





PREFACE

SOME years ago, my friend, Mr. James Bain, Libra-
rian of the Toronto Public Library, urged me very
strongly to write my reminiscences. We had been
discussing some point in Canadian political history in
reference to which I happened to have some inside
information. I replied, that I could not publish remin-
iscences of that kind as the time had not arrived when
it could be done, and I thought no more about it.

In June, 1898, however, I was retired from the com-
mand of the Governor-General’s Body Guard on
account of reaching the time limit, and my active
connection with the Canadian militia, in which I had
served since my youth, was ended. Then Mr. Bain’s
suggestion recurred to my mind, and I decided to
write the recollections of my military career, as a con-
tribution to the records of the defensive force of Canada.

In a review of an autobiography, which I read ina
literary paper some years since, the critic said that
reminiscences should be written just in the style in
which a man would tell his recollections to an old
friend while smoking a pipe in front of a fire. I quite
agree with that view, and—although I do not smoke—
I have tried to write the following pages in the spirit
























INTRODUCTORY CHAPTER
THE CANADIAN MILITIA

Muinstay of Imperial interests in North America—Founded by
U.E. Loyalists—Lady Tennyson’s remark—D>Militia Act of
1793—Governor Simcoe—Amendments in the Law of 1808
—Flank Companies organized—Scanty equipment— War of
1812, Calling out of Militia—General Brock’s testimony
— Wide-spread ignorance of the Campaign— Victorious
result of the War—Rebellion of 1837—Sir Francis Head
—Crimean War—The Act of 1855—Organization of the
Active Force— The Trent affair— Fenian raids—Red
River expedition—Canadian Militia the Army of Canada.

THE Canadian militia have a history of which they
may well be proud. For over 100 years they have been
the mainstay of Imperial interests in North America,
and in the face of tremendous odds have aided greatly
in preserving half a continent to the British Empire.
In spite of adverse circumstances and unfavourable’
conditions, in no part of the Queen’s dominions have
the people shown a stronger spirit of unselfish and
patient loyalty.

The foundation of the Canadian militia was practi-
cally laid by the gallant band of Loyalists who, in the
American Revolution of 1776, in spite of unfair legisla-
tion, and careless and supercilious indifference on the
part of the Mother country, submitted to it all, and
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obeying the scriptural injunction “Fear God, honour
the King,” took up arms for the unity of the:race
and the ties of kindred, and fought for their Sovereign
during a long and cruel war. These gallant men were
among the wealthiest, the most cultured and most law-
abiding of the colonists. While fighting England’s
quarrel they received but little consideration from
either side, their interests and rights being generally
ignored.

When British regulars were captured during the
Revolutionary struggle, they were treated by the
rebels as prisoners of war, their lives were safe and
they were sometimes paroled or exchanged. On the
other hand, if the Loyalists, who were only fighting for
their King and Constitution, fell into the hands of the
enemy, they were often tried and executed as rebels to
the rebel government, and for years this was done with-
out reprisal or retaliation.

At the close of the war the treaty of peace made no
effective provision for guarding their lives or property,
and they were driven into the wilds of Nova Scotia,
New Brunswick and Ugper Canada. Deprived of all
their possessions and driven from their homes, they
commenced to build up anew a British dominion in
the northern half of this continent. Upper Canada
was an almost unbroken wilderness, but then

¢ Twas British wilderness,
Whkere they might sing
God save the King,
And live protected by kis laws
And loyally uphold kis cause.”
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These men, who had fought for a United Empire,
and were inspired by these sentiments, composed the
first Canadian militia, and in the earliest militia laws
passed by themselves, we can easily trace the remark-
able spirit of loyalty and self-sacrifice, which has given
them a name and a fame worthy to place them on an
equality with, if not above, the founders of any nation
in history. ‘

Lady Tennyson, wife of the Poet Laureate, speaking
to me about them a year or two before her death, said:
“You Canadians should be proud of the founders of
your country. The United Empire ILoyalists were a
grand type of loyal, law-abiding, God-fearing men. No
country ever had such founders, no- country in the
world. No, not since the days of Abraham!” [ was
much struck with the warm appreciation of the Imperial
spirit which the dear old lady displayed.

Upper Canada was established as a province in 1792,
Colonel John Graves Simcoe, who had served all
through the Revolutionary War, in command of a
corps of Loyalists, was appointed the first Lieutenant-
Governor, and many of his old soldiers had settled in
the province.

The first militia law was passed in 1793. The four
districts of Upper Canada were divided into twelve
counties, and the militia of each county were com-
manded by an officer called the Lieutenant. The men
were divided into regiments and companies, they were
obliged to assemble once a year, and were inspected
by the captains of companies at least twice a year.
Every male inhabitant from sixteen to fifty years of age
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was considered a militiaman, and was obliged to enlist
on reaching the proper age, under a penalty of four
dollars for neglecting to do so. Officers and men not
attending the assembling of the militia, for which no
pay was provided, were fined eight and two dollars
respectively. Officers and men not promptly joining
their regiments in case of an attack or insurrection,
were liable to fines of fifty pounds for officers and
twenty pounds for petty officers and men.
- The following year the Act was amended, and in
time of war the age limit was extended to sixty years.
The militia were also obliged to serve on board ships or
vessels, or to act as cavalry, and to extend their service
beyond the province, on condition that the same men
would not be bound to serve more than six months
successively. The exemptions from military drill in
time of peace were not numerous, and in time of
active service in war there appear to have been no
exemptions. The whole militia was estimated at
about 9,000. Dr. Canniff, in his “History of the
Settlement of Upper Canada,” says: “There is no
doubt that the military spirit of Simcoe (the Gover-
nor) was pleasing to the old soldier farmers, and in
them he found willing and zealous abettors of his
military schemes.”

In 1801 there was still further legislation, and again
in 1808, when there was passed a Militia Act to amend
and consolidate the previous acts. This was in antici-
pation of the war with the United States, which broke
outin 1812. The rules for enrolling and training, and
the fines for neglect of duty, remained the same, and
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the captain or officer commanding each company was
compelled, under a penalty of five pounds, to furnish
the colonel or commanding officer of the battalion, fair
written rolls of his company, and the colonel or
officer commanding was obliged, under a penalty of
ten pounds, to forward returns to the Lieutenant-
Governor within fourteen days after June 4th of
each year, which, as the King’s birthday, was fixed
for the annual muster.

The captains were obliged to call out their companies
not less than twice, nor more than four times in each
year, to inspect their arms and instruct them in their
duties—and all had to turn out, or were liable to be
fined. Each man was compelled to provide himself,
within six months after his enrollment, with a good and
sufficient musket, fusil, rifle or gun, with at least six
rounds of powder and ball, and had to come provided
with the same every time he was called out. The
penalty for neglect to come so provided, rendered
him liable to a fine of five shillings in time of peace,
and forty shillings in time of war.

This was a very severe measure, when it is remem-
bered that a boy reaching sixteen years of age had to
appear and enroll . himself, bringing a weapon and
ammunition, that he received no remuneration, and
that in those days the people were exceedingly poor
and money very scarce. So to this clause there was a
very necessary exception. If the captain, on careful
enquiry, was satisfied that it was an impossibility for
the militiaman to provide himself with these articles, he
could certify the same in writing, in which case the man
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would not be liable to be fined. From another clause
it appears that the Government issued arms to those
unable to procure them, for there is a provision for their
care and protection. ]

All fines for non-enrollment and non-attendance at
parade were paid to the commanding officer of the
regiment, who used the money to provide for the
regiments, drums, fifes, colours, banners, regimental
books, etc., and to pay other incidental expenses.
If there was any surplus, it was to be used for
prizes for the best shots at a target or mark upon
the days of training.

It will be seen that this law was based upon the
broad principle that every man of fighting age had to
be enrolled, and had to muster for training at least three
days per annum, but not more than five; that he had to
provide his own weapon and ammunition, and that he
had to do all this as a duty to the State, without any
pay or remuneration whatever. It was fair, however,
for as every man had to perform the duty, it saved all
trouble to have no collection of taxes, or keeping of
accounts for that purpose. Still this Act, passed by the
people themselves, who themselves bore the burden, is
a striking testimony to the loyal and patriotic spirit
which animated all classes, and stands on our statute
book as a monument to the national spirit of our
fathers.

In February, 1812, before the war broke out, the
legislature authorized the formation of two flank
companies from each regiment. These men were
those who were willing, out of the general body of
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the militia of each regimental district, to volunteer
for service and to drill six days each month. For
this great sacrifice of nearly ane-fourth of their time,
no provision was made for paying the men. General
Brock, however, asked that the Imperial authorities
should issue rations to the number actually present
for exercise. He explained, in urging this upon -Sir
George Prevost, the Commander-in-Chief, that he
expected the companies would be composed of the
best description of inhabitants who, in most cases,
would have to go a great distance to attend parade,
and unless this provision was allowed, would be liable
to heavy expense, or be subjected to considerable priva-
tions. He also asked that as much clothing as could be
spared from the King’s stores might be forwarded to
him, to clothe such companies as were the most likely
to be called upon duty.

On May 16th, 1812, General Brock, writing to Sir
George Prevost, says: “The flank companies, in the
districts in which they have been established, were
instantly completed with volunteers, and, indeed, an
almost unanimous disposition to serve is daily mani-
fested. I shall proceed to extend this system now I
have ascertained that the people are so well disposed—
but my means are very limited.”

This willingness to volunteer was striking in view of
the fact that there was no pay, and that the men had to
clothe and arm themselves. They were directed to pro-
vide themselves with a jacket or short coat of some
dark coloured cloth, and a round hat.

War was declared on June 18th, 1812, and it was
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known in Upper Canada on June 24th. On July 3rd
General Brock writes again to Prevost: “My first
object has been the calling out of the flank companies
of militia, which has produced a force oa this line of
about 800 men. They turned out very cheerfully, but
already show a spirit of impatience.” This was not to
be wondered at, for they were furnished with scarcely
any articles of use or comfort. They were without
blankets, or kettles or tents. Just before the battle
of Queenston Heights, three months later, their pay
was in arrears, they had no camp utensils of any
description, their clothing hung about them in tatters,
many were barefooted, and they suffered dreadfully
from cold and rain, yet their patience and cheerful-
ness excited General Brock’s warmest admiration and
praise.

These were the men who captured Detroit and its
much superior garrison, and who shortly after, at
Queenston Heights, bitterly avenged the death of
their beloved leader in the brilliant and decisive
victory won upon that field. In all the victories of
this war, the Canadian militia did excellent service.
The struggle took place simultaneously with the later
campaigns of the Peninsular War, and communication
at that time was very difficult and infrequent between
Canada and England. The whole attention of the
British people was concentrated on the mighty contest
going on in Europe. The invasion of Russia by Napol-
eon, and the retreat from Moscow, took place during the
first year of the war. Salamanca was fought the same
year. The campaigns of Dresden, Lutzen, Bautzen,
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Liepsig and Vittoria during the second year, and the
campaign in 1814 in front of Paris, and the actions
of Orthes and Toulouse during the last year. These
important events filled the public eye and prevented the
campaigns in Canada from being noticed, or receiving
their proper place in the history of the wars of the
Empire.

Few, even of the well-educated people in England,
have ever heard the name of Brock, and if his name is
mentioned, the question is generally asked,—“ Who was
General Brock?” I have often tried the experiment of
mentioning his name to English people, and unless they
had been in Canada, have always been saluted with the
question as to who Brock was.

In the annals of the British Empire there are no
more brilliant feats than those performed by the Cana-
dian militia, aided by a few British regulars, in the
actions of Queenston Heights, Stoney Creek, Beaver
Dams, Chrysler’s Farm, Ogdensburg, Lundy’s Lane
and Chateauguay. In this latter fight 300 Canadian
voltigeurs, under Colonel DeSalaberry, reinforced by
600 militia, under Colonel George Macdonell, defeated
and drove out of the country an army of about 6,000,
under General Hampton, 4,000 of whom were United
States regulars. Colonel Macdonell’s march from King-
ston to the battlefield of Chateauguay, 170 miles by
water in bateaux, and twenty miles by land in sixty
hours of actual travel, will rank with any of the great
marches in history. He arrived just before the action
with his battalion of 600, without one man absent.

The result of the three years fighting was that twelve
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distinct invasions by superior forces of the enemy were
defeated and driven out of the country, making it a
victorious war for us.

From 18135, for twenty-two years Canada enjoyed the
blessings of peace, until in 1837 the intrigues of some dis-
satisfied strangers brought about an insurrection. The
rebels gathered a few miles north of Toronto, the capital
of Upper Canada, and threatened its capture. There was
not one British soldier in the province, and the Lieu-
tenant Governor, Sir Francis Bond Head, appealed to
the people. The militia, still organized under the old
law, responded loyally to the call, and without uniforms
or military equipment of any kind, armed with shot
guns, fowling pieces and rifles owned by themselves,
they gathered together and came pouring into Toronto
in such numbers that the Governor had to issue a proc-
lamation asking them to remain at their homes, as they
could not be fed.

The rcbels were scattered at the skirmish of Gallows
Hill, about three miles north of Toronto. Then a force
of militia marched to the village of Scotland, west of
Dundas, and dispersed a gathering in that neighbour-
hood. Some 3,000 Loyalists were then massed on the
Niagara frontier, and took part in the seige of Navy
Island, which they soon forced. the enemy to evacuate.
During the following year, at Prescott and other points,
filibustering expeditions were defeated and driven back,
the militia turning out with the most cheerful alacrity
at the first alarm of invasion.

As soon as the danger was over, the men returned to
their homes and their usual avocations, feeling that they
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had only done their duty to their sovereign and their
country. Shortly after, in the Oregon boundary diffi-
culty, when vehement threats of war were being made
by our neighbours, the Canadian militia once more
began organizing and preparing to defend their homes.
The affair was arranged peacefully, and military matters
fell into abeyance until the Crimean War, when the
British troops being called away, the nucleus of the
present active militia force was organized under the Act
of 1855. This force consisted of about 7,000 men, who
were drilled ten days per annum, for which they were
paid, and they were properly armed and equipped.
The force was soon raised, although the men had to
provide their uniforms at their own expense. In 1861
the Trent affair,and the imminent danger of war, aroused
once more the martial spirit of the people, and in every
town and village men met together for drill and organi-
zation. The country was turned into a recruiting and
training depot. The Government recognized these
efforts to a certain extent, and authorized the organ-
ization of a number of new corps, which raised the
strength of the active force to some 35,000 men. It
has since been maintained at about this strength. The
Fenian Raids of 1866 and 1870 proved the necessity for
this force, and caused it, for a time, to receive a certain
amount of encouragement and fair treatment from the
Government.

In 1870 the Red River Expedition, and in 1885 the
North-West Rebellion, again gave the militia the oppor-
tunity of being of great service to the country, but the
force has always had great difficulties to contend with,
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some regiments being only drilled every second year,
and some every third year.

I purpose to give in the following pages my personal
reminiscences and experiences in this force, which I
entered before the Act of 1855, and which I left on
June 14th, 1898, when I was placed on the Reserve List
under the regulations fixing a time limit for command.

At the risk of appearing egotistical, I will discuss
everything from my personal point of view, because I
think I can in that way give a clearer idea of the
practical inner working of the system than in any
other. I do this because the conditions governing
the Canadian militia, which has been the only Cana-
dian army, have been peculiar, and have differed from
the conditions governing the military forces of most
countries. Great changes have been made since my
earliest recollections, when the old system established
in 1808 was still in use.  Still greater changes are likely
to be made in the immediate future, and it may be of
some interest to record the particulars of a militia
system which, in many respects, has passed or is
passing away.



CHAPTER 1
THE WAR oOF 1812-14

Recollections of my grandfather — Extraordinary affection of
Canadians for Brock—His boldness—Capture of Detroit—
Death at Queenston Heights — Tablet to his memory —
Loyalty of Canadian Women—Great Odds— Brock the
National Hero of Canada — Other leaders — Prevost and
Proctor left tarnished reputations—Unpleasant adventure
of an arbitrary Colonel — Narrow escape of my grand-
Jather—Flotilla of bateaux saved— Vessels burned— Baitle
of Lundy’s Lane—Monument unveiled in 1895—Result of
the War.

My earliest recollections of the Canadian militia are
of the numerous conversations upon the subject that I
was accustomed to overhear as a child at my grand-
father’s, as well as at my own home. My maternal
grandfather, Major Dewson, served in the Waterloo
campaign; and afterwards in the rebellion of 1837-8.
My paternal grandfather was an ensign in the York
Flank companies during the war of 1812, and com-
manded his troop of cavalry in the Rebellion of 13837.
My father and his brother had also served in the
rebellion. Almost all the old friends of the family had
been engaged in one or other of these campaigns, and
when they met, events were often recalled, anecdotes
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retold, and the conduct of the campaigns freely criticized
and discussed.

At this time, say fifty years ago, the first telegraph
lines were being put up, there were no railways, steam
vessels had only recently been getting into use for cross-
ing the Atlantic, and news came from abroad slowly
and irregularly—consequently conversation was much
more confined to matters of local interest than it is to-
day when we read every morning in our papers the
news of what has occurred all over the world the day
before.

The clearest impression left on my mind from the
discussions to which I delighted to listen, was the re-
markable respect and esteem felt by all the old veterans
of the War of 1812 for their favorite leader, General
Brock. They seemed to revere his memory and were
most enthusiastic in their praises of his firmness, ability
and fearless courage. Although he was killed in the
first battle, they attributed to him the success of the
war and the freedom of Canada.

What especially endeared him to the memory of
these old loyalists was the fearless and defiant way in
which he maintained his confidence in the face of enor-
mous odds, and what was worst of all, internal intrigue
and treachery. The action that particularly pleased
them was his bold move in proroguing the House
of Assembly, and declaring martial law, in order
to arrest and banish the traitors who were spreading
doubt and hesitation among the people. This bold
and defiant step, in the face of an invading army in
the country, and others threatening at other points,
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gave confidence to the militia, who, on his appeal
to them to follow him in defence of the Province,
responded at once with the utmost enthusiasm.
Brock set off the next day, August 6th, for Sand-
wich, where 2,500 of the enemy under General
Hull, had invaded the Province. He took with him
200 of the York (or Toronto) militia, and went to
Ambherstburg, where, with a force of 330 regulars,
400 militia and 600 Indians under Chief Tecumseh,
in all 1,330 men, he marched upon Detroit, where
the enemy had recrossed the river and had taken
their stand, and succeeded in capturing General
Hull with his whole force and a large quantity of
arms and supplies, of which he was in great need.
This surrender took place on August 16th, 1812.
The capture of Detroit was electrical in its effect,
it inspired the loyal, confirmed the loyalty of
the wavering and completely cowed the disloyal,
many of whom received short notice to leave the
country.

General Brock’s death at Queenston Heights on Octo-
ber 13th, 1812, while gallantly leading his men, ap-
pealed vividly to the sympathy and affection of his
followers and the inhabitants generally. My grand-
mother, Esther Borden Lippincott, was the only child
of Captain Richard Lippincott of the New Jersey vol-
unteers. Captain Lippincott had fought during the

American Revolution as a United Empire Loyalist,and ,

his daughter was inspired with that patriotic semi-
religious type of loyalty which distinguished all that
class. “Fear God, Honour the King ” was the doctrine
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of their faith, for their simple piety was as marked as
their loyalty.

