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HON. H. C. BELL CONTINUES
WAR REMINISCENCE.

Pictures Real Soldler Life of Boy
Who Ran Away to Join the
Army.

The past agaln rises before me to-
night, and I see the runaway boy
from the cabin on the hill drilling In
the camp at Chattanoogn, tramping
the lonely picket heat, encamping on
Camoron HIill, footing It to the top
of Lookout Mountain, and Mlisslonary
Ridge, and erylng on the -I}rnastwcwlcs:
at Chattnnooga when a letter was
handed him that Ben Stephens, hls
most beloved boyhood chum wos
dead in the home of Billy Ilodge, in
0ld York., I.see-him breaking eamnp
on Cameron Hill to go off in the Hood
campnign in December and January,
1864 and 1866, and I see him tramping
through the snows and rains and mud
of Tennessee and Alabama in pur-
sult of ITood and his shattered, de-
moralized army after hig crushing
defents at Franklin and Nashvllley
‘Tennessce, and I see him on a ftrans-
port, amid clouds of gun boats and
other vessels, on the Tennessce, on
their “way to Intercept Hood at his
crossing of the Tennessea at Mussel
Shoals, down below Bridgeport, ,in
the state of Alabama, and T sce him
amid the roar of battle at Decatur
where the cavalry of Roudy and of
Wheeler tried to hold the Union ar-
my in eheck until Hood should have

safely crosséd the Tennessee, and in
whinh thav admirahlyvy auececided.
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I see the boy sleeping on a pne of
grain bags In the hold of his boat, as
amid whistling winds, drifting snow,
and wild uproarous night, the trans-
port headed by gun boats, plowed on-
ward to its goal, and amid the wild
uproar of the tempestuous night I
hear the wihl. despairing cry of
“Help, help,” accompanied by the
loud eries of “a man overboard,” sup-
plemented by the rushing and shufll-
ins of many feet, and I see in the
darkness the life boats manned and
cast away from the boat to hunt for
poor Henry Stiner, whom it after
wards appeared had in his sleep
walked off the boat, and into the rag-
ing waters of the wild Tennessee, but
whose cries for help scon ceased, and
Henry was heard of no more, and I
sce Lhe surprised looks upon the fae-
es of oflicers and his company when
the next morning the boy. who was
thought to be the one who was lost,
appeared from the hatchway among
the men of hjs company on the boat,
and I see the company called into
line and hear the roll ecalled to defin-
itely determine who it was who had
fallen overboard the night Dbefore,
and I hear the dispairing and heart-
broken cries of the brother of Henry
Stiner when he learned that it was
his brother and-not the runaway boy
from the cabin on the hill, who, amid
the cold December waters nf the Ten-
nessee, had found a watery grave the
night before. I see the hoy on the
march, standing pleket, foraging for|
food, sleeping amid rain and snow,
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the rain frewlng as it fell m;ﬂ -Is'-;ee
the boy In the dead of night while on
a foraglng expedition, surrounded in

a cabin on a hill, not unlike the one

in whieh he had heard the father's
lamentations and the mother's sobs
back in Illinois, and I see him in the
absolute power of a woman whose
cupboard he was ravishing for food
at the time, keep from the rebel cav-
alry the fact that the boy was within
her hut, and allowing him by the
back door to escape in the night, and
by darting down a hill and int> the
brush which fringed the hill top, get
away to join his comrades, instead,
maybe, of being made to rot in An-
dersonville prison, as so many brave
men had been made to do. I see the
boy ragged, dirty, covered with ver-
min and half starved, survive those
terrible marches and awful exposures
the worst, so the historians say, of
any during the war, and safely re-
turn to Chattanooga, Tennessee, ~

I see him rushed to Knoxvlille, Ten-
nessee, to repel a threatened attack
on that place.” I see him on a pay-
master's train in Rast Tennessce in
the spring of 1865, and I see him at
Bull's Gap, Tennessce where from
the top of a ear on whieh he was sit-
ting when the train pulled in, he es-
pled Irade! Evans, his cousin, and
whose famlliar, pock marked face
looked good to the homesick boy, and
whom he hailed in boylsh glee, and
I ean hear the shout of Iradel as he

