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How 7/h6e Boy Won Geﬁuer(al
McArthur's First Victory

By Major J.A. Watrous,

NLIST him, Captain. Sure there is the
making of a second Lieutenant-General
Winfield Scott in the lad.”

Big Harry Dunn, of our company, who
made the remark, was known for his wit and
keen sarcasm, and as he spoke a dozen sol-
diers who had seen the pale-faced boy, long,
lean and slim, as he walked by the side of
the Captain, earnestly begging to go to the
war in his company, laughed loudly at
Private Dunn’s outburst. I didn’t laugh,
probably because I had heard the boy’s ear-
nest appeal to the Captain, and-also, prob-
“ably, because I saw a tear on his cheek
when the Captain said: ‘“ No, my boy; you
are not old and strong enough for a soldier in
my company.’’

‘“ Then you will not take me?”’

““No; you would not last a month.”’

It was at this point that Harry Dunn made
his sarcastic remark.

The incident occurred when the Sixth—the
blessed old Sixth—was making its last
parade in Milwaukee before boarding the
train for Washington, in July, 1861, the
week after the disaster at Bull Run.
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That schoolboy, a stripling under sixteen,
undismayed by our Captain, slipped to the
side - of each company commander and
besought him for a place in his ranks. The
other nine replies were enough like the first
to make the boy leave the station, crying. As
he passed Company B, Captain Dill called to
him with a word of encouragement, saying,
among other things, ‘“ You would better be a
scholar than a soldier, anyway.”

‘“I propose to be both, sir,’” was the quick
reply.

Other regiments that passed through the
city that year imitated the Sixth in its lack
of encouragement to the spindling schoolboy,
and though he made many visits to the
recruiting office, he was each time turned
away as poor material for a soldier.

T he oreat war had been in progress over-a
year when the boy and his father had a long
talk about the lad’s enlisting.

‘“ My son,’’ said the Judge, ‘‘ you are too
young, and not strong enough, for a soldier.
Besides, I want you to get an education and
adopt my profession, the law.”

‘“ Please do not refuse me,’’ pleaded the
boy. ‘I must go. I have wanted to go so
badly ever since the war began that I have
made a failure in school, and I cannot fix my
mind on studies while others are going to
fight for the country. Lots of my friends are
going in the Twenty-fourth, and some of
them are no older nor stronger than I am. I
wish you knew how my heart is set on
becoming a soldier. I simply can’t give up
the idea.”

““ But suppose I refuse to give my consent?
Would you try to run away and enlist, as
you did last year?”’

‘““Don’t make me run away, father.
me join the Twenty-fourth.”’

‘“Wait two or three days.”

‘“ Then may I go?”’

¢ Wait.””

‘“He is determined to go and I shall
surrender,’’ said the Judge to himself.

2
morning the Judge Ileft for
He went out

«

Let

The next
Madison, returning that night.
to see the Governor.
“Certainly,  Judge,”’ said _(
Salomon. ‘‘ By the way, how old is your
son?’’

Yo S A,

planned to be a private to begin with. He
understood enough about military matters to
know that the Adjutant of a regiment was an
important officer. :

““Well, I’ll do my best; and if I fail, why,
I can go in the ranks, and that is all I have
wanted.”’
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The next day he reported to the pompous
Colonel as his Adjutant.

‘‘ You are too young, sir—far too young for
so-respoiisible a_position. I shall ask the
Gevernor to give me a man for Adjutant-of
this regiment—a qualified man, sir.”’

The pompous Colonel put a hot telegram
over the wire an hour later, and in another
hour the Governor returned his answer. It
consisted of two words: ‘‘ Try him.”’

Before night the boy took the oath and was
a full-fledged Adjutant.

““Oh, yes, I'll try him,’’ said the Colonel,
as he directed an orderly to request the
Adjutant to call at his'tent.

When the youthful officer reported to his
commander, the Colonel, with a frown and a
voice harsher than usual, addressed him
thus:

¢ Adjutant, this regiment will have a dress
parade—its first—next Saturday evening.
Get your uniform and be ready to officiate.’”’

That was Tuesday—not much time in
which to have a uniform made. But by
much urging and an extra price the outfit
was ready, and so were the sword and sash.
In the meantime the boy Adjutant burned
more than midnight oil in looking up and
studying the duties of his office. By
Saturday morning he was sure of his footing
in all respects save one. His voice—well, it
was like all boys’ voices at a certain stage—
2 good mate for that of the young rooster at
its first crowing.
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. The Twenty-fourth was formed for its
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people were present to witness the event. At

