LIFE AT CAMP WIKOFF.
BY EDWIN EMERSON, JR.
A ROUGH R I D E R ' S EXPliRmNCHS I N TflB GREAT CITY OF TENTS THAT SPRANG UP ON THK
SAND HILLS OE MONTAUK TO RECEIVE OUR VICTORIOUS ARMIES RETURNING
FROM CUHA AND PORTO RICO.

T

H I S is beautiful!" exclaimed ed with such a spontaneous outburst of
President McKinley, when Gen- delight from the long dismounted caveral Wheeler, from the top of head- alrymen that even General Wheeler
quarters hill, showed him the thousands and Colonel Roosevelt, seated on the
of tents that speckled the grassy slopes roof of the afterdeck, joined in the ear
of Montauk Point, jutting out into the splitting yells and whoops of their
blue sea beyond. Speaking as a soldier, troopers.
the commander in chief added a little
Seen at close range the camp, at its
later: " I have never seen a finer camp." terminus, near the wharves and railroad
Such was also the impression of the station, appeared lesc inspiring. The
homesick soldiers on the transports deep sand and coal dust around the misfrom Cuba and Porto Rico, who got erable shacks and stables that had been
their first glimpse of " God's Country " thrown up for the most immediate
when Montauk Light was sighted, and needs was littered with papers and odd
the green hills came into view with bits of lumber, and the intermingling
their ridges dotted by the moving of all branches of the service together
shapes of infinitesimal horses grazing with sailors, stevedores, teamsters,
near the glinting little tents of the en- workmen, as well as skirted nurses and
campment named after the brave officer visitors, created a general impression
who fell among the foremost in Cuba. of confusion in ill accord with a solAs a personal recollection, the writer dier's notions of what a well regulated
will never forget the joy with which his camp should be. Here, too, the rehalf starved comrades on the trans- semblance to certain phases of our
port Miami hailed the first prospect of Western life continued, aided again by
the place that was to prove such a dis- the open background of prairie-like
appointment within the next few weeks. slopes of grass undulating away as far
" W h y , it's just like the plains!" as the eye could reach. The station
shouted one Rough Rider, whose ranch building, with its surrounding frame
had been near enough to the Gulf of structures for eating houses and quarMexico to accustom him to the added termasters' supplies, recalled a mushnote of the sea. Another, perched high room town of the frontier during a
in the rigging of the ship, called down " boom," with a military post thrown
to those clustered upon the decks: in to account for the uniforms. Gallop" Say, boys, just look at the stock on ing horsemen, riding in the approved
the prairies back there. Them's ou-^ style of the plains, with saddled mules
ponies a switchin' of their tails, sure and unmistakable broncos standing
enough, and we'll all go mounted around everywhere, completed the illuagain! " The announcement was greet- sion. In the midst of it could be seen
The iHu^trniions of tins article are eniri';tvei1 Troni pliotosrraphs by Jolin C. Hemnienl, New York.
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the officers intrusted with the management of all movements of troops, gravely conferring with one another on
horseback, and disentangling the snarls
that each hour brought forth.
To the troops landing from the transports, loaded down with full packs and
accoutrements, the first march tmder the
hot August sun, through the deep sand
rimning down to the water's edge, came
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drudgery, so familiar to every one who
knows soldier life, appeared like sheer
weakness; and many a case of laziness
was recorded as pitiable exhaustion,
the dire result of Cuban hardships. Had
some of the more sentimental spectators seen these same invalids lend a
helping hand at many an upset further
on in the hills, and heard the cheerful
swearing with which these passengers

T H E FIRST ILLINOIS VOLUNTEERS LANDING A T CAMP W I K O F F .

as a discouragement. The detention
camp—ominous name—was two or
three miles away, up hill, and to the unreasoning soldier, weakened by lack of
proper nourishment, it appeared as if
the troublesome beach sand underfoot
was going to stretch all along the way.
No wonder the dismounted cavalrymen, who saw their brethren dashing
here and there on well groomed horses,
dragged their weary feet behind them
through the sand, and were glad
enough to fall out of the ranks in the
hope of snatching a tempting sandwich
or pie, or else to get a welcome lift from
one of the many passing mule teams.
To the sensational reporters and
other hysterical persons who had
flocked to Montauk to see the Rough
Riders land, this readiness to shirk