gaid “Why, C

, how In the world |
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did you get here?” and I see the boy
seramble. down and rush to where
Irpdel stood, and I hear him say that
a telegram has just come announcing
the surrerder of Lee, and that Col.
Allen Buckner wans just getting ready
to assemble the regiment, the rem-
nant, olghty strong, of the brave and
afflelent 79th Illinols Infantry, to read
to them the telegram and to make a
cheerful talk to his men. I hear the
drums beat, I see the brave few who
were left of all the thousand men
who In the early days of the war had
fought at Stone River, Liberty QGap,
Chickamauga, Missionary Ridge, and
on other bloody flelds, fall into line,
and I hear Col. Buckner, in hls
strong, musienal and well modulated
tones, read the telegram he had re-
colved, and T hear him tell the boys
that now the war was indeed ovor
and that they would soon be permit-
ted to return to those they loved, and
1 hear the wild shouts of joy which
broke from the brave and gallant few
as the beloved Colonel's lips spoke
these words of cheer at Bull's Gap,
in Tennessee, In the spring or early
summer of 1865. ‘I see the runaway
boy at Daltan, Atlanta, Cartersville,
Muarietta and Rome, Georgla. 1 see
him regimental messenger for Briga-
dier General Prince Salm Salm, the

e A, -




HON. H. C. BELL CONTINUES
WAR REMINISCENCE.
(Conitinued from pp. 1).

N

Pruselan goldier who commanded the
hoy's brigade, who was afterwnrds
aaplured with Maximillan in Old Mex-
{ro, when Maximillan wag shot, and
awhere DPrince Salm Salm, disgulsed
in his wife's clothing, escaped and re-
{urned to Uermany, and who in the
war with France in 1870, commanded
Queen Augusta's Dody Guard, ag they
wore cnlled, a splendld division or
cavalry, and who In n charge made
at the battle of Metz, on the Rhine,
Prinee Salm Salm was killed, and
whose memory s now perpetuated by
a splendld monumeni erected on the
Tnter Den Linden, in  Berlin, and
whoso wife was an American prima
donna, whom he had marrled in New
Yark, at the time he helped to raise
ithe 62nd uteh Regiment, and over
whieh he was first made Colonel, and
who accompnnied him in all of his
eampalgns ng a Unfon General in the
war of the Creat Rebellion, |

T see the boy quartered in the conrt
house at NMome, and I see him dis-
charged at Marletta, Ga., late In Oc-
tobor, 1866,

I'rom the faect that the runaway
boy had slipped into the ranks of the
recruits designed for the 29th Tndl-
ana, at Indianapolis, Ind, and inas-
much as he had been granted the spe-
elal privilege of continuing on with
tho reeruits to the encampment of




the receruits to the encampmenti Of |
of the 29th Indiana at Chattanoogn,
his muster roll had been lost or con-
fused, and not a deollar gf pay did the
hoy recelve during the nearly thir-
teen months he served, until his final
discharge; and I hear the good na-
tured taunts of his comrades of Com-
pany K, that he would never be dls-
charged or paid for his time, and 1
see the boy suffering many unhappy
moments hefore his final discharge.
But finally, on the advice of his com-
pany officers, and of Lieutenant Col.
Ream, I see the boy, in his uncouth,
mispelled way, Indiet a letter to Gov.
Morton of Indiana, who turned over
his letter to Adiutant General Priteh-
ard of Indiana, o name the boy will
never forget, who instructed the reg-
imental and company officers of the
boy from the cabin on the hill to
make out o set of muster and enlist-
ment papers for the boy, give him an
honorable dlecharge and pay him for
his entire term of serviee, and also
to refund him $28, the amoint of the
boy's first outfit of clothing, and
which they assumed the boy himself
pald for, but which he did not do.
making for him an extra payment of
£28 more than the other privates re-
celved, and he received also a veter-
an volunteer discharge, as honorable
as was ever recelved, but more un-
usua! and unique, perhaps, than
many, if indeed any other single sol-
dier ever recelved.




