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The Rousseau and McCook Raids

Thrilling Adventures, Desperate Chances, Much Hard Fighting and
Narrow Escapes.

By Alexander Eckels, 4th Tenn. Cav., Knoxville, Tenn.

As I have seen but little in the columns of The National Tribune con-

cerning the Tennessee troops in the Union army during the rebellion, and
there seems to be an interest manifested of late concerning them, I am
induced to write a few reminiscences of the 4th Tenn. Cav. I write more
to correct some mistaken impressions that seem to have gained credence
than to write a full history of the regiment. In an issue of The National
Tribune I had an article on the beginning and completion of the organ-
ization of the regiment and a brief sketch of its first "baptism of fire."

Many incidents of importance were left out of that article; but I shall

not go back at present to supply them, but begin where I left off.

It will be remembered that I briefly referred to Gen. Morgan's bril-

liant, arduous and hazardous retreat from Cumberland Gap to the Ohio
River at Grunsupsburg, and a short sketch of the raid into Mississippi

imder Gen. Wm. Sooey 8mith, and the disaster that overtook him. His
command returned to Collinville badly used up—the 4th Tenn. Cav. with
the rest, but with an experience worth very much to them, and of which
they profited in future campaigns.

On March 18, 1864, the 4th Tenn. Cav. returned to Nashville sore,

tired and somewhat dejected on account of their defeat, but with their

fighting blood at fire heat. Co. C, which had been on detached service at

Gen. Slocum's headquarters at Tullahoma, returned to the regiment about
the same time. A more extended notice of their service at Gen. Slocum's
headquarters will be given further on. The regiment was remounted and
otherwise prepared for active service.

THE ROUSSEAU RAID.

In the Summer of 1864 Gen. Sherman was hammering away at

Atlanta, which at that time seemed almost impregnable, so in June he
conceived another idea of sending an expedition into the heart of Ala-
bama for the purpose of cutting the railroads leading west by way of
Talladega and the West Point & Montgomery Railroad and destroying
all the Confederate property along the intermediate points. He wrote
to Gen. Lovell H. Rousseau and laid his plans before him and asked him
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to study them and be ready to move when directed. At the proper time
he was directed to organize a cavalry force of about 2,500 men and a

section of artillery. This force he was to collect at Decatur, Ala. He
was given the option of going himself or sending an experienced officer.

He chose going in person. For this expedition Gen. Rousseau selected

the 8th Ind., 2d Ky., 4th Tenn.^ 9th Ohio and 6th Iowa Cav. and a section

of the 1st Mich. Art. Gen. Sherman's instructions to him were to go by
way of Summerville, across Sand Mountain, thru Blountville and over
Strait Mountain to Ashville and on to Greensport, on the Coosa River;
thence to Talladega, and to cross Talladega River at Stowe's Ferry;
thence thru Dadeville to Loachapoka, on the West Point & Montgomery
Railroad.

The 4th Tenn. Cav. reported to Gen. Rousseau at Decatur, and went
into camp at Mooresville, about five miles above Decatur. While wait-

ing the completion of the fitting out of the command the 4th Tenn.,

under command of Lieut.-Col. Thomburgh, was ordered to go in the

direction of Tuscumbia and ascertain, if he could, the whereabouts of

Roddey, who was reported in that vicinity threatening the communica-
tions at that place. Col. Thornburgh moved his regiment out about
sundown, and after marching all night came upon Roddey about day
light, completely surprising and capturing his camp, taking several

prisoners and destroying his camp equipage and stores, and returned to

camp without the loss of a man.

THE START.

All things now being ready at 1 o'clock p. m., on the 10th day of July,

Gen. Rousseau moved out with his command and was soon on hostile

territory, with Roddey somewhere west of him, but not thought to be in

dangerous proximity. Only one battalion of the 4th Tenn. Cav., under
command of Maj. Stevens, was sent with Gen. Rousseau. About sundown
he reached Summerville, 17 miles away, and encamped for the night. On
July 11 he crossed Sand Mountain, thru Blountville, and over Strait

Mountain, and went into camp. July 12 he marched to within five miles

of Ashville. Maj. Stevens was ordered to proceed on to the town and
secure whatever might be of value to the command. This he proceeded
to do, taking possession of the town, there being but a small guard at the

place. He found a considerable quantity of corn and quite an amount of

commissary stores, all of which he took possession of. The men and
horses were supplied with what they needed and the balance destroyed.

The next day, July 13, he reached Greensport, on the Coosa River. But
before reaching this place the rear of his column was fired into by some
guerrillas, resulting in the killing of Capt. Curl and wounding Capt.

Wilcox, of the 5th Iowa Cav.
At Greensport there was a ferry with a small boat, which was on the

opposite side of the river, and on the hills beyond was stationed a con-

siderable force of rebels, who disputed his crossing. Before he could get
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possession of the boat the enemy had to be dislodged. Gren. Rousseau
placed some sharpshooters in the houses of the town while he sent the 4th
Tenn. and 5th Iowa down the river about four miles to the Ten Islands,

where there was an old ford, said to be where Gen. Jackson crossed when
he was fighting the Indians. The 4th Tenn. was ordered to cross the

river and the 5th Iowa was to follow, and when across were to charge
the rebels. Considerable skirmishing ensued before a crossing could be
effected.

When across they charged into them, while the sharpshooters kept
up a constant fire, and they were soon routed. Some men were detailed

to swim over now and bring the boat back, when about 200 men were
ferried over and the enemy driven off. The result of the skirmish was
the killing of Capts. Abercrombie and Moore and 15 men and wounding
of 40. Lieut.-Col Long and Maj. McWhirter and six men were captured.

The only casualty to Gen. Rousseau was the wounding of one man in the

8th Ind. The troops engaged were the 6th and 8th Ala. Cav. and a few
militia under Gen. Clinton.

INSPECTING THE COMMAND.

Gen. Rousseau now made a thoro inspection of his command, and
every man and horse not fit for the remainder of the raid—about 300—
was sent back to Guntersville. This reduced his force to about 2,200.

On July 14 the entire command was safely across, and the march was
resumed. The weather was intensely hot and the roads were very poor,

so that Gen. Rousseau was forced to abandon one piece of his artillei:y

after so disabling it as to be worthless to the enemy. The extra horses
were attached to the other pieces ; so, thus unencumbered, he was enabled
to move with more ease and celerity, which was a thing now very desirable.

On July 15 Talladega was reached, a village of some importance, situ-

ated in the midst of broad cottonfields and on the railroad running west
from Atlanta and one of the main arteries supplying the army at Atlanta.
The large depot was filled with leather, grainsacks, flour, wheat, salt and
cotton. There was found stored in other parts of the town about 100,000
rations of sugar and salt, 20,000 rations of flour and bacon and a large
quantity of other commissary stores. The men were supplied with what
they wanted and the balance committed to the flames.

There was two gun factories in the place, which were also destroyed,

together with several cars. One hundred and forty-three rebel soldiers

were found in the hospital located here, all of whom were paroled. Several
cotton-gins and presses were destroyed.

In the evening of July 16 the Talladega River was reached at Stowe's
Ferry. The pack-mules and artillery were ferried over, while the men
crossed at an old ford about half a mile above the ferry.

This ford was deep and swift at the bank of entrance, and some of the
horses and men were drawn down by the swift current and drowned. A
few feet from the bank the water got shallow, but the bottom was rough.
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and it was slow work getting over. The greater portion of the inght was
consumed in crossing. The 4th Tenn., however, crossed over before night.
This exhausted the men and horses very much, but as it was only about a
day's march to the West Point & Montgomery Eailroad, the objective
point of the expedition, Gen. Rousseau deemed it advisable to push on to
the railroad. He accordingly moved in the direction of Montgomery, to
create the impression that he was going to that place, but, after marchin^^
sufficiently far to create the ruse, he deflected to the left and marched
thru Dadeville and directly to Loachapoka on the West Point &> Mont-
gomery Railroad, about 12 miles from Opelika, which place he reached
about night of July IT.

Orders were given the men to feed their horses and cook their cup-
pers, while he sent out reconnoitering parties to ascertain the situation,

and if there were any of the enemy in the vicinity, when the work of
destruction began.

To the 4th Tenn. and 5th Iowa was assigned the duty of destroying
the depot and railroad and all Confederate property at Cheraw Station^

which was done in a satisfactory manner.

FIGHT AT OPELIKA.

Next day Opelika was reached, where a considerable number of rebels

had concentrated, and a brisk little fight followed, resulting in the killing

of about 15 of the enemy and wounding of about 40 more. Three of Gen.
Rousseau's men were killed, one of whom was of the 4th Tenn.

The work of destroying the depot at Opelika was committed to the
4th Tenn. and 5th Iowa, which was done to perfection. The depot at this

place was filled with cavalry saddles, or saddle-trees, as there was nothing
but the tree, with stirrups and a girth. While the work of destroying
the Government property was going on the town caught on fire, but by
the heroic efforts of the soldiers the town was saved from destruction.

Gen. Rousseau now pushed the work vigorously on toward Wept
Point. An engine with a few guards was sent down from the direction

of West Point by the rebels to ascertain what was wrong. It was cap-

tured, but not without first killing the engineer. The prisoners were
paroled and the engine destroyed.

The work was rushed with all speed, for it was not known how soon
Wheeler, who was thought to be somewhere in the north part of Georgia,
might pounce down upon the command and thus would be trouble. The
railroad was completely destroyed for a distance of 35 miles, together with
every depot and all Confederate property.

DESTROYING THE RAILROAD.

It was not a difficult matter to destroy the railroad, as the rails were
spiked onto string timbers and they keyed into the cross-ties, and all that

was necessary was to drive out the keys and lay one track beside the other

and apply the torch and the work was soon done, as the weather was ex-

cessively hot and the timber dry, so that the work was easily and rapidly
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accomplished. At 10 o'clock of the 19th the work which the expedition

was sent to perfomx was completed, and now the serious part of the

affair confronted Gen. Rousseau.
Gen. Sherman gave him tlie option of returning to whatever point

most convenient and presented the least obstacles. Gen. Rousseau thought
he could reach Marietta and not encounter Wheeler, which he did by an
exceedingly narrow escape.

Accordingly at 2 o'clock he set out for Marietta, about 150 miles

distant. About midnight he passed thru Lafayette, about 25 miles dis-

tant, halting and resting until daylight, July 20. At an early hour the

march was resumed, when 35 miles was covered.

July 21 he marched the same distance, passing thru CarroUton and
Villa Rica. As the command was marching on the night of July 21 and
the advance guard was emerging from the woods, across the field a little

distance ahead they discovered troops passing on a road that crossed

theirs, going south. Word was sent to Gen. Rousseau, the command was
halted, and all parties ordered to keep quiet. It is needless to say quiet

reigned. On investigation it was ascertained that Wheeler was going
south, hunting for Gen. Rousseau. After Wheeler had passed on at a

safe distance the command "forward" was given, and they moved off at

a brisk pace. The march was continued until well along toward daybreak,
when a halt was made and the men and horses given a short and much-
needed rest.

At early dawn, July 22, the march was resumed, and without any
incident worthy of note the command reached Marietta at about 4 o'clock

in the evening, thoroly exhausted, and it was not long until man and
beast were peacefully slumbering beneath the folds of the Star-spangled
Banner, after having been in the saddle almost day and night for about
15 days and having marched about 500 miles and destroyed 35 miles of

railroad, burning eight or 10 depots, killing about 30 rebels, capturing
about 200 and wounding about 40, all with the loss of only two men killed

and some eight or 10 wounded. Gen. Wheeler did not discover his de-

ception until next morning, when he was very much chagrined and dis-

gusted because he had missed his opportunity of catching Gen. Rousseau,
and the language he indulged in was not the kind that is taught in Sun-
day-school classes. The writer has talked with one of Wheeler's men, and
he said the General did some "tall cussing."

This was one of the many brilliant cavalry exploits of the war and
reflected much credit on Gen. Rousseau's skill and ability as a cavalry
commander. It materially aided Gen. Sherman in his grand flank move-
ment on Atlanta, while at the same time it seriously crippled the enemy
m and around Atlanta.

McCOOK'S RAID INTO GEORGIA.
In the Summer of '64 the value of the cavalry was beginning to be

fully realized and its services were in constant demand, and Gen. Sherman
kept his cavalry on the jump, scouting here, raiding yonder, hunting the
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enemy everywhere, learning their whereabouts, ascertaining their num-
ber, the strength of their position, the condition of the country, the roads,
crossings of rivers and creeks, and in fact obtaining all the information
possible that would be of any value to the Commanding General. The
fact is, the cavalry became the &yQs of the army. They were particularly

valuable in raiding weak pomts in the lines and destroying the communi-
cations and supplies of the enemy. They were advantageously used often
harassing the enemy in retreat. Such were the uses to which Gen. Sher-
man was putting his cavalry in the Atlanta campaign. It was exceed-

ingly hazardous service. There was, however, a fascination about it that
attracted and enticed the cavalrymen, and they were always willing and
even anxious for such expeditions. It was hard and dangerous service^

but the excitement of the chase or the destruction of the enemy's line of

communications or his property oftentimes more than compensated for

iho) fatigue and bruises received.

The 4th Tenn. Cav. came in for its share of such service. The Atlanta
campaign was particularly trying on the regiment.

July 23 Gen. Rousseau returned to Marietta from a successful raid

of about 15 days into the interior of Alabama, where he had cut two lines

of railroad, seriously delaying the supplies to the enemy at Atlanta. To
further cripple his communications with the West, Gen. Sherman ordered
Gen. E. M. McCook to take his cavalry and Col. Harrison's Brigade and
march "rapidly on Fayetteville and the railroad beyond." Col. Harri-
son's Brigade was taken along as reserve. At the same time he ordered
Gen. Stoneman to take 5,000 cavalry and move on the left of Atlanta
and meet Gen. McCook at or near McDonough, a station near Lovejoy's

on the now Central of Georgia Railroad. Gen. Sherman's object was to

cut the West Point & Montgomery Railroad at Palmetto and the Central
of Georgia Railroad at Lovejoy's, while Stoneman was to cut the road to

Macon, to prevent reinforcements expected from Alabama and Mississippi

from arriving.

STRIPPING TO FIGHTING WEIGHT.

On July 26 Col. Harrison was ordered to report to Gen. McCook at

Sandtown, some 25 or 30 miles below Atlanta, on the Chattahoochee River.

Here a thoro inspection was made of the brigade and all men and horses

not fit for the expedition were sent back to Marietta. This reduced the

4th Tenn. to about 300 effective men. About 4 o'clock the brigade was
over, the 4th Tenn. being the last to cross, and was to bring up the rear,

Avith Co. C as rear-guard. A little after dark the rear-guard reached

Palmetto, where Gen. McCook had preceded Col. Harrison an hour or

so, and was busily engaged in destroying the railroad and depot. Un-
fortunately there was some commissary whisky found in the depot, and
some of the boys had a hilarious time the remainder of the night.
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PLENTY OF MONEY.

About 10 o'clock Col. Harrison's Brigade moved out for Lovejoy's

on the West Point & Montgomery Road, with Gen. McCook's com-
mand in advance. About daylight they passed thru Fayetteville, wheve
a large wagon train was captured and left for Col. Harrison's Brigade to

destroy. Among the many trophies captured in this train was the Pay-
master's outfit, and all of a sudden many of the boys became immensely
rich—in Confederate bluebacks. The train was effectively destroyed.

The command pressed on, and about 12 o'clock of the 27th the rear-guard
reached Lovejoy's Station. Gen. McCook's men were busily engaged
burning the railroad and cutting the telegraph wires and otherwise

destroying the Confederacy. Here Gen. McCook expected to meet Gen.
Stoneman. He waited some two hours. This gave an opportunity for

the men to feed their horses and make a pot of coffee and incidentally to

catch a few winks of sleep, as they had now been in the saddle for about
24 hours.