In 1812 my grandmother was twenty-one years of
age, but had been married several years, and had two
young children. She was living in a lonely clearance
in the forest a few miles from Toronto, and in the then
unsettled condition of the country was unable to get
servants. My grandfather was on the frontier with the
York volunteers, and had been able, with much diffi-
culty, to get a boy of eleven years of age to do the
work and aid and assist his wife. It was a lonely life
for a young well educated girl, with her infants, and
alarming at times, for on one occasion in the winter the
wolves gathered around the house and looked into the
windows, so that she had to sit up all night to replenish
the open fire to frighten them from breaking in through
the glass.

It was in this place, under these circumstances, that
my grandmother, to testify her respect and esteem for
General Brock, worked in needlework a tablet in
memory of him.

To the Memory

[
MAJOR—GENgRAL BROCK
who gloriously fell
(as ke was bravely defending his country)
at the Batlle of Queenston, the
13tk day of October in the year
of our Lord,
1812,
¢ Push on brave York Volunieers.”

This little piece of needle-work, framed, is in the
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possession of my uncle, Lieutenant-Colonel Robert B.
Denison, an interesting memento of the loyal spirit of
our Canadian women in those early days, for there must
have been thousands of women all over Canada left
under similar conditions while the men were fighting for
their homes.

My grandfather was often employed on special ser-
vice and had to ride a good deal through the country.
I have heard him say that he has ridden all day long
during the summer without seeing one able-bodied
man, the women, children, and very old men alone
being seen working in the fields. The men were all with
the army. With a people animated with this spirit we
can understand how a population of 70,000 in Upper
Canada, with the assistance of a small British force,
were able to preserve their freedom against the assaults
of a nation of 8,000,000, which, during the war, called
out under arms no less than 576,622 men.

While Brock’s name stands out above all as the great
national hero of Canada, there were some other British
officers who gained the admiration and esteem of the
Canadians. Sir John Harvey, the hero of Stoney
Creek ; Fitzgibbon, the victor of Beaver Dams; Drum-
mond, who conquered at Lundy’s Lane, and Morrison,
who commanded at Chrysler’s Farm, all live in the
memories and affections of our people. So, also, with
De Salaberry and Colonel George Macdonell.

Two Imperial officers left behind them tarnished
names, which no attempts, on the part of their apolo-
gists, have had the slightest effect in vindicating. One

was Sir George Prevost, the. Commander-in-Chief, who
2
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seems to have been a muddler and blunderer of the
worst kind. He was an embarrassment to Brock from
the beginning. He arranged an armistice after the cap-
ture of Detroit, which was a great injury to our in-
terests and an immense advantage to the enemy. He
endeavoured to fetter Col. George Macdonell, at Ogdens-
burg, and when the latter exceeded his instructions
and captured that place with its cannon and stores, and
destroyed its supplies, paralyzing thereby an invasion
by the enemy, he reported the brilliant success as hav-
ing been the result of his orders, when really it was in
spite of them. At Sackett’s Harbour he retreated after
his men had practically won the day, turning a victory
into a defeat. The same thing exactly occurred at
Plattsburg where, with some 16,000 of Wellington’s
veterans, fresh from the Peninsular War, he suffered the
most shameful defeat that our arms met with. He had
there the largest and finest and best equipped army
that has ever been concentrated in Canada, and he once
more ordered a retreat when the men had virtually won
a victory. He was ordered home to be tried by court-
martial for this, but died before the trial came off.
General Proctor was another officer who left an un-
satisfactory reputation in Canada on account of his
conduct at Moraviantown, where the celebrated Indian
chief Tecumseh was killed. .

The officers of the war, who were the old men when I
was a child, all agreed in these estimates of ‘the various
generals. They could never praise Brock enough,and
their eyes would flash with anger when speaking of
either Prevost or Proctor. Tecumseh was always
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spoken of in' terms of the highest admiration by
these men who had known him and had served with
him.

Some Imperial officers did not have the tact or
ability to handle properly the militia men who, during
the war, were constantly under their command, and
considerable ill-feeling was caused by the harshness
of some of them. [ remember well one anecdote.
At the York garrison, at one time during the war,
a number of militia and regulars were quartered
together under an army colonel who made himself
very obnoxious to the militiamen. One evening he
was driving down to Government House to a dinner in
full uniform, in a sleigh, during a thaw, when there were
many deep puddles in the road, which, at that time, ran
for a part of the way through the woods; when the
colonel, with his servant driving him, arrived opposite
the worst puddle, one man stepped out from the woods
and seized the horse’s bridle, another cut the horse loose
from the sleigh, while three others seized the sleigh by
the side and overturned it on top of the colonel and his
servant in the mud hole. The horse received a slash
with a whip or stick which sent it galloping off in one
direction, while the five militiamen ran off in another.
They were never discovered, and the martinet lost his
diuner and had a ruined uniform to remind him of the
mistake of being too disagreeable. :
~ As a rule the two services worked well together,
although there was naturally a little rivalry, as there
will be even between regiments.

My grandfather often spoke of his once being sent
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with a large sum of money, about $40,000, from York
around to the army headquarters in the Niagara
frontier. He was approaching St. David’s when a
dragoon came galloping towards him at full speed.
When he came near he said: “Are you the officer
from York with a large sum of money?” Not know-
ing his object, my grandfather at first denied it, when
the man said: “St. David’s is captured, the enemy are
coming this way and I have been sent to warn him to
go back to York.” Two more dragoons came in sight,
chased by a party of the enemy’s cavalry. My grand-
father turned and galloped away, and was chased several
miles, escaping with great difficulty.

On another occasion he was sent to Kingston to
bring up to York a flotilla of bateaux, or open boats,
filled with supplies for the army. The enemy’s fleet, for
the time, had control of the lake,and it was necessary to
creep up along the shore to avoid capture. One morn-
ing, at daybreak, the enemy’s war vessels were seen in
the distance approaching; the boats were hurried to
where a small stream entered the lake. A bridge
crossed the stream at the mouth. This was soon cut
away, and the bateaux all worked up the stream out of
sight, and so they escaped. I remembered hearing this
story several times. A few years ago Dr. William
Chewett, grandson of Colonel Chewett, who commanded
the York militia regiment in which my grandfather
served, sent me some reports of court-martials in which
he was .mentioned, and his evidence in one of them
gave the account of hzs havmg been engaged on this
expedition.
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When York was captured in April, 1813, my grand-
father was sent with a party of men to burn the ships
on the stocks, and to set fire to a frigate which lay in
the harbour. He succeeded in destroying the two ships
on the stocks, but when he came to the frigate, the
officer of the Royal Navy in command raised some
technical objection, and the discussion was so heated
and prolonged that the vessel and all on board were
captured, and so my grandfather was a prisoner for
about six months. The naval officer was not exchang-
ed, as his conduct was severely censured by the authori-
ties.

The war ended with the year 1814, the last and most
deadly battle being fought at Lundy’s Lane on July
25th of that year, where our troops won a victory which
practically put a stop to further invasions of our terri-
tory. The Canadian Parliament, in the year, 18953,
erected a fine monument at Lundy’s Lane in honour
of this victory, and the Government did me the honour
to depute me, on their behalf, to unveil it,—which I did
on the anniversary of the battle that year,

When the treaty of peace was signed we had suc-
ceeded in holding every foot of our soil. The recol-
lections of the glorious victories won by our fathers in
these campaigns will continually be handed down by
tradition, and in case of future trouble be an inspiration
and encouragement to our people.



CHAPTER II

THE REBELLION OF 1837

Organization of Troop of Cavalry—Nucleus of the Governor-Gen-
eral’s Body Guard—Ezxtract from U. E. Loyalist paper—
Active Service, 1837—Rebellion of 1837—Sir Francis
Head’s defenceless position—Loyal conduct of the people—
Incident on the morning of Gallows Hill—Spirit of the
Canadian Women—DMy Grandfather al the Old Fort—Ar-
rival of Thomas Denison—Militia gather in West Guillim-
bury—Major Dewson’s March to Toronto—Expedition to
Ingersoll and Village of Scotland—Siege of Navy Island
—Burning of the ¢ Caroline’’—Colonel Prince’s stern
action in the West.

IN 1822 my grandfather raised the troop of West
York cavalry, which was the nursery for the active
militia force of Toronto and the nucleus of the present
regiment, “ The Governor-General’s Body Guard.” The
officers and men had to provide their own uniforms, and,
not being provided with arms by the Government, were
obliged for years to parade and drill without them, be-
ing, from time to time, promised swords and pistols.

In the “U. E. Loyalist” paper of April 26th, 1828,
appears the following paragraph :

“Wednesday, April 23rd, King’s Birthday parade.”

“The appearance of Captain Denison’s Militia Cav-
alry in full dress, and well mounted, reflected the
highest credit on the officers and men of the troop.”
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The troop went on in this way for years, uniformed at
their own cost, and drilling in field" movements without
arms, until the rebellion of 1837 broke out. The corps
was then embodied on full pay in the service of the
British Government, was supplied with arms and ac-
coutrements, and kept on active duty for six months,
being relieved in June, 1838.

The Rebellion of 1837 was a remarkable instance of
an insurrection being put down practically without a
regular soldier, and it is a striking proof of the loyal
and patriotic military instinct of the people. This
affair occurred two years before I was born, and conse-
quently when I was able to remember the conversations
in my father’s house the events were comparatively re-
cent and fresh in the memories of everyone.

‘The regular soldiers had all been sent by Sir Francis
Bond-Head, the Governor, to Lower Canada, but, on
account of the mutterings of the coming storm, he had
caused to be brought up to Toronto some 4,000 stand of
arms with equipment and ammunition, and had stored
them in the City Hall. Waithout one soldier, therefore,
with no organization, no staff, or even enrollment, in the.
dead of night, the Governor was awakened and told
that a rebellion had broken out, and that a large force
of rebels was within four miles of the city, which was
then a small place of about 12,000 population. He at
once sent orders to ring all the alarm bells and church
bells to arouse the inhabitants, and the people gathered
in front of the City Hall. They were rapidly formed
up, sworn into service, and supplied with muskets,
belts and ammunition. They were divided off into
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companies, men picked out then and there as officers,
and in that way a force was raised, which, two or three
days after, marched out and defeated and dispersed the
rebels at Gallows Hill.

My father, a youth of twenty-one, at the outbreak of
the rebellion, had for some time been a member of a
voluntary organization of young men, formed by
Colonel James Fitzgibbon, the hero of Beaver Dams,
for the purpose of being trained as a company of rifle-
men or light infantry. They were principally young
law students and gentlemen of that class, my uncle,
Wm. J. Coates, who had married my father’s sister, So-
phia, being one of them. These young men, at the first
alarm, took their rifles and went down to offer their ser-
vices. When they were leaving Mr. Coates’ house to-
gether, the morning of the skirmish at Gallows Hill, my
aunt Sophia said to my father “ Now, George, you give
it to those rebels and if William (her husband) does not
keep up to the mark, put your bayonet into him.”
This was a curious evidence of the spirit of the
Canadian women of the time. Her young brother
was of U. E. Loyalist stock, and it never struck her
that he would not do his duty to his Sovereign to the
last.

On that day my paternal grandfather, George T.
Denison, of Bellevue, was placed in command of the
Old Fort at the west end of Toronto. During the day
a body of armed men were seen coming from the west
and moving in the direction of the Fort. As they were
all in plain clothes, and there were no uniforms on
either side, there was considerable excitement as to
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whether there was to be an attack or not. The ram-
parts were manned and all preparations made, and the
approaching body anxiously watched. Suddenly my
grandfather said, “ That man in front looks like my
brother Tom.” And so it was. Thomas Denison, who
had been an officer in the militia, and had served
through the war, fighting at Queenston and other
actions, was living some ten miles west of Toronto, and
hearing of the outbreak had sent around to his neigh-
bours and raised a good sized force of farmers, armed
with their own rifles, shot-guns, etc, and had marched
in to aid the cause of his Sovereign.

My maternal grandfather, the late Major Dewson,
who had served in the Waterloo campaign in the 35th
Regiment of foot under the Duke of Richmond, and
who had only sold out of the army about a year before,
had settled on a farm near Bond-Head, about forty -
miles north of Toronto. The news of the Rebellion
spread through the country, and the farmers, without
waiting for orders or appeals for help, immediately sent
word in every direction for all the able-bodied men
with any arms they could get, to gather at the village of
Bradford, where, in a day or two, over six hundred loyal
men mustered to uphold the constitution. They elected
Major Dewson, my grandfather, to command them, and
as soon as they were organized and had arranged for
food, etc., they commenced the march down Yonge Street
to Toronto. They had arrived within some miles of
Gallows Hill, when they met a number of the fugitive
rebels flying from that place. They captured some
prisoners and, tying them together with plough lines,
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they brought them on towards Toronto and surrendered
them to Sir Francis Head, the Governor, who gave
the misguided men a stern lecture and released them,
and told them to go to their homes and be loyal in the
future.

My father and my uncle, R. L. Denison, were with
the force that went out to the villages of Scotland and
Ingersoll and dispersed a body of rebels who had risen
in that neighbourhood, under the lead of Dr. Duncombe.
As the enemy fled on the approach of the loyal troops
there was no fighting.

The next point of attack was at Navy Island in the
Niagara River. The steamer Caroline was being used
to transport stores and supplies of arms, etc., from
Schlosser on the United States side, to the rebels who
had taken possession of the Island and had commenced
entrenching themselves. Some three thousand loyalists,
in civilian clothes, were rapidly concentrated at and
about Chippewa to besiege the enemy. My father was
lieutenant in the company that was stationed in a
house opposite the enemy’s central battery. To pro-
tect the house from the enemy’s cannonade they piled
rails, from the rail fences, on end against the front of the
house until there was a thick barricade of rails sufficient
to stop the six pound shots which were fired constantly
at the house. One man of the company was killed by
a cannon shot going through his thighs. One day
shortly after the troops arrived at Chippewa, my father,
George Wells, of Davenport House, near Toronto, and
another, whose name [ have forgotten, went down to the
Pavilion Hotel which then stood on the high ground
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near the convent, between it and where the water reser-
voir for the late Clifton House now is, They went to
the top of the hotel where there was a flat look-out.
They had a very powerful telescope and they used it
with great interest in examining the rear of Navy
Island, which was partly commanded from their posi-
tion. They saw the steamer Caroline going across from
Fort Schlosser, on the United States side of the river
to the Island, and saw distinctly the field pieces which
she was carrying over to the rebels. From the Cana-
dian shore, where Sir Allan McNab with the loyal
forces was camped, Navy Island, with its dense woods,
completely hid all that was going on behind it, between
it and the opposite shore.

This information was immediately conveyed to the
commanding officer, Sir Allan McNab, who was also in-
formed that the Caroline was moored behind the Island.
The result was that an expedition was ordered that
night to cut her out. This was successfully accom-
plished by a party under the command of Captain
Drew, R.N,, a retired officer, assisted by Lieutenants
McCormick, John Elmsley and others. The vessel had
gone back to Fort Schlosser and was moored at the
wharf there, where she was seized, set fire to and sent
down the rapids and over the Niagara Falls. This
affair very nearly brought on a war between the United
States and England.

A short time after this Navy Island was evacuated
by the rebels, and the rebellion was practically finished.
A few raids by sympathizers from the United States
caused some annoyance for the next year until Colonel
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VOLUNTEERING, 1839-1855

Earliest Recollections—Denison’s cavalry—My father and uncle
purchase equipment —Militia subjected to ridicule—Seclud-
ed drillings—Escorts for Lord Elgin—Troop entertained
at Government House—Three additional troops authorized
—Crimean War breaks out—DMilitia Act of 1855—Authori-
zation of an active force—First step towards a Canadian
army.

MY own earliest recollections of the Canadian militia
were connected with the Governor - General’s Body
Guard, then known as the Queen’s Light Dragoons,
and afterwards as the First Toronto Independent Troop
of Cavalry. This corps had been organized by my
grandfather in 1822, and kept up by him till 1837,
when from December of that year till June, 1838, it
was on active service under the pay and orders of the
Imperial Government. He was appointed Lieutenant-
Colonel of the West York militia that summer, and my
uncle, Richard L. Denison, gazetted Captain of the
troop, my father, Lieutenant, and Edwin Fisher, Cornet.
The troop was again on active service from October
31st, 1838, till April 30th, 1839, when they were sent to
their homes and all their arms and equipments taken
into store.

My uncle, Captain Richard L. Denison, and my
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father, knowing the hopelessness of obtaining arms or
clothing from the Government, immediately purchased
uniforms, swords, belts, pouches, etc., sufficient to supply
the troop, and lent them to the men. This, I believe,
was a unique experience in the Upper Canadian militia,
the result being that when the Act of 1855 was passed,
the Denison cavalry, as they were commonly called,
were the only corps organized, uniformed, equipped,
armed and drilled when they were gazetted into the
active militia class “A,” under that Act. After the
rebellion the troop assembled from time to time for
training on an entirely voluntary basis, and this occas-
ional drilling had been going on for some years when I
was first able to remember what was being done. At
this time, from 1846 until the Crimean War, about 1854,
there was always a force of British regular infantry
stationed at the New Fort, Toronto, and as a child, I
can remember hearing the bugle calls without under-
standing what they were. The 71st Highlanders were
here during my recollection, also the Rifle Brigade and
the 23rd Royal Welsh Fusiliers.

The presence of a British regiment in good condition,
and splendidly maintained and drilled, rendered it im-
possible for a militia corps self-supported to compete
either in numbers, equipment or drill, and, naturally,
comparisons were drawn much to the disadvantage of
the latter. The men used to be laughed at and ridi-
culed to such an extent, that it was found much more
pleasant to keep out of sight as much as possible, and
carefully avoid attracting any attention. At this time
Bloor Street, Toronto, was not opened westwards
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through the woods and the upper part of Spadina
Avenue was cleared, so that a glade or clearance,
about two or three acres in extent, was situated
there surrounded by woods. It was at that time,
about 1848 or 1849, a very secluded spot, and it was
there, on a summer’s evening, I first saw a number of
men of the corps with which I was to be connected
nearly all my life, being drilled by my father. The
men had gathered by by-paths to avoid notice.

It must have been the strong impressions of my
childhood created by these secluded drillings and the
evident desire to avoid the public eye, that had an
influence upon me all my life. I have always retained
the desire to avoid parading in public more than I could
help, although, in after years, forced to yield somewhat
for recruiting purposes. I avoided church parades as
much as possible, and it was with great hesitation that I
consented, at the request of the Mayor, to march through
the streets on our return from the North-West Rebel-
lion by the route prepared and decorated for the recep-
tion of the Toronto force, and I only consented on learn-
ing that great trouble had heen taken and expense
incurred in decorating the streets and in preparing a re-
ception which would be viewed by almost all the
population. .

My next recollection of the corps, which at this time
practically represented the militia, for there was no
other corps of either cavalry, artillery, infantry or
rifles at that time organized, armed, uniformed, equip-
ped or drilled, was in connection with the escort of
Lord Elgin to the opening of the Parliament in May,

3
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1850. The feeling against the Governor-General ran
very high and the Tory party were the malcontents.
Threats were made of rioting, etc., when my father
offered to escort His Excellency to the Parliament
House and back to Elmsley Villa, which was then
used as Government House. Lord Elgin asked
Colonel Macdonell, the Deputy-Adjutant General,
about the corps. Macdonell replied: “ Nothing could
be better; this will be a constitutional escort fur-
nished by the people, not by the Government, and
being a loyal corps of tories, will not excite hostility,
and all trouble will be averted.”

The result proved the correctness of Colonel Mac-
donell’s prediction. There was no difficulty, and
although the crowds were somewhat sullen, all passed
off well. On arriving at Elmsley Villa on the return,
the Governor-General, knowing it was a purely volun-
tary service and a somewhat unpopular one at the time,
asked my father to dismount his men and bring them
in and present them to him. My father introduced
each trooper by name, and the Governor-General shook
hands with each and thanked him personally for his
service. They were then taken into the dining-room,
some twenty-five men and three officers, and given a
first-class lunch, the two A.D.C’s. and Colonel Mac-
donell sitting down with them.