sought to outrival the mule drivers who
had acted as good Samaritans, there
might have been less moving accounts
of the pathetic return of Colonel Roosevelt's Rough Riders. Those troopers
who did not drop out were glad enough
to reach the detention camp and to find
that large, roomy tents, twice as big as
those they used in Cuba, had already
been set up by a band of willing workmen, whose sympathies with the
" boys " were strong enough to make
them brave the union rule against
working on Sunday.
By the time the last two troops of
Rough Riders—one of them Captain
Kane's troop of Eastern men, to which
it was my privilege to belong—had
trudged up the hill, and found their way
into the detention camp, there was so
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much hilarity and general high spirits
that it was hard to reconcile the facts of
the case with the tearful accounts of our
condition that presently appeared in the
columns of the metropolitan press. The
arrival of good, palatable food did much
to heighten the cheerful feeling.
My tent happened to be next to that
of the quintet of Eastern riding men
who are depicted in the illustration on
this page at the interesting moment
when the first loaf of American bread
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was about to disappear " in their
midst." It may be judged by the reader
whether, at that time, these men had
the appearance of invalids. Two weeks
later all but one of the five—that one
being Trooper Knobloch, standing at
the extreme left of the picture—had
been stricken down by the mysterious
ailments that carried ofif so many more
of our men than did the Spanish bullets.
Once the irksome period of detention
in the quarantine camp was over, there

A Q U I N T E T O F E A S T E R N ROUGH RIDERS.
T H R E E O F T H E M A R E TROOPERS CHARLES A N D G E O R G E
KNOBLOCH A N D CRAIG W A D S W O R T H .
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TWO G U N N E R S O F G R I M E S ' BATTERY.

GUN A N D M E N SERVED I N T H E BATTLE O F SANTIAGO.

came the last organized march of the
regiment as such, followed by the joyful meeting between the Cuban contingent and the four troops that had
been left behind in Tampa to take care
of the horses, and to bear up under the
repeated disappointments of marching
orders that were invariably countermanded.
On the day that their comrades were
permitted to leave the detention camp,
these Tampa troopers, as they came to
be called, started out from their quarters, which subsequently became the
general encampment of the Rough
Riders, leading the horses of the other
men. They met us half way, yelling

like Indians. In a jiffy they had jumped
from their horses, and there followed
the liveliest interchange of greetings
between brothers in arms, and mute
meetings of long separated men and
beasts, until the pelting rain put a stop
to it all.
Our new encampment was near the
old life saving station, which has
weathered so many of the fierce winter
storms that sweep over this extreme
end of Long Island. It was but a part
of the great cavalry camp uniting the
fighting troopers of the First, Second,
Third, Sixth, Ninth, and Tenth Cavalry
with the First Volunteer Cavalry,
known as Roosevelt's Rough Riders.
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A TYPICAL ROUGH R I D E R — P R I V A T E O X E A R Y , PTRST V O L U N T E E R CAVALRY.

Here we had ample opportunity to settle down to the routine and rigors of
military life in piping times of peace.
It fell to the writer's lot, for instance,
to spend a dreary fortnight in the guard
house for the heinous military offense
of writing for publication. While there,
I had plenty of time to master all the
fine points of guard mount, and to
learn by proxy how a sentinel is expected to behave under all conceivable
circumstances. There was one specially conscientious officer of the day, I
recall in particular, who felt called upon
to explain to each member of the guard

I'lLIK

in turn just how he should challenge
any one who might come along, how
he should cry " Halt! " and advance
upon those miscreants who went
abroad at night without a password,
and so forth ad nauseam.
As I listened, from my guarded lair,
to the painstaking repeated instructions, I could not but reflect on the difference between all these mock precautions and our simple method of detailing outposts while facing the enemy in
Cuba. There a man was simply ordered
to go on guard at such and such a
place, or to lie in the grass at niglit

1 IRST .MEAL IN CAMP —COMPANY B, FIRST ILLINOIS VOLUNTEIiRS, AT CAMP W I K O F P .
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within a certain distance of the enemy's
hnes on Cossack outpost, and that was
the end of it. He ahvays went without
asking " any fool questions," and when
he returned all was well. In the few
cases where men on guard went to
sleep, their superior officers understood
that it was only because they could no
longer stand up awake, and no great

Lieuteuant Joseph Wheeler, Jr.

UeneraL Young.

out, and to disarm all persons carrying
weapons. That was all I had to go by
for six long hours up to the moment of
surrender.
The very first armed man I had to
deal with was the aide de camp of General Garcia, who convinced me in a
very few words of excellent French that
he had a perfect right to pass; so he

General \\ heeler.