THE SITUATION LOOKS SERIOUS.

Hearing nothing from Gen. Stoneman, and Wheeler's cavalry press

ing on him from all sides, the situation began to look pretty serious. Geii.

Sherman said McCook became panic-stricken here. It was enough to

panic-strike the most courageous General. The plans, as Gen. McCook
understood them, had miscarried, and visions of Andersonville and Macon
began to rise before his mental vision. However, the only altemp tive left

was for him to make an attempt to get back to his "proper place on the
flank," as ordered. He decided to return by way of Newnan to Moore's
bridge across the Chattahoochee River.

At 2 p. m. he started, and after going about a mile, as his rear-

guard, which was Croxton's Brigade, was passing the forks of the road
where Gen. McCook had turned to the left for Newnan they were attacked
by a considerable force of the enemy and Col. Croxton was forced to

charge thru them. After a considerable skirmish he was able to proceed
and catch up with the column.

After crossing Flint River night overtook them, and as the moon
was not shining it was very dark. It was with great difficulty they could
follow the road, as it lay mostly thru dense woods. It was very hard to

keep the men in line, and had it not been for the training of the horses
to follow the file leader many of the men would have been lost, as they
were almost overcome with fatigue and want of sleep, and in fact many
of them slept on their horses, trusting to their faithful beasts to keep in

line. The route lay thru a country dense with undergrowth, with many
bogs and swamps, and the men had to flounder along as best they could,
with guides stationed along the road at the most dangerous places to

direct the men how to go. After struggling all night thru this dense
forest Newnan was reached. Passing thru the town, a few miles bej^ond
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a strong force of cavalry was struck, supported by a brigade of infj^ntrj^,
which had been delayed here on account of the railroad being destroyed
at Palmetto. This was Wheeler's, Jackson's and Roddey's cavalry, and
with the infantrj^ outnumbered McCook's force about three times.

THE ROAD BLOCKADED.

They had planted themselves squarely across Gen. McCook's route
and were preparing to capture his entire force. Cols. Croxton's and
Torry's Brigades were ordered to break the line and open a way of escape.

They moved out gallantly to the task, but, after fighting for an hour or
more, found they were unable to break thru. Col. Harrison's Brigade,
which had been held in reserve, was ordered in to make another attemT't.

The 4th Tenn. Cav. was dismounted in the south end of a large field and
sent in on the right. After fighting the rebels about an hour they suc-

ceeded in getting around their right flank and were about to get m
between them and their horses, when they fell back, and, rallying, charged
across the field to the woods and drove them back.

In the meantime the artillery came up, and unlimbering shelled the

woods and drove them out. The firing now ceased, and Gen. McCook
called a counsel of the com.manding officers and explained the situation

and asked their advice, suggesting they had better surrender. Col. Brown-
low, of the 1st Tenn., who was present, declared he would not surrender,

but that he would cut his way out. Col. Croxton was directed to open a

way of escape, when Col. Croxton gave Col. Brownlow the privilege of

leading the charge. Cols. Croxton and Torry followed Col. Brownlow,
and they succeeded in going out. Croxton and Torry became separated

from each other, and from Col. Brownlow also, after they had cut out.

This left Gen. McCook with Col. Harrison's Brigade. In the fight Col.

Harrison was captured, when Lieut.-Col. Jones, of the 8th Ind., was
placed in command. Gen. McCook ordered the artillery wheels cut down
and the guns spiked and the prisoners which had been captured paroled.

EIGHT FOR LIBERTY.

Gen. McCook was now in the south end of a long field about 300 yards
wide and about 1,000 long, with a ravine running across it near the south

end. On the right of the field was a narrow strip of woods, beyond which
was a road and on the right of the road was a large body of cleared land.

The rebels were stationed in this timber and behind the fence, and as the

brigade charged thru this timber and along the road they poured a fur-

ious musketry fire into the men as they galloped out. The 4th Tenn. was
the last to leave the field, and Co. C brought up the rear. A short dis-

tance from where they emerged from the woods into the road was a

bridge across a large creek, where some confusion ensued on account of

the men trying to get across.

The enemy now became more bold and rallied on a rise in the field
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and was firing into the rear of the column when a detachment of Co. C
was ordered to charge oh them and drive them back. This they did,

when the regiment succeeded in getting safely over. The casualty the

regiment suffered in the fight and flight was the shooting of one man who
was holding horses. Whether he was killed or wounded or his name or

the company to which he belonged is unknown to the writer. Serg't Wm.
Taylor's horse was shot just after he had gotten into the road, and falling

on his leg held him so that he was captured.

Night came on soon after crossing this bridge and the regiment was
not molested any more during the night. The march was continued, and
about 11 o'clock the head of the column reached the river at Philpot's

Ferry. About 4 o'clock the 4th Tenn. arrived. Detachments from the

regiment were sent back to the foot of the hills about half a mile from
the river to hold the rebels back until the brigade could be ferried over.

The river was narrow, deep and the current swift, the boat was small, and
much time was consumed in ferrying the men and horses over. The
horses were so jaded that they could not be forced to swim. over. Some
25 or 30 of the 4th Tenn. Cav. were captured at the river, having been out
on the skirmish line holding the rebels in check, and were not called in

time to catch the boat on its last trip. Lieut. Smith, of Co. C, and some
three or four men fled down the river some distance and constructed a

raft of rails and succeeded in this manner in getting across.

xV FORLORN HOPE.

Some 150 or 200 men were now dismounted. They were ordered to

fall in line and march on foot, and efforts would be made to find mounts
for them. Scouts were sent out on each side of the route taken, but few
horses were found. The rebel cavalry had stripped the country of every
horse and mule. Some men, in their desperation to keep up with the

column, yoked cattle to cart:^, buggies and carriages—any kind of a vehicle

that would carry men. Some were mounted on oxen, and even cows, and
the cavalcade presented many grotesque scenes, and, even desperate as

the situation was, there was much merriment at the expense of the riders

as the boys trudged along trying to keep up with the column.
In the after noon itbegan to rain, and the wet clay stuck "closer than

a brother," and it was exceedingly slavish on the footmen, and many men
fell by the wayside exhausted. The weather was very hot, and the men,
weary, sleepy and hungry, it was impossible for some of them to keep up.

One particularly sad incident happened late in the evening as the
men were dragging along. One mail began to stagger and reel, and
floundering fell to the ground, uttering a distressing groan. He made
several attempts to rise, but finally fell insensible to the ground. He was
picked up and carried to a house near by and left to the tender mercies
of the inmates. His name or the regiment to which he belonged is un-
known to the writer.

This was the fourth day since the regiment had crossed the river at
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Sandtown, and they had been in the saddle constantly, except what time
they spent destroying the Confederacy or fighting, and about 24 fours
since they had had anything to eat, and it took heroes to stand such a

strain. About sundown the rear-guard was ordered up and the dis-

mounted men directed to get back to Marietta the best way possible. They
were advised to keep in the woods and not travel the public roads, and
avoid all towns and public places. About sundown the rain began a
steady downpour. Every man took to the woods and the command
moved off, leaving them to their fate.

THE SCATTERED COMMANDS.

Maj. Stevens succeeded in reaching Marietta with some 250 men.
Lieut. Smith and 15 men of Co. C were captured, Capt. Gamble an'1

several of Co. G were also captured; in all some 50 of the regiment be-

came prisoners of war.
The men kept coming in for several days, hatless, coatless and some

barefooted, as they had not been accustomed to marching on foot, and
their feet being tender, thin boots soon blistered them so they could not
wear them. Lieut. Darnell, of Co. G, succeeded in getting thru with some
four or five men, but not without two or three fights with the homeguards
or bushwhackers.

Such was the kind of service and the hardships the cavalry had to

perform and endure in and around Atlanta. Sherman was making them
useful as well as ornamental.



Before Atlanta.

By B. A, Williams, 1st Lieutenant, Co. D, 91st Ind., Poseyville, Ind

Editor National Tribune : The writer of this has long been an inter-

ested reader of The National Tribune, and has read the story of the

Atlanta Campaign as written by Gen. O. O. Howard; and also the book
written by Gen. Jacob D. Cox, giving the leading events of the Atlanta
Campaign, and does not write to add anything as to the general move-
ments of the army, but to give some details of a soldier's experience while
down in Dixie. The regiment to which I belonged, the 91st Ind., went
into Georgia from East Tennessee, May 25, 1864, joining Sherman's army
near New Hope Church, and was assigned to the First Brigade, Second
Division, Twenty-third Corps, and saw some hard service during the

Atlanta Campaign. We were on the extreme right of Gen. Sherman's
army around Kenesaw Mountain, and assisted in extending our liae to

the extreme right and south of the mountain, and were on the extreme
right when Johnston evacuated it, falling back to the Chattahoochee
River, which we crossed July 8, 1864, near the mouth of Soap Creek. We
Jbuilt fortifications on the hills south and near the crossing. From there

we moved via Decatur, Ga., in the direction of Atlanta, on the north
side of the Georgia Railroad. July 20, as the regiment was hurrying to

the front to assist our forces that were engaged fighting the enemy, we
passed an ambulance bearing rapidly to the rear a wounded soldier whose
face was covered with blood, and I at once thought of a young brother
of mine, Geo. R. Williams, Co. D, 120th Ind., and soon after learned
from Dr. J. M. Neely, Surgeon of that regiment, that it was my brother.

I visited him at the field hospital at night and found him suflPering from
a severe wound in the face, which caused him to lose his left eye. He
recovered from the wound in time to participate in the closing scenes of

the war, and since that time has been engaged in farming and school
teaching; but the wound in the face continues to be a visible reminder of
the dark days of the great war. The next morning, July 21, we went
on the skirmish line with Cos. C. and D, 91st Ind., which proved to be a

hotly-contested line, neither side sparing ammunition. Lieut.-Col. C. H.
Butterfield, commanding the 91st, took pleasure in forwarding ammuni-
tion to us; and the boys of the two companies as freely used it. A con-

stant fight was kept up throughout the day. Shortly after noon the enemy
undertook to drive us from our riflepits. We could not see them, on
account of the dense foliage of cedars and underbrush, but knew from the
sharp crack of their rifles that they were advancing. The rain was falling

fast. The boys of the two companies did their duty well, aiming low and

• 13-
'

-.t



14 . The National Tribune Scrap Booh.

keeping up a constant fire, and succeeded in driving back the advancing
line, after which quiet continued for a time. At one time during the day
We discovered a man up a tree in the direction of Atlanta, and he was
firing at us. We tried in vain to dislodge him, but our Springfield and
Enfield rifles would not reach him. He was finally seen from the main
line, and I received word to have my sharpshooters pick that man out of
the tree. I sent w^ord back that our guns would not reach him, and they
hunted up an old Vincennes rifle and sent it out to us. We only got oiie

shot at him with this gun, as he hurriedly got down and out of the tree,

and we were troubled by him no more. Night came on, and comparative
quiet reigned in our front until near daylight. On the morning of July
22, a day long to be remembered by the brave boys of Gen. Sherman's
army, about 3 :30 o'clock some one whistled in our front, and was quickly
answered by a shot or two from our skirmish line. A man in our front
Said: "Don't shoot; we Avant to come over and surrender." They were
permitted to come, and two Confederate soldiers came over and gave up
their guns. The writer inqiared of them about the Confederates in our
front, and learned from them that they had fallen back to their main
line near the city. They said that they had been ordered to drive us from
our position the day before, and were crawling towards us while the rain

^as pouring down, but that our fire was so constant and well directed that

they were driven back. Wc sent them to the rear, directing the guard to

take them to rhe headquarters of Gen. Cooper, who commanded our
brigade. We were immediately ordered to move forward, and we crossed

the line of the Confederate works just at the dawn of day. Some 50 yards
beyond the Confederate works we found a rebel soldier sleeping, with his

gun by his side. A soldier by the name of Wilson, Co. C, was advancing
directly towards him, and I told Wilson to pick up his gun before he
awoke. But the Confederate sprang to his feet, taking hold of his gun
at the same time Wilson did, and they stood facing each other holding
the same gun, when I spoke to him telling him to give up his gun, as the

Johnnies were gone and the Yankees were here, pointing him to the main
line of the boys in blue advancing behind us. We moved rapidly forward
until we were in plain sight of the city of Atlanta, and the enemy turned
their artillery upon us. Here we built fortifications while the desperate

battle of Atlanta was being fought to our left, and the enemy were shell-

ing us from their main line. Gen. Howard, some years ago, in his inter-

esting history of the campaign, says that it was observed at the dawn
of the 22d that the strong Confederate works in our front had been
abandoned, and pushing forward in the usual way we at last came upon
the principal defense of the city of Atlanta. Now I believe that thru

these two deserters the first news was conveyed to our forces that the

enemy had fallen back, and we were among the first to advance, passi'xg

near the Howard house, where Gen. Sherman had his headquarters dur-

ing the battle.

In 1896 I visited the Exposition at Atlanta, and while there went out

to the old battlefield and saw the ground over which we marched and
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fought that eventful morning more than 43 years ago. I also visited tlie

National Cemetery at Marietta, Ga., where lie buried more than 10,000

of the brave boys that accompanied us into Georgia; among them my
brother, William C. Williams, and others of my company and regiment.

This brings up sad memories of the great struggle for the maintenance of

our Government. The Superintendent of the cemetery informed us that
the average age of the men buried here w.as between 20 and 25 years.

This is a beautiful cemetery, well cared for by the Government. It is sad
to know that 2,800 of those buried there are in graves marked imknown

:

but they are as carefully cared for as are the others. In plain sight of

Marietta is Kenesaw, Pine, and Lost Mountains. This town and the sur-

roundings looked much as it did in 1864; but Atlanta had made a won-
derful change. The street cars traverse the ground over which we ad-

vanced in 1864, and it is now known as Inman Park.



^ Personal Recollections, 1862-1865.