When they were leaving Government House, the
Adjutant-General Macdonell insisted on the corps
being taken down to the old Wellington Hotel,
corner of Front and Church Streets, where he treated
the men to champagne. The men dispersed to their
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homes, not full colonels, but full troopers. I remember
my father mentioning at the time that nineteen of the
horses ridden in that escort belonged to my grandfather
and his sons.

The corps escorted Lord Elgin after that when he
went to open or prorogue Parliament, and on each
occasion they were given a lunch on their return to
Government House.

Shortly after this my father was granted permission
to raise three more troops so as to form a regiment.
The Button family, who had been in the cavalry in the
war of 1812, and who had come to Toronto in 1837 to
offer their services, with a number of men, and who had
been attached to my grandfather’s troop at that time,
were naturally applied to to raise one troop, Lieutenant-
Colonel William Button being the captain of it. The
late Lieutenant-Colonel Norman Torquill McLeod
raised another, and the late Lieutenant-Colonel John
Stoughton Dennis agreed to raise the fourth, and was
gazetted, but never took any effective steps to raise the
troop. This was all authorized by general order of
March 12th, 1853, and in September, 1854, I was
gazetted cornet in the old troop.

The Crimean War necessitated the taking away of
the Imperial regiments from most parts of Canada, and
then for the first time the. Canadian Parliament con-
sidered the question of having an organized force pro-
perly armed and equipped, and prepared to assist in the
defence of the country. The Militia Act of 1855
retained the old militia system as the foundation,
every man from eighteen to sixty being held to be a
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militiaman in the sedentary or reserve militia, The
military districts had over them a colonel com-
mandant with two staff officers. The regimental dis-
tricts had lieutenant-colonels, majors, captains and
subaltern officers appointed, whose only duty appeared
to be to make enrollment of all the men of proper age
in the territorial limits of their corps, and to ballot if
men should be required for the active force. They
were also supposed to command the regiments in
case of a Jevée en masse in time of war. These were
all unpaid.

The great change was the authorization of an active
force of some 7,000, to be drilled ten days in each year
for which pay was given. This force was to be properly
equipped with the best modern arms. It was primarily
to be composed of volunteers, but if a difficulty was
found in obtaining volunteers, there was power given to
ballot. This principle has been in force ever since, and
as sufficient volunteers have always been obtained, the
power to ballot has been a dead letter.
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ORGANIZATION OF THE ACTIVE FORCE

My troop Gazetted into active force—Appointed Lieutenant—First
annual drill—Arms issued—Garrison artillery organized
—Appointed to command troop temporarily—Enforce un-
popular order—Orlando Dunn appointed Sergeant-Major
—His excellent service—Escort Governor-General—Inci-
dent with Sergeant Smith—Sergeant-Major Moorhouse—
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closing the House—Amusing incident—>Monthly meetings
—Glet snubbed for my youth.

IN December, 1855, my troop was brought into the
active force, class A, Robert B. Denison, my uncle,
being Captain, and Peter McGill McCutcheon, Lieuten-
ant. Captain McLeod commanded the second troop,
Captain J. Stoughton Dennis accepted the Lieutenancy,
and Edward Foster was Cornet. Captain Dennis left
soon after to take command of the Toronto Field
Battery, which my father was also organizing. This
gave me my Lieutenancy in March, 1836. I
turned out for the first time in uniform on May 24th
that year, when the Toronto active force marched
through the streets and were inspected by Sir
Edmund Head, the Governor-General, from the steps
of the aide-de-camp’s residence, which then stood
on the south side of King street, a few feet west



36 SOLDIERING IN CANADA

of Simcoe. During the winter we had been having
evening drills, dismounted.

On June gth, 1856, we commenced our first annual
drill under the new law, and swords and belts, and
revolvers in holsters to be worn on the waist were
all issued to us. We mustered in a field behind the
" Bathurst street barracks on the south-east corner of
Queen and Bathurst Streets.

In November, 1856, Captain Robert Denison, who
commanded the first troop of the squadron, left it to
raise a company of garrison artillery. I was the senior
subaltern, and this left me next for promotion to
the captaincy. I had arrived at the mature age of
seventeen years and two months, and was considered
too young to be placed in command. For two months
the Adjutant-General, Baron de Rottenburg, and my
father were trying to get someone to accept the
captaincy, from which my youth apparently debarred
me. John A. Donaldson, of Weston, now Lieu-
tenant-Colonel John A. Donaldson, was offered it,
and declined it. Thomas Shortiss, Esquire, also
declined it, for the prejudice against the militia
was still very strong, and no one cared to under-
take a difficult, expensive and unpopular duty, from
which there was no possible advantage or return.
Early in January, 1857, I heard a rumour that the
captaincy was to be offered to Lieutenant Charles
W. Robinson, now Major-General Robinson. He was
first-lieutenant of the Battery, was about my rank and
not more than three years my senior in age—in fact, I
had been at Upper Canada College with him. As soon
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as I heard of this rumour, I went down at once to the
Adjutant-General’s office, for Toronto was then the seat
of Government, saw Baron de Rottenburg, and asked
him if it was fair to put a young man of twenty over my
head, because I was only seventeen and four months.
I said my age was a fault I would constantly be
growing out of. He was very kind to me indeed;
said he could hardly gazette me as captain, but that
he would gazette me to the command temporarily as
lieutenant, and if I was able to recruit the troop up to
full strength (for more than half had followed Captain
R. B. Denison into the garrison artillery), and proved
that I was able to command it, he would then give me
my captaincy.

Shortly before Captain R. B. Denison was gazetted
into the artillery, an order was made that all the
revolvers which had been issued to the men in the
previous spring should be taken into store and held
together in one place for inspection. This was a most
unpopular order, and the men all threatened to leave.
As Captain Denison was just about going into another
corps, he did not carry out the instruction, so that
when I was placed in command, my first act was to
enforce the order, at the risk of losing what men were
left.

I immediately took in the revolvers, going to each
man’s house and demanding them. One or two
demurred, but I told them I would go straight to
a magistrate and summon them if they refused. They
nearly all wanted to give up everything at the same
time, and wanted to leave the corps at once. I said



38 SOLDIERING IN CANADA

“No, you must give me six months’ notice in writing
first.” Not one man sent in his notice.

I soon filled up the troop to its full strength of fifty-
five non-commissioned officers and men, Orlando Dunn,
whom I appointed sergeant-major, giving me invaluable
assistance. He rose, from time to time, until he retired
as Major and Brevet Lieutenant-Colonel in 1897, after
forty and odd years of most excellent service. We
served together in the Fenian Raid and North-West
Rebellion, and all my life I have found him a loyal,
zealous and efficient officer, a good comrade and friend
and an honest, true gentleman.

My first appearance as commanding officer of my
troop was on February 26th, 1857. It was the first
time that the whole duties fell upon the militia. My
father’s diary under that date has the following entry :

“A lovely day; roads hard in the morning, but it
began to thaw from the sun. The Parliament opened
this afternoon, when the active militia turned out in
force. My artillery fired the salute, the cavalry fur-
nished the escort. The foot artillery lined the steps of
Parliament House, and the Toronto Volunteer Rifles
gave the guard of honour—AZX by the militia.”

I was, of course, but a boy of little more than seven-
teen and naturally anxious as to how I would get along
with some forty-five men who turned out that day, all
of whom were older than I was. I was a little in awe
of the senior sergeant, Charles Smith, who had been
eleven years in the regular cavalry, but felt I must
necessarily let him understand at once that I was n
command. We had taken the Governor-General to
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the Parliament House, and 'marched the escort away
to keep them moving about, as it was cold. Sergeant
Smith, so that a number of the men could hear him,
said to me: “Lieutenant, you had better form up” sug-
gesting how I should do it. I said to him, so that I
could be heard by most of the men, “Sergeant Smith,
I am in command of this corps; when I wish your ad-
vice I will ask you for it. Until I do ask you for it, you
will please keep it to yourself.”

This was the best thing that could have happened to
me. Coming after my firmness about the return of the
revolvers, it let the men see that I could not be trifled
with. - The first few years I felt the necessity of being
very strict. I always drilled my men myself, and
worked so hard at it that I knew the drill book
almost by heart. When at the time of the Trent
affair, in 1862, the militia department sent me Serge-
ant-Major Moorhouse, of the 16th Lancers, as drill-
instructor, I told him, when he reported to me, that
I would not require him to do any drilling. I said I
would lose hold if I ever let my men believe that I
thought any one knew how to drill them better than
I could. Sergeant-Major Moorhouse acted as a troop
leader during the annual drill. He was much liked
by both officers and men and at the close we presented
him with a handsome testimonial.

To return to this first escort. When we took the
Governor-General Sir Edmund Head back to Govern-
ment House, his A.D.C. called me over to the door
after His Excellency had alighted from his carriage,
and the Governor-General thanked me for the escort,
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and told me to express his thanks and appreciation to
the officers and men. Sir Edmund was commonly
reported to be the most stern and gruff Governor-
General we ever had, and he was somewhat dreaded
by his ministers; but he was evidently amused at my
youth, for he could not help laughing at me as he was
talking to me.

I dined that night at the State dinner at Government
House, and as it was my first big dinner I was very
much impressed with the display, which was on an
extensive scale. I always found Sir Edmund Head
most kind and amiable to me and [ retain a very
affectionate memory of him.

I do not know how long Baron de Rottenburg
intended to leave me in command as a lieutenant,
but in the beginning of April I learned that Charles
Clarke, of Yorkville, and some friends were busy organ-
izing a troop of cavalry, and had secured the names of
a number of men willing to enlist. I heard he was soon
going to be gazetted captain with his lieutenant and
cornet. I went to Baron de Rottenburg and said I
had already been two years in the force, had put in
one drill, had recruited my troop to the full strength,
and had escorted the Governor-General to the opening
of Parliament, and I asked him if it was quite fair to
keep me back because I was young and put other men
over my head who had done nothing. His reply was:
“It would not be fair; you have done well and you will
be gazetted in the next Gazette,” and in the order which
was dated April 23rd, 1857, and which contained the
gazetting of thie Yorkville cavalry, there was an item
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stating that the commissions of myself and my two
officers should date from April 22nd. This put me
ahead of a number of officers, but as under ordinary
circumstances I would have been gazetted in the
previous November no injustice was done.

On May 24th, 1857, there was a Queen’s birthday
parade and I commanded for the first time as captain,
and to commemorate the event I gave a dinner to the
officers and men of my troop at the American Hotel,
then one of the leading hotels, situated just where the
Board of Trade building now stands, corner of Yonge
and Front streets. It was my first appearance as chair-
man at a public dinner.

The annual drill for that year took place in June, and
in the same month in the following year. In August of
1858, what is known in Canadian political history as the
“Double Shuffle” took place, in which John A. Mac-
donald’s Government was defeated, the Brown-Dorion
Government sworn in, and it in turn defeated two days
after. Sir Edmund Head refused a dissolution, and Mr.
John A. Macdonald’s Government returned to office.
They were all sworn into different portfolios, and resign-
ing those were then appointed to their original depart-
ments. This was done under a law which provided
that if a member of the Government resigned his office
to take another department, and was gazetted to the
second within a month, he should not be required to go
back to his constituents for re-election. This has always
been called the “ Double Shuffle.” It enabled the Conserv-
ative Government to pass the estimates and wind up all
the business of the session without the presence of the
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ablest members of the Opposition who had taken office
and had consequently vacated their seats in the House.

There was somewhat of a trick in the whole affair,
and the Opposition party in the city and country were
furiously exasperated and vented it particularly upon
Sir Edmund Head, who, by refusing a dissolution,
enabled it to be done. But Sir Edmund was not to
blame, because he had distinctly warned the Hon.
George Brown that he would not grant him a dis-
solution before Mr. Brown had accepted the duty of
organizing a Government. Feeling ran so high that
the Government feared there would be rioting when
the Governor-General came down to prorogue the
House. Dent, in his “History of Canada since the
Union,” says: “In some parts of Upper Canada the
tone of the public mind was for some days almost
revolutionary.” Again he says: “ The moral sense of
the community was shocked. . . . The constitution
had been trifled with. The assembly condoned the
proceedings, but the condonation found only a feeble
echo beyond the walls of Parliament. . . . There
has never been any difference of opinion as to the
moral turpitude of the ‘Double Shuffle.””

This clever_scheme was completed on August 7th,
1858, and the House was prorogued nine days later
on August 16th. I received special instructions to
provide as large an escort as I could get together,
and was told that trouble was expected. Consequently
I went about all night myself, with my Sergt.-Major,
now Lieut.-Col. Dunn, and saw the men personally, and
urged them to allow nothing to prevent them being
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present. Nearly all my men turned out next day. I
talked to them before we went down to Government
House, telling them there might be some trouble, and
cautioning them to gather all around the carriage in
case of any violence, but to pay no.attention to mere
noise or insolent expressions or groans. We got His Ex-
cellency to the Parliament Buildings without difficulty
and with very few expressions of disapproval. There was
a large crowd massed in front of the buildingsand along
the fence which bordered the south side of the carriage
drive, and a row of people as close as they could sit
were perched along the top of it, so as to enable them
to look over the heads of those standing massed along
the fence.

When we started on our return, the crowd began to
hiss and hoot and groan, and we moved through them,
paying no attention to it. The men all thought very
highly of the Governor-General, as did all the militia,
for he had always taken a great interest in the force,
and it can easily be imagined that it was very galling to
them to see a crowd insulting him. I had sternly cau-
tioned the men beforehand to pay no attention to noise,
but one young fellow named Cameron, from Etobicoke,
was riding on the left flank of the three men forming
the section immediately behind the carriage. He lost
his temper, and when he saw one man, who was sitting
on the fence, hooting and making most offensive ges-
tures to the Governor-General, just as the latter got
opposite to him he determined to stop him. He took
his sword so as to use the flat of it, and reaching as well
as he could over the heads of the people between him
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and the fence, he made a vicious blow at the man. He
struck so viciously and leaned over so far, that he threw
his horse right over on his side, and he fell himself
among the people on the road. He did not reach the
man he struck at, but came so close to him that the
man jerked back, lost his balance, grabbed the men on
each side of him, pulled them over, and befdre any one
knew what had happencd, the whole row went over
backwards into the field behind. Cameron was up and
on his horse as quick as a flash., The Governor-General
never knew what sent the men over backwards, but it
stopped the hooting as we trotted off to Government
House.

Shortly after the active force was organized, in
order to encourage recruiting, general orders authorized
the companies to have monthly meetings after the style
of secret society lodge meetings, where all, both
officers and men, were to meet together and discuss
matters connected with the management of the corps.
As already stated I fully appreciated the necessity for
my personally holding a very tight rein. I considered
such an arrangement as most unsoldierlike and contrary
to all rules of discipline, so I decided I would have no
such republican system in my corps. When my men
heard of all the other corps having these meetings, they
sent several of the sergeants to me to ask me when
I was going to organize monthly meetings. I said
“Never, I do not approve of them, and I think that
they are unmilitary and unsoldierlike,” and 1 went so
far as to say that if I heard of any men meeting to dis-
cuss the actions of the corps, I would take in their arms
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and grant them their discharges at once. I told them
that kind of thing might do for the infantry, but
would never do for cavalry, and that any man that
wanted monthly meetings to discuss business should go
into the infantry. I heard nothing more of a desire for
meetings.

In the winter of 1858, early in the year, it was pro-
posed that all the corps in the city should unite in hav-
ing a public ball. Officers and men all to be present
together. A meeting of the officers was held and there
was considerable discussion, when the captain of one
of the rifle companies, a man of thirty-five or forty
years of age, with a very fine, handsome black beard,
but with a bald head, got up to propose that a sergeant
from each corps shculd be placed on the committee to
represent the men. This seemed to be approved of by
them all, but I got up and said I represented my officers
and men, and I did not see what necessity there was
for having non-commissioned officers on the committee.

The captain who had proposed it was very much
annoyed at me and attacked me on the ground of my
youth. I was then eighteen. He said that children
should be seen and not heard, that he did not come
there to be talked to by beardless boys, that I should
wait till I was a man, till my beard began to grow and
then give my opinion. I at once rose and said that I
was not there in my personal capacity atall. I repre-
sented a corps which outranked his, that I had a com-
mission giving me the same rank that he had, and that
I spoke in my official capacity, and had as much right
to be heard as any other captain, and as to his personal
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THE ACTIVE FORCE INJURED BY PARLIAMENT

The Act of 1859—Cruel blow to the Militia—Attempt to abolish
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Act—Visit of the Prince of Wales—Heavy expenses—
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Difficulty about Saddles—Red tape difficulty— Active Force
review of 1863.

IN the session of 1859, only three years after the force
had been fairly established, the Crimean War being
over, the Government prepared a new militia law. It
was drafted and approved of by the Ministry, but before
it was introduced into the House either the Adjutant-
General or one of the Ministers permitted my father to
see a copy privately. This draft provided for-deing
away with the cavalry-arm entirely. This was the first
of many instances where the ignorance of our ruling
authorities has caused our branch of the service to re-
ceive but scant justice or consideration. My father told
me what was proposed, and I at once prepared a letter
for the Colonist, then the Government paper. It was
my first article, putting together arguments I had come

across in my reading of military books. The day after
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the bill was introduced I took my letter to Mr. Samuel
Thompson, the editor, and asked him to publish it. It
appeared the next day in Zke Colonist with an editorial
strongly endorsing it. My father at once called to see
Sir Edmund Head, to get him to use his influence to
save the cavalry, and enough pressure was brought to
bear to secure a modification of the law and to save our
branch of the service.

The law of 1859 was a very severe blow to the
militia. The strength of the troops was reduced from
fifty men to thirty, and the pay from ten days to six
days. The drill had to be put in in six consecutive
days in June, and the men were not paid till December.
If the bill had been drawn-up-for-the purpose of des-

. troying the-force, it could not have—been much more
.effective for that purpose. I look back now on the years

1859, ’60, and ’61, with much dissatisfaction, as a most
annoying and irritating experience. At this time the
men all had to buy their own uniforms and provide their
own saddles, and the officers received no pay or allow-
ance whatever.

In 1860 the approaching visit of the Prince of Wales
created quite a stir-in the active force, and caused the
expenditure of a great deal of money by the officers
and men of the corps. We had no saddles or bridles
furnished us, and each man had to provide his own. So
they all had ordinary hunting saddles, and the ordinary
light riding bridles. To give an appearance of uni-
formity we had headstalls or front pieces made with a
broad white band across the front and two pieces of
leather crossed with bosses, and they had loops by
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which they could be put in front of any ordinary bridle.
This at a little distance gave an appearance of uni-
formity. To cover the saddles we had sheep-skin
covers made, dyed a dark blue and edged with a scol-
loped border of white cloth. These being fastened over
the saddle with a surcingle, gave them also a uniform
appearance.

My troop escorted the Prince of Wales everywhere

during his visit to Toronto. On his first entry the
crowd was so large and the anxiety to see him so in-
tense that we had the greatest difficulty in forcing our
way through the streets to Government House.
The Prince saw the difficulty we had, and specially re-
marked on it to my father in thanking him for the ser-
vices of the militia on the occasion. The visit of the
Prince of Wales created a marked impression, and no-
thing else was thought of all the summer of 1860, It
cost_me-and my. officers very heavily, so much was
thrown upon-us-inorder-to-make a creditable appear-
ance. /
In'1861 the war between the Northern and Southern
States broke out and was naturally watched with great
interest by Canadians. I thought it very likely that we
might be drawn into it, and therefore published a
pamphlet in the spring of that year, under the title,
“Canada—Is She Prepared for War? or A Few
Remarks on the State of Her Defences.” I published
this anonymously under the name, “ A Native Cana-
dian.”

