Letter From Camp.

Camp Hammond, Sept. 18th

Dear Beacon: -The sun came out bright and clear yesterday morning, the first time he has deluged to show his face for three days. The weather during that time has been decidedly moist and unpleasant, making it almost impossible to cook, and rendering any such thing as drill out of the question. But the boys have put up with inconveniences without a murmur; they all eat their bread and cold or raw meat, with all the indifference of old soldiers, making many a hearty laugh at their own, and each other’s expense. The only thing that frets them is, that they do not get their uniforms, arms, and marching orders. While they like camp life, they are anxious to commence business.

On Saturday last, the officers of the regiment were invited to a picnic, given by the ladies of Plato, to the officers of the Lyon Dragoons. It was a nice affair. A table was most bountifully loaded with substantials and delicacies; when the order was given to “fall in,” it was obeyed with alacrity and good appetite.

Quite a number of the men are on the sick list, most of them suffering from dysentery, caused by imprudence in eating. The surgeon informs me that there is no one dangerous in the camp.


The camp is crowded with visitors every fair day. Our battalion drill and dress parade draw people from far and near. There is a report this morning that the regiment is under marching orders. I do not believe there is a man on the ground but what wishes the report to be true. –The uniforms have not yet arrived, but give us them and our arms, and we are ready to move at an hours notice. I do not know where our destination will be, but we are willing to go anywhere so there is a chance to get a brush with the “secealiers.” Our boys want a chance to show their grit, and I promise you there will be no flinching when the thing comes to be did.