• Following IS a paper read by Webber S. Seavey, Captain, Co. H, 5th

Iowa Cav., at a meeting of the Loyal Legion, at Seattle, Wash., Nov. 20,

1907. Capt. Seavey, at the age of 20, enlisted as a private, and by re-

peated promotions attained the rank of Captain. The Captain says:

"I enlisted in Co. H, in the regiment known as Curtis's Horse, Jan. 1,

1862, at Benton Barracks, St. Louis, Mo., until by general order (I be-

lieve) of the War Department, sometime during the month of June, 1862,

at Fort Hieman, Ky., the name of the regiment was changed to that of

the 5th Iowa Cav. My company and regiment left St. Louis Feb. 8,

1862, and arrived at Fort Henry, Tenn., April 11, 1862. During the bat-

tle of Fort Donelson my company was engaged in escorting wagon trains

between Fort Henry and Fort Donelson and scouting both sides of the

Tennessee River from Smithland, Ky., to near Paris, Tenn. Our regiment
moved camp across the Tennessee River from Fort Henry to Fort Hiemai]

,

Ky., soon after the battle of Fort Donelson, where we remained nearly a

year, scouting the woods of Tennessee and along the Kentucky borders,

engaging in many skirmishes and several hard-fought battles, Lockridge
Mills, Tenn., Clarksville, Tenn., near Hopkinsville, Ky., Cumberland
Iron Works and the second battle of Fort Donelson. In the Spring of

1863 we mearched to Murfreesboro, Tenn., by way of Clarksville and
-Nashville, where our regiment was joined by the 4:th U. S. Cav., ^Jth

Mich. Cav., and 7th Pa. Cav., and the command became known as Minty s

Cavalry Brigade. Our first battle was at Guy's Gap, Tenn., June, 1863

;

the next at Shelbyville, Tenn. ; and during the balance of the year we
followed the retreating Cohfederates, engaging in many skirmishes and
hard fights with them under Wheeler, Morgan and Forrest, until we
reached the Tennessee River south of Chattanooga, which we picketed for

20 miles during the battles of Chickamauga, Lookout Mountain and Mis-
sion Ridge. About 80 per cent of our regiment re-enlisted Dec. 31, 1863,

except Brackett's Minnesota Battalion, which was sent out on the plaijiS

to fight the Indians. After our reinlisted ftien returned from furlough,
together with the recruits and veteran portion of the 5th Iowa, we ren-

dezvoused at Davenport, Iowa, thence to Nashville, Tenn., and after

being organized with two brigades of cavalry we left Decatur, Ala., July
4, 1864, on the Rousseau raid under Gen. Rousseau; went around a por-

tion of the Confederate army, burned many bridges, tore up miles of rail-

roads, destroyed millions of dollars' worth of stores and other property;
and after many successful battles and skirmishes entered Atlanta July 22,

1864. The night of July 25 we reorganized and started on the McCook
raid, and were in the saddle almost continuously for six days and nights,

16
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during which raid we lost 75 per cent of our command. My company
(H) having started out on this raid with 56 men, returned with seven

besides myself. About Aug. 20 our cavalry forces were again reorganized,

with headquarters at Sandtown, Ga. We made a raid under Gen. Kil-

patrick, engaged in a fierce battle at Jonesboro, Ga. ; cut through the

rebel lines, and made a complete circuit of their army. Aug. 31, 1864,

my regiment received instructions from Gen. Kilpatricli to go from where
we were encamped near Flint Eiver to Jonesboro. We made about half

the distance, when we met Hardee's Corps in full force, marching to meet
the commands of Gens. Howard and Logan. Our regiment was driven

back. We lost a number of men in killed and wounded. While crossing

Flint River on a log I was wounded by a piece of bursting shell, which
knocked me into the river, and when I gained consciousness I was in die

hands of two rebel soldiers, who were rolling the water out of me, and
brought me to life. I was taken to provost guard headquarters that night,

and two days after was put on a train with 24 other prisoners and 800

wounded from the battlefield of Jonesboro, the destination of the pris-

oners being Andersonville, Ga. A railroad collision near Barnesville, Ga.,

about noon, Sept. 3, killed a great many people who were wounded and on
our train. After assisting in clearing up the wreck for several hours, I

went to a spring for a bucket of water, and, it being dark, I went to the

bottoms of Flint River and followed up the stream, avoiding scouts and
bloodhounds for nine days i.nd nine nights, and when within three miles

of our camp at Sandtown I was recaptured by rebel scouts and taken
back to Andersonville prison. I remained in Andersonville prison 16

days, during which time the greatest number of dead bodies of our sol-

diers that was taken out for burial in one day was 169 and the smallest

number taken out in any one day was 146. Hood, wishing to get back
some of his able-bodied men by exchange of prisoners, sent an order for

500 men to be taken from Andersonville prison to West Point, near At-
lanta. The condition of the men of this 500 prisoners was deplorable, and
few of them were able to walk five miles. I stole out of Andersonville
with this detachment of 500 prisoners, and when we arrived at West
Point Gen. Sherman sent word that he had ordered no exchange and that
he did not propose to be dictated to by the defeated Hood, and refused to

accept us. I stole away from this crowd of prisoners, and was recaptured
the second clay and was taken to Macon prison, where I remained a few
days, until 150 of our officers who were in prison at Charleston, S. C,
were sent up for exchange and kept in Macon prison one day before leav-

ing for Atlanta. I stole out with and accompanied them as far as Jones-
boro; and after 24 hours' tramp arrived at our advance picket line at

East Point, near Atlanta, Ga., in the early morning of Oct. 3, 1864, where
T rejoined my company. My company and regiment was soon ordered to

Nashville, and later to Louisville, Ky., for horses; and on our return march
to Nashville, Tenn., we held our first regimental election at the mouth of
Mammoth Cave, Ky., where I cast my first vote on election day, Noveic-
ber, 1864, for Abraham Lincoln. Our regiment, with all other cavalry at
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Nashville, was organized into a Cavalry Corps commanded by Co^
Wilson. We fought the advancing rebels at Columbia and different points

on Duck River, Tenn. My company and regiment was cut off from its

command the night of the battle of Franklin, Tenn., and we made our
escape by leading our horses through the woods until about midnight,

when we found our battalion, and with the 16th 111. Cav. in our rear we
charged the rebel lines and rejoined our forces at daylight next morning.
Our regiment was assigned to duty on the advance of the army on Char-
lotte Pike at the battle of Nashville, Tenn., and the first shot from a rebel

cannon in the early morning of Dec. 15, 1864, killed my Lieutenant (Wat-
son) by whose side I was riding at the head of my company. We were
continually on the advance, fighting and skirmishing nearly every day, up
to Christmas, 1864, about which time we followed the retreating rebels

across the Tennessee River at Mussel Shoals. After this campaign the

Cavalry Corps, under Gen. Wilson, was reorganized at Gravelly Springs,

Ala., and left there Feb. 22 on the famous Wilson raid, and was in the

saddle 44 days, traveling through Alabama and Georgia, where, during
the hardest kind of fighting at Talladega, Ebenezer Church, Selma and
Montgomery, Ala., and Columbus, Ga., we destroyed millions of dollars'

worth of Confederate stores, arsenals, powerworks and other property,

afterwards relieving our prisoners at Andersonville. We met a flag of

truce at Macon, Ga., on April 14, 1865, which gave us the first informa-

tion that Lee had surrendered and the war was practically over. After
a short rest we left Macon and leisurely marched to Atlanta, picking up
on the way thousands of prisoners. And when we rode into Atlanta our
own forces thought us Confederates who had voluntarily surrendered,

because every one of us was dressed in Confederate gray, our blue uni-

forms having worn out during the long and tedious ride. Our regiment
remained in camp in Atlanta several weeks, during which time we did

some scouting and were ordered into central Georgia to look for Jeffer-

son Davis and his escort. Soon after the capture of Davis by the 4th

Mich. Cav. and other troops, we were ordered to Nashville, Tenn., and
remained in camp at Edgefield until mustered out, Aug. 11, 1865.



The Passing of Two Andersonville Prisoners—Also Something in
Behalf of Surviving Ex-Prisoners of War.

By C. W. Archbold.

Within about a year past Andrew Mather Post has lost by death
two of its highly-valued members—Comrades Martin Van Buren
Trough and James Filson Hull, the former having passed away at the

age of about 70 years on Nov. IT, 1906, and the latter in the T8th year
of his age, Oct. 20, 1907. They were both enthusiastic G. A. R. men,
reaaers of The National Tribune, and in every sense true comrades. They
were members of the 14th W. Va., and were captured after the battle of

Cloyd Mountain, Va., May 13, 1864, and were shipped to Andersonville,

Ga., where Comrade Trough was confined in the Confederate prison nine
months and 19 days and Comrade Hull a little over six months.

From what they have told of their experience and suffering in this

infamous prison one might well wonder that they should ever recover

their natural cheerfulness of disposition and equanimity of mind; but
they did, and their friends and neighbors will gladly testify they always
met them with a smile and a friendly greeting. They were friends of
good men and women and lovers of little children. They were good story-

tellers and singers of patriotic and sacred songs and what they call down
m Georgia, "Songs of the Soil." The writer will not soon forget the

delight of the company gathered at his home for a reunion of Anderson-
ville prisoners when Capt. Trough sang a long song (not too long) in

which the stanzas closed with these words

:

"H'ist the window, Norah,
Let the dove come in."

They fully deserved, as have many other comrades I have known, the
noble tribute paid the comrades gathered at Saratoga at a National En-
campment by the Daily Saratogian

:

"They learned somewhere and somehow to be brave and cheerful and
to retain into the days of Life's twilight the priceless possessions of a

smile, a cheering word, a hearty handclasp and a faith in the goodness of
the world and their fellowm.en that would be an inheritance beyond value
to any people."

In view of the fact that both of the comrades about whom I am writ-

ing were ex-Andersonville prisoners I am moved to advert to that famous
or rather infamous prison in behalf of the rapidly-lessening number of
comrades who were confined there and who still survive. In this con-
nection I wish to record my hearty approval of the editorial in The
National Tribune of Nov. 28 entitled "Justice to the Ex-Prisoners."

About two years ago as my wife and I were starting for a sojourn in
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Florida, Capt. Trough begged that we visit Andersonville en route. This
we did and found the experience of surpassing interest and one that wo
would like to recommend to any comrades who may be journeying in that
part of the South. Both the Prison Park (formerly Prison Pen) and the
National Cemetery are now beautiful inclosures, but there is much to be
learned on the ground under skilful guidance, such as we had by the
Superintendents of each inclosure, that will throw light on the awful
straits and sufferings of the multitude of young Union soldiers confined
there 43 years ago.

This visit to Andersonville greatly stimulated my interest in the his-

tory of the Confederate prison there, and I have interviewed not a few
of those who were confined there and have read much about it. The book
that has interested me most about Andersonville was written by Dr.
Augustus Choate Hamline, Medical Inspector, U. S. Army, and is en-

titled "Martyria, or Andersonville Prison." I was deeply impressed with
these words in the preface of this book which refer to the unspeakable
cruelties and suiferings involved in the history of this prison

:

"There are times in the history of men when human invectives are
without force. There are deeds of which men are no judges and which
mount without appeal direct to the tribunal of God."

I found in my investigations of Andersonville prison life there were
times when it was necessary for my own peace of mind that I desist from
a contemplation of the horrors related to me by such witnesses as Capt.
Trough and other comrades. After hearing their stories of hunger, thirst

and exposure my mind has reverted to the impressive Scripture which we
saw inscribed oii the beautiful Iowa monument in the Cemetery at Ander-
sonville: "They shall hunger no more; neither shall they thirst any
more; neither shall the sun light on them,, nor any heat." No more appro-
priate inscription could be placed over the graves of those poor fellows,

for as many have explained to me, they were driven to the verge of mad-
ness by hunger and were humiliated beyond expression by having to

drink alleged water made foul by the drainage of stables and in other
ways that I cannot mention here, until glorious Providence Spring burst
out, the gift, as I believe, of Almighty God to these sadly-beleaguered
boys—for many of them were mere boys. Also, many of the poor fellows,

in order to escape the pitiless Georgia sun and the pitiless Georgia rain,

actually burrowed in the ground in order to secure shelter otherwise
denied them.

It is not pleasant to recall these horrors, and for one I should be
loath to do so except for the feeling that duty to the ex-prisoners who still

survive requires that their suiferings should not be forgotten.

It would be out of the question in an article of this character to take
up the controversy as to the real responsibility for the cruelties of Ander-
sonville Prison. For my own part I do not have the feeling that the real

officers and soldiers of the Southern army—those who did the fighting and
bore the burden and heat of the day in the field—were in sympathy with
the atrocities practiced upon the inmates of Andersonville and other
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Southern prisons. It has been my fortune to see and talk with many of

these men when I was for a brief time a prisoner and since the war in

sojourning in the South and elsewhere, also living, as I do, on the bor-

derland of Dixie, I have many respected neighbors who were in the

Confederate army. It is inconceivable to me that such men as I have just

referred to, for many of whom I have a high regard, could ever have
approved of such treatment of prisoners of war as resulted in the virtual

murder of thousands and the de-humanizing of many hundreds of others.

I use the word "de-humanizing" advisedly, as a trusted comrade told me
he saw 200 or 300 of the last of the Andersonville prisoners who were
carried out of the inclosure, being too weak to walk, who were so haggard
and emaciated they could scarcely be recognized as human beings.

Perhaps the public mind is not yet fully clear as to who was chiefly

responsible for the horrors of Andersonville, but all who have studied the

matter, if they speak fairly, am sure, will agree that the crime of Ander-
sonville deserves to rank among the great crimes of the ages. I am frank
to say I do not feel like incfulging in as bitter a denunciation of Keeper
Wirz as some of my comrades. Wirz was a subaltern and had placed
upon him an amount of work and responsibility that no single man should
have borne. Nevertheless, I think no greater blunder could be committed
than to build a monument to this man and locate it at Andersonville, as

IS now proposed. I have before me a copy of an article appearing in the

Americus (Ga.) Times-Recorder of Nov. 8, 1908, conveying this informa-
tion with the added explanation that those concerned in pushing this

scheme "Wish the monument to stand at Andersonville, a silent sentinel,

where the thousands who come from the North to visit the National Cem-
etery may read in letters of bronze the refutation of their misrepresenta-
tions." The refutation of alleged misrepresentations is not so easily ac-

complished when there are so many living witnesses of the cruelties of this

man. It would be far better to lend every effort toward "downing" this

most persistent of all the ghosts of the war, as I am sure all concerned
will in time discover.

The fact that about one in four of the young men who entered Ander-
sonville Prison laid down their lives within that awful inclosure is not the
only pitiful thing to consider. My inquiries and observations lead me to

conclude that a very large percentage of those who lived through the
ordeal of imprisonment and were finally restored to their homes found
themselves weighted doAvn with one or more diseases, frequently loath-

some diseases, due to their Andersonville imprisonment. It is laj custom
to visit weekly one of these ex-prisoners, who has been a patient sufferer

all the years since his release, from two loathsome diseases fastened upon
him at Andersonville and who is now a prisoner in his room and most of
the time in his bed.

I believe as The National Tribune does, that ex-prisoners of war (not
Andersonville prisoners alone) should have their claims recognized by
Congress, and am of the further belief that those who suffered actual in-

carceration should have a pension of not less than $50 each per month. I
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feel sure that the beloved comrades whose names have been inadequately
commemorated in this sketch would not be displeased because of a plea in

this connection in behalf of their surviving comrades.
I will close this sketch by quoting a well-known stanza from the

most beautiful of all soldier dirges

:

"Close his eyes ; his work is done,

What to him is friend or foeman

;

Rise of moon or set of sun,

Hand of man or kiss of woman."



Hood at Nashville.

By John C. Titus, Co. C, 10th Ky., 251 Vine St., Marion, Ohio.

Editor National Tribune: In your issue of March 19, is an article

headed "Hood at Nashville,'' in which the writer questions the correctness

of Hood's statements in his history of the battle, and goes on to give his

own version of it.

Now it seems to me that one is as near correct as the other, and that

both sides are a little overdrawn. To substantiate this conclusion I will

give my own memory and impression of the battle as I see it after 44
years, and give some incidents not bearing on the subject under dis-

cussion.

My regiment belonged to the Sixteenth Corps (A. J. Smith's), which
occupied the extreme right of Thomas's army. We had been witli it only
two weeks before the battle, and the day before the opening of it had
been transferred to a new position in the corps; so do not knoAv what
brigade we were then attached to.

On the evening of Dec. 14 we got orders to be in marching order,

equipped with three days' rations, 40 rounds of ammunition and one
blanket, ready to move at 4 o'clock the next morning ; all camp equipage
to be left in charge of a detail. Supposedly for picket duty, we were
marched out on the morning of the 15th and relieved the pickets before
daylight.

About daybreak we were taken off of the picket posts and formed in

skirmish line. Then came a long wait for the heavy fog to raise and also

a very trying time on my nervous system ; in spite of all my best efforts

I would lose control of my jaws at times and my teeth would chatter and
my knees shake^—on account of the chilly fog, you know. While we were
waiting the Johnnies were getting busy. We could hear the officers giv-

ing commands and strengthening their works; the fog seemed to be a

good vehicle to carry sound. Finally, about 8 or 9 o'clock, the order came
for us to advance; which was a relief. The fog had lifted and the sun
was shining warm; that and the exercise soon started our blood, so that

we soon got control of our nerves. We did not go far until we found the

enemy's skirmishers, but kept on moving forward, pressing them back
until we reached a point in a cornfield in sight of their works and were
ordered to lie down. A battery took a position directly behind where I

lay, some distance in the rear, and opened up on the rebel battery, and they
replied. This duel lasted, I should think, about two hours, and we skir-

mishers had to hug the ground close, as we were on as high ground as the
batteries were, and in order to get the range they had to cut the corn very

23
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close. This lying down was quite a relief, as we were tired and hungry.
After eating some hardtack, I made myself as comfortable as possible and
dropped off to sleep. Just how long I slept I do not know, but when I

woke up the artillery duel was still going on, but the skirmish line was
gone. I hustled to my feet, but they were not in sight, so I ran forward
to the brow of the hill and saw them in the valley under the rebels' works.
It did not take me long to g^i down to where they were. We were now in

a pasture lot wdth a few large trees, logs and stumps in it, an ideal place
for skirmishers—well sheltered and within musket range of the rebel

lines. They turned their battery on us, trying shells and canister, but
they could not drive us out

;
probably because it was safer to stay than go.