the proper time the Adjutant stepped to the
front and faced to the left. His ‘“ Attention,
Battalion!’’ was heard about three compa-
nies down the line, and ‘‘ Shoulder, arms!”’
no greater distance, but the companies which
could not hear did as those which heard
and brought their pieces to a shoulder.
‘““ Prepare to open ranks, to the rear; open
order, march!’” was squeakier than the
others, but the Twent5 -fourthr.got around to
execute the order in its own chosen time and
way. When the command ‘‘ Front!’’ was
given, and the stripling, with long strides,
his sword more on his shoulder than at his
side, had forged to the centre, made a bad
half circle to the right and advanced toward
the Colonel until it was time to stop and
about face—in doing which he nearly
tripped by tangling his legs with his scab-
bard—the officers and men of the regiment
who were not too mad.to do so were laugh-
ing. After the First Sergeants had been
called to the ‘‘Front and Centre,”’ had
reported and to their ‘‘ Posts, marched,”’ and
the regiment was brought to a ¢ Present,”’
the poor fellow had to pass through another
ordeal—to about face, salute the Colonel and
report the parade formed, and then pass
around that officer and take his place to his
left and rear. While the Adjutant was
making this movement the Colonel, with a

(YQW'M—;'UIIOWE& the boy, and

was so noticeably disgusted that the whole
regiment was aware of the fact.
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. ‘“Not yet seventeen.’’

““Rather young, but so were Alexander
Hamilton and Napoleon when they received
their first commission.”’

At the breakfast table the following
morning the Judge handed a large envelope
to his son. 3

Seeing his father’s name on the envelope
and that he was addressed as Adjutant, the
boy enthusiastically exclaimed: ‘‘ Now I
know you will let me go, for as Adjutant you
can look after me.”

“But I am not to be Adjutant of the
Twenty-fourth, child; can’t you see the ‘ Jr.’
after the name? "’

The boy’s appetite was gone when it
finally dawned upon him that his greatest
desire was to be gratified—that he was to
become a soldier. But his face soon sobered
after reading the commission as First
Lieutenant and Adjutant. He had only
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centre, march!”’ ‘ Present, arms!’’ fol-
lowed by cat-calls and remarks like these:
““Who’s got a baby Adjutant?” ‘‘ The
Twenty-fourth  Milwaukee.”’ ‘“ Colonel
Larrabee has bought a new milch cow.”’
‘““ What for?”’ ‘‘For the nurse who will
have charge of our Adjutant.”

Kindly old Captain B., who knew of the
Adjutant’s efforts to get into the service, and
was full of sympathy for him, saw him wan-
dering through the streets with head bowed
and sighs that told of mental distress, ap-
proached him and told him not to mind what
he had seen and heard, but to go right on
doing the very best he could, and in time
those who made fun of him would praise and
applaud instead. ;
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It is quite safe to say that no would-be
_soldierever-had -a harder struggle to enlist
" than the little Adjutant.
to make plain a few of the obstacles he
encountered and how heroically he tried to
overcome them. I particularly want the
reader to keep in mind the young fellow’s
many struggles to enlist, for they will look
well with what follows.

I have endeavored .

That first dress parade was not by any
means a success, and when it was dismissed
the Colonel took pains to let his officers know
that he was going to demand of the Governor
the appointment of a grown man for Adjutant
in place of that ‘‘ white-faced, chicken-voiced
boy.”’

The Adjutant’s heart was well-nigh broken
that night when he sought.rest. Imme-
diately after dress parade he had heard many
of the officers make uncomplimentary
remarks touching his chicken-voice and
awkward appearance. As if that was not
enough, he strolled through the company
streets after dark. In nearly every tent he
heard the men talking about the Adjutant,
and in nearly every tent there was one or
more who tried to imitate his dress-parade
commands. From every street came such
commands as these, in the most boyish voices
possible: ‘‘ First Sergeants to the front and
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Twenty-fourth. No place of danger was too
perilous for him to ride to. His bravery was
so conspicuous that he attracted the attention
of both brigade and division commander.
After that battle every soldier in the Twenty-
fourth was the boy Adjutant’s sworn friend,
admirer and defender.
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At Missionary Ridge the color-bearer of
the Twenty-fourth fell. The Adjutant was
bending over him in an instant. Picking up
the flag, he sprang to the front of the line and
shouted: ‘“ Now for their line of works,
boys!?’ With a yell the Twenty-fourth made
a new rush, but they couldn’t outsprint the
Adjutant, who was the first man on the
works, and as he waved Old Glory a mighty
shout went up on the right and left. Both
officers and men hugged the boy Adjutant
aiter the battle, and I do not blame them.

A few weeks after that famous battle the
Twenty-fourth was to have a new Major.
The rank and file wanted their boy Adjutant,
and so did many of the officers. Phil
Sheridan, in whose division the Twenty-
fourth had often fought, asked that the
Adjutant be made Major, and it was done.
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DRAWN BY WILL CRAWFORD

Picking up the flag, he sprang to the front of the line

and shouted: ‘‘Now for their line of works, boys!”