MAJOR G E N E R A L W H E E L E R , O N H I S A R R I V A L A T CAMP W I K O F F , G R E E T E D BY BRIGADIER G E N E R A L
YOUNG.

fuss was made about the matter. At
all events, they were not shot—nor sentenced to long terms of imprisonment,
for that matter.
I recalled the day of the capitulation
of Santiago, when I was placed as sentinel at the important point on the Caney
road where the American lines ended
and the Spanish lines began. Thousands of refugees and persons of all descriptions were pouring back into Santiago and were left to go their way unmolested, yet the commanding general
had issued orders that no newspaper
correspondents were to be allowed to
enter. Of this I only heard afterward.
My orders merely were to keep folks
moving, unless they were clearly tired

went his way in undisputed possession
of his arms. Later in the day there
came a consul or consular officer with
a coachman armed to the teeth. These
worthies I also allowed to pass without
exercising the right of search. From
many others, on the contrary, I demanded and obtained my full toll of
machetes, dirks, and pistols until I had
acquired quite an arsenal of these forbidden weapons. Of course there were
many vociferous objections, but that
was to be expected, and I took them as
a matter of course. All in all, there
were enough questions to cope with to
make it appear as a sufficiently responsible post to me, yet, when I was relieved at the end of my guard mount, I
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PRIVATE G R E E N W A Y A N D CAPTAIN WOODBURY K A N E , O F T H E ROUGH R I D E R S , ON T H E A F T E R N O O N
O F T H E I R ARRIVAL AT CAMP W I K O F P .

did not feel called upon to enter into
any lengthy explanation with the man
sent to take my place. I simply transmitted my original orders to him and
hurried back to the trenches to see the
formal act of capitulation, knowing full
well that he would come out all right.
After such an experience of the real
thing in the enemy's country it is apt
to weary a man to have to listen to long
winded instructions how to walk up
and down a deserted grass plot at home
and in times of peace.
After the first few weeks at Montauk
so many troops had arrived from Cuba
and Porto Rico, that the camp assumed
formidable proportions. As some one

remarked on the day of Secretary Alger's first visit to Camp Wikofif, it was a
place of magnificent distances. Thus
it was two miles from the headquarters
of one general to those of another, and
greater stretches of land lay between
the encampments of regiments that in
the West Indies had fought and
camped side by side. On the other
hand, commands that had seen widely
different service were now thrown close
together.
Every regiment that respected itself
had a mascot. In many cases these
were dogs, preferably forlorn looking
mongrels that had been picked up
either on the march or in Cuba. While
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the regulars usually confined themselves to one such mascot, several of
the volunteer regiments seemed to have
gathered these inexpensive luxuries in
ever increasing numbers.
The Rough Riders had at least four
acknowledged mascots. There was
Dabney, the runaway boy, who had attached himself to Colonel Roosevelt,
and wore a major's stripes. There was
Teddy, the eagle, with his immense

visited every ward, and stopped at every bedside.
All the camp rejoiced when it was
announced, on the President's departure, that the volunteer regiments then
at Montauk were to be mustered out at
once, and that the regular soldiers were
to be sent to their regular posts. It
was high time that such an order
should be given, unless it was the intention of the government to build win-

PRIVATES O F T H E F I R S T ILLINOIS VOLUNTEERS, W I T H T H E I R MASCOT, MANGO M I K E , A
CANINE W H O S A W SERVICE I N T H E SANTIAGO CAMPAIGN.

sweep of wings; and Josephine, the
mountain lion, who purred by day and
growled and spat by night. The most
recent acquisition was Total, an undersized Spanish pony, possessed of a
soiled white complexion and gently
mulish manners.
The gala day of Camp Wikofif, after
Generals Alger and Shaffer had been
duly welcomed, came when President
McKinley, as commander in chief of
the army, visited the camp. The President could not complain that he was
slighted by those who were able to
stand on their feet or mount their
horses on parade, while those poor fellows who lay sick at the general hospital and in the contagious ward certainly could not complain that they
were slighted by the President. He

CHICAGO

ter quarters; for the weather was growing colder from day to day, and already
the need of warmer clothing was felt
by the men clad only in light khaki
suits. Yet a week or so passed again
before the movement of the troops was
begun in earnest, and even then many
regiments were left behind to face the
rigors of the weather as best they could.
Of the regiments in the cavalry division the Rough Riders were the first
to go. When it was announced that
they were to parade in New York without horses and accoutrements, their
preparations for mustering out were so
quickened that the first four troops
were ready to go two days before the
official date set for their discharge.
Their departure was celebrated by a
final bucking contest of the " bronco
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W O U N D E D M E N F R O M T H E F I E L D H O S P I T A L TO T H E
SHINNECOCK, FOR T R A N S P O R T A T I O N TO N E W YORK.