This produced a violent attack from the Zoronto
Globe on the pamphlet, on its author, and on the Active
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Force generally. The article appeared on March 30th,
1861, and contained the following sentences.

“ At various periods in the history of Canada her
youth have been visited with a military fever. In this
year of grace, 1861, the ravages of the disease appear
to be confined to one isolated individual, and he is suf-
fering badly, so badly that he has broken out into
print. While this martial ardour only exhibited itself on
gala days, and in drawing pay for drill, he was in no
worse condition than one or two of his relations who
bear commissions in the active force, but now, as his
disease is making headway, he had better be looked
after lest he do injury to others. The fever is infectious,
and has ere now cost the Province thousands of dollars
to abate. If the gentleman’s friends will take care of
him we will take care of his pamphlet,” and it went on
to attack the whole force in a somewhat scurrilous
style.

My reply to this appeared in the Glode of April 4th,
drawing attention to the fact, among other points, that
the officers drew no pay whatever, while they spent
large sums of money in performing a useful public
duty.

Within nine months the Trent affair occurred. The\ l\y
whole country was alarmed and everyone drilling. J fi
New corps were being organized every day, and th ‘é
Force was increased in a few weeks from 7,000 to about,/
30,000. All the newspapers, including the Globe, were | '
urgently appealing to the people to arm and organize. / S\
In the height of the excitement, I was unkind enough
to walk up to the editorial rooms of the Globde, to the

)



INJURED BY PARLIAMENT 51

writer who had attacked me in the spring, and said that
I was sorry to see that he had got the military fever so
badly, and as I was quite convalescent, I had comein to
offer my services in taking care of him. He laughed,
said I had him fairly, and told me he would never have
attacked the pamphlet if he had not thought it had
been written by another man.

About a month before this, in November, 1861, I had

written a second pamphlet entitled “ The National De- —

fences,” and had it published in my own name. I gave
a number of reasons why Canada should support a
strong defensive force and used the following argu-
ments :

“Canada, as a colony of Great Britain, will always be
liable to be engaged in the wars of Great Britain.

“ On account of the war in the neighbouring Republicx

there are many reasons why Canada should be in a
better defensive condition than she has hitherto been. I
will here briefly enumerate a few of them.

1. “When two nations or powers are at war, it is /

always desirable that neutral nations bordering on the
territory of the belligerents, should have a powerful
armed force to support and enforce the neutrality.

2. “When war continues for any length of time be-
tween two nations, neutrals on the borders are often
unable to avoid engaging on one side or the other.

3. “ When peace is proclaimed between the Southern
and Northern States, a large body of armed and drilled
men will be thrown out of employment, and may in
some instances be induced to make filibustering expe-
ditions into our territory for the sake of plunder.”

e
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It is a curious fact that before five years had elapsed
I was completely vindicated in making these predic-
tions. Before a month had passed Commodore Wilkes
of the United States war vessel, the San Jacinto, had
taken Messrs. Mason and Slidell, the Commissioners of
the Confederate Government to London and Paris, off
the British Mail Steamer Z77enz on the high seas, and
we were on the very brink of war. In 1864 a strong
force of our militia had to be placed on our frontier
in the eastern townships, and on the Niagara and De-[ v\
troit rivers to support and enforce our neutrality.\)
Eighteen months later Canada had to turn out some e
30,000 of our active force to guard her frontier from fili-/-
bustering raids of Fenians, who at one time threatened -
our borders with a force about equal to our active
militia. In this latter affair fighting took place in more
than one quarter, and a number of our young men were
killed and wounded. After the Trent affair we were
put on a better footing, and our numbers increased to
about the old standard.

On October 23rd, 1863, Colonel Patrick L. Macdougall,
then Adjutant-General commanding the militia, came up
to Toronto to inspect my troop. We were then allowed
fifty-six non-commissioned officers and men, three
officers and a surgeon. Sixty in all. Every man was
on parade and they were all well drilled. I was then
wishing to obtain permission to raise a second troop.
The Adjutant-General had said to me: “First show
that the troop is f#/l” I saw to this, and no man was
absent.

I was also very anxious to be furnished with saddles,
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for the sheepskins we had got in 1860 were worn out
and abandoned. One of my men, a tall soldierly well
set up fellow, wishing to attract attention, gota large sky
blue sheepskin to put over his own saddle. It was the
loudest, most conspicuous thing one could imagine. I
think it could have been seen half a mile away. It
attracted attention from everything else. He asked me
if I would allow him to use it. I said “Yes,” for he
had a very fine horse and rode well and was a good
swordsman.

When Colonel Macdougall was watching the corps \
going through a number of field movements, etc., he |\
kept saying to my father who was Commandant of the /| |
district, “ They are very handy,” “ They are working
wonderfully well,” etc., but every little while he would
chafe about the sky blue sheepskin, saying it spoilt the
look of the corps, and asking my father why I allowed
it. When he spoke to usat the end of the inspection
he asked me about it. I told him my difficulty. I said
I had been repeatedly applying for proper military
saddles but could never get them. That the men had
to provide their own, and they could not have them in
uniform pattern, and that I did not like to. check a
yorng man who had spent a lot of money to have a
superior outfit. I knew nothing would go further to get
us an outfit of saddlery, and I deliberately allowed it to
be worn as an object lesson. '

About a month later I received from the department !
thirty-five sets of Hussar saddles complete. As an
illustration of the way the cavalry were treated and the
difficulties we had to encounter, I will quote from a
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letter I wrote on November 23rd, 1865, to the Deputy
Adjutant-General on hearing of them being sent.

“It seems that I am only to have thirty-five sets ot
saddlery for my men. This will be very embarrassing
to me indeed. I will explain how it will affect me, and
I hope you will do what you can for me in order to get
me fifty-five sets.

“In 1855 we were allowed fifty men under the Act
and my troop was filled up by me to the full number,
and was the only troopin the Province that paraded the
full number at inspection. I had no sooner filled my
troop up than the law of 1859 struck off twenty of my
men. This was very discouraging, however, I kept up
my troop at the prescribed number thirty, until the last
militia law was passed allowing me to have fifty-five
men. I saw the Adjutant-General in Quebec last
August, and he told me if my troop was full and was
inspected by him, and if, from what he heard, he
thought I would be able to keep, up another troop, he
would allow me to organize a second troop. I therefore
completed my troop to the full complement of
fifty-five men, renewed their clothing to a great extent,
put in eight days drill for this year and turned out for
inspection by the Adjutant-General with fifty-five
men uniformed. The Adjutant-General seemed satis-
fied with the -inspection, and told the men he would
let them have saddlery and uniforms, he hoped before
the close of navigation.

“Now receiving only thirty-five sets, if these are all I
am to receive, embarrasses me in this way. First, I
cannot tell to which of the fifty-five men to whom he
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promised saddlery, I am to give the thirty-five sets.
Secondly, even if I do decide upon thirty-five men to
give them to, the others will be dissatisfied and will not
like turning out with common saddles along with men
with proper saddles. Third, it would look very bad
indeed to see a troop on parade with one-half the men
in military saddles and the other half in civilian
saddles.” And, after explaining other difficulties, I
asked if I could not get the extra twenty sets.

I received a reply from headquarters saying that :—
“The Adjutant-General is unable at present to comply
with his application as there are only a limited number
of sets at the disposal of the Department, and those
troops which are reported efficient throughout the
Province must each receive their just proportion which
Major Denison’s troop has already had.”

It will be seen that I turned out fifty-five men on
parade, the other troops in the Province from thirty to
thirty-five. They got saddles for all their men, while I
got only enough for three-fifths of mine, and I was told
that was a just proportion. This I had some difficulty
in seeing.

The following letter is another illustration of the dif-
ficulties at that time thrown in the way of officers who
received: no pay, and men who received very little for
the services they were giving to the country, these
difficulties being created by officials who made their
living out of the positions they held. This letter is
dated August 17th, 1865, and was sent to the
Adjutant-General.

“] have the honour to draw your attention to the
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following statement, hoping that you will be pleased to
make such arrangements as will relieve me from the
difficulties I complain of.

1. “I beg to state that by General Order No. 1 of
December 27th, 1855, the troop under my command was
gazetted at Toronto with its headquarters at Toronto.

2. “That by General Order, No. 2, November 17th,
1862, the city of Toronto was set apart as Military
District, No. 10.

3. “ That shortly thereafter the Brigade Major of the
1oth District received an unofficial letter stating that
the troop was noted as in the 5th District of which
letter I was made aware in an unofficial manner some
months after.

4. “That'I applied to the Commandant as to whether
I was to act upon the unofficial letter or upon the
general order placing the troop at Toronto, and that
the Commandant informed me that he had spoken to
His Excellency, the Commander-in-Chief, and that I
was to consider my troop in the 1oth District until
transferred by order of His Excellency.

5. “That I accordingly informed the Brigade Major of
the 10th District of my intention todrill in June last, that
he was present every day during the drill and inspected
the arms, both swords and pistols, and was perfectly
satisfied with the arms and drill.

6. “That on the completion of the drill I gave him
the pay lists, signed, for him to certify, when he returned
them with the enclosed copy of letter, and refused to
certify to them, he saying that he was not the Brigade
Major for my District.
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7. “ That the men of my troop have been kept out of
their pay for several weeks on account of this misunder-
standing, and one which I and the troop under my com-
mand could not avoid, as we have only acted under the
general orders and the orders of the commandant.”

Shortly after, this matter was put right and my men
received their pay.

The first large review of the active force at Toronto

. took place on October 8th, 1863. The city council
gave a grant of $1,000 to help to pay the expenses of
the outside corps. A strong force turned out. There
were two brigades. The first, commanded by Colonel
Peacocke of the 16th Foot, consisted of his regiment, of
a battery of Royal Artillery, and three battalions of
active militia. The second brigade was commanded by
my father and consisted of five troops of cavalry, the
militia field battery, the naval brigade, and four
battalions of militia infantry. Major-General Lindsay
came up from Montreal to take the command. The
review was quite a success.
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DURING the years 1862-3-4-5, the war in the United
States was going on, and I watched it with great inter-
est, trying to learn as many lessons as possible from the
practical working of new conditions, caused by rifled
fire-arms, revolvers, telegraphs, railways, etc. In the
last year of the war there were a number of escaped
prisoners, and after the war a number of refugees who
visited Canada, including Jefferson Davis, Generals
Breckenridge, Jubal A. Early, McCausland, Richard
Taylor, John B. Hood, Heth,W. S. Preston, and many
other officers of lower rank, with whom I was in the habit
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of frequently discussing military matters, thereby gather-
ing a great amount of knowledge of the practical
working of the military art under modern conditions.
General Jubal A. Early, who was one of the ablest of
the Southern leaders, lived in Toronto and at Drum-
mondyville for a couple of years. We became very close
friends and he was often at my house. We used to
discuss military problems for hours together and I found
it a great education to have the shrewd practical
experience of a very able general brought to bear on all
modern theories.

Colonel Jacob Thompson, who had been secretary of
the interior in Buchanan’s Government, was for some
time the Confederate commissioner in Canada, and lived)&( p
for many months at the Queen’s Hotel, Toronto. At the ﬂ/mﬂ
same time, there were a number of spies of the Federal . ° :
Government sent there to watch him and all who spoke Vo
to him, I heard that at one time some twenty to thirty,
both men and women, lived in the hotel. I became
very friendly with Colonel Thompson, and he used to
visit at my house. I was a strong friend of the Southern
refugees who were exiled in our country, and I treated
them with the hospitality due to unfortunate strangers| <
driven from their homes.

/’ Colonel Thompson had the greatest difficulty in keep-
" ing up any communication with his Government in} w0
Richmond. Any persons seen communicating with him N
-

SLea,

about the hotel, and then observed leaving by train,V‘G)\‘L
were shadowed by the United States secret service men, |,
and on crossing the border were arrested, tried as spies, '{[ ¥
and several were executed/ Captain Beale and Captain -

/
i,

£
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Kennedy were both captured in this way and tried and
hanged.

On January 4th, 18635, an officer from Richmond,
Virginia, arrived safely in Toronto with papers neces-
sary for the defence of the raiders who were on trial here
for the St. Albans and Lake Erie raids. He thought
when he reached Toronto that he was quite safe, and
registered his own name and address in the Queen’s
Hotel register, “Lieutenant S. B. Davis, C. S. Army,
Richmond, Virginia.” He asked at once for Colonel
Thompson’s room, and was shown up. He announced
his mission and handed out his despatches. Colonel
Thompson’s first words. were: “Did any one see you
coming in here?” He could not say. “Did you put
your name in the register?” “Yes.” “How?” He told
him. “That is very unfortunate,” said Colonel Thomp-
son. He got Mr. Davis into the room assigned him, and
told him not to move out of it till his secretary, Mr.
Cleary, went for him. He then sent Mr. Cleary to see
me, and to ask me if I would let Lieutenant Davis stay
in hiding at my house till he left to go back to Rich-
mond. I assented, and after it was dark he slipped out,
Mr. Cleary following him, and when it was certain that
they were not followed, they came out to my house,
Lieutenant Davis stayed with me for four or five days,
until Colonel Thompson was ready to send him back.
He kept in the house and only went out for exercise
after dark.

The best plan for him to carry back despatches was
carefully considered. The Federal officers had learned
nearly every trick of searching prisoners. Boots and
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collars were cut open, and folds of cloth in the clothing
#verywhere examined. Buttons were taken to pieces
fand carefully scanned under magnifying glasses, for
/they had sometimes fastened up in buttons reduced
/ photographs of writing, which were afterwards read
| under powerful glasses. An idea struck me which I
| explained to Colonel Thompson. It was to write the
| despatches on thin white silk in pencil, and sew them
| in the back of the coat or vest, and in the sleeve near
\ the elbow. The silk could not be felt, nor would it
rustle, and we found that an ordinary wetting would not
wash out the pencil writing. This plan was decided on,
and the despatches neatly written in pencil on five
pieces of very thin silk.

Colonel Thompson wished to see Lieutenant Davis
before he started, and the difficulty was to arrange this
so as not to attract the attention of the spies in the
hotel. It was planned that Colonel Thompson and Mr.
Cleary were to go to their rooms at the usual time,
pretend to go to bed, put out their lights, and then,
an hour or so after, slip out of the side door and
walk up some distance till they found a cab, and
then drive out to my place. They arrived about
1 am., and from then till about 4 a.m. my wife
was engaged, under Colonel Thompson’s supervision,
sewing in the despatches in Mr. Davis’ coat and vest.
I had got a friend to obtain a passport in his own name
from the United States consul, and Mr. Davis, who was
a fair haired man, had his hair dyed a deep black. He
was about twenty years of age, a gallant officer who had
been shot through the body and nearly killed at the

CONFEDERATE OFFICERS 61



62 _ SOLDIERING IN CANADA

brilliant Southern charge upon the Federal position at
Gettysburg. He had a scar on his cheek caused by
another wound, but not a very conspicuous one. He
had been aide-de-camp to General Winder, who com-
manded the celebrated prison at Andersonville in the
last year of the war, and was well known to the Northern
prisoners confined in that prison.

Everything was prepared at 4 a.m., and Colonel
Thompson and Mr. Cleary left. About § a.m. Davis and
I walked through the fields to my father’s, and I drove
him from there in a sleigh to Mimico, and left him in
the dark about one hundred yards from the station, so
that no one should see us together. He got off safely,
escaped all the spies on the frontier and in the trains,
and was rapidly approaching the border of his own
country when, as ill luck would have it, he met a
number of liberated prisoners who were coming north
to their homes from Andersonville. No fewer than
10,000 had been liberated, and every station was
swarming with them. He was recognized by the scar,
in spite of his dyed hair, arrested, carefully searched,
his clothes and boots cut open, his buttons examined,
and nothing found but his passport. He was locked
up in a room, and at once took out the despatches and
burned them.

He was tried as a spy. In the course of his trial, the
Judge Advocate said that he (the spy) was brave till
captured, but now he asked pity and tried to work on
the feelings of the court. The newspapers of the next
day contained young Davis’ speech, made, be it remem-
bered, by a lad of barely twenty years of age, who had
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never made a speech before in his life. It is such a
gallant, manly statement, that I will give some extracts.

“Gentlemen,—You cannot make me out a spy when
I am convicted simply of carrying despatches. I can
prove they were despatches by the prisoners with whom
I was confined at Newark, and by British subjects in
Canada.

“ They know they contained nothing injurious to the
United States Government. There was, so far as I

know, nothing in either of the despatches I took, or ;
that I was carrying back that could in the least interfere ¢

with the United States or give benefit to the
Confederate Government. What I have to say may
have little weight upon the decision of this court. I
hope and believe you are impartial and just men serving
your country as best you may, so I have done, and if it
should be my fate to die upon the gallows or by the
musketry of an enemy, I can look to God with a clear
conscience and look every man in the face that ever
breathed, and know that I died innocent of the charge
alleged against me. Yes, gentlemen, you may shoot or
hang and launch me into eternity before the bar of God
now or whenever it may seem fit; but gentlemen, that
moment the muskets fire or the trap door falls, an
innocent man is launched into eternity.

“Gentlemen, I do not ask pity. My heart fears
nothing on this earth, I am no coward ; I, like the rest
of you, have faced bullets before to-day. Some of you
have marks of them, I can show them too. I ask not
for pity, I ask but for justice. If in justice you or any
other court of God’s globe can make me out a spy,
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hang me gentlemen, I am not afraid to die. Young as
I am, scarcely verged into manhood, I would like to
live ; but gentlemen I am no coward, and I deem one
who would stand here before his fellowmen, before
soldiers who have faced the foe and felt bullets and ask
pity does not deserve the name of man.

“] fear not death and I can goto the judgment bar of
God now, to-morrow, or whenever it may please the
chief magistrate of this country to say go.”

The trial was over, he was found guilty and sentenced
to bé hanged. His manly conduct before the court and
his youth created a great sympathy in his favour and his
life was saved by Abraham Lincoln in spite of all the
efforts of Edwin Stanton, Secretary of War,' who seemed
determined he should be executed. Abraham Lincoln’s
telegram which stopped Lieutenant Davis’ execution
was very ambiguous in its wording, and it was believed
he did it purposely to save Davis’ life, and yet be
able to show Stanton that there was a misunderstand-
ing. Itread as follows :—

EXECUTIVE MANSION,

February 13th, 1863.
Major-General Hooker :— ’ >

Is it not Lieutenant S. B. Davis convicted as a rebel spy, whose
sentence has been commuted ; if not let it not be done. Is there
not another person connected with him also in trouble.

A. LINCOLN.

Attempts were made while he was under sentence of
death to get him to give information of the substance of
hisdespatches. This in the face of death he refused to do.

A newspaper in Virginia many years after gave an
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account of the affair under the heading, “Was this
another Andre case.” The article began with these
words:

“Lieutenant S. B. Davis of the Confederate service
probably came the nearest of any officer on either side,
to playing the réle of the Andre of the rebellion.”

And the ending was:

“To the end he kept the secret of his mission to the
Ohio.”

Talking of this matter with Mr. Jefferson Davis at
Beauvoir in 1882, he spoke very highly to me of
Lieutenant Davis (who was not related to him) saying
that he was a gallant true officer.

