laugh on the soldiers.

Now I confess that I was about as much afraid of ridicule as of being shot, and so, unless I got killed or captured, I resolved to spend the night there. Horatius Cocles was not more determined to hold his position on the bridge of the Tiber, than I was to stay at my post, but perhaps his motives were less mixed than mine. I had been long pondering and remembering, and in my reverie had visited the fields that I had traversed "in life's morning march when my bosom was young." I was suddenly aroused by the crash of footsteps breaking the crust of the hard snow. The sound appeared to proceed from something approaching me with the measured tread of a file of soldiers. It was screened from my view by some houses near the roadside. I was sure that it was an enemy creeping up to get a shot at me, for I thought that even the old horse would not have ventured out on such a night, unless under orders. My heart began to sicken within me pretty much like Hector's did when he had to face the wrath of Achilles. My horse, shivering with cold, with the instinct of danger, pricked up his ears and listened as eagerly as I did to the footsteps as they got near. I drew my pistol, cocked it, and took aim at the corner around which this object must come. I wanted to get the advantage of the first shot. Just then the hero of a hundred panics appeared—the old gray horse! I returned my pistol to my belt and relapsed into reverie. I was happy: my credit as a soldier had been saved.

A couple of days after this my company returned there, as usual, on picket. On this same morning Stuart came, making an inspection of the outposts. It happened that there were two young ladies living at Fairfax Court House, acquaintances of his, who did not like to stay in such an exposed situation, and so Stuart had arranged to send them to the house of a friend near Fryingpan, which was further within our lines. At that time the possibility of our army ever retiring to Richmond had not been conceived by the rank and file. Stuart had then become a brigadier-general, and Capt. Jones had been promoted to be colonel of the 1st Virginia cavalry. Although I served under Stuart almost from the beginning of the war, I had no personal acquaintance with him before then. He asked Capt. Blackford to detail a man to go along as an escort for the two ladies. I had often been invited to the house of one of them by her father, so I was selected on that account to go with them. I left my horse with my friend Beattie to lead back to camp, and took a seat in the carriage with the ladies. This was on the 12th of February, 1862. It began snowing just as we started, and it was late in the afternoon before we got to Fryingpan. I then went in the carriage to Stuart's headquarters a few miles off, at Centreville. It was dark when I got there. I reported to him the result of my mission to Fryingpan, and asked for a pass to go back to the camp of my regiment, which was about four miles off on Bull Run. Stuart told me that the weather was too bad for me to walk to camp that night, but to stay where I was until next morning. He and Generals Joseph E. Johnston and G. W. Smith occupied the Grigsby house and messed together. I sat down by a big wood fire in an open fireplace in the front room, where he and the other two generals were also sitting. I never spoke a word, and would have been far happier trudging through the snow back to camp, or even as a vidette on a picket post. I felt just as much out of place and uneasy as a mortal would who had been lifted to a seat by the side of the gods on Olympus. Presently supper was announced. The generals all walked into the adjoining room, and Stuart told me to come in. After they had sat down at the table, Stuart observed that I was not there and sent for me. I was still sitting by the fire. I obeyed his summons like a good soldier, and took my place among the dil majores. I was pretty hungry, but did not enjoy my supper. I would have preferred fasting or eating with the couriers. I know I never spoke a word to any one—I don't think I raised my eyes from off my plate while I was at the table.

Now, while I felt so much oppressed by the presence of men of such high rank, there was nothing in their deportment that produced it. It was the same way the next morning. Stuart had to send after me to come in to breakfast. I went pretty much in the same dutiful spirit that Gibbon says that he broke his marriage engagement: "I sighed as a lover and obeyed as a son." But now my courage rose; I actually got into conversation with Joe Johnston, whom I would have regarded it as a great privilege the day before to view through a long-range telescope. The generals talked of Judah P. Benjamin's (who was then Secretary of War) breach of courtesy to Stonewall Jackson that had caused
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