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THE OLD TIME MILITIAIN
THE DAYS “BEFO’ DE WAH”

The Periodical ‘'Musters” and How the Letter of the
Law was Observed=“some Excursions of

the Oak City Guards
To the Editor; When I was a boy I

dearly loved to attend the mitten

•‘musters,’’ as they were termed, for two
or three good and sufficient reasons:
First, because it was a day off from the
plowhandles, and therefore a holiday to

the boy; secondly, because I liked to see
the men "muster,” and lastly, because
old Mrs. Stokes and old Mrs. Smith, two

very motherly old ladies who stood very

high in the estimation of the small boy,

generally carried a chest full, each, oi

ginger cakes; to say nothing of the

watermelons a small boy would fall heir

to, in watermelon season. I acquired most

of my martial spirit from the stories
I heard from my old colored nurse, whose
recollections run back into the latter days

4 of the eighteenth century, and who could
entertain we children by the hour, telling
us of those stirring times when ‘‘Old
Masters” und the "Young Masters” went
to the wars, and ‘‘Old Mistress” and the
“Young Mistress” would ding to them
and cry when going away, hut how happy
all were on their return, and 1 used to
think how nice it would be to be a man
and go to the war, too. And so very
early in life I took the greatest delight
in going to the “musters.”

As I am writing of ye olden times, I
might as well give a description of the

old time way our State militia performed
their military duties. They had company,
battalion, regimental and general musters.

A company was made up of all males be-
tween the ages of eighteen and forty-five,
who lived within the bounds of a certain
territory, and, as my recollection serves
me* a company was required to muster
every three months. The law' required
that all the men in ranks should carry
fire-arms or pay a fine. A good many
citizens had old cavalry pistols—holsters
of the flint and steel kind—and these were
frequently used in the place of rifles and
shot guns, to meet the requirements of
the law, as to having fire-arms. The
pistol generally had stuck into its muzzle
a corn stalk, walking cane or umbrella,
to give it length, and it was a sight, to
which a circus would be a tame show, to
sec a company going through the manual
of arms with such improvised weapons.
Sometimes the pistol, in ordering and
shouldering arms, would slip from the
corn stalk and fall to the ground, and the
unlucky soldiers would cry out: “Hold
on till I get my gun fixed.” The captain
and the lieutenants were required to be
uniformed, but no new uniforms were ever
bought. The uniforms they wore had
come on down from the days of the Re-
volution, in regular succession. \\ nen a
new officer was elected he would get the
uniform of his predecessor. Sometimes,
but those cases were rare, the coat and

pants fitted, and the new officer cut a
swell in the old clothes, but in most
cases, the uniforms were either too large
or too small.

It was a funny sight to see a great
big two hundred pounder, with a stomach
that could not be compressed, and whose
height was equal to that of Saul, the son
of Kish, strutting at the head of his com-
pany with his pants coming to about the
top of his socks while his coat, after he
had used a buck-skin lacing string, lack-
ed a foot or more of meeting over his
breast, and the sleeves reaching to just
below the elbow. But what cared he?
He was captain and he was uniformed,
and the uniform he wore had the impress
of honorable age, whether it fitted or not.
As for the drilling I need only say that
if a small boy was anywhere near by when
a right or left wheel was ordered, he
stood in danger of being run over, for
Texas cattle could hardly get into worse
confusion than followed such an order.

Sometimes the company would keep
a wheeling until the two wings would
meet, notwithstanding the repeated com-
mand to halt! Then the sergeant would
try io get the men into line again, and
he would say: "Look to the right and
dress!” One fellow would say: “Can't
dress here, too many women about.” An-
other would say: “I dressed before I left
home.” Then, in a stentorian voice would
come the command: “Silence in ranks!”
When some fellow woujd sing out: “Now
you’ve got it Jim; if you don’t stop that

wind-mill o’ yourn the eap'n will chaw
you up and swallow you.” “He might do
the chawing, but, from his appearance I
don’t think he has any storage room, to
spare; he is about to bust now.” A laugh
followed, in which the captain was obliged
to join, when it was moved and carried

that the captain should buy Bill Jones’
bowl of cider and treat the crowd. Where-
upon it was declared, in martial tones,
that the next regular muster would take
place three months from that day on the
same grounds, and unless all were pres-
ent, at the roll call, armed and equipped
according to law, they would be fined to
the full extent thereof; and, with a whoop,

the ranks broke to partake of Bill Jones’
cider to which the captain was going to
treat.

A regimental or general muster was no
improvement on the company muster, as
to fire-arms, drill, etc. Os course order,
to some extent, prevailed while the colonel
or general was reviewing his troops; but,
as for marching, I have seen Fayette-

ville street, when a militia brigade was
marching along, in such confusion that it
was impossible for a looker on to tell
w hether there was any line, for every man
was looking out for himself; and in the
midst of the confused mass might be

heard such expressions as these: “Gee,

Mr* Hicks!” “Haw, Joe Fuller!” “Quit
stepping on my heels, Bill Jones!” and
much more of the same tenor. As I sec
eth matter now the militia system was a

burlesque, but, as 1 have shown, it had its
funny side, and that suited we boys.