I have described this incident fully as an interesting
example of the danger and difficulty of secret service.
I had the satisfaction some years after of meeting
Lieutenant Davis in Alexandria, Virginia, and spending
an evening at his house, where I made the acquaintance
of his wife and children. When I last heard of him a
few years ago, he was Captain of a passenger steamer
plying between Washington and Fortress Monroe.

While on this subject of the Civil war I will mention
a few recollections of the senior officers on the Southern
side. Of them all I knew General Early most intimately.
He was a very able General of great experience. He
commanded a brigade in the first battle of Bull Run
where he did good service, and in all the campaigns in
Virginia he proved himself a brilliant and energetic
officer. When General Lee moved from Fredericksburg
to Chancellorsville in May, 1863 to meet General
Hooker’s advance on his left flank he chose General
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Early to endeavour to hold General Sedgwick in check.
This he had to attempt with a very inferior force. His
work was so well done that when in 1864, General
Lee detached a force to the Shenandoah Valley to
fulfil the ro6le played there by General Stonewall
Jackson in 1862, he chose General Early to command
it. 'He performed this duty boldly and skilfully and
was able to drive in the Northern troops upon Wash-
ington so completely as to come within sight of the
dome of the Capitol and within range of the artillery
upon the fortifications. This was a bold exploit for a
General who had less than 10,000 muskets in his com-
mand. During the whole summer and winter of 1864
Early kept a Northern army three times greater than his
own in check.

He was very extreme in his views. When General
Lee surrendered he tried to join Joseph E. Johnston,
who also surrendered before he reached him. He then
started for the other side of the Mississippi to join the
army of General Kirby Smith, and as it also surrendered
before his arrival, he rode on to Mexico and left the
country, rather than submit to the rule of his enemies.
He was a thorough specimen of the unreconstructed
Virginian rebel, of whom the song says:—

“I'm a real old rebel that’s just what I am,
And I won't be reconstructed and I don’t care a d—n.”

I corresponded with him at intervals as long as he
lived. I last saw him in March, 1882, at New Orleans,
where he introduced me to General George T.
Beauregard, and while in New Orleans I saw them both
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several times. I was not impressed with General Beau-
regard. He was a pleasant, agreeable, courteous
gentleman of French extraction, but not a man of
anything like the military capacity of Early.

The Hon. Jas. M. Mason, formerly U. S. Senator and
Confederate States representative in England, who with
Mr. Slidell, had been taken off the British steamer

Trent, lived in Toronto for a considerable time and A~

afterwards at the town of Niagara. He was another
with whom I became very intimate. He and Early and
Major Helm, who had been Confederate agent at
Havana, were often at my house.

When General Early escaped by way of Mexico and
came around to Canada he happened to arrive in
Montreal the same day that General Sherman of the
U. S. army arrived. The General commanding the
forces in Canada, Sir John Michel, naturally called upon
General Sherman and held a review of the troops in his
honour. General Early was entirely ignored. This first
experience evidently irritated him, and when he came
to Toronto and it became known he was in the city, a
number of prominent citizens called.on him and offered
him hospitalities. He refused all invitations and my
house was the only Canadian house he ever went to.

One morning I went to see General Early, and after
we had been chatting a few minutes he looked over
some papers on the table, picked out one and pointing
out an item said: “Read that” It®was a Southern
newswaper and the item was an anecdote of General
Early, told on the authority of one of his staff officers.

The story was told that in the Valley of "the

N
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Shenandoah during the winter of 1864-5 while Early
was there in command, he electrified his staff one
Sunday morning by announcing his intention of going
to church. Several of his staff went with him. The
clergyman happened to preach a sermon that day on
the resurrection and drew a very vivid picture of the
scene and of all the departed rising by millions in their
white shrouds. “What would be your feelings my dear
brethren on that day? What would be your feelings at
seeing all the dear ones who have gone before rising
on that dread occasion? What would be your feelings
at seeing those of our brethren, those gallant ones who
have given up their lives for our beloved country, rising
in their thousands and marching in solemn procession ?
What would you think my brethren?” General Early
turned to his staff officer and said: “ I would conscript
every d—d one of them.”

I read the paragraph, looked very seriously at the
General and said: “Is that story true, General?” He
faughed and said: “I am afraid it is Colonel, but what
right had that fellow to go and tell it to the papers, that
is enough to destroy a man’s reputation for piety. The
preacher kept on asking how I would feel, I wanted
men that last winter very badly, and it was a very
natural thought.”

When Jefferson Davis was released from Fortress
Monroe on bail in 1867, after two years. imprisonment,
he came at once to Montreal and. after a day or two, on
to Toronto. I heard a couple of hours before the
steamer arrived that Mr. Davis was coming on her. 1
went around and started a number of friends to pass

* st
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the word through the city for as many as possible to

come down to the wharf and give him a reception. By -

the time the vessel arrived a crowd of several thousand L

people filled the landing place. I got on a pile of coal

with a number of friends to give the signal and start /-
. /
the crowd to cheer. As Mr. Davis appeared on the

gangway with Messrs, Mason and Helm, I was so
astonished at the emaciation and weakness of Mr. Davis
who looked like a dying man, that I said to a friend
near me, “ They have killed him,” and then I called for
cheers which were most enthusiastically given, and
nothing could have been more cordial and kindly than
the welcome he got.

An hour or two after Mr. Mason called for me and
took me up to meet Mr. Davis, and introduced me
to him, and invited me to go over on the afternoon boat
with them to Niagara, where Mr. Davis was to spend
some time with Mr. Mason, who was then living
there.

The party consisted of Mr. Davis, Mr. Mason,
General Early, Captain Winder, of Baltimore, and
myself. I remember as we were walking from the
wharf at Niagara, up to Mr. Mason’s house, Mr. Davis
noticed a large United States flag on Fort Niagara just
across the river and pointing it out he said to Mr.
Mason, “Look there Mason, there is the gridiron we
have been fried on.”

Mr. Davis was serenaded by the people of Niagara,
headed by the town band. He was much touched by
the spontaneous mark of respect paid to him and spoke
his thanks in the following words :
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“Gentlemen, I thank you sincerely for the henour
you have this evening shown to me; it shows that true
British manhood to which misfortune is always attrac-
tive. May peace and prosperity be forever the blessing
of Canada, for she has been the asylum for many of my

¥ friends, as sheis now an asylum to myself. I hope that
Canada may forever remain a part of the British
Empire, and may God bless you all, and the British flag
never cease to wave over you.”

On his return to Toronto Mr. Davis remained several
days, being loudly cheered by the people on the streets
whenever he appeared.

Mr. Davis visited Montreal again in June, 1881, and
went home by way of Toronto in order to spend a day
with me. On leaving he cordially invited me to go
down to Beauvoir the following winter and pay him a
visit, and in March, 1882, my wife and I went to New
Orleans and on to Beauvoir, a beautiful place on the
Gulf of Mexico. Here we spent a week, and on the
broad veranda, looking through the orange and
magnolia trees upon the sea, we sat by the hour
discussing the events of the war, and the inside history
of it from the Southern side.

Mr. Davis told me that he had no desire to be
President of the Confederacy and wished to avoid it,
as he was more anxious to take a command in the field.
He was a thoroughly trained West Point graduate, and
had won a great reputation by his handling of his men
at the battle of Buena Vista in the Mexican war. He
told me that he thought he had it arranged that Howell
Cobb was to be President, but when the convention
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met at Montgomery he in his absence was chosen
unanimously. He told me he would much rather have
been in command of an army. I made the remark that
perhaps the Southern people wanted a man who would
fight it out obstinately to the very last. “ Well, Colonel,”
he replied with a smile, “if that was what they wanted,
that was what they got.”

One day when discussing various Southern generals,
I mentioned Joseph E. Johnston,and said: “Mr. Davis,
perhaps you can give me some explanation of a matter
that has always been very puzzling to me. I have
noticed that General Joseph E. Johnston has always had
a high reputation among the people generally, and in
the press as an able, clever, commanding general.
This reputation he has held with the masses of the
people through the war and since. I have studied all
his campaigns very carefully, and I cannot find any
justification for ranking him above mediocrity, and it
has always been a great puzzle to me. Can you give
any reason for it?”

Mr. Davis replied : “ Your estimate of his capacity is
quite accurate. He was thought to have done fairly
well at Bull Run, and this was at the outset, and had
great influence on the public mind, but the real cause of
his reputation was the fact that he surrounded himself
with newspaper men and writers, and he explained to
them all his movements on highly scientific principles
which read well in print,and when he was retreating and
falling back and losing territory and morale, he had
explanations so complete and scientific that the public
never properly understood. You are quite right, his



72 SOLDIERING IN CANADA

campaigns do not show any great military ability. He
is much overrated.”

I once asked bluff old General Early his estimate of
General Joseph E. Johnston. His reply was character-
istic, “Lord, God! Colonel, the man would not fight.
He would not fight. You can’t call a man a soldier or
a General who will not fight, who retreats always. He
was no general.”

Mr. Davis had a very high opinion of General
Albert Sydney Johnston. He was under the impression
that if he had lived he would have achieved the greatest
reputation of all. This feeling I found universal among
those who had known Albert Sydney Johnston, still the
point was never proved, as Johnston was killed in his
first action,

Mrs. Jefferson Davis is an exceedingly clever and
accomplished lady, and I enjoyed immensely talking
over incidents of the war and listening to her
anecdotes of the various prominent men, which she
told in a most humorous and witty manner. I have
heard that when she was a young woman, when her
husband was the Secretary of State for War in the
Cabinet at Washington, her wit and brilliancy and lively
remarks made her unpopular with some. She was Mr,
Davis’ second wife, and the prominent position she held
as a Cabinet Minister’s wife was rather trying to her,
being then quite young. She evidently did not like
General Winfield Scott. She told me he was a very
tall, large man. I believe he stood about six feet four
inches. He had not long before been commanding the
United States’ army in the Mexican war. He had
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served in the war of 1812-14 in Canada and had been
captured at the Battle of Queenston Heights. He was
a man of sixty-seven or sixty-eight years of age when
Mr. Davis was made Secretary of State for War. Mrs.
Davis told me he was very pompous, egotistical and
overbearing and somewhat rude in his manners. As
wife of the Secretary of War she was necessarily thrown
in contact with him and sometimes had to entertain Lim
at dinner. She had noticed that at table if any dish
dissatisfied him he would mutter “ tut! tut!” and show
unmistakably his displeasure without the slightest
regard for the feelings of his hostess.

She told me that when she first invited him to dine,
she was in great trepidation knowing what an epicure
he was. So, thinking if the soup was right it would
please him, she went to his house the morning of her
dinner and saw the General’s cook who had a great
reputation in Washington as a chef, and telling him
that the General was coming to dine with her and
would not be at home to dinner, said she would give
him five dollars if he would only come and prepare the
soup of a special kind which the General particularly
liked. This was done.

When the hour of dinner arrived the Commander-in-
Chief took the hostess in to dinner and sat on her right.
The soup was passed around. General Scott took his
spoon, tasted it, put the spoon down with an air of
disgust, said “tut! tut! tut! tut!” and let everyone near
see that he was dissatisfied. Mrs. Davis turned to him
sweetly and said, “Is there anything wrong with the
soup, General2” “Itis not good,” he replied. “It is
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useless for anyone to attempt to make that soup. I
only know of one cook who can makeit” Mrs. Davis
said most amiably, “I am so sorry, General, that the soup
is not good. I was so anxious to have your favourite
soup, and so anxious that it should be just right, that I
went and asked your own cook, as a great favour to me,
and to make things pleasant for you, to come and make
the soup for the dinner. I am very sorry indeed that
my efforts have been a failure.”

General Scott made no more complaints, but relations
between him and Mrs. Davis were strained, and evidently
from the mischievous way she told me the story, it must
have been a well-known joke on the General in Wash-
ington society.

In her memoirs of her husband, Mrs. Davis recalls a
remark, made about the year 1845, by General Gaines,
who was asked what he thought of General Scott’s plan
of retaining the French words of command in his “System
of Tactics.” He responded in his hesitating way: “I
a think sir, that the English language is a
sufficiently copious to express a all
the ideas that a General Scott will ever have.”

I was also fortunate enough to meet another of the
great leaders of the war—General Robert E. Lee. Of all
the men who have lived during my time, there were
three whom, of all others, I should have liked to have
met and spoken to. General Lee was one, the others
Bismarck and Garibaldi; the latter two I never saw,
but i Thad I doubt if my opinion of them would have
risen immensely as was my experience in meeting
_Lgeneral Lee.
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In 1868 I took the liberty of sending him a copy of
my work on “Modern Cavalry” published that year.
As it referred largely to campaigns in which he was
engaged I thought he might be interested in it. [
received a polite note thanking me for it, and saying
he would read it, and that he had no doubt he would
receive valuable information from it. I naturally con-
cluded he was having a little quiet fun out of me for
sending him, the greatest soldier of the age, my views
as to how cavalry should be organized, armed and
employed in war, and more particularly as I knew he
had been a colonel of cavalry.

Two years after, in March, 1870, I was inVirginia and
spent a day with General Fitzhugh Lee at Alexandria. I
had been introduced to him by General Early, and had
had some correspondence with him. I was going on to
Richmond and General Fitzhugh Lee said I should go to
Lexington to see General Robert E. I.ee. He said he
would write to his uncle, which he did,and it was arranged
for me to go. I went down and spent part of two days
with the great soldier. I had met Major Jed. Hotchkiss,
topographical engineer to Stonewall Jackson and Early,
as well as to General Lee, and told him I was going to see
the General. 1 also mentioned the General’s letter to
me and my impression that he had been giving me
a little gibe in saying that he expected to gain some
information from my book.

Major Hotchkiss at once said: “Colonel, you are
absolutely wrong. You have no idea of the General’s
. character if you think that. When you have seen him
you will know better. He is a singularly modest man,
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and what he said was in perfect good faith and fully
meant.”

General Lee impressed all who approached him. I
have .seen some men whom the world esteems great
men, but no man ever impressed me as he did. In
stature he was about five feet ten inches, but from his
splendid figure and magnificent carriage, as well as from
the massive appearance of his head, he seemed much
taller. He looked the very personification of high and
pure intelligence. No one could fail to be at once
impressed, nay awed, by the calm majesty of his intellect,
while there was an almost childlike simplicity and kind-
ness of manner that won upon you at once. You could
not conceive of him having any ordinary human wecak-
ness. He was one of those men that made the ancients
believe in demi-gods.

General John B. Gordon who served under him andin
close association, who was with him at Appomatox,
spoke of him in these words at a memorial meeting at
Richmond in 1870 :—

“Of no man whom it has ever been my fortune to
meet can it be so truthfully said, that, grand as might be
your conception of the man before, he arose in incom-
parable majesty on more familiar acquaintance. This
can be affirmed of few men who have ever lived or died,
and of no other man whom it has been my fortune to
approach. Like Niagara, the more you gazed the
more its grandeur grew upon you, the more its majesty
expanded, and filled your spirit with a full satisfaction,
that left a perfect delight without the slightest feeling
of oppression. Grandly majestic and dignified in all



CONFEDERATE OFFICERS 77

his deportment he was as genial as the sunlight of May,
and not a ray of that cordial social intercourse but
brought warmth to the heart, as it did light to the
understanding.”

General Lee’s manner was of the old fashioned stately
type of a hundred years ago. He always spoke of his
wife as “Mistress” Lee, not Mrs. As an illustration of
his courtesy and deference to his invalid wife, as well as
of thoughtful kindness and consideration to me, a
stranger, I may mention that, before leaving Richmond,
I had bought a photograph of the General, and when
chatting with the family in the evening I brought
out the photograph, and asked the General if he
would kindly give me his autograph upon it. He
said in a humorous way, “That is a matter that will
have to be left to Mistress Lee” (who was sitting in
her invalid chair near us knitting), “for she must
always approve of my photographs before I sign
them.” He took the photograph and showed it to her.
She examined it carefully and said, “That is a very
good one, but I think, Robert, that those you had taken
last are better.” “Very well then,” said the General,
“Will you not give Colonel Denison one of them?”
“Certainly,” she replied, and the General wheeled her
in her chair out of the room. They returned in a
few minutes when to my surprise he gave me one
of the later ones with the words, “ Lieut.-Colonel
Denison with the compliments of R. E. Lee,” written on
it, saying “That is for you;” then he handed me another
like it, similarly inscribed, for my wife. He also gave
me another, with his autograph, taken when he was a



78 SOLDIERING IN CANADA

young man, saying. “Perhaps Mrs. Denison would like
to see what I looked like when I was young ” and finally
he gave me the one I had brought with his autograph on
it, saying in a joking way. “Mistress Lee permitted me
to sign that also.” 1 shall never forget the kindly way
in which the whole thing was done. He saw that I was
shy about asking for his autograph and would prize
it, so he let me have four.

After I came home my wife gave one to a lady friend,
who was anxious to have one. I gave one to an old
friend, Viscount Dillon,of Dytchley, the head of the Lee
family in England. And many years after General Lee’s
death, hearing Lord Wolseley speaking in warm terms
of General Lee, and wishing that he had an autograph of
his I sent one to him, so that I have only retained the
one especially given to me.

General Lee gave mea very interesting account of his
reasons for bringing on the battle of Mechanicsville on
June 26th, 1862. He told me of Stonewall Jackson’s
secret visit to him near Richmond, and of their
concerted plan for Jackson’s troops to fall upon the
right flank and rear of the Federal lines, while he
with a large part of his army attacked them at
Mechanicsville.  This combined attack was to take
place on June 26th.

Having arranged between them this plan, General
Jackson left with the same secrecy and rejoined his troops.
On the morning of the 26th General Lee’s main army was
massed on his extreme left, ready to attack Mechanics-
ville. Huger and Magruder were ordered to hold their
positions south of the Chickahominy in the lines before
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Richmond. General Lee told me that he waited in that
position all the earlier part of the day, expecting that
every moment Jackson would open upon the enemy in
‘their rear. As the hours passed on he became anxious,
particularly as the position and numbers of his troops
could be seen by the Federals from their lines. He said
that his great fear was that McClellan seeing the mass of
his (Lee’s) troops on the extreme left and that compara-
tively few men were between him and Richmond, might
take the initiative, and by vigorous attack probably break
through the thinly-manned lines of Huger and Mag-
ruder, who were guarding the direct road to the Confed-
erate Capitol.

General Lee, therefore, decided that it was absolutely
necessary to commence an attack on McClellan’s right
at Mechanicsville, in order to occupy his attention and
make him uneasy as to his communications, so as to
prevent him taking the initiative. “I did not think it
safe to wait another night,” said the General, “and”
(raising his left hand open and moving it forward) “I
knew by pressing vigorously on his right it would keep
him occupied, and prevent him making an attack on my
own right where I was but ill-prepared to meet it. I
therefore ordered the attack and kept it up till nightfall,
driving the Federals back from Mechanicsville to Beaver
Dams. The next morning I had to renew the attack for
the same reasons that induced me to begin it,and as soon
as Jackson's troops came up in the rear, it relieved the
pressure upon my men, and that afternoon we won the
battle of Gaines Mill.” I asked him how it was that
General Jackson did not arrivein time. He replied that it
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was not his fault and spoke in the highest terms of him.

He said that Jackson thought that other men could press

on and annihilate space as he could himself, which was

more than could be expected. Trains getting off the-
track and difficulties caused by the roads had also
delayed him as well as time lost while he was coming
to Richmond and returning.

I shall never forget the grand old soldier explaining
his position, and his views about the matter, gesticulat-
ing quietly with his right hand and his left while he
illustrated the movements of the two wings of his army.
I could easily see how thoroughly he was master of the
situation, calculating everything, divining almost by
inspiration the thoughts of his opponent.