HOSPITAL

BOAT

busters" and by a series of Indian
At the station the troopers who had
dances, led by the four full blooded manned the Gatling guns during the
Indians of the regiment, with other Cuban campaign had an opportunity to
revels that lasted until dawn. Notwith- look once more at their once serviceable
standing such unaccustomed hours, the field pieces now rusting in the sand.
men were up early that morning to take
As at first, the last glimpse of Camp
breakfast together. Then came a final Wikoff for the departing soldier was
wild turn on the forfeited troop horses, one of confused masses of men pushing
and all joined in the general onslaught and jostling their way to the various
upon the souvenir peddlers and other transports and trains. After all, it
nuisances that had so long infested was a relief for him who had Jived
camp. These unfortunates were tossed through it all to turn his back on
in saddle blankets and treated to other this chaos and go away with the
well deserved indignities until it was comforting thought that within a
time to get down to the station for the month or so Camp Wikofif might be a
first train to New York.
thing of the past.
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SWALLOW.
BY H. RIDER HAGGARD.
" S W A I . L O W " IS A STORY O F SOUTH AFRICA, W H E R E A N G L O SAXON, BOER,
AND K A F F I R STILI, STRUGGLE F O R SUPREMACY, A N D T H E R E A D E R I S L I K E TO
FORGET H I S E N V I R O N M E N T A N D I M A G I N E T H A T R E A L L I F E I S B E I N G ENACTED
B E F O R E H I M : T H A T H E , TOO, LIVES A N D LOVES A N D S U F F E R S W I T H RALPH
KENZIB A N D SUZANNE, T H E BOER M A I D E N — T H I S IS O N E O F T H E BEST STORIES
F R O M MR. H A G G A R D ' S P E N SINCE " K I N G .SOLOMON'S M I N E S , " " S H E , " A N D
" A L L A N QUATERMAIN."

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS ALREADY PUBUSHIJD.
SWALLOW is the name given by the Kaffirs to Suzanne, daughter of a Boer, Jan Botmar, whose
wife is the teller of the stor}'. Long years before, the worthy couple adopted Ralph Kenzie, an
English lad, a castaway, who, when he reaches his nineteenth year, is discovered to be of noble
blood and the heir to vast estates. He stoutly refuses to leave his foster parents, however, and weds
Suzanne. On their wedding journey the j'oung couple are surprised by a band of blacks under Piet
Van Vooren, a rich Boer who has Kaffir blood in his veins, and Ralph's bitter enemy, who shoots the
3'oung husband and carries off Suzanne, for he has long been in love with the girl, though she detests him. But Sihamba, a young native witch doctoress, who is a faithful servant of Suzanne,
arrives in time to succor Ralph, who is badly wounded, and sends him back to the Botmar homestead in charge of native servants. Sihamba then starts in pursuit of Swart Piet, and after a long
journey contrives to set the girl free. The two women seek refuge among the red Kaffirs, whose
chief, Sigwe, is about to make war on the Endwandwe. The soothsayers of the tribe have declared that if his impis are led by a White Swallow, they will be invincible, and when he
learns that Stizanne is known by that name he invokes her aid, offering in return protection from
her enemy. Soon afterwards. Swart Piet and his men arrive and seek to recover their captive, but
they are ignominiously driven awaj'.
That night, in the guest hut at the town of Sigwe, Suzanne prays that her husband may learn that
she is unharmed and well, and that she may learn how it goes with him ; as if in answer to her prayer,
she seems suddenly to find herself at her old home and in the presence of her husband Ralph. He
is fevered and unconscious, but when she speaks to him he opens his eyes and they converse a brief
moment, she describing the place where they are destined to be reunited. Then everything fades
from view and she finds herself back again in the guest hut at Sigwe. When Vrouw Botmar next
enters Ralph's room she finds that the fever has left him, and he talks of having seen Suzanne.

XXII.

W

H E N Sihamba awoke in the
morning, Suzanne asked her if
the home of her people, the Umpondwana, was a great mountain faced
round with slab sided precipices and
having ridges on its eastern face like to
the thumb and fingers of a hand, with a
stream of water gushing from between
the thumb and first finger, upon the
banks of which grew flat topped trees
with thick green leaves and white
flowers.
Sihamba stared at her, saying:

" Such is the place indeed, and there
are no trees hke to those you speak of
to be found anywhere else. The maidens use the flowers of them to adorn
their hair, and from the leaves is made
a salve that is very good for wounds,
But, Swallow, who told you about the
mountain Umpondwana that is so far
away ? I never described it to you."
" Nobody told me," she answered,
and she repeated the vision to her, or
as much of it as she wished,
Sihamba listened, and when the tale
was done she nodded her little head,
saying:

* Copyright^ iSgS, hy H. Rider Htis:s:ard.
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