As long ago as I can remember, Ral-
eigh had her organized and well drilled
companies of volunteers. The “Raleigh
Blue” and the “Raleigh Rifles,’’ had their
day away back in the forties, and, later
on, came the Oak City Guards, commanded
by Captain William H. Harrison, and the
Independent Guards, commanded by Capt-

John Quincy De Carteret. These were

fine companies, and did valiant service on
many a holiday occasion, when t Tit* only
enemies they had to encounter were well
filled tables, tubs of lemonade and so
forth. I do not now remember that either
company was ever ordered out by the
Governor, until the war came on. I was
a member of the Oak City Guards and
went with that company to Wilmington,
New Bern and other places, and as L re-

member, the duties on those occasions
were light, while the hospitalities were
immense and varied. At New Bern, on
the occasion of the completion of the At-

lantic and North Carolina Railroad, to

that town, companies front Raleigh. Fay-
etteville and Wilmington were in the big
street parade and partook of the hospitali-
ties of that most hospitable city. It was
a big occasion and the festivities Which
the good people had arranged for. were
so numerous that a visitor could not help

finding a place to suit his taste. The boys
were having a good time, for a uniform
was a passport and an open sesame
wherever seen, and the danger was that
one would be foundered or made drunk.
Indeed, I heard before I left the town,

that the order had been issued, from
headquarters, that no one was to leave
the town hungry or sober, and that if a
fellow wouldn’t drink he must be founder-
ed. I guess there was some truth in the
report I heard, for, as I was going from
the depot, at night to the Gaston House,

I was rudely halted, at a pump, near the

old Washington Hotel, by a man with a
gun in his hands, who said: “Con-ider
yourself under arrest!” “By whose au-
thority?” I asked. “By order of King
Alcohol,” he replied, at the same time
pushing me toward an open door, through
which came the noise of a struggle inside,
and a voice saving: “Funnel him! funnel
him!” I took in the situation in a mo-

ment. and, ag the man who had arrested
me, was getting into position to assist in

the funneiing process (it was Joe Arey, of
Fayetteville, they had stretched on the
bed) I broke and ran. and under cover of
the darkness made Tny escape. I saw my
friend Arey the next morning and he said
they spilt enough whiskey over and about
him to make a-n elephant drunk, hut they
did not get any of it into his mouth.

Col. John D. Whitford. the whole-souled,
big-hearted President of the Atlantic and

North Carolina Railroad, was the moving j
spirit in getting up that great occasion.

The boyg had their fun while there, and

had the chance to have become drunken,

over and over again, but our Captain, thej
late Major R. S. Tucker, often remarked

afterward when speaking of the occasion,!
that amid all the festivities he did not!

have a man who drank to excess, while
many drank not at all. As I think of
that occasion and remember that forty-
six years have followed, and that most
of those who participated in the scenes
and festivities of those April days, are
sleeping beneath the sod, 1 can but think
how true it is, that life at most, is but a
span.

Our company went on another excur-
sion—it was to Weldon —to meet some dis-
tinguished guest, I do not remember whom.

I did not go, Lut furnished a substitute,
who, when the roll was called, answered
to my name, and so, while I was not along
with the boys my name went: and, it so

happened, that when my name was called
one morning, after the boys had been

feasted and toasted, the night before, the
man who wore my uniform was missing.

A search being made it was found that
my substitute was drunk- Being a tem-
perance man myself, it was a good joke
the buys had on me When they returned,
that I got drunk by proxy. During the
war many a poor fellow who went out as
a substitute fared even worse than did
my substitute. He came back, but they
did not.

I ought to have said, when telling above,
of the funnel'ng business in New Bern,
that General John Winslow, of Fayette-
ville, a man who loved fun and would
have a good time, was the instigator of
it, and it was all done at his “head quar-

ters,” as he termed his room.

General Winslow was an old time Whig
and A'.hen the poltical fight was on. he

did as good service for his man and his
party, as any other speaker; (and he was
an orator), but, cvhen the tight was over
he rejoiced with the side that won. say-

ing, “Ifwo are not happy our Democratic
friends are, and so we’ll help them to re-
joice.” I happened to be in Fayetteville
on the occasion of a great torch light pro-

cession and speaking, with which the

Democrats celebrated the election of
Pierce and King. At one point where the

crowd halted for ,a speech, who should
step forth but General Winslow, amid the

shouts of the thousands who stood around
with torches in hand. The General began
by saying it was one of the proudest oc-
casions of his life, for the reason that, in
the recent election, he foresaw that our
people Avere soon to be of one mind and
one political faith, as evidenced by the
fact that Pierce and King had received
2f»4 electoral votes, Avhile Scott and Gra*
ham—Scott the hero, and Graham, the
statesman and honored ex-Governor of
this proud old Commomvealth—had only
received 42 votes.’’ About that time a
voice from the crowd asked: “General,

are we Whigs beaten as bad as that?” 1
To Avhich he replied in a v’erv solemn
tone: “I'm sorry to tell you, my friend,
that everything has gone Democratic
from h—l to Texas,” when the croAvd
moA-ed find the General, amid shouts and
laughter, retired.