And now I see the hoy receive his
honorable discharge at Marfetta, Ga.,
and 1 see him at Chattanooga, again,
and also at Nashville, Tenn., on his
way home. I see him investing part
of his army money he had received
in the first "store suit” of clothing he
had ever worn, and I see him proudly
and happily returning home. I see
him reach Terre Haute, Ind., on the
28th day of October, 1865, and on the
29th of Ootober, 1865, which was Sun-
day, I see him and Fillmore Lukens
hire & man with double seated rig to
take them to York, [llincis, avhich
they reached in the early afternoon,
and from which they walked to the
home of Lukens, a mile west, after-
wards, the site of the old John S.
Bradbury home, and from there the
runaway boy walked, proudly, grip in
hand, back to the cabin on the hill,
from which in the early morning, thir-
teen months before, after he had
heard the father's laments and his
mother's dispalring cries, he had run
away. As he climbed the hill to the
log cabin on the brow of the hill, near
where the Big Four fracks now cross
the county road at West York, every-
thing was seemingly deserted and
gtill. The leaves on the maples were
turning to gold, while the leaves on
the oaks were turning to med and
brown, and peace and wabsolute sl
lence brooded over the dear old
home, where hls father had so long
labored, and <where through long




months at one time he had so fright-
fully suffered, and within whose sac-
red walls, though only of hewn logs,
daunbed with elay mud, he had passed
so many happy days. As the boy ap-
proached the cabin on the hill his
heart swelled with pride and joy that
he had been a soldier in the army of
the Union, and that by means of part
of the money he had recelved the old
home had been saved for his father
and mother, and that there they
could pass their lives peacefully, tho
laboriously away, as the father did
do, and as the mother, God bless hen,
{s still doing, though mearly elghty-
two. As I type +the dream, like
a benediction, rises before me now.
The boy passed through the {ront
gato and around to the back of the
cabin on the hill, and all as before
was ellent and still, As he passed
around to the west part of the cabin
e saw the solitary person who at the
time was there, in the person of his
modest, silent father, approaching
from the bLarn, Ilis head wns bent
low ns ha silently approached, gazing
as was his wont, when in deep
thought, nupon the ground. Pinally he
raised his head, a smile of surprise
and joy broke over his face and beam-
ed in his eyes, and In joyous tones he
exclaimed, "“Why, C . my boy,
how are you"? And then as was hlis
wont, he lapsed into silence again
and snid no more, except to answor a
few questions put to him by the boy,




¢ Prevo, and (Qeorge Hagar, and B |
and Isainh Willard, and other friends
and relatlves of othor days;* but his
dearest Loyhood friend, though much
older than the boy of whom I have
typed these dreams of the past, was
not thera, having died the winter be-
fore, and for whose unilmely loss the
lonely boy had Ilaid down hils spade
on Lhe breast works amndl Avept at
Chattannoga, Tennessce, as I before
have told.

But enough now. 'The dream vaf-
jshos away, and T wake to find mysell
in Washingtan, -D. ¢, on the banks
of the Potomne, far away, whern, per-
haps, regarding 1he ‘hoy who ran
away from the leg cabin on the hill,
in the far off 1864, tho dreamer may
dream some more In another dream
on another day.

And of all the sighis and sounds of
thase far awny times which doth
most affeet the bhoy, and which are
most indelibly impressed on ear and
eye and heart and brain, those of tho
low, sad and touchingly sympathetic
words of Lthe man, and tho sobs and
dispairing cries of the woman, which
he heard in the night from the man
and the woman In the eabin on the
mill: the remembrance of the look
af surprise, wonder and boyish grief
at the parting on the faces of his
conging and hoyhood chums, Pres.
and Jim Bradbury, In the cane pateh,
where {hey weore cutting the succu-
lent plant near the old Evans-Brad-
bury grave yard when the punaway
boy told them he was on his way to
the army, and that of his bovhood




| HON. H. C. BELL REMINISGENT.

Recalls Trials of a Fifteen Year Old
Lad Seeking Enlistment In U, 8,
Army During War Times.

The past rises before me 1llke a
dream. My mind passes swiftly back-
ward through more than forty-eight
years. I see a natlon rent with dis-
cord and bristing with rebelllon. I
hear the beat of drums, the scream of
fifes, and I see the marching squad-
rons in their suits of blue. I see o
cabin on the hill. It Is night and si-
lence reigns in that cabin, save the
low volce ol & man in great distress
and the low sobs of a woman, sobbing
over what the man Is saying to her.
I hear the man say to the woman that
there Is no hope; that he cannot pay
the $316 due on the home which for
ten long laborious years he has strug-
gled and toiled to save, and that they
must lose H.