I met a comrade at the Encampment at Minneapolis two years ago that

was a neighbor to a comrade that was shot at this point by grapeshot.

This was the first I had heard from him since I had seen hiiri carried

from the field that day, apparently torn to pieces; but he had lived and
was now a helpless invalid. The shot had torn all his ribs loose from his

back bone on one side. We held this position until late in the evening,
when we were relieved, but before w^e got off the field a charge was
ordered and the works taken, the skirmishers going over ahead of the

main column, capturing the battery and other equipment. This is proba-
bly the outpost that Gen. Hood conceded in his article, this being on his

left. This finished that day's fighting. What took place on other parts
of the line I know nothing about, but it seems now that the works that we
took on our right. Hood's left, were the only ones taken that day.

We spent a miserable night on the cold ground, listening to the rebels

strengthening their works and keeping the orderlies from riding over
us, and were in line bright and early the next morning. The skirmishers

commenced poping away as soon as they could see, and the lines were
formed and then the orders came to rest in our places until further
orders.

Noon came, and no orders. Right in front of our position in the line

was a farm house with the usual outbuildings, one of which was a smoke-
house. These buildings were between the two skirmish lines, but closer to

ours, and some of the venturesome spirits managed to get to the smoke-
house, and found some fine hams hanging up ready to smoke, and brought
one away. This caused quite a rush for the smokehouse, but the rebels

spied them and made it so hot for them that only a couple succeeded in

getting there. One man was wounded, and that stopped the rush on the

smokehouse ; but he had ham for dinner in our company that day.

So far as we knew everything was quiet along the line until about
noon, when there was a terrible uproar away off to the left, cannon roar-

ing, muskets rattling and men cheering. We could hear it, but could not
see anything. It lasted only a few minutes and all was quiet again.

Word soon came that a portion of the Fourth Corps had made a charge
and was repulsed (vindicating Hood's statement to some extent) ; at the

same time it was said that it was only a feint to cover the real movement
that was under way, and which was developed a couple of hours later.



The National Tribune Scra'p Book. 25

This movement consisted of the cavalry making a long detour around
Hood's left, striking him in the rear.

To give a clear idea of the situation I will try to describe the lay of

the ground and the rebel works in our front and as far as we could see

either way. The works in front of us were on a level plain, v/ith high,

abrupt bluffs at the rear; in front of our position there was a valley came
down thru the bluffs. The rebels' works crossed the mouth of this valley

and followed up the brow of the hill as far as we could see. To the right

the face of this hill was covered with timber. About 4 o'clock we heard
cannonading to the rear and left of the rebels. The cavalry had reached

their goal. We could see commotion in the rebel lines, and they rushed a

battery up the valley to their rear. Word was passed that the troops

to our right would charge first, and as soon as they should gain the works
we were to charge. We soon saw the blue line going up through the tim-

ber, and the white smoke began to puff out along the crest of the hill,

coming thicker and faster every minute; but that blue line never slack-

ened speed or hesitated. Oh, but it was exciting to us who were watch-
ing ! Up, up they go ! Will they make it ? There they go, over the top

!

Then we received the order, "Forward." We dashed out of the little

creek bottom, that had sheltered us, onto the plain in easy range of the

rebel works. We received a terrible crash of artillery and musketry as

we broke cover. Men began to drop fast, but it seemed that our rattling

fire that we kept up as we ran made them shoot wild, and they did not do
much damage after the first volley. The right of the line charging first

and swinging to the left caused us to charge in an oblique course, increas-

ing the distance to be traveled. It was too far for one run,' and after

making about half the distance we were ordered to lie down to recover
breath. When we again started forward we soon saw that the enemy were
on the run in our front. The swinging process of charging the right

first and in detail from right to left, continually exposing their left flank,

together with the cavalry charging them in the rear, settled the question.

Now the point that I want to make is, that there was no desperate fight-

ing, considering the size of the armies and the time required or con-

sumed in accomplishing our task. Anyone giving the matter a little

study will see that the battle was won by generalship instead of by des-

perate fighting and heavy and unnecessary sacrifice of life. In all the

first day's fighting there was not a volley fired from the battle line, the
skirmishers and artillery doing all the fighting that was done, even to the

carrying of the outpost that Gen. Hood speaks of on his left. The skir-

mishers took it, supported, of course, by a column of infantry. Thruout
this whole day we only advanced a couple or three miles. Notwithstand-
ing that, the rebels gave way when we advanced, and this brought us
in front of the main line of defense on the first day. The next day
it was a wait from early morn until 4 o'clock, with only fighting enough
to keep the rebels' attention from the real movement that was under
way, which proved to be so successful; and it was sucessful in every
sense of the word, for it effectually destroyed an army and one of the
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greatest fighting captains the Confederacy had, with a small loss of life.

So while Gen. Hood glorifies himself and his army on the gallant de-
fense they made, and Comrade W. W. Wood glorifies our gallant army
on its constant success, I glorify Gen. Thomas on the wonderful feat he
accomplished with such a small sacrifice of life.

Greeted by Lincoln.

N. G. Sparks, Moore's Hill, Ind.

Editor National Tribune : Your editorial, "Lincoln's Greatness," of
Feb. 11, is the finest tribute to Lincoln I have ever read and is as true as

truth. I thank you for it and I am satisfied that all comrades do the

same. If The National Tribune had reached here a few hours earlier the
tribute would have been read at the Lincoln exercises her as a part of
the most admirable program, which was rendered. This old town, which
furnished as many soldiers for the civil war, in proportion to its size, as

any town in the State, was fully alive on Friday, the centenary of Lin-
coln's birth. All business closed, and the college, public schools, members
of the Grand Army and citizens generally united in doing honor to the
great American. And the work was done, too, and done well. Dr. H. O.
Enwall, a son of a veteran, of Cincinnati, was the chief orator. His sub-

ject, "The Meaning of the Flag," was eloquently treated, and Dr. Enwell
received round after round of applause. I was the only person present
who had ever seen President Lincoln and shaken hands with him. Hence
I enjoyed my great distinction all by myself. The incident happened this

way: While my regiment, 18th Ind., was in Washington City, in July,

1864, en route to the Valley, after tEe expiration of its furlough, to meet
an emergency, instead of returning to the Army of the Tennessee, where
it belonged, it had a brief rest. On Saturday, as I remember, accompa-
nied by O. W. Moore and Albert J. Harding, of my company (A) , I was
strolling up Pennsylvania avenue just as Mr. Lincoln and a number of

others—members of his staff, I presume—^were coming down on the oppo-
site side. We knew Mr. Lincoln at sight, by his hight and high black
hat, and as a result of a banter from Comrade Harding, we crossed

directly over, faced Mr. Lincoln and saluted him.
A little Second Lieutenant, who was in the crowd—not John Hay, by

a long way—seemed shocked at our impudence and was inclined to shove
us into the street. But over three years of service at that time had
removed most of our timidity, and, to use the language of the street, we
didn't shove worth a cent. Not so with Mr. Lincoln. He stopped, re-

moved his hat, returned our salutation, took each one of us by the hand,
asked our name and name of regiment, and gave us his blessing. A little

thing, I know, but I have often thought of it. It doubtless made me a

better soldier, and I feel that it has made me a better citizen. Hence I
will never forget those wonderfully kindly eyes and the clasp of those

long, solemn, eloquent fingers.



1 Regiments from Tennessee.

W. R. Carter, Knoxville, Tenn.

Editor National Tribune : In your issue of Dec. 31, 1908, you pub-
lished a brief history of the 1st and 2d Tenn. You said the 1st Tenn.
Vv^as organized at Williamsburg, Barboursville and Camp Dick Robinson,
Ky., in August and September, and that the regiment was consolidated

into a battalion of two companies, etc. The Adjutant-General's Report
of Tennessee gives the place of organization as Camp Dick Robinson,
Ky., August, 1861, by Col. R. K. Byrd, of Roan County. This was a

very large regiment, and was never known as a battalion. It was one
of those splendid regiments that went from East Tennessee, and was
actively engaged during its three years' service. The regiment was under
fire for the first time at Mill Springs, where Zollicoffer, the rebel com-
mander, was killed. It was at Stone River and was with Byrd and
Saunders on the raid into East Tennessee in the Summer of 1863 ; came
to East Tennessee with Gen. Burnside and took an active part in that

Winter campaign; was with Gen. Sherman on the Atlanta campaign,
and only a few days before its time was out was sharply engaged near
Atlanta, on Aug. 6, 1864. This regiment was in the Third Brigade, Third
Division, Twenty-third Corps, and Col. Byrd was in command of this

brigade when relieved and ordered home for muster-out. The regiment
lost 40 killed and 336 from disease, etc. The 2d Tenn. was organized at

Camp Dick Robinson, Ky., in September, 1861, by Col. J. P. T. Carter, a

brother of Gen. S. P. Carter. This was also a large regiment, and Avas

from East Tennessee. This regiment was captured before it had served
out its full time, but its record was good. It was at Mill Springs, Stone
River, and with the Union forces that pursued John H. Morgan on his

raid in Indiana and Ohio, and on to his capture. It entered East Ten-
nessee with Gen. Burnside, and took part in the capture of the rebel

Frazier and his troops at Cumberland Gap, Sept. 9, 1863. The day before
Frazier surrendered Maj. Carpenter, with a detachment of 2d Tenn.,
drove in his pickets, dashed inside his lines, burned a mill that was filled

with grain and returned with a loss of only two men. It was in the en-

gagement at Blue Springs, East Tenn. From here this regiment, the Tth
Ohio Cav., and four guns of Phillips's Illinois Battery, were sent four
miles east of Rogersville to guard the valley. On Nov. 6 this small force was
attacked by a large Confederate force under the command of Sam Jones.
After a brave resistance by the 2d Tenn. and the battery, Maj. Carpen-
ter, who was in command of the 2d Tenn., was forced to surrender. The
Tth Ohio Cav. managed to escape. With the capture of this brave regi-

ment practically ended its military service, as all the men present were

2T
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captured. The night after capture about 100 of them made their escape
and returned to Knoxville. At this place Col. Melton gathered up the
remainder of his regiment and escorted Gen. Burnside to Camp Nelson,
Ky. The captured men were first sent to Belle Isle, Va., and later to
Andersonville, where the remainder of them most all died. But few
regiments lost more men in prison than the 2d Tenn. It lost 27 killed and
613 from disease, etc. What a sad death roll. In order that the readers
of the great soldier paper may fully understand the circumstances lead-

ing up to the capture of the 2d Tenn. and the Illinois Battery, I will give
it as near as I can from the report of Maj. Carpenter, to be found in

Vol. XXXI, Part 1, pages 551-554. This small brigade was commanded
by Col. Israel Garrard, 7th Ohio Cav., who made a very short report of
their action and capture. Maj. Carpenter says: "By order of Col. Gar-
rard I was directed to send 50 men under a good officer up the valley road
to find out all he could concerning the movements of the enemy. About
nine miles from camp Capt. Murray, Co. A, met a large force of the
enemy, who at once charged upon and routed his men. Those not cap-
tured returned to camp and reported a large force marching down the
valley. I suggested to Col. Garrard that our position was a bad one and
that it would be better to cross the river (Holston) and take up a better

one on the north bank. Garrard remarked that it was nothing but a

small raiding party and that we could whip them. My regiment and the

battery were soon hotly engaged. About this time a report was sent in

that the enemy were in Bogersville. Col. Garrard said that he would
take the 7th Ohio Cav., and move down toward Rogersville and find out
if the report was true. * * * jj^ ^^ meantime he ordered me to send
two companies east of our camp to meet the enemy if they should come
from that direction. Col. Garrard had been gone only a short time until

I heard a volley of musketry, and soon the 7th Ohio Cav. returned at full

speed and in confusion * * * Maj. Mclntire came to me and said

that Col. Garrard was killed and that I would have to take command.
* * * I requested Maj. Mclntire to try and collect his men, they being
completely demoralized. He said the panic and confusion in his regiment
resulted from the death of Col. Garrard. About this time Col. Garrard
arrived and appeared to be excited * * *

^ jje ordered me to move
my regiment toward Kogersville, as the reebls were coming from that

direction. He accompanied me and pointed out the position he wished
my regiment to occupy. He requested me to hitch my horses and put as

many men in the fight as I could; that we would not try to escape, but
whip the rebels, if possible, ordering me to hold the position assigned me
at all hazards until further orders from him. I ordered Capt. Carnes to

move forward with companies C, G and B as skirmishers. He did so, and
drove them back some 300 yards. At this time the rebels charged and
captured the two guns east of the creek * *

. The 7th Ohio Cav.
was formed near our camp and supporting the two remaining guns. Col.

Garrard sent me word to send three companies to support the two guns,

but before they reached the point ordered to, he discovered the rebels had
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taken the guns * * *
. The rebels raised the yell and commenced

advancing, from every direction, on my position. I sent word to Col.

Garrard if he did not assist me I would soon be completely surrounded
* *

. Gapt. Games reported to me that Gol. Garrard and his regiment,
the Tth Ohio Gav., had left the field and were across the Holtson River.
Being completely surrounded and out of ammunition, and my horses cap-

tured, I summoned the officers of my regiment and consulted them as to

what we should do. All agreed that a surrender was the only thing pos-

sible, so I surrendered myself and command. William Russell, Go. A,
was killed after we had grounded arms. The officers and men of Philip's

2nd 111. Battery discharged their duty nobly. The position in which we
were placed by Gol. Garrard I was ordered to hold until he should give

me directions to abandon it, and it was in carrying out my instructions

that the regiment was captured."

It is said that about the time the regiment was surrendered a rebel

approached Maj. Garpenter and ordered him to throw down his revolvers,

but this brave officer remarked that they were not given him for that
purpose, and if he wanted them he would have to take them from him.



Lincoln Revised His Speech.

S. R. Averill, Co. F, 13th Pa. Car., Bradford, Pa.

Editor National Tribune: Col. Henry Clay Cockran, of Chester,
Pa., retired officer of the United States Marine Corps, made the assertion

Sunday, Feb. 7, 1909, in an address on Abraham Lincoln, before the
Methodist Episcopal Preachers' Association, 1018 Arch street, Philadel-
phia, Pa., that the wording of Lincoln's famous Gettysburg speech as it

appears today is not as the martyred President delivered it.