As I am in Fayetteville just now, I will
tell the reader how the toAvn used to look,
to a country boy. who went there with a
load of cotton, or other produce, in the
days when, from Mt. Airy, Greensboro,
Asheboro and Salisbury and all intermedi-
ate points, wagons went by scores and
hundreds, carrying to the head of naviga-
tion corn, Avheat, cotton and other pro-

ducts, and carrying back salt, iron, mo-
lasses, sugar, cheese and other groceries,
which came up to Fayetteville on boats,
from Wilmington, our principal sea port.

It Avail not be a stretching of truth to
say that from the foot of Haymount to

t lie creek bridge, toward Campbelltown,
there would not be less, some days, than

five hundred wagons and carts, all bring :
ing produce and carrying back groceries,
dry goods and spun cotton. To the small
boy the street was a sight to b 4 remember-
ed. In a future sketch I may return to

Fayetteville, and then I will speak of
some of those merchants and those dis-
tinguished citizens, who, in the long ago,
made the old town so famous in the days

of her great prosperity.
R. H. WHITAKER.

Woman Killed a Snake.

(New Bern Journal.)

Mrs. Dixon, wife of Capt. Dixon, living
! on Polloc k street, proved herself a brave
j woman and skilful with a gun yesterday,

jShe saw a large white oak snake in front

5 of the yard and got her husband’s double

i barreled shot gun and emptied both bar-
rels into his snakeship. The serpent

! measured four feet.
» j

i A Union county negro went to Norfolk
and concluded that he would be faddy
and take a trip to Europe. He wrote

i back home: “Dar hain’t many nigg?rs
here. In fae’ I is de only nigger dat I'se

, seed here.”—N. c. Baptist

Chronic Sores
Eating Ulcers, fcSrsrya

Nothing is a source of so much trouble as an old sore or ulcer, particu-
larly when located upon the lower extremities where the circulation is weak
and sluggish. A gangrenous eating ulcer upon the leg is a frightful sight,
and as the poison burrows deeper and deeper into the tissue beneath and the
sore continues to spread, one can almost see the flesh melting away and feel
the strength going out with the sickening discharges. Great running sores
and deep offensive ulcers often develop from a simple boil, swollen gland,
bruise or pimple, and are a threatening danger always, because, while ali
such sores are not cancerous, a great many are, and this should make you
suspicious of all chronic, slow-healmg ulcers and sores, particularly if can-
cer runs in your family. Face sores are common and cause the greatest
annoyance because they are so per-
sistent and unsightly and detract so
much from one’s personal appearance.

Middle aged and old people and
those whose blood is contaminated and
tainted with the germs and poison of
malaria or some previous sickness, are
the chief sufferers from chronic sores
and ulcers. While the blood remains in
an unhealthy, polluted condition heal-
ing is impossible, and the sore will
continue to grow and spread in spite of
washes and salves or any superficial or
surface treatment, for the sore is but
the outward sign of some constitu-
tional disorder, a bad condition of
the blood and system which local
remedies cannot cure. Ablood purifier
and tonic is what you need. Some-

SORES ON BOTH ANKLES.
Gentlemen: About ten years ago a

small sore came on each of my ankles.
Dew got into the places and they be-
came large, eating ulcers, and I suf-
fered intensely for nearly ten years.
I had spent more than $500.00 try-
ing to get well when I chanced to
see 8. 8. 8. advertised in a Memphis
paper. I began to take it and was
cured. My limbs have never been
sore or given me any pain at all
since. I have recommended S. S. 8.
to a great many people, and am now
giving itto my nine-year-old son for
Eczema. During my long siokness I
was living near Memphis, Tenn., but
have since romoved to Kansas City,
and am now residing at No. 614
East Sixteenth Street.

Mrs. B. A. HARRIS.
Kansas City, Mo.

thing to cleanse the blood, restore its lost properties, quicken the circula-
tion and invigorate the constitution, and S. S. S. is just such a remedy.

S. S. S. reaches these old chronic sores through the blood. It goes to
the very root of the trouble and counteracts and removes from the blood all
the impurities and poisons, and gradually builds up the entire system an 4
strengthens the sluggish circulation, and when the blood has been purified

SSS
and the system purged of all morbid,
unhealthy matter the healing process
begins, and the uloer or sore is soon
entirely gone.

S. S. S. contains no mineral or poison-
ous drugs of any description, but is guar-
anteed a purely vegetable remedy, a blood

purifier and tonic combined and a safe and permanent cure for chronic sores
and ulcers. If you have a slow-healing sore of any kind, external or internal,
write us about it, and our physicians willadvise you without charge. Book
on ' * The Blood and Its Diseases ’ ’ free.
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