From Camp Hammond.

Camp Hammond, Sept. 14th, 1861.

Dear Beacon: -On Tuesday last we had a fine rain, which served to lay the dust for a time, at least. We have suffered a great deal from the dust, as it has been quite dry since we have been in camp. It is pleasant to sit in our tents and “listen to the platter of the soft rain overhead.” It seems to have remind us of earlier days, when working upon a New England farm, these gentle drops of rain assured us that a day of rest was at hand. But, as soon as some of the boys emerged from their tents after the shower was over, they were also reminded by the opening in their boots, through which these drops quickly entered, that the uniforms which Uncle Sam has provided them, and which have been expected so long, had not yet arrived. The Government agent commenced purchasing the horses for Capt. Jenk’s company of Dragoons last Monday. From seventy to ninety dollars a piece have been paid for those which have been purchased. We feel deeply interested in this matter, and ask seriously, is this all that the Government does pay for these horses, and is so, is that all it can afford to pay for them? Is it expected that horses purchased at these prices will be fit for us to ride into the battle field and risk out lives upon? If this is all that can be paid, then we hope those who remain at home, while we go forth to fight the battles of our country, will come forth and furnish us with such horses as shall enable us to perform effectually, those labors by which alone this rebellion can be put down. It is well known that companies of cavalry are much needed at the present time in Missouri, but of what service can we be if we are furnished with horses which are not considered fit to work on a farm. I hope out countrymen will remember, that if there is any place where a good horse is needed, it is in the cavalry service. The lives of your friends depend, to a great extent, upon the horses they are compelled to ride.

Recruits are coming in daily, and our companies are almost full. Men are leaving families and friends, and some a large amount of property, to engage in this great cause. It is such men as these that will give character to our regiment, for the have not entered the service from a love of adventure, or from idle curiosity. Officers and men are becoming anxious to appear on the stage of action, yet feel that it would be folly to do so until they are better acquainted with their business. They will probably make more progress in drilling after they leave here, as both officers and men are too much interested in things out of camp to advance rapidly in drilling.

The members of our band are doing finely. –They have improved very much since they first commenced playing.


We have been expecting to be mustered into the service every day for a week, but the mustering officer did not make his appearance until Thursday noon. Col. Webb, of Chicago, is the mustering officer. He is a noble looking man, something over six feet high, and well proportioned. He has a commanding appearance, and this, with the pleasant expression upon his countenance and his business-like manner, cannot fail to inspire his men with respect for him. The examination lasted about two hours. There will be from twelve to fifteen men in the regiment that will not be accepted. These men although unfit for service, seem determined to serve their country, let the consequences be what they may, but in their condition they would be of little service, and hence it is probable that they will not be allowed to go. There were two men from the Oswego company who refused to take the oath. As soon as their company disbanded, they started on the double-quick for the road, followed be their indignant comrades, who with a gentle touch of the toe and a brisk application of the cowhide, assisted them greatly in their onward march. Those who met them afterwards said they looked as though their last friend had deserted them, and as though they had taken part in what might be termed a “forced march.” I rather think the boys must have forgotten the fable of the boy and the frogs -“What is fun for you is death to me.”

Capt. Miller and Jenk’s companies have been highly favored by receiving a very nice supper from the ladies of Aurora last Wednesday afternoon. The tables were set while we were out on battalion drill, between the hours of four and five. We should judge that the ladies of Aurora intend that there should be no half way work about anything which they undertake, for they certainly gave us a whole supper. We had enough of everything which the heart could wish, and some to spare. We would thank our friends for their kindness in bestowing upon us these favors, which they may rest assured we know how to appreciate.

There are but five men in the hospital at the present time. It is remarkable that out of so many men so few of them should be sick. We may add, that much credit is due to our surgeons, who devote their whole time and attention to the wants of their patients, thus saving many of them from a long and irksome confinement which must be necessarily be endured after a disease is fastened upon them.


Lieutenant S. B. Sherer was presented with a beautiful sword by his friends on the west side of the river last Thursday. On Thursday evening the citizens on the east side of the river presented three swords to our soldiers; one to Lieutenant Walker, one to Adjutant Geo. Willis, and one to Lieutenant A. C. Ferre. They were beautiful weapons. The presentation speech was made by Capt. Silas Miller, of Aurora. It was short, earnest, and to the point. The presentation took place on the balcony of the Aurora House, which was beautifully decorated with flags. Most of the officers of the regiment were present and seated upon the balcony. Lieutenant Col. Joslyn made the closing speech. He spoke for half an hour with that earnestness which can only be felt by one who takes a deep interest in the cause in which he is engaged. –There was a large crowd of people in the street and upon the balcony of the Empire House. After giving three cheers they quickly dispersed, many of them deeply impressed with the scene which had passed before them. It was indeed a solemn occasion. The people had gathered together to see those deadly weapons permitted to their friends, knowing that they were presented for no idle purpose, and they may rest assured these men will prove themselves worthy the confidence which has been placed in them by the citizens and the citizen’s soldiery.

The good people of Plato came up to camp on Friday, and gave the Plato Cavalry a picnic. –The fathers and mothers, sisters and brothers of this company, came forward and generously contributed everything in the shape of eatables that could be asked for. They probably felt that his was the last time that they would have to show their regard by such kind of offices to these brave men. The weather being unpleasant, a large portion remained in camp all night.

It is uncertain how soon we shall leave here, but all hope to leave soon. Our officers are exerting themselves in this effect.

F.O.W.