Next morning I see a boy, clad In
homespun, fifteen years of age, in his
blue jeans coat, trimmed with green
braid and with brass buttons, which
s Aunt Becky had made for him,
brown jeans trousers, cow hide shoes,
‘brown yarn stockings, flannel shirt,
and an old black hat on his head, slip
in the early morning, just as day was
breaking, out of that e¢abin on the hill,
and pass swiftly and noislessly down
hill in the direction of a little town
on the Wabash river a mile and a half
away., The boy was about five feet
four inches in helight, m}d would weigh




‘about one hundred and twenty-three
pounds. WWhere was the boy going?
He was on his way to Terre Haute,
Ind., the nearest recrulting station, to
enlist, to receive his bounty, and with
it to pay off the $316 and save that
home for that man and woman in the
c¢abin, and who were his father and
mother. He was running away from
home, well knowing that thot man and
woman wonld never consent to the
sacrifice the boy might be making for
them. 1 see that boy turn off at the
home of Henry Prevo, a prosperous
farmer living near the cabin on the
hill, to speak a parting word to his
boyhood love, Rachel Emily Green,
who was about his own age, and
whom he spled milking & cow in the
barnyard over by the barn. ‘The boy
stopped and told her where he was
going—that he was going to the army,
and bid her goodbye. Rachel Emily
ralsed up from her milking of the
cow and with the single and surprised
exclamation, O C ' stood gazing
in a confused way and ~with unshed
tears shining in her eyes at the boy
as he turned and went rapldly in the
direction of the home of Samuel B.
Lake, who was to take the boy in his
bugey to Terre Haute. The bay and
Lake crossed the river at Darwin, and
about two o'clock in the afternoon the
beauties and surprising ‘grandeurs of
Terro Haute, then a city of about
fifteen or +¢wenty thousand souls,
broke on +the hoyv's enchanted Chae,




The boy hnd never been away from
home two weeks at a time in his life.
He rad never before reaching Terreo
Flaute sten a flat topped house or a
locomotive engine. LHe could barely
read and write, aund what little learn-
ing he had had been switched fuo
him by a mother who herselfl co ..l
neither read or wnite, but who wus
determined so far as she could cvn-

trol tho matter, to see to it that
boy, her eldest born, should have
ciduention. The boy, the first thing

did after reaching Terre Hauto, v -

to light out for the depot on foo
mile nway, to see the cars. He =
them and ‘his mind was filled w
wonder at tho sight. 1 see the |
gazing with wondering eyes at

unusual sights of the, to him, gr
eity. T seoc him approach the reer
ing station, strip naked for exami
tiom, and T hear the doctor ask F
“How old are you, my boy? anc
hegr him reply. in o lie which, un
tho circumstances, was a virtue, ¢
on the record of which boyish le
the book of life, an angel doubth
dropped a tear and washed it
away. “I am eighteen yoars old;" v
I hear the doctor reply, “You do
look it, my boy.” aud I hear the bo
brave reply, "Well, I feel {t. Do
And I sce the doctor smile In an

proving away at the patriotic lle
knew tho boy was telling him, for
saw and appreciated the manly mot
of the patriotic le, and with o snu
amack on the bare skin of tho lifte



year old boy he sald “Get out of he
you will do,”

I seo tho boy fling away his bl
jeans coat his aunt DBecky had man
for him, ks brown jeans trousers, |
yarn &ocks, his old cow hide sho
hig rough flunnel shirt and his ¢
blanck hat, and I see him proudly d
his sult of bluo topped with o s
dier's cap, [ see the arrival of ¢
man and woman whom he had hea
talking sad and low, broken by t
gsobs of the woman, In the log cab
on the hill, intent on taking him hot
and I hear his loud protestations, m
ed with the only language save Ei
lish the boy spuke, agalnst belng ta.
en back to the cabin on the hill
seo him taken before Col. Dick Thomr
son, then Provost Marshal of ¢t
Terro Haute [Mstriet, to secura t -
relenso. 1 ‘hour his protestatior
made to Col. Dick Thompson, couch: :
in words less elegant than strong, a |
his threats to run away again and e«
st under a name they would nev.
recognize as belonging fo that bor »
by the boy who had ran aaway from tl .«
cabin on the hill, and I gee the a.
proving smile which broke over tl -+
haudsome features of Col. Dick, as b
beckoned the boy's father to (follos
him into an adjoining room. 1 see tl -
boy In his brand new suit of blue gluo
his ear to the key hole of the door
of the room into which the boy's fath-
er and Col. Dick had passed, ﬂnd I
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