The General took me to morning service with him on
Sunday. There were historic names in that little church.
Besides the great hero himself, in the next pew sat his
oldest son, General Custis Lee, a gallant soldier and true
gentleman, while a near pew belonged to the celebrated
Commodore Maury, the author. I was much struck with
the appearance of the clergyman, a fine manly-looking
old gentleman with grey hair and beard, about fifty-five
or sixty years of age. Having returned to the house
after service I was walking across the hall where General
Lee and the minister happened to be standing talking
together. As I was passing the General said, “Allow
me, Colonel, to introduce you to our minister, General
Pendleton.” I shook hands with him, and then knew
for the first time that the clergyman who had officiated
in the pulpit was the celebrated general, who had been
chief of artillery to Lee during a great portion of the
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war, and whose name so often appeared in the reports
at the time.

I asked General Lee to come up to Canada and pay us
a visit in Toronto, and strongly urged him, saying that
he would be well received and that the change would do
him good. His reply was very gratifying to me. He
said, “I am sure I would be kindly received in Toronto.
I met Mr. Jefferson Davis when he came down to
Richmond to stand his trial. It was a few months after
his warm reception in Toronto. He told me he had
been hooted at in the stations throughout the Northern
States on his way up to Canada, that he had arrived in
Montreal without notice, but that when he reached
Toronto he was received with the greatest enthusiasm,
and for the first time since his capture two years before,
he drew a full breath, and felt that he was once more
breathing free air. He said he instantly felt better,
and told me earnestly that he believed it saved his life.”

General Lee did not say positively that he would not
come, but spoke of difficulties. When I came home I
told Mrs. John Hillyard Cameron, of Toronto, of the
conversation and asked her as an old friend of General
Lee’s in her childhood to write and urge him to come.
She did so and he agreed to come up in October. One
of his daughters came ahead of him as far as Detroit,
to visit some friends for a week or two. He was to
follow to Toronto, where she was to meet him. I was
looking forward to his coming when we heard of his
sudden illness, followed by his death, which occurred on
the very day we had hoped to see him in Toronto.

The late Captain Boyd of the Maryland troops, another



82 SOLDIERING IN CANADA

Confederate friend of mine, gave me a very interesting
account of his escape from capture by the enemy.
During the advance of General Lee into Pennsylvania he
obtained leave of absence that he might go into the
enemy’s lines to the town of Frederick, where his mother
lived. He went disguised in civilian’s clothes, but had
not been there long when some Union woman in the
town recognized him and informed the Federal troops.
The officer commanding sent a party to his mother’s
house to arrest him. They went to the next door first,
so he knew they were coming after him. He arranged
his plan and when they knocked at the door, he opened
it promptly and asked what they wanted. He was told
they had been sent to arrest a rebel officer, who they had
been informed, was concealed in the house. He told
them it was quite a mistake, that they were loyal people
and requested the officer to search the house carefully.
They went over the whole place, Captain Boyd assisting
them, and after convincing them there was no one
concealed, he gave them something to drink, and
requesting them not to believe any more stories reflect-
ing on his loyalty, he politely bowed them out and then
immediately went to the rear of the house, mounted a
horse and rode off about ten minutes before the party
returned to arrest him, having in the meantime discovered
their error.
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I HAVE already mentioned that in the pamphlet I
published in November, 1861, I expressed the fear that
at the close of the civil war a large body of drilled men
would be thrown out of employment and might be
induced to make filibustering expeditions. At that
time the Fenian organization was not publicly known.
At the close of the war, however, the movement began
to attract a good deal of attention. We heard of men
drilling all over the States and of Fenian circles being
formed, while open threats were made of attacking
Canada. All during the autumn of 1865, and winter of
1865-6 they were very active, and went so far as to form
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an Irish Republic in the United States. It was a
republic without a territory. A large mansion was rented
in New York, the Irish flag hoisted over it, a President
elected with all the officers of state, bonds issued to raise
money, and I have heard that armed sentries in Irish
uniforms mounted guard in front of the offices.

In spite of all these known preparations, in the face of
all these threats, with the want of foresight in military
| matters which generally characterizes political rulers,
while the Fenians went on preparing, we did nothing.

I was so convinced that we should have some campaign-
ing in the spring, and so anxious that my corps should be
prepared to do outpost duty properly, that I thought it
advisable to prepare a manual of outpost duties for the
use of the men, giving in a compact form the recognized
principles which governed such work. I commenced it
about the middle of February and had it all written
before March 1st, 1866, and in the printer’s hands
during the first week of that month. It was published
and in the shops for sale on the 21st. I had an edition
of five hundred printed so that besides the sixty Iwanted
for my own corps, there should be sufficient to supply the
wants of those who wished to purchase them. The whole
edition was soon exhausted. This work was favourably
reviewed in some of the English and in many of the
Canadian papers, and I received complimentary letters
from a number of distinguished officers, including
Generals Early and Breckenridge.

In March, 1866, the Government suddenly became
alarmed, and ordered out 10,000 men. Colonel Patrick
L. Macdougall, then Adjutant-General in command of the
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militia, ordered out enough corps to fill this quota. The
next day the returns were sent in and it was found that
about 14,000 men were under arms. The surplus was
caused by the regiments turning out over strength,
through discharged men coming back to the colours on
the call to arms,

My corps was out for about three weeks drilling every
day, the men being billetted about the city in hotels for
their meals, their horses stabled at the show grounds
near the asylum. After about three weeks we were
relieved of further duty, and for a couple of months we
were allowed to drill two half days each week, for which
we received an allowance. During all this time no
preparation of any kind for campaigning was made, no
organizing done, no staff officers appointed, no stores
or equipments prepared and practically everything
neglected. The rifle companies all over the country
were scattered and had no connection with each other.
They were not told off into battalions, nor officers
carefully picked out to command the battalions; and
during all March, April and May in the face of
constant and alarming indications of danger, nothing
was done.

I had foreseen the danger and had for two or three
years been trying to get permission to increase my troop
to a squadron, but without success. That April a new
troop recently organized in Montreal under the name of
“The Royal Guides,” received the title of “Governor-
General’s Body Guard” and was given precedence over
all the corps of cavalry in the Dominion. I hadin 1861
sent in a memorial asking for the same honour on the
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ground of the long services and absolute seniority of my
troop, and it was pigeonholed. I was naturally indig-
nant at the injustice, and went at once to Ottawa, saw Sir
John A. Macdonald, Sir A. T. Galt, Thomas D’Arcy
McGee, and other friends in the Cabinet, showed the
unfairness of the treatment, and the matter was settled
by my corps also getting the rank and title for Ontario.
“The Royal Guides” was one of those meteoric or comet-
like corps, which flash across the firmament with great
brilliancy and then disappear. It vanished two or three
years after, and some time after my corps was gazetted
as the “Body Guard” for the Dominion.

This difficulty was hardly arranged before I became
still more anxious about the prospect of a Fenian attack,
and about May 1oth or 12th, I knew the raid was
coming. An old friend of mine, a Canadian, had gone
to the States some years before and was engaged on
various newspapers until it was either forgotten, or not
known that he was a Canadian. In May, 1866, he was
on the staff of one of the most important New York
dailies, and the editor of this paper was well informed of
the designs of the Fenians. He knew that a raid was
going to take place at Fort Erie at the end of May,and
he sent my friend as a correspondent to Toronto, to be
prepared to furnish him with the fullest news at the first
moment operations commenced. Naturally the corres-
pondent, as an old friend, came to see me and was often
at my house. He soon saw that nothing was being
done and that we should be taken completely by surprise.
His loyalty asa Canadian overcame him and he divulged
the whole information to me in confidence that I would
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not betray him, in order that I should convey the infor-
mation to Sir John A. Macdonald and the militaryauthori-
ties. I wrote to Sir John and I also wrote to Colonel
Macdougall, giving them the information, and I earnestly
requested that I might have Spenser carbines for my
men, and suggested that my corps should be sent over
to picket the frontier near Fort Erie.

Colonel Macdougall, Adjt.-General, wrote me under
- date May 15th, 1866 :—

“The Spenser rifles question generally has been
discussed. I have sent a report on the subject to the
Minister of Militia, but I think it improbable that the
Government will supply any of the volunteer force with
these arms. I have noted your offer to picket the
frontier, but I hope I shall have no occasion to remind
you of it.” _ .

About a fortnight after I received this letter my infor-
mation was verified. The raid took place at the time
stated and my corps was sent to the very spot I had
said, only too late to be of any real service. Nothing
could show more clearly the utter want of appreciation
of the real situation than the tone of that letter from
Colonel Macdougall. Matters drifted on in this way until
about May 29th, when the telegraphic news showed
that bodies of men, apparently workmen, were moving
northward from Tennessee. I counted up how long it
would take for them to reach Buffalo, and calculated
the attack would take place Thursday night, the 31st.
The next day there was still further news of men mov-
ing northward from various points. Still the Govern-
ment made no move. On Thursday morning there
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could be no mistake for anyone who understood
military matters ; still nothing was done. I wondered
I received no orders to turn out my corps. I went to
bed Thursday evening feeling positive I should get but
a few hours sleep, and awoke about 6 a.m. without
having been disturbed. I was dressing, when my
brother, the late Lieut.-Colonel Fred C. Denison, then
about nineteen years of age, who was cornet of the
troop, came in and called up to me and said: “1,500
Fenians have landed at Fort Erie. The Queen’s Own
left for Port Colborne about an hour ago. You had
better get to town at once and see if there are no orders
for us to go.”

I had foreseen almost everything accurately, but on
one point I had absolutely failed. The idea never
entered my head that the authorities would send
infantry without any cavalry whatever. 1 should
have known that infantry officers would probably
forget all about the cavalry, but I must confess I
never thought of such a thing. I do not blame my-
self for not foreseeing this, for I was still a young man,
only twenty-six, and I had not then that confidence in
the average stupidity of officials which, through long
experience, I have since acquired. I went to town as
quickly as possible, still no orders for the cavalry.
although everyone else seemed to be ordered out. I
had made up my mind to go over as a volunteer on my
own account when, late in the afternoon, I received my
orders.

The Queen’s Own had been ordered out on the
evening of the 31st. Lieut.-Colonel Durie, Deputy
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Adjutant-General received an order to send a provisional
battalion of four hundred men at once to Port
Colborne. The way in which this was done is another
proof of the absolute want of preparation on the part of
the Militia Department. Instead of having everything
thought out and arranged, and officers told off for
various duties with careful consideration of their
capabilities, nothing had been done. Colonel Mac-
dougall simply ordered a provisional battalion to be
sent, that is to say a battalion of four hundred men
picked from different corps and thrown together for the
first time in the face of the enemy. Colonel Durie very
wisely ordered his old regiment, the Queen’s Own ez
bloc with its officers and staff and men accustomed to
each other.

Lieut.-Colonel J. Stoughton Dennis, Brigade-Major of
the sth District, was a very good office man in time of
peace, the exact type of man to be dear to the
official heart, a good red tape courtier, but useless as
a soldier. He was an ambitious man, carefully anxious
not to let any opportunities pass him, and hearing of
the battalion being ordered out, he telecraphed straight
to Colonel Macdougall asking to be sent in command of
it. Colonel Macdougall telegraphed to Lieut.-Colonel
Durie, Deputy Adjutant-General at Toronto, to send
Lieut.-Colonel Dennis in command. He did not know
that the Queen’s Own had been ordered out under their
own officer, Major Gillmor, who had been drilling them
during all the March service, and the two days a
week drill in April and May, and who had the confi-
dence of the officers and men. The result was that the
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Queen’s Own Rifles went off the next morning under
the command of a brigade-major from another district,
with whom they had never before been associated. An-
other remarkable feature was that Dennis had never
been in the infantry in his life, and had only been about
two years in command of a volunteer field battery of
artillery. He was a surveyor by profession. His
appointment created an unpleasant feeling, which had
an indirect but evil influence on the campaign.

About mid-day of this Friday, June 1st, a messenger
came to my office on Jordan street, where I was carrying
on the work of my profession as a barrister, and told
me that Major-General Napier, who then commanded
the Imperial forces of the Upper Canada district, wished
to see me at the brigade office. I went up at once, and
General Napier said he had heard that I knew the
country on the Niagara frontier pretty well. I told
him that I did know it around the Falls and up the
river above Chippewa, as I had, for some years, spent
my summer holidays in that neighbourhood. He asked
me a great many questions, and apparently had very
little information as to the locality, and had no map,
except a large general map of the Province of Upper
Canada, which hung upon the wall of the office.

I knew Colonel Dennis and the Queen’s Own had been
sent that morning to Port Colborne, and saw, from the
General’s questions, that he intended to send Colonel
Peacocke with a force then gathered at Hamilton in the
same direction. I am afraid it was somewhat impudent
of me, but I was so anxious that I thought I would
speak freely, so I said to the General: “I hope you will
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excuse me saying so, sir, but I think you are taking the
wrong line of operations.” He looked at me very sharply,
waited a minute to get his breath, for I think my remark
had a tendency to take it away, and then said in a very
stern tone: “Might I ask you, Major Denison, what
justification you have for making such an extraordinary
remark.” I snapped at the opening and said: “Certainly
sir,” and I walked over to the map and pointed out that
the Fenians were at Fort Erie, the Queen’s Own at Port
Colborne ; that if the Fenians moved rapidly to Chip-
pewa, destroyed the two bridges over the Chippewa
creek, marched along the south side of the creek to
Port Robinson, destroyed the Montrose bridge on the
way, they would, at Port Robinson and Welland, have
the most vulnerable portion of the canal at their mercy ;
that the Chippewa creck would cover one flank and
Lake Erie the other, and they would have the Humber-
stone marsh also to help to protect them from an attack
from the Port Colborne direction. I also pointed out
that by holding Chippewa with its bridges, and the
Montrose bridge, and by operating from Chippewa our
.line of operations would be upon the Fenian flank, and
would threaten their communications and check their
advance, while our communications would be covered.

I think he must have been somewhat impressed by
my remarks, or felt that he did not understand the
country sufficiently to answer them. He _thanked
me very politely and expressed his regret that he had
no permission to order me out with my corps, and I
then left him. He immediately telegraphed to Colonel
Peacocke to go to St. Catharines, and proceed from
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there either to Port Colborne or Chippewa, as he saw fit.
Colonel Peacocke had thought over the matter before
and knew something of the country, and he pushed on
for Chippewa at once and took possession of the
bridges.

To be fair to General Napier, I will finish about this
question of the Chippewa bridges. The next day my
uncle, Lieut.-Colonel Robert B. Denison, was sent in com-
mand of a provisional battalion of thirteen companies of
volunteer militia ‘to Clifton to guard the Suspension
bridge over the Niagara river, and prevent a crossing
there. He was at that point about four and one-half
miles from Chippewa, and knowing the importance of
the post and the bridges, he, on his own authority, sent
two or three companies to Chippewa to hold it. Inaday
or two General Napier came over to look after matters,
and reached Clifton first. He inspected Lieut.-Colonel
Denison’s command and was told that the remainder of
the battalion were at Chippewa guarding the bridges
over the Chippewa creek. He spoke very sharply to
my uncle and said: “Who ordered that?” “No one,”
said my uncle. “I wanted to guard my flank and
preserve the bridges.” The General grumbled some-
what and went on to Fort Erie, crossing the Chippewa
creek on the train.  When he came back to Clifton in
the evening, he sent for Colonel Denison and said: “You
were quite right; those bridges at Chippewa must be
guarded at all hazards. What a country this is where
they call a river larger than the Thames at Richmond a
creek.”

The Chippewa creek, or Welland river, is about 300
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to 400 feet wide, and navigable to large vessels drawing
ten feet, as far as Port Robinson, nine miles up from the
mouth.

About two or three hours after I left the General I
received orders to turn out at once to leave for the
frontier early the next morning. My brother Fred, my
cornet, was a law student in my office, and between us
we did all the work in a prosperous and flourishing law
business which I had worked up since I had been called
to the bar about four and a-half years before. I had
been married in January, 1863, had two children, and
was doing well at my profession, making more than I
was spending, and the work increasing every year. I
handed over all my business to another lawyer, a friend
of mine, and putting a notice up telling my clients where
to go to enquire about their affairs, I locked the door,
and my brother and I started off to send out the
sergeants. and corporals to bring in the men, who
lived within a radius of about a dozen miles of the city.
They were riding all night and coming into the rendez-
vous at the Exhibition grounds at all hours, so that by
day-break we were ready to start. We were kept back
for the steamer to be loaded with stores, so that we did
not leave for Port Dalhousie until about 8 a.m. of June
2nd. When we reached Port Dalhousie I had to get a
train made up, and load the men and horses on it, and
then we went to Port Robinson in obedience to orders
we had received. There we detrained and fed the men
and horses, and then marched down to Chippewa.
Lieut.-Colonel John Hillyard Cameron, who was a
volunteer on Colonel Peacocke’s staff, was looking after
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matters at Chippewa, and advised me to wait till the
cool of the evening and then join Colonel Peacocke at
New Germany, where he understood he had halted for
the night. My horses required their shoes to be looked
over, so I waited to get that done, and in two hours thirty
horses had their shoes fastened on and attended to.
We then pushed on to New Germany, marching very
rapidly, as we heard Colonel Peacocke was thinking of
moving on.

When we reached New Germany the force under
Colonel Peacocke, about 1,700 strong, was just moving
off. I was ordered by the Colonel to push on to the front
and form the advance guard. We marched some two or
three hours, the pace of my corps being regulated by
the rate at which the infantry of the main body could
march. This was the regular rule for the guidance of
an advance guard, and I can remember how I began to
chafe almost at once at not being able to push on. T
felt that there was no reason why I should not go on
until I struck the enemy’s pickets, for I knew I could
easily fall back if overmatched. This impressed me so
that afterwards, in my *“Modern Cavalry,” I laid down
fully my views of advanced guard work.

After marching about nine miles it began to get dusk,
just as our advanced files had arrived at a point on the
road where the woods (after skirting it on both sides for
nearly a mile at the distance of about 600 or 700 yards),
came close up on both sides, leaving only the road
allowance clear through. ‘

The cavalry advanced files, on arriving within about
200 yards of where the woods came up to the road,
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noticed a body of men standing in the opening. They
immediately halted and signalled back that men were in
sight. I galloped on to the front, and enquiring from
my men heard that a force was in front and continually
dropping into the woods on the right, and on looking
myself, saw that it was so. Colonel Peacocke soon after
also galloped up, and on learning the cause of the halt,
requested me to send two men on to reconnoitre more
closely. By this time nearly all had gone into the
woods on the right. I rode on with Cornet Denison
and three men, and detaching him with Sergeants
Williams and James to go down a side road to the
right, I rode on with Trooper Conron to where we
saw, in the dusk, a sentry standing where the others
had been. He also moved into the woods while we
were yet some distance from him. We rode on about
150 yards through the woods but by this time it was so
late that I could see absolutely nothing under the trees,
for it was, of course, much darker there than in the open
road. They did not fire upon us, consequently I could
form no opinion of their position or probable numbers.
I thereupon returned to Colonel Peacocke and reported
to him that I could see nothing, suggesting to him that
as their outposts should properly have fired upon us to
alarm their camp, their not having done so was a sign
their force was on the alert and the place being so suit-
able it seemed to point to an ambuscade, and that I
thought the woods should be searched.