"The speech as quoted today," declared Col. Cockran, "contains re-

visions in 13 different places. President Lincoln himself revised the ad-
dress, adding a word here and there, and taking out oiie or two. It was
several weeks after the address that its significance as one of the greatest

pieces of modern English literature became apparent. There were only
about 250 words, and it took Lincoln just ten minutes, actual time, to
deliver it. When its worth became apparent there came to Lincoln re-

quests from every section for an actual copy of the original. In making
the copies Lincoln changed the wording here and there, but retained the
general thought. I have compared a copy of the original speech with that
now generally quoted, and I have found 13 changes in it." Col. Cockran
is the only survivor of the 11 public officers and army men who formed
Lincoln's personal escort from Washington to Gettysburg. He is the
only survivor among the men who sat on the platform with the Emanci-
pator. The above is copied from the issue of the North American of
Feb. 8, 1909, and appears on page 9

:

"My dear Editor and your host of readers, I must acknowledge that

I have been cheated. In the first place I have always believed in Lin-
coln as the saying goes, as "Honest Abe." But my confidence is crippled

by reading the Colonel's address. If he made a speech at Gettysburg,
which I guess he actually did, and then wrote or changed the original in

13 different places and added as much as nine more words, why, we can-

not believe that he is "Honest Abe." I had not believed him capable of
being deceitful enough to so treat the people. I have wondered if there

were no newspaper correspondents at Gettysburg, or whether Lincoln
and the 11 honorable gentlemen on the platform were all that were
present on that occasion. I have read the Gettysburg speech and have
heard it read very many times, but it will have lost a large amount of its

grandness by being sandpapered, painted and varnished since Oct. 19,

1863. Unfortunately, the Colonel saw the original manuscript—not
knowing that after Lincoln reached Gettysburg he revised it! These
changes did not appear in the newspaper reports at the time; so, you see,

the Colonel has been keeping all these many years simply an outline of the
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famous speech by a man too honest, truthful, wise, to use deceit to the

extent alleged by the Philadelphia address. It was unfortunate that

such a speech should have been made and published at a time when the

whole patriotic people of our land was going to observe with honors the

day that Lincoln was born. There are many who will believe that pos-

sibly he did do what the Colonel put at his door. Strange that the

Colonel put that speech off for nearly 46 years, until the other 10 men
who occupied the platform was called across the river. Next we will see

someone rise up and tell us that the address George Washington gave
the army was not at all as we have it in print today. It is hard to believe

that Abraham Lincoln said one thing at Gettysburg and wrote his friends

on request something entirely different. I am one not prepared to accept

it that way. Had it been Capt. Jinks, of the Horse Marines, it would be
different, for we know how to take him when he tells us he fed his horse
on corn and beans. The Colonel merits rebuke. No sane American will

believe that Lincoln was as deceitful as the Colonel's address would make
him appear to be.



Forts Harrison and Gilmer.

Stephen F. Wells. Battery C, 2d Pa. H. A., Honesdale, Pa.

Editor National Tribune: Some years ago I saw a piece in The
National Tribune by George R. Sherman, on the attack of Forts Harri-
son and Gilmer. Two of our battalions of the 112th Pa. and 2d Pa. H. A.
were the first to attack Gilmer, and we lost over 200 killed and wounded
there. We were in Hackman's Division and our brigade was commanded
by Col. Fairchilds. We attacked the fort about 10 o'clock in the morning
of Sept. 29, 1864. We lost so heavily because they had cut down trees

and left them fast to the stumps. We got among those trees, and they
then gave us grape and canister. I was raked with a canister shot, but
kept on, in the thickest of the fight, until we were ordered by Capt. Hig-
gins to fall back, he being the only commissioned officer present ; all the
rest were killed, wounded, or captured. We lost many officers that day.,

Maj. Anderson was killed right in front of the fort; his commission as

Colonel came the next day after his death. Maj. Sadler was wounded
and taken prisoner, with many wounded comrades. Two staff officers

were killed. As we were falling back we came among the commissary
stores, and I got one of their large account books, and saw in it how they
dealt out their rations, clothing, etc. This was as we got to the Varnia
road. While we were in the Varnia road that leads to Richmond—just

four miles from Richmond—an officer came along on a horse and Capt.
Higgins saluted and wished to know what to do with his command. He
was told to leave them there until further orders. While we were there

the colored troops came and made that gallant attack. I and a fellow in

Co. B, of our battalion, went to a well with seven or eight canteens, each,

to fill with water. We could see the fort and saw the charge of those

colored troops. They fought valiantly for awhile, but were soon over-

come, and came out on a rush—all there were left of them. All that we
saw attack Fort Gilmer were our two battalions and those colored troops,

and we drove them so they left their guns; but they got reinforcements.

Some men of our company got cut off from the company and were in

sight of Richmond, and they told us they saw boys with equipments on
moving around those forts around Richmond. We see that the Confed-
erates say it was the bravery and devotion of two decimated Confed-
erate brigades, of about 300 men each, that saved Richmond at that time.

They were fighting only two battalions of Yankees at that time, and if

we had had any support at all when we rushed together among those

trees we would have captured Richmond. The rebels had sent out rein-

forcements from those forts, and had manned the forts with boys. Please
give us honors where honors are due.
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The "Rebellion Record" of an Enlisted Man
By W. E. H. Morse, Co. E, 5th Maine, Algona, Iowa.

OFF TO THE WAR.

Dec. 21, 1861.—Bade good-by to home
and friends in. Minot, Maine, and went to

Lewiston, where, with nine others, I en-
rolled my name as volunteer recruit for

the 5th Maine Regliment, Co. E, and un-
der charge of the First Lieutenant, Frank
Lamont, left Lewiston at 10 :30 a. m. for

Augusta, which place we reached about
sunset, and took up quarters at a private
house.

Dec. 22, 1861.—Went over east of the

Kennebec River, and saw some of my
friends, who were in the 13th Regiment,
encamped on the Arsenal grounds. In the

evening I visited the Flying Artillery and
Cavalry, camped near the State House.
In the evening I was examined at the

Augusta House and mustered into ser-

vice ; then went to the State House and
received a blanket, two shirts, a pair of

drawei's, two pairs of stockings and a

Dec. 23, 1861.—Snow and rain. Left
Augusta at 5 a. m, and reached Boston at

2 :30 p. m. In the evening left Boston
for Fall River, where we took a boat for

New York.
Dec. 24, 1861.—Owing to a bad night on

the Sound, we did not get into New York
until 10 a. m., thereby missing the moa-n-

ing train, and spent the day in the city.

Marched to the City Hall Park for break-
fast. Left New York at 5 p. m. on a
ferryboat and reached Amboy, N. Y., at

7 :30, where we took a train for Philadel-

phia.
Christmas.—Reached Philadelphia at 3

a. m. and went to Union ration house,
where we received the best of treatment.
The Union soldiers will ever remember
the people of Philadelphia with gratitude.

Left this "City of Fi^iends" at 9:30 a.

m. for Baltimore, Md., and thence to

Havre de Grace.
Dec. 26, 1861.—Reached Havre de

Grace at 1 a. m., where the train was run
onto a large ferryboat, on which we
crossed the Delaware River. We went on,

passing the Relay House, and reached
Washington at 8 p. m.

Dec. 27, 1861.—Passed a cold night in

the ration house in. Washington, and this

morning went out to see the city. At 8
a. m. we received orders to cross the city

to the bank of the Potomac, where we
went on board a boat, which landed us at
Alexandria, Va. ; then we marched about
four miles to Camp Franklin, near the
Female Seminary, which we reached at 2
p. m.

IN WINTER QUARTERS.

Dec. 28, 1861 to Jan. 14, 1862.—Oiu'
troops went into Winter quarters, and the
5th Me. was located just at the edge of a
piece of woods and occupied ''A" tents.
Most of the boys had already become in-

ured to a soldier's life, and could lie down
at night without undressling, using their
shoes or a stick of wood for a pillow,
and with a blanket or two around them
sleep comfortably all night. At first I
suffered with the cold and would pile on
all the spare coats and rubber blankets 1

could get hold of and then shiver myself
to sleep, glad to turn out at roll call and
warm myself at the cook's fire ; but L

am becoming hardened to the privations
and inconveniences so that I do not notice
them so much.

Jan. 15, 1862.—Rainy. Trees heavily
coated with ice. The weather thus far
has been cold, windy and rainy. The
continual traveling in our company street
and about the camp has so worked over
the "sacred soil" that with the aid of a
funnel about eight inches of the top might
be easily bottled up. Sent to Alexandria
foir a tin plate, some one having stolen
mine. No drill or dress parade.

Jan. 17, 1862.—Cold and clear. Can-
nonading down the river last night. This
morning our company was called out to
practice target shooting. The target was
a piece of tobacco in the center of a

board three feet square ; distance 150
yards. The best shot was made by this

raw recruit, who put a ball thru the cen-
ter of the tobacco. Our parade ground is

a complete paradise for hogs, so we don't
use it much.

Jan. 19, 1862.—Showery all day.^ Not
very well ; could not ea.t my ration of

beans. Lieut. Lamont came in during the

day and ate them for me. Had nearly fin-

ished writing a piece for the "Minot
Star" when out little "wooden Corporal"
upset the ink over it, so it will not go to

press.

Jan. 21, 1862.—Heavy showers thru the
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night and steady rain this morning.
Packed our knapsacks, took a day's ra-
tions and 40 rounds of ball cartridges, and
at 8 a. m. six companldes of us started out
on picket, leaving two companies to guard
the tents. Went about seven miles on the
road to Fairfax, most of the v^ay the mud
and water being over our shoetops. We
have good accommodations at a building
called Brenton's Tavern.

Jan. 22, 1862.—Cloudy, wiith some irain

and snow. A team comes out at noon and
brings our rations and mail. When our
pickets were first stationed here a woman
gave the information to the rebels by
waving a white handkerchief from her
window. Whatever became of the secesh
lady I know not, unless she went up ; her
house, however, went down. Rainy night.
We were turned out in the night on ac-
count of an alarm caused by the shooting
of a dog that did not have the counter-
sign.

Jan. 2.3, 1862.—Cloudy. Got permis-
sion, with two other boys, to ^''isit the
Garibaldi regiment a mile and a half to

the right, near Mason's Hill ; they sustain
the chain of pickets. From Mason's Ilill

Ave could see Bailey's Crossroads.
Jan. 24, 1862.—Ground frozen quite

hard. Snow, rain and sleet all last night,
with a high wind. On guard. The offi-

cers let the men have the use of their
rubber coats, and I was fortunate enough
to get one on my post.

Jan. 25, 1862.—Cleared- ofe in the fore-
noon. Two inches of snow and trees cov-
ered with ice, but all soon melted off. At
noon a detachment of the 18th N. Y. re-

lieved us on guard, and we commenced a
wearisome march back to camp. Very
muddy. Were three hours going seven
miles and only made one halt of six min-
utes. I had on three shirts, vest, dress
coat and overcoat, all of which I sweat
to such an extent that my knapsack was
wet thru and the sweat was runnling from
it when I took it off.

Jan. 26, 1862.—No religious services to-

day, it being cold, windy and muddy. Or-
ders received forbidding an.yone viisiting

other regiments for fear of smallpox.
Jan. 27, 1862.—Our company went

down to the woods for target shooting.
Battalion drill in the afternoon. School
for nons-coms. at night.

Jan. 28, 1862.—Drew the first pair of

shoes I have had from the Government to-

day. There is sti'll due me a rnbbei*

blanket, canteen, blouse, and some dishes—^and I need them.
Jan. 20, 1862.—No drill or dre.ss parade,

which agreed- with mv ideas, as I am not
well. Tiast night we heard heavy firing by
the rebel batteries down the river. Heard
this morning it was on account of one of

our steamers passing them ; they didn't
hit her and she returned no fire. One of
the rebel shells weighing 100 pounds
crossed the Potomac to the Maryland side
without exploding. Had a good night's
sleep, was comfortably warm all night.

Jan. 30, 1862.—Made a lamp to bur]i
bacon fat and lit works well. Candles are
too expensive. Received a singing book
from home and the occupants of our tent
enjoyed the evening.

Feb. 1, 1862.—Two inches of snow and
10 inches of mud. For several days there
has been a firing of big guns and mortars
at the navy yard, near Washington. We
hear they are practicing with some new
patent arms and ammunition. At 5 p. m..

the sun came out and set clear.

ALL KINDS OF WEATHER.

Feb. 2, 1862.—Gold night, froze a crust
over the mud just thick enough to let us
thru into the miry depths below. My
turn to stand guard at brigade headquar-
ters. Virginia rejoiced today in about ten
hours of sunshine and ten inches of mud.

Feb. 3, 1862.—Snowing all day. A
rebel with a flag of truce came this side of
the lines requesting to see Gen. McClel-
lan 'in person. He was taken to Washing-
ton blindfolded. The interview was not
made public.

Feb. 5, 1862.—Three inches of snow
yesterday. Cold and clear today. No
drill except a bayonet exercise. Many of
the boys in this regiment, and I suppose
in others, are about sick with colds, M.y
cold is getting better.

Feb. 6, 1862.—Rainy most of the day.
Was invited down to the Chaplain's tent
to discuss theology. On returninqr I look-
ed in the glass to see if my nose was out
of joint—concluded it was slightly sprung.

Feb. 8, 1862.—^Cloudy yesterday and to-

day. Had to draw another shirt today.
Feb. 9, 1862.—Pleasant but cold, with

high wind. The mud dried up very fast.

Our company street, which this morning
was all mud and slush, has become so dry
that the boys are in it the first time in a
long w^hile. My turn to so on guatrd to-

night, which was not agreeable, as I

wanted the time for writing. Freezing
cold toniiaht.

Feb. 10, 1862.—Cold and clear. Re-
lieved from guard at 8 a. m. Had bat-
talion drill and then went to target shoot-

ing. In the evening I did my w^ashing.

Our "little paper man," who used to ride

around among the regiments selling pa-
pers, has been missing for some time,

and T learn he was taken by some our
scouts outside of the lines, as a rebel spy.
He is an Austrian and has seen service

in some other country. The mud has
dried up very fast in the last two days. I
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Should judge that ou our parade ground
it is not more than half a leg deep, on an
average.

Feb. 11, 1862,—Brisk cannonading last

night, down the river, between some of
our vessels and the blockade. This morn-
ing our cook found the oven open and a
kettle of beans and pork missing. Jim
Maloney, the thief, is strongly suspected
of having a hand in it.

Feb. 12, 18G2.—Target shooting this

afternoon. Our drill ground presents a
lively appearance, squads drilling the
bayonet service in every direction. Good
news from the Burnside expedition. They
have taken Roanoke Island.

Feb. 13, 1862.—Comfortable in our
tents without fire. Gen. Slocum invited
all the boys in his brigade who have serv-
ed as seamen to go with gunboats on the
Mississippii, and 32 went from our regi-

ment. One of the boys from Co. F came
in tonight and treated us to some peaches
(they were mighty good), after which we
tried the virtues of the singing book.

Feb. 14, 1862."—Cloudy, with some rain.

The boys who enlisted for the gunboats
were marched off today, among them the
notorious Jim Maloney. He and one
other were all we lost from our company.
Made another lamp out of a meat can

—

it works all right.

Feb. 15, 1862,—Snowing all day. Great
rejoicing on account of the taking of

Fort Donelson.

CHURCH AND COURT DUTIES.

Feb. 16, 1862.—Pleasant. Three inches
of snow on the ground. Short religious
services this morning. The band began
with "Old Hundred" and finished willi

"Star Spangled Banner." On dress pa-
rade was read an account of the sentences
of four or five men from other regiments
who had been court-martialed for various
offenses. The lightest punishment was for
being too drunk for duty while on guard
with the penalty of doing police duty for
three months with a ball-and-chain on
left leg and having his pay cut down to
$6 a month. The heaviest sentence was
for stabbing a man ^Tlithout just provoca-
tion with the penalty of doing police duty
with a ball-and-chain on leg, every alter-

nate week, for six months ; the Test of the
time solitary confinement with bread and
water rations, and to forfeit $10 of each
month's wages. We hear Bowling Green
has been evacuated.

Feb. 17, 1862.—Rainfall all day, which
freezes as it falls. Spent the day writing
and mending my clothes. The "Washing-
ton Evening Star" has a telegram in it

stating that our forces have taken Fort
Donelson with 15,000 prisoners. Great
noise in camp.

Feb. 18, 1862—Rained all night and this

morning. Clear in the evening. There
has been a continual boomiing of cannon
on account of yesterday's news on every
side except the rebel batteries, and they
are perfectly quiet. At 5 p. m. we receiv-
ed news that the Garibaldi regiment took
200 prisoners, who were out scouting this
side of Fairfax, and brought them in to-

day. The ijrisoners report that the rebels
are evacuating Manassas and Bull Run.
This evening the "Washington Evening
Star" brings news that Savannah has
been taken. If they keep on at this rate,
we shall begin to think of taking our
knapsacks and singing "Homeward
Bound."

Feb. 21, 1862.—Daa^k day with some
snow. It rained hard all day and I was
detailed to go on guard at headquarters.
Yesterday pleasant. Captain and Lieu-
tenant came into my tent in the eveniui^',

and we had a good sing. Today we went
out target shooting. The targets were
taken to Colonel's tent to be recorded, and
he says 'I am the best shot in the regiment.
We hear the rebels are throwing up
breastworks at Fairfax.

Feb. 22, 1862.—Rainy. We were call-

ed out at 11 a. m. to participate in the
celebration of Washington's Birthday.
Extracts from his last address were read,
followed by prayer. They are having a
grand time in Washington. The national
salute of 100 guns is fired morning, noon
and night. The illumination of the Capi-
tol is omitted on account of the death of

"Little Willie," President Lincoln's sec-

ond son, 11 years old, who died of small-
pox yesterday afternoon. Savannah
surrendered without a shot being fired or

a blow struck, and the rebels have not
gained a victory so far this year.

Feb. 24, 1862.—Misty morning. About
9 o'clock the sun came out warm and
bright ; an hour later the clouds piled up
black and heavy and the rain came down
in torrents ; the wind blew a hurricane
and roared like thunder. All thru the
camp the boys were out trying to secure
their tents, which were in many oases
blov/n dov.m, the rain having softened the
ground so the pegs would not hold. Our
company street was completely blockaded
wlith trees that were blown down. After
an hour or so the sun burst out as sud-
denly as it had disappeared and the
clouds went over the city of Washington,
making a background of inky blackness,
against which the unfinished Washington
Monument showed to good advantage.

Feb. 25, 1862.—Bright, but cold and
wlindy. Sun set clear, which has not hap-
pened in five weeks. Was detailed on
home guard. My post was inside the
guard-house, where I had some prisoners
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to guard. Two of them had to weai- u
chaiu-and-ball of o5 pounds by turns,

and I had to change it every hour. Got
thru it bettei* than expected to. Occupied
my time off guard in studying Army Reg-
ulations.

Feb. 26, 18G2.—Cloudy and rainy. Was
relieved from guard at 8 a. m. We had
battalion drill—the ground being frozen,

quite hard. On dress parade orders were
read for knapsacks to be packed and
ready to march on short notice, after
which our Colonel requested us to give
three cheers for the prospect of getting
out of the mud. It was heartily done.

Feb. 27, 1862.—Rained all night. Clear
and windy today and the mud has dried
fast. It was discovered that a private of

one of our companies had been forging
sutler's tickets. He is now standing on
a barrel with a ball-and-chain around his

neck. Orders . received for every able-

bodied man to go on picket tomorrow. The
Captain says we shall not be likely to

come .back to this camp again, so there
is considerable stir in packing up. It is

said that McClellan, with several regi-

ments, started toward Richmond yester-

day by way of Fairfax.

MORE VIRGINIA WINTER WEATHER,

Feb. 28, 1862.—Bright, with a cold

wind, which is very acceptable when
marching. We left camp for picketing at

8 :30 a. m. Went the same route we did

before (Jan. 21) and stopped at the same
place. Ground frozen enough to make
good traveling for the men, but the horses
broke thru into the mud occasionally.
The large building where we stopped be-
fore has been so badly demolished since
then that *it promises but little protec-
tion. Bitter cold night. I was on guard
and watched the Winter out and Spring
in; and, by the way, March came in like

a lion seeking where he might freeze a

sentinel.
March 1, 1862.—^Cold in the morning,

mild and Springlike in the evening. Our
Majo;r came along and invited our com-
'pany to march to the top of the hill and
there meet four other companies and have
a drill and dress parade. Our Captain
received orders to be ;ready to march to-

morrow noon if called upon. He thinks
there will be no movement made before
Monday. Our company will not be likely

to start till the day after the division

goes, and the artillery goes ahead.
March 2, 1862.—Cold. Commenced

snowinc at noon. A balloon was seen this

morning in the direction of Fairfax. Re-
ceived our rubber blankets, canteens and
haversacks today. About noon a troop of

cavalry Avent out beyond our lines on a

scouting expedition and were gone about

two hours. Rained nearly all night. Went
on guard at 7 :80 p. m. and stood for two
hours, during which time I heard twenty
heavy guns tired in the direction of Bull
Run. It must mean some kind of a row,
or they would not be fii-ing after dark.
March 3, 1862.—Cold and rainy. Pour-

ed in torrents from 8 to 10 lin the evening
and then cleared off cold and windy. A
good many of the men are sick with colds.
We hear that two divisions have crossed
the river below Alexandria, and that they
had a brush with the rebels last night
which occasioned the firing we heard.
Went on guard at 5 :30 p. m.

March 4, 1862.—A part of Gen. Sum-
ner's Division made an advance today.
Some of the pickets stationed about a
mile on ouj left, on the railroad, were
fired on by an old negro, but they were
too quick foir him and he was shot thru
the heart and otherwise badly mangled.
He lies there now about half buried.
Went on guard from 1 :30 to 3 :30.

March 6, 1862.—Pleasant, except a

snow squall in the evening. The robins
and quail begin to appear. On guard
from 3 :30 to 5 :30 p. m. A regiment came
out and relieved us, and we immediately
started for camp. One of the boys
brought in a 'possum with him, taken
from a tree, and we had considerable sport
with it. Received orders to have two
days' rations cooked for a march.
March 7, 1862.—We had hardest drill

today that we have had since I have been
here. Received our new traveling "pup
tents" and think they wlill prove a good
thing, but will make our load heavier
when we march. They are about two feet
high at the ridge pole and seven feet long,
affording room for two men to crawl in

and He down. Each man is supposed to

carry one piece. Any number of piece.^

can be buttoned together.
March 8, 1862.—The mud was dried so

that we can get around comfortably.
During drill today we each fired 20
rounds of blank cartridges. Ten cases of

boots were distributed to our regiments by
the sutler at $3.00 per pair.

CARRYING OUR HOUSE WITH US.

March 9, 1862.—We had iregimental In-

spection today for the first time since we
have been here. Were required to appear
coat, closely rolled up. The knapsack
to contain w^oolen blanket, rubber blanket,
one shirt, one pair of drawers, and one
pair of stockings packed inside. Outside
of the pocket and under the flap of the
knapsack 'is packed half of the traveling
tent with three pegs and the guy ropes
rolled in it. Outside of the flap is se-

cured one of the tent poles and upon the
top of the knapsack is strapped the over-
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coat, closely rolled up. The knapsack
now weighs from 23 to 25 pounds. Next
is the cartridge box containing 40 rounds
of ball cartridges and a few implements
used in cleaning out and repairing the

gun ; cap box and bayonet together weigh
12 pounds. After inspection, I found by
the Quartermaster's scales that my load

on a march would be about 50 pounds.
The Major complimented us for keeping
our rifles in good order, and advised as

when we used them to aim low, as there
is not one shot in a thousand but goes over.

After inspection came religious services.

We were marched without equipments to

headquarters, the band playing "Red,
White and Blue," and formed a hollow
square with officers. Chaplain and band in

the center. Chaplain Adams's text was
the first three verses of Luke 13. He lec-

tured the soldiers severely for using pro-
fane language. The first time I attended
religious services here he read the 12t]i

chapter of Romans, all but the last two
words. I thought it was pretty good ad-

vice for the occasion.
March 10, 1862.—At 3 a. m. our regi-

ment received orders to march at 9, and
immediately all were wide awake and
packing up. It commenced raining at

da'^dight and continued until 2 p. m., when
the sun came out for half an hour, during
which time more men fell out of the ranks
than in all the rest of the march. We
came out on the Fairfax road, and at noon
reached our old picket post and halted to

eat dinner of hardtack. We reached
Fairfax at 4:30 p. m. and pitched our
tents on the ground where the rebels

were encamped yesterday. In taking this

place our side lost one Lieutenant and
two horses, and took 13 men and killed

two. Slept well until about 1 a. m., wlien

I awoke chilled thru. As I could nor.

sleep, I got up as most of the others had
done. It was a splendid sight to see the
campfires burning brightly in every di-

rection, for we are a multitude. When
we got here at 4 :30 p. m. we found other
regiments already camped here, and they
kept coming in till 12 at night. Gen.
McClellan and staff passed by at sunset.

A negro came into camp and said the

rebel troops had left Manassas and Cen-
terville and gone to Richmond.
March 11, 1862.—Pleasant day. At

sunrise we took breakfast, struck tents.

and packed up. We are in hostile land
with no house or home except what we
carry on our backs. At 9 a. m. I went
with one of the Sergeants to visit Fair-
fax Courthouse jail and other buildings.

In the jail we found haversacks belonging
to the 5th Me. and other regiments which
were taken at Bull Run. An officer sent

word to our Colonel that he had been to
Manassas and all was clear.

March 12, 1862.—^Clear and cool. Last
nights Sergt's Bailey and Libby, Corp'l
Stevens and myself put our two little

tents together, taking one to make ends
to the other, and we had a good night's
sleep in spite of the cold, sharp air. This
morning I went with the Captain to see
the rifle pits, howitzers, etc. Went over
to the breastworlis the rebels left, which
were poor affairs. Hear that the 7th
Me. is about three miles to our right, and
that the 10th Me. started for Harper's
Ferry about a week ago. Our boys have
picked up a good many prisoners today,
who state that the rebs left Manassas
fearing they would be surrounded and
starved out.

March 13, 1862.—Cold and dark, with
some rain. Today, while the cavalry
were drilling, in making a charge some
of the horses fell, throwing their riders

and injuring them severely. One man
and one horse were killed. Yesterday
several were badly hurt in the same way.
This afternoon some covered wagons
came inside the division lines With pas-
try, beer, etc., to sell. The boys took the
first wagon by the wheels and tipped it

over, and were distributing the contents
when the officer of the day came around
and immediately axed the head out of the
beer barrel. The beer started off seek-
ing its common level much to the sorrow
of those who imbibed. The peddler came
down on the boys with a volley of curses,
and the result was they dumped him into

his wagon and actually hauled him, horses,
wagon and all, stern foremost into the
street. The others were served in a simi-
lar manner.
March 14, 1862.—Fine rain. At 11 a.

m. we had orders to prepare for a general
review by Gen. McClellan in 15 minutes

;

at the end of which time all were pa-
tiently or impatiently waiting. At 4 p
m. we were told there would be no review,
and were called out for dress parade. At
sunset w^e received orders to march back
to camp, and start for Alexandria and go
down the river by boat tomorrow. Start-
ed at 7 p. m. Rained all night. We
made pretty good time till we came to
Hunting Creek, where we waited an hour
for our turn to cross a miserable little

bridge, wdien our Colonel told us to break
ranks and find a fording place and get
back to Camp Ifranklin, four miles away,
the best we could. I foitnd myself in my
old tent at 2 :30 a. m.
March 15, 1862.—At 10 a. m. it rained

in torrents and continued till 5 p. m.
when it held up about an hour, just long
enough for us to tear down and cut up
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the old gnai'dhoiise for firewood ; then it

rained again, if possible, harder than
ever and continued all night. We had no
guard out during the day or night. Mend-
ed my boots this morning.
March 16, 1862.—Dull day with some

rain. Was detailed on home guard to-

day, which seems to be a Sunday job with
me. Mended my other boot. Today our
company received 22 new recruits.

March 17, 1862.—Windy. The grass is

beginning to start. Battalion drill in the
morning, which proves that we are not to

march today, tho we had orders last night
to be ready. Did my washing this even-
ing.

REVIEWED BY GEN. M'CLELLAN.

March 19, 1862.—Pleasant. Today we
were reviewed on the hights near the
seminary by Gen. McClellan. Last night
we were awakened by the sentinel's cry-

ing "Fire." We could not afford to turn
out for trifles, so we lay still till morning,
when we found that one of the tents in

the company next to us had burned down.
March 23, 1862.—Pleasant most of the

day. The Colonel came in last evening
and said that Island No. 10 is taken with
15,000 prisoners. Find myself lame from
playing ball yesterday. There were 400
of us playing at one time. Company in-

spections at 9 :30 a. m. Religious ser-

vices at 10 :30.

March 25, 1862.—In the morning we
were ordered to level and smooth up the

parade ground. In the afternoon we were
reviewed by Gen. Mcbowell. Quite a
grand occasion. In the evening a negro
and his wife gave us a dance. Today our
regiment received a present of a beauti-
ful silk flag from the State of Maine.
March 27, 1862.—Pleasant. In the af-

ternoon we were reviewed by Gens. Mc-
Dowell, King, Slocum and other ofiicers,

and honored with the presence of Gen.
McClellan and some ladies. The 5th Me.
was complimented as being the best ap-
pearing regiment on the field. Don't we
swell up ?

March 22, 1862.—Warm and pleasant.
We begin to have a taste of the "Sunny
South." This afternoon we were invited
to be present at a sham battle, the 27th
N. Y., in conjunction with a battery,

against an imaginary foe. The infantry
were to support the battery and it was
quite exciting.

March 29, 1862.—Turned cold last

night. Commenced snowing about 10 :30

a. m. and continued till 10 at night. I

was detailed on home guard today. About
midniffht we were awakened by some one
calling out, "Are there any' boys here
from the 11th Me?" He was answered
"Ves" from three or four tents. He then

said : "Turn out as quick as possible
and help me find the rest, for we have to
start at 6 o'clock in the morning for
Alexandria, Va.

April 1, 1862.—Warm and pleasant.
After drill 1 went down in the woods a
"Maying"—found two kinds of flowers,
one of them like the trailing arbutus at
home, only smaller. I went "Maying" in
April and picked March flowers. In my
ramble I suddenly came upon the camp of
the 96th Pa., located in a beautiful spot.

April 2, 1862.—Battalion drill in the
morning. In the afternoon we were or-

dered to the Captain's tent to sign the
pay rolls. Since Gen. Slocum compliment-
ed us at the review the 27th N. Y. has
felt rather hard toward us and calls us
"Franklin's Pets;" so when we furnish
guard at headquarters our Adjutant re-

quests us to appear with our white gloves
and a Union shine on our shoes. We have
orders to be ready to march.

April 4, 1862.—We were to have been
paid off today if we had remained at
Camp Franklin. They were paying off the
27th N. Y. yesterday. We started on our
march about noon and went 2 1-2 miles to

the railroad, passing several forts. Went
on board the cars at 2 p. m. and landed
at Manassas at sunset.

THE BATTLEFIELD OF BULL RUN.

April 5, 1862.—I spent my spare time
looking around, as we had liberty to go
where we pleased. I went up to the
depot, about a mile distant, to look at the
ruins. The rebels destroyed a great
amount of property heire, clothing, pro-
visions, etc. In the graveyard nearby
some of the graves were open, and cof-
fins empty, the bodies having been taken
away by friends. I visited what hod
been a general hospital. From the black-
ened squares were two rows of broken
crockery, each row marking where a line

of beds stood. In one hospital the bodies
of three dead soldiers had been burned in

their haste, tho I saw the graves that had
been dug foir them. In the hospital grave-
yard I found numbers on the stakes set
up by the graves running as high as 294

;

these with other graves in the vicinity
make the number as high as 400 ; all had
been buried this Winter and Spring ; and
none of them fell in battle.