Colonel Peacocke seemed to have had a somewhat
similar opinion as, in my absence, he had sent for two
companies of the 16th to come up to search the bush
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the main force being some distance to the rear. While
we were speaking the two companies came up, and I
went on with Colonel Peacocke, who moved with them
to direct their movements. They opened out to the
right of the road to skirmishing distance and moved on
to the front. It was so dark by this time that the men
could not, in the woods, see from one to the other, and
there being a good deal of tangled brush and logs, and
it being very marshy and wet the men could make no
headway. At this time, while I was sitting close beside
Colonel Peacocke, a voice in the dark said: “You can’t
go down that way, sir.” The man who spoke was near
to me, and looking carefully, I saw that he was a farmer
living about a quarter of a mile back who had given us
some information as we passed. Colonel Peacocke
asked him “Why not?” He answered, “ The bridge
is broken.” The Colonel questioned him closely and
he insisted that we could not get through. This infor-
mation, together with the inability of the skirmishers to
make their way through the woods, decided Colonel
Peacocke to wait until daybreak.

He went back a few hundred yards and formed his
men up in two lines with skirmishers thrown out all
around. The cavalry and artillery remained on the
road in the centre and the whole force slept in their
ranks all night. I have mentioned particularly these
circumstances to explain why Colonel Peacocke could
not push on and make a night attack upon a force of
whose position he was ignorant.

The small Fenian picket which we had seen fell back
at once before us through the woods and made their way
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into Fort Erie, about three miles distant, reporting that
they had been driven in by a detachment of the British
cavalry. This statement was published in the Buffalo
papers, and reached the knowledge of the British
Consul in Buffalo who at once telegraphed the
information to General Napier in Toronto, with whom
he was keeping in constant communication. The
telegram reached the General about ten or eleven that
same night, and my father, who was Commandant of
the militia district, was with him at the time. General
Napier read it, passed it to my father and said: “That
is not true, for Peacocke has no cavalry with him.” My
father said: “That may be my son’s corps.” The
General said, “ Why that is impossible, he only left here
this morning.” My father simply said: “My son George
is the devil to go when he gets started.” The General
smiled incredulously. After I arrived in Fort Erie I
wrote home to my father telling him a little of what we
had been doing and when he replied to me he told me
of this conversation with the General and how pleased
he was that he was right,

I had taken my corps about forty miles across the
lake on a steamer to Port Dalhousie, disembarked there,
got a train made up and entrained the men and horses
and went to Port Robinson, some twenty miles,
detrained there, fed men and horses, marched nine miles
to Chippewa, then six to New Germany, then nine
miles to Bown’s Farm where we struck the Fenian
pickets within twelve hours from the time we left the
wharf in Toronto.

While crossing the lake in the steamer in the morning
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I found a great quantity of commissariat stores going
over to Port Colborne. I took a barrel of hard tack
from the officer in charge and gave a receipt for it, and
distributed one large biscuit to each man, and told him
I would expect him to produce his biscuit for inspection
that night. Some carried them in their holsters or
wallets, some in their rolled great coats, and some wags
bored holes in them, hung them around their necks and
wore them as medals. But when we bivouacked at
dark at Bown’s farm that night these biscuits were all
the men had, and I believe the other corps did not have
anything.

The want of organization or preparation in view of
the long threatenings seems almost incredible. I had
to take my corps on a campaign without the carbines 1
had asked for, but with revolvers for which we had only
some four or five ten-year-old paper cartridges for each.
We did not know whether they would go off or not.
We had no haversacks, no water bottles, no nose bags.
Some of us had small tin cups fastened on our saddles.
We had' no canteens or knives or forks, or cooking
utensils of any kind, or valises. We had no clothes
except those on our backs (I had an extra flannel shirt
and one pair of socks in the small wallets in front of
my saddle). We had no tents and no blankets.

The militia infantry were almost as badly off as we
were, and they slept that night in their ranks in the high
green crops, wet with dew, without blankets or great
coats, and no fires or lights were allowed. The com-
manding officer was unprovided with a proper map.
He had been given, just as he was leaving Toronto, a
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piece cut out of Dewey’s post office map of Upper
Canada, which showed the Niagara peninsula on a scale
of about ten miles to the inch, which showed the post
offices and the way in which the mails were sent, but
without showing the roads or the natural features of the
country at all. Colonel Peacocke showed me this map
and I asked him if that was the only map he had. He
said it was, [ knew he had put up in Chippewa at the
house of Mr. John C. Kirkpatrick, the Reeve, and I
asked him why he did not use his county map. He
said he did not know of it and had not seen it. This
county map was on the scale of one inch to the mile,
with all the roads, streams, villages, etc., carefully shown
and with every man’s name on the farm he owned. It
would have been a good substitute for a military map.
The post office map helped to lead Colonel Peacocke
into taking the river road through Black Creek to New
Germany, a distance of nearly eleven miles. When I
arrived in Chippewa and heard I had to march to New
Germany I examined Mr. Kirkpatrick’s map and took
the Sodom road which enabled me to reach the same
point in six miles.

The first time I saw Mr. Kirkpatrick after the raid, I
asked him why he did not lend his big map to Colonel
Peacocke. His reply was: “He had a military map
of his own and I did not like to offer him mine.” This
mistake I think had a great influence on the campaign,
for it gave our column five miles unnecessary marching
on a very hot day, and the delay thereby caused
probably enabled the Fenians to escape.

During the day news had come in to Colonel Peacocke
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of the defeat of the Queen’s Own and 13th Battalion in
the morning under Lieut.-Colonel Booker, at Ridgeway,
and in the evening wild rumours came in that the Wel-
land Canal Field Battery, then armed simply as a rifle
company, and the Dunnville Naval company, had been
attacked by the Fenians at Fort Erie, and all but four
killed or wounded and that Captain King had been
shot and thrown into the river. We heard also that
2,000 re-inforcements had crossed to the assistance of
the Fenians. The news of the defeat of Colonel
Booker’s column was true. Captain King lost his leg
and his party were defeated, most of them captured and
many wounded, although none were killed. Large
reinforcements had started to cross to the aid of the
Fenians but had been turned back by the United States
war vessel the AMickigan. This news, it can be
imagined, was not very encouraging to our force of about
1,700 men, who were within four miles of Fort Erie. A
line of skirmishers were out all around our positior,
small pickets beyond that, and our men lying in their
ranks all night were ready to get up into line in an
instant.

About an hour before day, Colonel Peacocke asked
me to go to the front and see that the advance sentries
were on the alert, and to warn them to be very watch-
ful. After doing this I was walking back to the bivouac,
the eastern sky beginning to show signs of coming day,
when I heard some one walking behind me, and a voice
said: “Is that you, George?” I stopped, and a man came
up whom I could not recognize. He was dressed in the
common clothes of a labouring man, and had a close



THE FENIAN RAID, 1866 101

fitting old cloth cap pulled down over his head, a red
woollen scarf around his neck, a large pair of heavy
moustaches and a wild, hunted look about the eyes. He
shook hands with me and said: “Do you not know
me?” I knew there was something familiar, but I
could not place him. He repeated his question and
then I recognized his voice and knew it was Lieut.-
Colonel Dennis. I shall never forget how it startled
me; I knew he had gone away in command of the
Queen’s Own. I knew they had been defeated with
heavy loss, but we had only heard wild rumours, and
seeing the commanding officer coming into camp
disguised, with his whiskers shaved off and looking
altogether most wretched, the thought flashed through
my mind as to what had become of all my comrades
and friends who had been under his command. My
first remark was: “What has happened to the Queen’s
Own? What news have you?” “Oh?” he replicd, “I
was not with the Queen’s Own, I was with the Welland
Canal Field Battery and the Dunnville Naval company
down in Fort Erie. I heard the Fenians were coming
and I formed up to meet them. Suddenly a large force
of Fenians appeared on our flank on the hill and fired
upon us. The volunteers behaved badly; they fired
one volley and then broke and ran. [ ran down the
river and into a house and back into a stable and hid in
the hay in the loft for some hours. I was not discov-
ered, and when I got an opportunity I disguised myself
as you see and came across through the woods till I
came upon the pickets of your force.” I told him what
we had heard of the fate of his command. He seemed
\
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very much distressed at the news, but could not give
me any information whatever as to what had happened
to his men. He was quite ignorant of the very gallant
and stubborn resistance they had made after he had left
them, or of the losses they had inflicted upon the enemy,
for the Fenians, it seems, lost just about as heavily in
that skirmish as they did at Ridgeway.

I found out afterwards, when writing my account of
the Fenian raid, that Lieut.-Colonel Dennis knew that
the Queen’s Own resented his appointment. When
Lieut.-Colonel Booker was moved with his battalion
and the York and Caledonia companies of volunteers,
from Dunnville to Port Colborne, being the senior
officer he assumed the command and Dennis dropped
into a subordinate position. This did not suit him, and
he took the first opportunity to suggest a new plan of
campaign, by which he was to take the tug Rodé, with
the Welland Field Battery (which I have already men-
tioned had shortly before been deprived of their field
pieces and been armed with rifles), and the Naval
company from Dunnville, and go down to Fort Erie
and patrol the river and prevent the escape of the
Fenians. Captain Akers, of the Royal Engineers, who
had been sent by Colonel Peacocke to explain and
carry out the plan ordered by him, was led away by
Colonel Dennis and went with him to Fort Erie. This
left Colonel Booker to do his part of the work, which
had been ordered by Colonel Peacocke, without the
benefit of the advice and assistance of Captain Akers,
who alone thoroughly understood what was required.
This led to the failure of all Colonel Peacocke’s pians,
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to the defeat of Booker’s column, and the defeat and
capture of most of Dennis’ command. Akers escaped
in the opposite direction from Dennis and reached Port
Colborne safely.

Lieut.-Colonel Dennis was an excellent office man.
He was the, pet of the department, the kind of man
officials would consider an excellent officer. Four years
afterwards, at the time of Riel’s first rebellion in 1870,
Lieut.-Governor McDougall sent him into Fort Garry
with full powers, and he once more had an opportunity
of retrieving his reputation as a soldier. He refused to
take the advice of Dr. Schultz, Dr. Lynch, Mair and
other loyal leaders and attack Fort Garry the night that
he arrived, which was the soldierlike thing to do and
would ‘probably have settled the whole matter. Instead
of that he issued a proclamation calling the loyal people
to muster together to support the Queen’s authority,
When a large number had joined him at the Stone Fort
he suddenly lost heart, slipped off in the night for the
frontier, leaving an order behind him telling his followers
to disband and go to their homes. He escaped safely;
Schultz, Lynch, Mair and a number of others were taken
prisoners and confined in Fort Garry for a considerable
time. One of them, Thomas Scott, was executed.

Dennis must, however, have been a good depart-
mental officer, and there must be a great value in
courtierlike manners, for when he left the Department of
the Interior, about a dozen years later, he was rewarded
with the companionship of St. Michael and St. George,
although his only important services to the country were
those I have described.
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Just before daybreak on my return to the bivouac,
the wagons came up from the rear with some beef and
hard tack. The beef was given to us in small chunks.
We made fires of the rail fences, and sticking the small
pieces of meat on slivers of wood we cooked them over
the fire by toasting them. When they were cooked and
browned on the outside wehad to take them in our
fingers and eat them, tearing them to pieces with our
teeth with the juice running over our hands. We went
to the brook near by to get a drink.

That was one of the most primitive attempts at a
breakfast I ever had. As soon as the men had eaten
this so-called meal I was ordered to push on towards
Fort Erie to reconnoitre, as a rumour had reached the
camp that the Fenians had gone back to Buffalo. As
my men were falling in, I went to Colonel Peacocke to
take his final orders. He had made his headquarters
in the yard of a farm house and had managed to get
a kettle of hot coffee, and he gave me a cup of it which,
in the cool dawn, I thoroughly appreciated. As I
mounted my horse to move out I turned jocularly to
the Colonel and said : “ Colonel, I am going to take that
fort” I did not think I would so soon be in possession
of the place.

I moved at once down the road leading to the Lower
Ferry and enquired from all the farmers I met as to the
position and numbers of the Fenians. It was about §
am. and not many people were about, but they all
agreed in stating that a large force of Fenians were in
the woods on our right, where we had heard they were
the night before. These stories were so confirmed by
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everyone I saw, that, by the time I reached the river, I
felt that my retreat to Colonel Peacocke’s column was
cut off. On coming in sight of the river we saw a scow
black with men crowded upon it, who had just been
emptying their rifles into the water. Wishing to obtain
accurate information before sending back to Colonel
Peacocke, I went to a gentleman who lived almost
opposite to where the scow was lying and was told by
him that the men on it were a reinforcement which had
been prevented from crossing and that it had been
taken possession of by the United States Revenue
Cutter, the Michigan, behind which it was moored.
He told me the main body of the Fenians were still on
our side. This mistake was caused by the fact that the
scow was captured up the river nearer Buffalo, and was
brought down the river close to the American side, and
then brought over to the middle of the stream and
fastened to the Mickigan, which was anchored there.
As it came from the far side the conclusion was that it
was a reinforcement.

Fearing that Colonel Peacocke might be under the
impression that the enemy had gone, I sent an orderly
to him at full speed with the substance of the informa-
tion I had received, sending back at the same time a
small patrol to give notice of any force that might
attempt to close around our rear. I also detached a
number of scouts into the interior to the right and up
the river road towards Fort Erie to search the woods
and give notice of the approach of the enemy, whilst I
proceeded up the bank in search of a boat in order to
go on board the Mickigan.” On reaching the steamer
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I was informed by Captain Bryson, in command of her,
that the men he had captured were the main force that
had been in Canada, and that he did not believe there
were many left. On reaching the shore I sent a
despatch to Colonel Peacocke stating these facts, and
saying that the first information I had sent him was
incorrect. This despatch was about fifteen minutes after
the first.

Recalling the scouts, we then moved on the gallop up
the river road towards Fort Erie, being warned by the
people we passed that a number of Fenians were still
there. On coming in sight of the village we saw men
dodging in every direction, but when we got up nearly
all were hidden or gone. Muskets, bayonets and belts
were scattered along the road, a few prisoners were taken
by us and the wounded were put in charge of a guard.
After placing guards over the prisoners and over the
arms which were lying on the dock, the men and horses
were billetted in the taverns, being pretty well used up
by about forty hours almost continuous exertion. We
reached Fort Erie about 6 a.m.

Shortly after I arrived Dr. Kempson, the reeve of the
village came to me and introduced himself, and later on
he brought a man up and introduced him to me as Dr.
Donelly, a physician from Buffalo who had come over
to assist him in attending to the wounded; for there
were a number about the place. As the reeve introduced
him to me he winked at me with his off eye, and I knew
at once that Donelly was the Fenian doctor. I knew it
would not be fair to arrest a surgeon and we could not
recognize the Fenians as having any rights, so I took
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the cue and thanked Dr. Donelly very politely for his
humanity and kindness, and as soon as possible Dr.
Kempson put him in a skiff and sent him over to
Buffalo. He addressed a large public meeting in that
city a night or two after and gave a graphic and drama-
tic account of how he had hoodwinked the British
authorities and escaped arrest.

Father McMahon, the Fenian priest, also came to me
and asked permission to bury the dead and attend to
the wounded. I told him the officer commanding the
whole force would be in Fort Erie within two hours and
he would have to apply to him, and I took it for granted
that he would get over the river at once. He was
captured by the troops when they came in and sent to
Toronto with the other prisoners, tried and sent to the
Penitentiary for some years. After the affair was over I
told Sir John A. Macdonald what I had done in reference
to Donelly and Father McMahon, and that I hoped I
had not done wrong. His reply was: “You did exactly
right, I wish the other officers had only shown your
sense. Father McMahon will be a source of trouble and
annoyance as longasheis in prison.” He was pardoned
long before his sentence was finished.

I was busy looking after some of the wounded, when
Colonel (now Lord) Wolseley came riding up the road
into the village. It was my first introduction to him.
He had been described to me so often by men who had
been under him in the training camp which he com-
manded at L.a Prairie the previous year, that I recog-
nized him at once. He asked me my name and corps
and I told him., I asked him if he was not Colonel
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Wolseley, and so we became acquainted with each
other.

We were at Fort Erie for about three weeks. I
remember walking along the street in Fort Erie with
Colonel Peacocke, the evening after we got in, and I
asked him what had gone wrong, and how the Fenians
got away, etc. He told me exactly how his orders had
been disobeyed by Dennis and Akers, and all his plans
upset. I said at once: “Have you placed them under
arrest?” He said, “No.” I said: “You certainly should
do so. Such disobedience of orders and such stupidity
should be punished.” His reply was, “Dennis is not a
soldier and did not know any better, and he is a volun-
teer officer and it would look as if I was trying to make
a scape-goat of him to save myself” He did not know
that the upshot would be that all the blame would be
thrown upon himself. The papers almost all attacked
Peacocke and blamed him for the failure to capture the
Fenians, a failure solely caused by the direct disobe-
dience of orders by Dennis and Akers.

I wrote an account of the raid and published a large
edition. Colonel Dennis, whom I had.known from my
childhood, hearing I was engaged on it, asked me to call
at his office and see him, and we talked over his action
and his reasons for it at great length, and he urged me
very strongly to defend him, as we were old friends and
brother volunteer officers, and should stand by one
another. I said I must write an honest, true book or not
write one at all, and I refused to be unfair to Peacocke.
One of Dennis’ intimate friends also used every effort
to get me to take his side and throw the blame on

-



THE FENIAN RAID, 1866 109

Peacocke. I refused him also. The result was that
Dennis and I never spoke afterwards.

I have gone into all this fully, out of justice to the
memory of Colonel Peacocke, who rested all his life
under most unfair and untruthful misrepresentations of
his conduct in that affair. He was very friendly to the
volunteers. On this occasion that I have been speaking
of, when we were walking along the road in Fort Erie,
we met a young volunteer in private’s uniform, who
formally saluted the Colonel. The latter returned the
salute, looked closely at the young man, put out his
hand and said, “Why,” (calling him by name) “How are
you?” and shook hands with him warmly, asked after
his father and mother and what corps he was in, and
then parted with him and walked on. I said: “Colonel,
you do not observe the regular rule that officers are not
supposed to shake hands on the street with privates.”
Hesaid: “ Why should I? When I am in Hamilton I
am often at that young man’s home. I dine often with
his father and family, and meet him there. He is a
young man of good social position, and because he puts
on a uniform and shoulders his musket to defend his
Queen and country, should that degrade him? I think
I should shake hands with him all the more on that
account.”

I have already said that at first we had no tents. We
were camped on the hills above the village on the
extreme northern flank of the line close to the house of
Dr. Kempson, then the Reeve of the village. Nextto us
to the south were encamped Lieut.-Colonel Hoste'’s Field
Battery of the Royal Artillery. Colonel Hoste treated
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us very kindly and sent us two tents to help to shelter us
for we were building ourselves shelters with rails from
the rail fences. We had no picket ropes, so we drove
stakes into the ground and fastened each horse separa-
tely with the halter chains on our thirty-five sets of
military bridles and with ropes and reins in the case of
the twenty horses that had the ordinary hunting saddle
and bridle. For we had never received the extra twenty
saddles required to complete our establishment. In a
few days tents were issued to us and we were able to
return those lent us by the battery.

On the Monday morning a train load of supplies of
food arrived, sent by the inhabitants of Toronto for the
Toronto volunteers. A rumour had reached the mayor
of Toronto on Sunday morning that the volunteers were
starving. He sent messengers to the church doors to
meet the congregations coming out of the churches to
ask all who were willing to help to meet together, and
very soon the warehouses were opened and loads of
bacon, pork, biscuits, corned beef and all kinds of food
and luxuries were poured out by the people, and a train
loaded and sent to Fort Erie. Alderman John Baxter,
who was one of my colleagues from St. Patrick’s ward
in the city council, was one of a small committee sent
with the food. I was up early on Monday morning,
and riding down the street by the river saw Alderman
Baxter, who was an exceedingly fat, heavy man, seated
on a log. I called out to him: “Hello, St. Patrick,
what are you doing here?” He said: “We have
brought a train load of food, and I am the light troops
sent on in front” This food was most acceptable
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and necessary, and tided over the two or three days
while the commissariat was being organized and getting
into shape.