April 6, 1862.—Pleasant with cool
wind. About 8 a. m. vSerg't Libby, Corp'I
Stevens and I started for Bull Run bat-
tlefield, about five miles distant. Not
knowing the way, »we made eight or nine
miles of it. On arriving there we saw
graves with bones and clothing sticking
out of them. We saw a place that look-

ed as if it might perhaps have negroes
living in it and went to it to ask infor-
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mation. An old 'white-haired man came
out, g'iving us a hearty welcome. We
found him quite sociable and a rank se-

cesh. Had we known that two of our
men were shot in that neighborhood j^es-

terday we should not have felt so com-
fortable, as we had no arms other than
jack-knives. As it was we took dinner
with the old gentleman, who treated us
handsomely, and had not a word to say
against the Federals. He gave us a his-

tory of himself and his blessing when we
parted. I shall always have a pleasant
memory of him. We went to see a stone
house that had withstood the battle. A
family is living in it, and a woman show-
ed us the rooms where some of the

wounded were carried at the time of the
battle. About a mile from here we found
what we were looking for—the place
where the rebel "Black Horse Cavalry''
charged with such deadly effect ; and
w'here, at the same time, our Zouaves
spotted them with such certainty. There
were skeletons of horses and some men
scattered around. In one instance I

counted skeletons of seven horses huddled
together as if they had fallen in a heap,
and among them were some human bones.

Thru the middle of the field was a long
ridge which marked the trench dug to ]'e-

ceive the main bulk of the dead. Other
graves were very thick and fj:om soiTie

peeped red garments of Zouaves. In some
instances a shoe and even bones were pro-

truding from a grave. We got back to

camp at sunset.
April 7, 1862.—Commenced snov/ing at

5 a. m. and continued till nearly noon.
We were ordered to march at 9 a. m. We
marched 10 miles on the railroad and
camped at Catlett Station. We found
plenty of pigs and rabbits in the woods,
and in a short time the trees of our camp
ground had much meat on the boughs.

April S, 1862.—Rained and snowed alj

day and night. Went off to see what 1

could find to make myself comfortable.
Got a backload of boards and made a flooir

to our tent. The first night we scraped to-

gether a lot of wet leaves, and went to the

nearest house and got a bundle of straw
to put on them, and over all we spread
our rubber blankets. It made a fine bed.

Last night many of the boys spread their

rubber blankets right on the ground, and
this morning the water was running over
the blankets. About one-third of the

regiment have taken up their abode in the

houses near here, one-half of which are
unoccupied. The occupied houses have
guards to keep the soldiers from destroy-

ing things and to prevent the occupants
fi'om giving information to guerrilla bands.

Carcasses of sheep, pigs, young cattle,

turkeys and hens abound in this camp.
We are living high.

April 9, 1862.—Cold windy day with
snow and rain. Regiment paid off. I re-
ceived $26 for January and February.
Am about tired of looking for fair weath-
er. Last night we drove down stakes m
front of our tents and piled logs against
them and built a rousing fire, and man-
aged to keep our courage up till morning.
Tonight at 12 it is snowing fast.

April 11, 1862.—Yesterday was cold
and stormy all day and night till 3 a. m.,
when the snow was three inches deep; if

it had not melted as it fell, it would have
been at least eight inches deep. A bad
night. We would lie in our wet blankets
and wet clothes till we were so cold that
we could neither sleep nor rest, and then
get up and hover over the fire. This
morning the sun shines, the birds sing,

and squirrels are jumping around the
camp. Spent the forenoon washing up,
cleaning clothes, guns, etc. Yesterday
was such a bad day and we were so un-
comfortable and dispirited that many of

us for the first time neither washed our-
selves nor combed our hair. At 7 p. m.
came orders to strike tents and pack up
for a march, as the other regiments were
already filing into the cars. We looked
forward to a good nip-ht's rest in the cars
to make up for the sleep we had lost in

our late exposure, but we little knew what
was in store for us. Hour after hour
pa.ssed waiting for orders, and 3 :30 a. m.
came word that there were not cars
enough and our regiment would have lo

march at 7 a. m. for Alexandria, Va.
April 12, 1862.—After sitting over our

fires all night, we started at 7 a. m. with
a load of 50 pounds besides our clothing,

to march 'back thru the mud to Alexan-
dria. I understand we are to be two days
going. We ireached our old camp ground
about noon and halted about 45 minutes,
during which time I think I slept 40 min-
utes. We then left the railroad and
started for Centerville thru the outskirts
of Bull Run battlefield. Encamped about
7 p. m. one mile from Centerville, and
built our fires. The night was cold and
I got up several times to warm myself.
On our march we saw some of the rebel
"Quaker guns" (wooden guns).

April 13, 1862.—Struck tents and
marched at 7 a. m. Reached our old
camp ground at Fairfax about noou.
where we stopped an hour. Here two com
panies hired a team for $15 to take tlieii

knapsacks the remaining 17 miles. Our
Major undertook to "cut across" and in-

stead led us two miles out of the way over
a dreadful country and streams without
bridges. We reached our old Winter quar-
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ters, near Alexandria, at 7 p. m., with
blistered feeL and ourselves tired out. We
were glad to see our old tents still stand-
ing, as we expected the Government had
packed them away till next Winter.

April 14, 1862.—Sprinkle of rain in the
morning. Pleasant the rest of the day.
Forty of us detailed to go on patrol
guard at Alexandria and pick up members
of our regiment. Found about 20 of them,
mostly on the streets and in eating houses.
Learned that black crape is tied on door
handles for othei* purposes than death.
Our guard at camp is now of double
strength.

April 16, 1862.—Warm. Sick yesterday
and am no better today. Went with the
Captain to the doctor's tent for medicine.
Excused from duty for the first time. The
doctor talked quite furiously about out'

late march and its effect on the men.
Drew a pair of pants and another pair of
stockings today.

April 17, 1862.—We received march-
ing orders last night about midnight. We
struck 12 tents in each company, and for
the fourth time left our old camp ground
thinking we were not to ireturn. It rained
a little when we stared, but proved a good
day for marching. I put my knapsack on
one of the wagons and found it all I

could do to carry my gun and equipments.
We left at 9 a. m. and at noon we went
on board a steamer at Alexandria, and
dropped down the river a few miles.

DOW^N THE POTOMAC.

April 18, 1862.—Pleasant. Weighed an-
chor at 10 a. m. and stood down the river

with four schooners in tow, loaded with
cavalry, artillery, horses and supplies.
Strong head wind and we proceeded slow-
ly. Anchored at dark just above Mat-
thias Point. Had a view of Mt. Vernon
and of the rebel fortifications that block-
aded the Potomac so ineffectually that our
vessels passed and repassed wheneve]'
they '-^leased.

April 19, 1862.—^^Cold and show^ery.
Water smooth. Started at daylight down
the river. Many of the boys amused
themselves shooting ducks. Entered the
Chesapeake Bay about noon. Anchored
at Hampton Roads at 10 p. m. Heard
cannonading in the direction of York-
town.

April 20, 1862.—Rainy day. We start-

ed on a back track at daylight and an-
chored in the mouth of the Poquosin
River at 30 a. m. among a large number
of steamers artd schooners. I understand
we went to Hampton Roads to receive or-

ders.
April 23, 1862.—Pleasant day. Still

on board the steamer, lying about seven
miles from Yorktown, where there is a

large force of the enemy. There are a
good many of the boys sick with the dys-
entery, myself among the rest. This

"^

is

the ninth day since I was taken sick and
I have lost much in weight. Suffered
much for want of good water since we
have been lying here a few feet from
shore. Today the regiment went on shore
while the boat was being cleaned. Got
some fresh water, oysters, clams, etc,

April 24, 1862.—Pleasant. In the af-
ternoon W'C steamed up and went down to

Fortress Ivlonroe. We took back a steamer
of coal. Saw a quantity of shipping, also
a French warship and an English one.
We passed close to the little Monitor
Ericsson, and gave her three hearty cheers.
She has lately had an engagement with
the IMerrimac and I saw where two of
the Merrimac's shots bit her and where it

ran into her. Unless one had read a de-
scription of the Monitor, one would hardly
suspect such an uncouth looking thing to
be a powerful war vessel. • Fortress Mon-
roe is a strong and pretty place. None
but ofiicers were allowed to go ashore. I

saw the noted Rip Raps, on which is a
big Union gun, and I also saw the large
gun called the "Nigger." The big Union
gun is rifled and carries a slug weighing
532 pounds and 22 inches long. The cost
of each discharge is $50.

April 27, 1862.—^Cold and cloudy. No
card or checker playing, which is the most
essential difference I can see between to-

day and yesterday. The Chaplain distrib-

uted some tracts to the boys. We are
discontented on account of receiving no
mail. Lieut. Robinson is back from
Maine. There was a detail from each
company tonight to go on so^me sort of an
expedition^—they don't know^ what until

they get tliere.

April 28, 1862.—Regiment went on
shore this afteirnoon. I took my clothes

with me and did my washing and mend-
ing. The boys detailed yesterday came
back this morning victorious. They were
sent to recover 50 pontoons from York
River, where they were in danger of be-

ing taken by the rebs.

April 29, 1862.—Vary foggy morning,
warm day, and showery evening. In the
afternoon we all w^ent on shore again and
amused ourselves in vairious ways, some
diving for oysters and clams, some read-
ing and wa-iting, and some roaming the

w^oods, wdiere we found extensive beds of
prickly pear. Heavy cannonading at

Yorktown, which ceased at 4 p. m. Hear
report that New Orleans had been taken
by our forces and that the Merrimac had
been sunk.
May 1, 1862.—Foggy, misty day. Oar

company, with one other, occupies the

upper cabin, which is more light, airy,
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convenient, and healthy than any other
part of the boat. Those below decks are
having the worst of it.

May 2, 1862.—Very warm. Went on
shore in the afternoon and did my wash-
ing. I then went into a creek where
there was an oyster bed and dove for
oysters, got enough for dinner and sold a
quart for 40 cents. Heavy firing last

night. Our boat moved up the river half
a mile and anchored opposite the rebel
barracks.
May o, 1862.—Our regiment and two

or three others slung knapsacks, took our
eauipments, and moved on shore in the
afternoon. Marched half a mile and en-
camped in a cornfield. We are glad to

leave the boat for a place where we can
have more elbow room and better air.

This is the 17th day since we embarked at
Alexandria.
May 4, 1862.—Signs of rain. Regi-

mental and company inspection this

morning. We were expecting to march
to Yoi-ktown, but about 9 a. m. we re-

ceived news of the evacuation of that
stronghold, consequently all plans were
changed. After inspection our Chaplain
addressed us and spoke of the change in

our plans and reminded us of that Being
who is unchangeable, and then closed with
a short prayer. We then broke iranks,

struck tents, packed knapsacks and while
waiting for orders to march I embraced
the opportunity to do some mending. At
1 p. m. -received orders to march back to

the river and go on board the "John
Brooks." We found back mail had arriv-
ed and I received a letter from home.
This time we have to take the forward
lower cabin and give up our pleasant sa-

loon to those who before occupied this

hole. It is tough, but no more than fair.

May 5, 1862.—Rained hard all day.
At daylight we started for Yorktown,
about 12 miles by water, as we have to

go a long way around on account of a
sand bar. We anchored opposite York-
town at 8 p. m. I counted eighteen 100-
pounders mounted on the rebel fortifica-

tions. It is a place to fortify, as nature
has done more than art for it. The old
earthworks built in Washington's time
are perfect and covered with green grass.

Cannonading all the afternoon but stopped
at dark. Officers sent for two regiments
to go out and take prisoners, also for 100
ambulances. The fighting is about 10
miles from here.
May 6, 1862.—Pleasant. We started at

8 :30 a. m. for West Point with about 40
pontoons in tow which broke adrift three
times during the trip. Two were stove
up and one was lost. As there was a

strong head wind we lost from two to

four miles each time. Reached our des-

tination at 3 p. m. and landed at the head
of York River, where the Pamunky and
Mattapony rivers unite. Just as the first

regiment landed five rebels left a house
near by and rode into the woods. The
gunboats threw some shells that bursi
near them, but none of them were hit.

This was the first shot I had seen fired
at the enemy. Our regiment landed about
sunset, and pitched tents on a high, level,
green bank, and it seemed good to be free
from that prison-hole of a ship. An Or-
derly of the 27th N. Y. was killed in the
night by a rebel while on picket, and the
rebel was killed by one of our Sergeants.

FIRST EXPEEIENCE UNDEE FIEE.

May 7, 1862.—Cool and pleasant. An
alarm at daybreak, and we were ordered
to fall in with as little noise as possible.
The alarm was caused by the rebs re-
moving the blockade constructed by our
pioneers last night. About 7 a. m. w'e

heard volleys of musketry in the woods
not far from where we landed, and we
were all marched down there. Our duty
was to support one of the batteries. We
waited two hours for the rebs to come out:

of the woods, expecting every moment that
the whole force which had been routed
from Yorktown would be upon us. Pres-
ently came long rolls of musketry, and two
saw several companies that had been irec-

onnoitering driven back double quick into
the fields. Our Colonel could stand it no
longer, and asked leave to take his regi-

ment into the woods. Going in I saw
Capt. Curtis, of the 27th N. Y., walking a

few steps to the rear holding his hand
to his breast, when one of his company
stepped up to assist him. A ball had
passed thru his right breast and out thru
his back. (See May 16, 1863.) We moved
into the woods, making our way slowly
and carefully thru thick underbrush, ex-
pecting every moment to receive a volley
from the rebs, not thinking in our excite-
ment and fright of our having a picket*
line in front of us. Soon, however, our
pickets appeared ^and fell in with us. The
rebel line now opened on us and after
exchanging a few volleys they fell back
and followed on after their main army up
the Peninsula. They appeared to- be the
rearguard of their retreating army from
Yorktown. This was my first experience
in actual warfare and it thoroughly test-

ed my courage while silently making my
way thru the dense underbrush to meet
the enemy. Sometimes I was so weak in

the knees that I had to take hold of the
bushes and pull myself along, but pride
supported me and after the first volley
from the enemy I was all right. (Memo.
Dec, 1865. ) I have been in many a hard-
fought battle since this but never expe-
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rienced anj^ weakness equal to this iu

making ray ^Yay to tlie ''front and center.'"

May 8, 18G2.—Pleasant. Troops liave

been landing all day. McClellan's pickeLs
reached us about 4 p. m. Dead bodies
are being brought in from the woods. I

think there must have been 80 or 100
wounded in yesterday's skirmish. I was
detailed to work from 8 a. m. to 3 p. m.,
bringing army wagons from the schoon-
ers.

May 9, 1802.—Warm and pleasant. At
9 a. m. we had orders to march. We went
to the lower end of our skirmish field and
were ordered to pitch tents. We had just

got them well bedded with pine boughs
when orders came to be ready to march at

noon. We ate some salt junk and hard-
tack and then struck tents and packed up.
We struck into the woods ; two miles
brought us to a field of about 200 acres, a

mile farther we found another large field

and were surprised to see the Pamunky
River with its shipping. We camped
three miles from the mouth of the Po-
tomac in New Kent County. Our iregi-

ment had to go on picket for the night.

May 10, 1862.—Very warm. We were
relieved about noon and marched into

camp and pitched out tents on Richard
P. Lacey's plantation. Dr. Warren re-

ports 42 dead and 93 wounded in our
regiment as the effects of the skirmish last

Wednesday.
May 11, 1862.—Comfortable day. Was

detailed on home guard. Our brigade
started on a march a half hour before I

was relieved from guard, so I had to

double-quick while the regiments ahead of

me were resting, and came up to mine
just as they entered the present camp
ground. We met a long string of McCk^i-
ian's wagons going to TS'est Point for
supplies sent by water. A rebel deserter
sa^s they had 300 killed and wounded
last Wednesdav. On guard at night.