We divided up our share with Colonel Hoste who,
the night before, had divided up tents with us, and
a very warm friendship sprang up between the two
corps. Either that night or the next I got a note
from Captain Brown, of the Battery, saying: ¢ Dear
Denison,—We are in luck. We have got an Irish
stew for dinner; come over and have some with us
now.”

I went over and we had our meal in the open on a
gate or door taken from a fence, and laid upon stakes
driven in the ground. We sat on benches made of
boards the same way. The servants had gone about
the village and had bought what utensils they could get:
The Irish stew was in a brown earthenware milk pan or
dish. Some beer was in a tea kettle, and we had some
mugs and cups, and glasses and preserve pots to drink
out of. There were about six or seven of us, and we
had a most jolly dinner. I mention this to show how
thoroughly unprepared we all were for service. In fact,
we all had left on but a few hours’ notice.

On my way down to join Colonel Peacocke at New
Germany, I had been ordered to leave six of my men at
Chippewa in order that they might be used for carrying
despatches if needed. A day or two after we had
arrived in Fort Erie I asked permission to leave
camp for a few hours to ride down some sixteen
miles to Chippewa to inspect this party and to see
that matters were all right as to their billeting, etc.
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I took with me Sergeant John James, who was after-
wards an alderman for several terms in Toronto. He
died some years ago. He was then a young man about
twenty-one years of age, a strong, active, cool young
fellow. We rode down to Chippewa, attended to my
business, fed our horses and had lunch, and then started
up the river road for Fort Erie. We had our swords
and revolvers. I had four cartridges in my pistol, and
James four or five in his. My pistol had been loaded
since March, and I had no more cartridges and was not
sure whether what I had would go off, for the percussion
caps had been on for three months.

I do not know why the Department did not get us
ammunition, but believe the cavalry were never thought
of, and that there was no intention whatever to call us
out until they got frightened and ordered out everyone.
I think some of the infantry officials at headquarters
must have read some newspaper or magazine article in
which it was stated that the day of cavalry charges was
over, and that in the future it would be impossible for
cavalry to charge against infantry armed with the new
long-range rifle. This, perhaps, led them to ignore the
cavalry altogether.

At this time there were a number of fugitive Fenians
hiding about in the woods, watching for a chance to
escape. Just as James and I were riding into the little
village or hamlet of Black Creek, a small place with
five or six houses, a resident told me that a man with a
small row-boat was on the shore of the river about half
a mile up, evidently trying to carry off some Fenians.
When we came up within a quarter of a mile of the
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place we saw the boat with a man sitting in it, drawn
up on the beach where the road ran close to the water.
We immediately rode very rapidly towards it; we got
within a couple of hundred yards of it before the man
noticed us, when he quietly shoved the boat from the
shore and put his oars in the rowlocks and was just
going to row off when we got up. We had our
revolvers out, cocked, and immediately ordered him to
come ashore or we would fire. He hesitated a moment
but as I took deliberate aim at him and ordered him,
with some strong language, to come ashore, he came.
I told James to dismount and I held his horse with my
bridle hand while I kept my revolver pointed at the
man with the other.

When he touched the shore he got out of the boat
and I told James to search him for arms. I noticed he
had a revolver in his breast pocket and he raised his
hand to reach it. I told him to take his hand down or
I would blow the top of his head off, and told James to
seize the pistol. Just at this instant I noticed a pile of
stuff move in the boat and I called to James that there
was someone in the boat. James had taken the pistol
out of the first man’s pocket and seeing that it was a
fine new pistol with every chamber loaded, he coolly
put his own revolver into his holster on his belt, cocked
the one he had taken, and went to the boat where, at
the same instant, a man who had been hidden under
some clothes at the stern of the boat, got up. James
picked up another revolver on the bottom of the boat,
put that in his belt, searched the second man, disarmed
him, and put him alongside the first, whom I was
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covering with my revolver. We were so intently
engaged with these two men that we did not notice a
third man who came up behind us just at this time and
made some remark that showed he was one of the
party. We put him under arrest too. In the boat, under
the clothes, we found two Fenian rifles with bayonets
and equipments. We marched the men to the nearest
farm house, impressed a waggon and a pair of horses,
and took our three prisoners, with the rifles, bayonets,
etc., up to Fort Erie, where we handed them over to the
civil authorities, who had taken charge of all the
prisoners. It was not very pleasant for us to feel, in
this affair, that we had no confidence in our pistols. 1
could not help being struck with James’ coolness as he
took the revolver from the man stepped back a pace or
two, looked at it, and then deliberately cocked it to go
and disarm the other man.

I had every confidence in my men; they were
generally of good position, many of them sons of well-
to-do farmers; some were business men. They were
actuated by the same spirit that animated the officers,
and made great sacrifices of time and money in the
interests of -their country. All my brother officers
who served with me in this affair are now dead,
many of the men are also dead, and when the medals
for the Fenian Raid were presented, a few months
ago, I was the only officer, and there was only a
remnant of the non-commissioned officers and men
who had served so loyally with me thirty-four years
before.

I think it was on the second day after we got



THE FENIAN RAID, 1866 1156

into Fort Erie that Colonel (now Lieut.-General)
R. W. Lowry, who was then in command, sent for
me and asked me to go all over the outposts
and report to him my opinion as to how they were
placed. It will be remembered that I had only
published my “Manual of Outpost Duties” about two
months before. [ rode all along the line of sentries
and visited all the pickets and found a number of most
faulty arrangements, which I reported to Colonel Lowry.
He said he would depend mainly upon his telegraphic
news from the British Consul in Buffalo, who could
notify him of any movement of the enemy. At this
time we had about 2,000 or 2,500 men, while 5,000 or
6,000 Fenians were swarming about the streets of
Buffalo, just across the river.

I had so little confidence in the efficiency of the out-
posts that for two or three nights I made my men sleep
fully equipped, ready to jump up in a moment. The
night after I had gone around the advance posts I was
fast asleep, when I suddenly heard the alarm sounded.
and then I heard one or two rifle shots followed by
more, then quite a fusilade. Of course we were all out
in an instant and very rapidly formed up. We could
hear the Battery, which was next us, harnessing up in
the dark, which was intense, and the murmur of the
whole force falling in, as we sat on our horses waiting
orders. We waited and waited, the firing ceased, the
noise ceased and an hour or so passed, and then I sent
down to the brigade office to know whether there were
any orders. The reply was that we were to turn in,
that the rest of the force had their orders nearly an
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hour before, and they were very sorry that we had been
forgotten. It was said that the alarm had been caused
by a calf that approached a sentry and naturally would
not answer the challenge. The sentry got alarmed and
fired, and, as it turned out afterwards, killed the calf.
This was the story that was accepted in the camp, but
it is possible the alarm was given under orders so as to
train the men to turn out quickly.

For three weeks we were at Fort Erie doing outpost
and patrol duties. We had a camp fire in the middle
of our camp every evening and the men not on duty
gathered around it, singing songs and telling anecdotes
and enjoying themselves. The men got the nickname
of “Denison’s Guerillas,” partly, I think, from the fact
that I had got them all supplied with jack-boots into
which their trousers were tucked, and we all, both
officers and men, wore them. As no mounted officers
or men wore these in the army at that time, and those
we had were the common lumberman’s boots, they
looked very rough and ready and gave the men an
irregular appearance, but they were very serviceable
and useful; and when I published my “Modern
Cavalry” in 1868 the Duke of Cambridge took up
the suggestion I made in that book in favour of the
jack-boot, and now, I believe, every mounted officer
and man in the British service wears the long boots
instead of the booted overalls in use in 1866.

We were ordered to Toronto on June 21st and sent
to our homes. My friend who had warned me that the
raid was coming in the end of May, told me, at the
same time, that if I got through all right I should make
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arrangements to write an account of it, and advised me
to leave orders to have files of all the papers kept for
reference. So I had the idea in my mind all the time I
was out, and was continually gathering information.
During July I was writing it and getting it published.
An edition of 2,000 was rapidly sold, and that pamphlet
of about 100 pages is now so scarce that any stray copy
coming on the market will bring a large price. 1 took
great pains to arrive at the truth, and conversed with a
great many people, with all the leading officers on our
side, and with a number of the leading Fenians who
had been engaged. The striking feature to me was the
falsification of history that was taking place all around
me. Fictitious stories were repeated till they were
believed. Blame was placed where it was not deserved,
and faults of the most serious kind escaped censure.
Colonel Peacocke was held up most unfairly to ridicule
and abuse. The late Lieut.-Colonel Booker was also
censured most cruelly without justification. He asked
for a court of inquiry, which showed clearly that he had
behaved coolly and with presence of mind, and with an
anxious forethought in caring for his men on the
retreat.

An account of the raid, pretending to be a history of
the campaign, was published by one Alexander Somer-
ville, which was manifestly written to put the worst
light on all that Lieut.-Colonel Booker did. Some
years after, Somerville, in a fit of remorse, not long
before he died, wrote a letter to Lieut.-Colonel Booker
expressing his regret, and confessing that he had been
hired by a clique of Booker’s enemies to write it, but






CHAPTER VIII

OuTPOST DUTY ON THE NIAGARA RIVER

Ordered to frontier again—Employed on outpost duty—Anziety
about false alarms—Fenian picnic to Grand Island—Pre-
tence at landing at Lower Ferry— Attempt to alarm
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tion of stimulants— Red River expedition experience—
Advocacy of marriage—Anecdote of Lieutenant (now Gen-
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October 5th, 1866 -— Field-Marshal Sir John Michel—
Anecdotes of him.

I HAD barely got my book out when my corps was
ordered out again to Thorold, where a camp of
observation was being formed under the command
of Colonel Wolseley. The 16th Regiment of the
Imperial Infantry, Lieut.-Colonel Hoste’s Battery of
Artillery, and four or five active militia battalions
at a time, were kept there till October—the militia
battalions being kept there for ten days each and
then relieved by other battalions for the same length
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of time. As soon as we arrived at Thorold, before
we had reached the camping ground, I received
orders to march straight on to Chippewa and place
pickets along the River Niagara as far as Fort Erie
and around to Ridgeway. ILeaving a small party at
Thorold. we marched to Chippewa that night, and
leaving a post there, moved on the next morning to
Rlack Creek, where we placed a party, and then on
to Fort Erie where we placed another, as well as one
at Ridgeway. I left my brother Fred in charge at
Thorold,and Lieutenant Edwin P. Denison in command
at Fort Eriee. We patrolled the river every night
and kept a careful watch to cover the camp at Thorold.
An attack was expected, and -on one or two occasions
the Fenians gathered in large numbers, but they never
attempted to cross.

We had only fifty-five men and three officers to
patrol a frontier of about twenty-five miles, and to
keep up communications with Colonel Wolseley’s
camp at Thorold, ten miles in our rear. My head-
quarters were at Chippewa, but I was always moving
about between there and Fort Erie, and for some
time, when an attack seemed imminent, I was on the
river with my patrols every night. I had made one
rule that I would never recognize the slightest differ-
ence between night and day if there was anything to be
done, and this spirit soon spread through the corps.
My great anxiety was that we should not be caught
napping. I always felt more comfortable when I was
out with my men at night, and I soon learned to sleep
anywhere at any time. If I came to a cross road where
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a patrol was to meet another patrol, and it had not
arrived, I used to dismount, throw up the collar of my
great coat and lie down and fall asleep at once. I
would often get a quarter of an hour or half an hour’s
sleep in this way, which was so much gained. The
habit of snatching sleep at any time, which I then
learned, has been of great use to me ever since.

I was as much afraid of false alarms being sent in
as I was of an attack being made without prompt
notice being given. False alarms from outposts are
very common indeed, and it is a reflection on the
officers and men employed on that duty, if they are
made. During the two months there were no false
alarms sent in. Fortunately I was able to prevent one
that might have been made, and, as it is a good illustra-
tion of how easily they may occur, I will describe the
circumstances.

We had received information that there was to be a
great gathering of Fenians at Buffalo and an immense
picnic at a pleasure ground on Grand Island about eight
miles down the Niagara river, not far from where a
small post of my men were stationed at Black Creek.
[ had given orders for every man to be on duty that
night on the River Road, and I rode up myself from
Chippewa to a point just opposite to where the picnic
was going on, where I had some eight or ten men placed.
It was believed the picnic was only a blind and that the
vessels would land the men on our side during the night.
My men were hidden under some trees between the
road and the water and, just as I came up, had captured
three or four men who had come across from Grand
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Island from the picnic. I had them searched for arms,
but as they had none, I had no reason for holding them,
so I released them and sent them back. I have no
doubt they took the news of our presence to the main
party.

About midnight the Fenians started on their return
to Buffalo. There was a large river steamer loaded with
swarms of people towing an enormous barge that held
probably a thousand more. The weight and the current
prevented them going fast, so that by riding very hard
we were able to follow and keep up with them. The
river is from three quarters of a mile to a mile wide.
As we had to follow all the windings of the shore, we
had a great deal further to go than they had, but we
were able to keep up. When we got close to the lower
ferry wharf, the most convenient landing place for them,
I halted my men under the shade of some trees, just at
the corner of the road leading back towards Bown’s
farm, by which we had come down to the river on the
previous June 2nd. We had barely got there when we
noticed the two vessels turn in towards the wharf, One
of my men said, “ They are going to land, we had better
get away.” I said: “No, keep very quiet,” and I
rapidly gave instructions as to what was to be done if
they landed. Two men were to ride up to Fort Erie
and tell my party there to fall back to Ridgeway, and
then with the men from there move down to Stevens-
ville and meet me. I told two others they were to go
back to Black Creek, and send word on to Chippewa
and Thorold, and told the remainder to fall back with me
towards Bown’s farm. It did not take me a minute to
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give these instructions and then we all waited, hidden,
to see if they would land. The end of the wharf was
not more than fifty or sixty yards from where we sat
on our horses, but it was a very dark night and we were
under the trees. The steamer came close up to the
wharf, within ten or fifteen feet of it, slowed up and then
having passed it, turned outwards and went across the
river and entered Black Rock harbour. Had they
really intended landing we ran a great risk, as they
would have been very close to us and even random
firing might have been very destructive, but I was
determined there should not be a false alarm, and there
was not. The Fenians had come across and pretended
they were going to land, for the sole purpose of alarming
the whole district and turning out the main force at
Thorold. There would have been numerous newspaper
paragraphs ridiculing us all over the States, and our
corps would have had the blame. I never was so thank-
ful for happening to be at the right place at the right
time.

One night a patrol consisting of Charles Abbott and
another trooper were coming up the river from the
direction of Black Creek, after having exchanged reports
about midway with a patrol from Black Creek. They
had not long parted with the others when they came to
an orchard and thought they would get some apples.
By some mischance, perhaps a trick of Abbott’s, for he
was an irrepressible wag, the two horses got away and
galloped full speed three or four miles into Fort Erie,
and arrived covered with foam at the stable of the
tavern, where the party, some twenty strong, were
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billeted. The sentry at once gave the alarm. My
cousin, the late Lieutenant Edwin P. Denison, who was in
command of the post, ordered out the whole force, for
the natural conclusion was that the men had been shot
and he immediately went down the road at the gallop.
In the excitement and haste Lieutenant Denison’s horse
got his hoof into a hole in the road, tripped and fell,
throwing the rider off and breaking his collar bone. In
a few minutes the two lost troopers were met, quietly
trudging to Fort Erie.

Our surgcon, Dr. De la Hooke, happened to be
stationed at Fort Erie, as our largest post was there, and
he soon set the bone. A lady friend who with her
family had been very hospitable and kind to us lived
about a mile down the river road from Fort Erie, and
she insisted on having the wounded officer taken to her
house to be cared for. Then she thought it was lonely
for him sitting on a couch or easy chair all day long
unable to do anything, so she sent over to Buffalo, and
invited three very pretty young ladies to come over and
help look after him.

The next time I came to Fort Erie, I found, not only
the Lieutenant away, but the doctor as well, and I was
told that the injury must be serious, as the doctor was
making very frequent visits, several times a day, and
very prolonged ones. I, of course, had to visit my
officer, which I naturally did very frequently. It must
have been a very bad break, for, although the injured
man looked the very picture of health and good spirits,
he apparently could not move. I asked the doctor,
after a week or two, when he would be able to get to
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work again. His report was that nothing would cure
him but change of air. I ordered him to Thorold.
When he left Fort Erie he was apparently very unfit.
The next day I was at Thorold, and he was acting as
galloper for Colonel Wolseley, riding straight as the
crow flies over fences and ditches and everything in his
way as if he had never been hurt in his life. It was
the most wonderful instance of the benefit of a change
of air.

One cannot always, on active service, follow the
prescribed routine which may work admirably in a
garrison town. The usual method of punishment in
the regular service is by confinement to barracks and
stoppage of pay. I had a post at Chippewa of about a

“dozen men under the charge of Sergeant-Major Dunn.
I had had occasion to order a man, for some trifling
offence, to be confined to his quarters for a few days.
Shortly after this I found that one very good-looking
smart trooper, a young farmer from near Toronto, had
been negligent in going out with his patrol, delaying so,
that some other patrol had been kept waiting a long
time. I sent for him and reprimanded him sharply and
told him if it happened again I would punish him in a
way he would not like.

I had heard a remark that he had become very
attentive to one of the two pretty daughters of the
keeper of the hotel where the party were billeted, and
that he was a good musician, as also was the young girl
to whom he was paying so much attention. He
expected to be confined to his quarters as a punishment,
and from his point of view he was not in the least
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alarmed, as most of his time would be spent at the
piano. Of course only a night or two elapsed before he
was again late going out on patrol. I heard of it and
simply sent an order to Sergeant-Major Dunn to send
trooper Thompson at once to Black Creek in order to
learn punctuality under Sergeant Ide, and directed that
another trooper was to be sent from Black Creek to
Chippewa to take his place.

I found this most effective. The story went all
through the different posts and Thompson came to me
one day when I was passing through Black Creek and
made the most humble apologies for being late and
promised faithfully, if I would let him go back to
Chippewa, I would never have further trouble with him,
that he had all his chums there and did not get on with
the men at Black Creek. After two or three weeks I
arranged for him to return. He was the most punctual
man in the corps after that.

On one occasion Colonel MacDougall, Adjt.-General
of Militia (and in command of it), Colonel Peacocke, in
command in Upper Canada in the absence on leave of
General Napier, and Commodore de Horsey, now an
Admiral, who then commanded the gun boats on the
lakes, came over to visit and inspect the camp at
Thorold and to look over the Frontier. These three
officers, with Colonel Wolseley, went down to Port
Colborne, and then to Fort Erie, and as I was in
command of the outposts, I was with them there to give
information.

When we had been in Fort Erie in June, over 3,000
troops were there for a time, and afterwards 2,000
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remained for three weeks. Besides that, for some weeks
after the raid the place was swarming with sight-seers.
Fort Erie was practically one long street with the river
on one side and the houses and shops along the other.
So many visitors came in June, in addition to the large
force of soldiers, that it led to almost every house, shop,
shed or lean-to being turned into a refreshment booth,
principally for the sale of liquor, and every place you
looked into had the appearance of a bar-room. For a
while a most flourishing business was done. When the
troops left business was very dull, and while we had our
small party there, the place was almost empty, except
for these bar-room proprietors.

Colonel Macdougall and I were walking in front
when Colonel Macdougall said to me: “What kind
of place is this village of Fort Erie? It is a most
peculiar looking place.” “Wel