May 13, 1862.—Warm. We were called

up at 3 a. m., got our breakfast as soon as

possible, and fell in for marching. Stood
and hour before we were ordered forward.
Marched 13 miles and encamped on the
largest plantation I have seen, close to tlie

Pamunky River. Our gunboats and
transports are near us. Around us are
60,000 troops and more coming. The 6tii

and 7th Me. are here.
May 15, 1862.—Rainv nil night and to-

day. We were called up at 2 a. m.
Struck tents, which were heavy and wet,
and then waited till 6 o'clock for orders

to start. We marched a mile and then
halted an hour, and in tliis manner we
went six or seven miles to the White
House, on Col. Lee's plantation (Gen.
Lee's son), which we reached at 2 p. m.
A fine place, with 200 negroes on it, and

they say 100 have been lately sold. The
rebel forces which were between the Pa-
munky and Mattapony came up here last
Friday and joined their Yorktown army
that we were engaged with, by crossing
the railroad bridge, which they burned af-
ter them. Saturday noon they all left, and
toward night our advance column reached
here.
May 17, 1862.—Warm and pleasant.

Our regiment detailed on fatigue duty.
We went two miles from camp with axes,
shovels, picks, etc., to take up some old
bridges and build new ones on the road to
Richmond. A ration of whisky dealt out
and some drunkenness ensued. Received
four letters from home.
May 18, 1862.—In the afternoon I

swam out into the river and did my
washing. There was . so much mouldy
bread, offal, etc., near the shore that I

could not consistently use the water.
May 19, 1862.—Rained toward niglit.

We marched five miles toward Richmond.
The boys found a lot of tobacco in its nat-
ural state in a barn and brought it in by
armfuls. On our march we passed a
guideboard which read as follows

:

"Richmond, Va., 20 miles. Gorham,
Me., 673 miles."

It was hailed with cheers and spicy
comments.
May 20, 1862.—Pleasant. We begin to

find strawberries. We marched four miles
and camped. On our way we passed a
trim little church, the first one I have
seen in a long time. Last night when
one of the boys of the 27th N. Y. got up
to go on guard, in reaching out his hand,
he put it on a large black snake that had
crawled into the tent and stretched itself

between the boys.
May 21, 1862.—Very hot day. Wfe

struck tents at 7 :30 a. m. and marched to

3 p. m., and only went seven miles, but
it proved the most fatiguing march we
have had since leaving Alexandria. When
we went into camp there were but 26 en-

listed men present of our company. T

am quite sick tonight. We are now with-

in 10 or 12 miles of Richmond, near the

Chickahominy River. The rebel pickets
are less than two miles from us.

May 23, 1862.—Extremely hot yester-

day and today. On our late march we
passed a great many overcoats and blan-

kets which our men had thrown away to

lighten their loads. iV balloon was up
several times todav. Our forces have been
shelling the woods to see if rehel forces

are concealed there. They drove out some
cavalry during the operation. Fresh meat
is dealt out instead of salt junk, conse-

quently there are 60 men from our regi-

ment alone on the sick list.

May 24, 1862.—Cold morning and a
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rainy day. Yesterday the boys were
around in shirts and drawers only ; today
in full dress and overcoats. Gen. McClei-
lan passed thru our camp with body
guard, the 4th Mich., and some prisoner.s

taken in an engagement this forenoon.
Mended my boots. A lot of light blue

pants delivered to our regiment today.

The Colonel sent one of our boys out of

the ranks the other day for appearing In

white draweirs instead of blue pants when
it was all the poor wretch had.
May 2-5, 1862.—Last night was so cold

that although w^rapped in an overcoat
and blanket I got very little sleep. Many
of the boys left their tents and hovered
over the sentinel fires, but they cannot
do so tonight, for we have moved tvvo

miles nearer the rebel lines and no tires

will be allowed after G p. m. The picket
lines are not three-quarters of a mile

apart, and the rebs might shell us if they
knew just how we lie. At sunset, while
attending prayers, they threw three shells

over us.

JMay 2G, 1862.—Our tents were covered
with frost this morning. Dug a trench
around my tent to keep the water out and
at 8 p. m. I turned in for the night. In
a few minutes I was called out by an
Orderly to know iO I felt well enough to

go on fatigue duty for the night. If not,

he would excuse me. That is not the

usual way of calling out a detail, so _L

said I was able and willing to go,_ but it

was easier to make him believe it than
it was to believe it myself. We marched
off with axes, etc., two miles to build a

bridge. On the way across a high knoll

we had a good view of our camp, seen by
lights from the officers' tents. We could
also see the rebel camp and there are by
no means a few of them. We could not
finish the bridge, as the pontoons were de-
layed and we left as soon as it began to

grow light. We are now seven m.iles

from Richmond.
May 27, 1862.—We got back this morn-

ing in time to strike tents and marcTi. We
went two miles at a quick pace, in the

rain, with mud ankle deep and everything
heavy with water, and reached a place
called Mechanicsville, where the Michigan
regiment took the prisoners last Satur-

day. We then pitched our tents and got

our breakfast. The houses around here
are riddled with bullets. We are five

miles from Richmond. Received letters

from home.

EICHMOND—so NEAE AND YET SO FAE.

May 29, 1862.—Pleasant. I saw for the
first time, not the promised land, but the

disputed city of Richmond. I went just

outside of the picket line and climbed to

the top of a tall tree, on a little hill, and

there could plainly see the city. We
moved about 40 rods for a better camping
place.
May 30, 1862.—Warm and pleasant.

Our company was called out to help pro-
tect a foraging party'. We went on picket
just before dark. My post was along a
stone wall and I was not relieved until

daylight. Under cover of my rubber blan-
ket I watched all night thru the most
terrific thunderstorm and brilliant dis-

play of lightning I ever saw. At day-
break the storm ceased.
May 31, 1862.—Our regiment fired on

the rebel picket this morning. Some of

their cavalry came out on the bridge we
had orders to keep clear. We fired on
them, but none of them were hit. About
1 p. m. a brisk cannonading with voUevs
of musketry was heard on our left, which
lasted nearly all the afternoon. We at-

tempted to cross the Chickahominy, but
were driven back. Kearny then came to

reinforce us ; we retook the ground we
had lost, and gained the day, but with
heavy loss. When we got back to camp we
were immediately marched out to the bat-
tlefield again to support two batteries

should it be necessary. We returned to

camp at dark. This was the battle of

Fair Oaks, or Seven Pines. Federals
killed. 891; wounded, 3,627; Confeder-
ates killed, 1,987; wounded, 3,233.
June 3, 1862.—Warm and pleasant

We started out on picket at 4 p. m. We
were placed four on each post and stood
24 hours without being relieved. Com-
menced raining about dark and continue;]

all night. We heard a smart engagement
about two miles on our left, caused by
troops crossing the river. Passed a dis-

agreeable night. We lay secreted under
the bushes in a drenching rain, doing our
best to keep our eyes open and our am-
munition dry. I stood seven hours for

the two that belonged to me, and stood
five of them alone, as I dared not trust

the man whose turn it was, he having
been on guard last night and was very
sleepy and also troubled with a bad
cough, not the best thing to have on picket
within speaking distance of the enemy.
Received letters and papers from home.
June 5, 1862.—^Clouds and sunshine.

Relieved from picket at 4 p. m. and re-

turned to camp wet .and tired and did our
best to dry blankets, clothing, etc. I

spent the rest of the day cleaning my gun
and equipments and doing my washing.
June 6, 1862.^01eared off at noon. I

was detailed to go on guard at noon. We
hear that Smith's Division is crossing the

river a short distance below us. Our bri-

gade struck tents and marched back two
miles to join the rest of our division. I

marched in the rear with the guard and
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on our way the rebs threw shells at us
that burst uncomfortably close. Of the
nine who enlisted and came when 1 did

six months ago but three are able to do
duty.
June 9, 1862.—Cool. At 10 a. m. we

started on picket to relieve the ICth N.
Y. We have five men on a post now.
Prom where I now sit I can count seven
rebs. All quiet till about 2 p. m., when
the Captain sent us word to secrete our-
selves, for the rebs were creeping down
toward us in the bushes. We had a shel-

ter of boards leaning against a tree, but
were sitting out in full view playing
checkei-s when they commenced firing on
us, several bullets whizzing very near our
heads. They fired about a dozen times at

our right. We kept the same place dur-
ing the night, taking tnrns sleeping. Com-
menced raining at 3 a. m.
June 10, 1862.—Rained most all day.

We were relieved at 10 a. m. by the ISth
N. Y, Just as we were starting back a
negro made liis appearance on the other
side of the creek and motioned that he
wished to co-me over. He said tie left

Richmond last Sunday with four others,

but our pickets fired on them wlien they
attempted to cross over to our lines and
they got separated and he had not seen the
others since. He had information to give

and was taken to the officers. The other

four had reported. We are now camped
on Wm. Gaines's plantation, on the

Chickahominy River, seven miles east of
Richmond.
June 13, 1862.—Very hot day. The

nights would be called cold in Maine.
One hundred and fifty men were detailed

from our regiment to go on fatigue duty.

We started at 8 a. m. and went about
four miles to where they were building

bridges on the Chickahominy. As they

had men enough, we were ordered to the

woods, about a mile farther on, to build

corduroy roads. Beyond us was the 2d
Me., standing in water up to their belts,

cutting down trees. They left at 3 p. m.
for Mechanicsville, five miles distant. We
left at 4 o'clock. Our regiment now mus-
ters of able bodied men a little over 600,

which is more than they will average.

The 2d Me. has but 285. Received letters

from home. Went to bed with the sick

headache.
June 14, 1862.—Exceedingly hot with

little air stirring. Our regiment called

out under light marching orders at 6 a.

m., and sent to the place where we worked
on the road yesterday. There we stood in

the hot sun as guard till noon, then work-
ed on the road two hours, after wliich

all but two companies were sent back,

and went elsewhere under Gen. Edwards.
We hear that the New Jersey boys are

having a hard time across the river. They
were in the late battle of Fair Oaks and
are now but a short distance from the
battleground. They have labored hard
covering the dead, hundreds of which are
buried but a few rods from their camp.
The ground is covered with remains of

dead men. The Jersey boys cannot ad-
vance, by reason of the heavy force in

front, and they will not fall back, as they
would lose the ground. They cannot even
cut down a tree without the rebels shell-

ing them.
June 17, 1862.—Pleasant. We are go-

ing out on picket. Am 30 years old to-

day.
June 19, 1862.—Warm, fine day. Start-

ed to find a place to do some washing,
and penetrating quite a distance into the
Chickahominy Swamp, where I found
beautiful magnolia trees in full bloom.
June 20, 1862.—Pleasant. Went over

to the 7th Me. and called on some of the
boys. Have been doing my sewing today.
Last Tuesday night one of our boys who
had been out on picket came back and
told the reserve that the rebs were build-

ing a bridge in front of us, across the
river, in the woods. We thought he was
mistaken, but today our sharpshooters
discovered five bridges pretty well under
way and all of them between where we
were picketed and Mechanicsville. They
won't be allowed to complete them.
June 21, 1862.—Very warm, but pleas-

ant. On guard from midnight till 4 p.

m. There was quite a smart engagement
this afternoon and we expected a general
battle, but it subsided. It was occasion-
ed by a rebel brigade coming out of the

woods and driving back our pickets with
the help of shell. We had two men killed

and a number wounded. The rebel loss

must have been much greater. The rebs
were fired on again because they came out
after their dead and wounded Avithout a
fiag of truce.
June 22, 1862.—Very warm.^ This

morning after daylight a rebel displayed
a piece of newspaper on a stick and one
of our men went out to see what it meant.
He found a 2d N. C. man so badly hurt as

to be unable to move. The hoys filled his

haversack with oranges, cakes, etc., and
he was taken to the hospital with our
wounded. After inspection, Davis, Mer-
rill, and I went to visit Fair Oaks bat-

tlefield. We had an interesting day with
much to see.

June 26,
' 1862.—The hottest day we

have had. Yesterday our forces made an
advance along the lines and there was
heavy firing from 9 :30 a. m. till dark,

and we w^ere ready with 65 rounds of
cartridges to be called out at any time,

but were finally sent to our quartei-s.
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McOlellan passed our brigade on liis way
from the battletield and informed us that
we had .not only driven the enemy back,
but could hold our position, which was in-

correct. Today at 4 p. m. a very heavy
cannonading commenced in the direction

of Mecahnicsville, which grew hotter and
heavier till it was terrific. It continued
till dark and we were informed that the
rebs had made an attack on our right

wing, but had been driven back and final-

ly whipped, but we feel strongly uncer-
tain about it. For a long time there luis

been no unnecessary noise in our army,
the bands have been silent, and not even
a drum or a bugle call ; but tonight the

bands were playing and regiments were
called out to cheer for the victory and
this was kept up till a late hour. We
cannot get particulars.

BATTLE OF GAINES'S HILL.

June 27, 1862.—Very hot day. About
2 :30 a. m. we were aroused by a furious
volley of musketry on our left. We im-
mediately fell in, but soon all was quiet
again. In the afternoon, while reconnoi-
tering, we were smartly shelled and sa-

luted with solid shot and for the fiirst time
we were obliged to skedaddle. They
overshot us, however, and no one was in-

jured. All the forenoon a heavy battle

raged across the river on our right, and
our forces were driven back from Me-
chanicsville to Gaines's Hill, and from
tbere to Gaines's Mill. We were ordered
out to tear up a bridge that we had built

across the river, and which our brigade
had been guarding. The new bridge about
a mile above has been blown up. About
2 p. m. we started under light marching
orders for Woodbury's Bridge, expecting
we were to guard it oi' destroy it ; but
after meeting large numbers of wounded
and finding we were going directly across
the bridge we began to mistrust what was
coming, that we w^ere in for a row. We
marched at a quick pace directly to the
battlefield and took position in the rear
of some batteries as a support, the solid

shot and shell striking on each side of

our column and shrieking like demons
over our heads, and also a generous
sprinkling of bullets. Only one man was
hit and he was promptly carried off the
field. After lying in a low place about
half an hour listening to the incessant
roar and watching the tide of battle we
weer ordered forward ; at this time there
was a lull in the roar of musketry and the
cannons appeared to have stopped to get
their breath. We marched up to relieve

the brigade of Regulars who had been en-
gaging the enemy and who had just lost n

batterJ^ They were rushing away from
the scene of carnage, carrying with them

their dead and dying. Many of their
wounded were dragging themselves off the
field, some of them covered with grime
and blood. Full of real grit, they would
look up at us with sorrowful smiles and
say, "Give it to them, boys." Poor fel-

lows. They had done well, but were
obliged to leave on account of overwhelm-
ing force. We took our position between
two old negro huts with a rail fence about
ten irods in front of us and another a few
rods in our rear. Over the rail fence in

front of us was a descending field and be-

yond that the woods. The width of the

field was perhaps a long rifle shot. As
soon as we got our positions we were
ordered to lie down, when the most fu-

rious hail of lead passed over and among
us I ever wish to see or hear. One of

the boys said at the time, ''Hell, boys, I

can't get the point of my bayonet between
the bullets." Perhaps we didn't hug
mother earth then, and then again per-

haps we did. The rain of lead eased up a
little and we received oa."ders to load and
fire at will and not waste our ammunition.
Our batteries had opened anew on both
sides of us and the infernal screaming of

vshell from them and the whizzing and
tearing of the iron from the rebel batteries,

which was in many instances too close to

be comfo^rtable, made a veititable hell

upon earth. If anyone could have been
in a safe place and looked on at that time
they would have doubted that there had
ever been such a saying as "Peace on
earth, good will toward men." At the
expiration of the fiirst half hour our regi-

ment was left almost without officers.

Our Colonel had about a pound of flesh

torn from his arm by a shell Our Lieu-
tenant-Colonel was shot thru the head by
a bullet. Our Major is sick in the hos-

pital, and our First Lieutenant, in com-
mand of the company, was shot three
times. We suppose he is now in the
hands of the rebs. Private Dan Harvey,
the third man on my right, was shot thru
the head. We having orders to fall back,
took our station behind the rail fence in

our rear, and the rebs advanced upon u.s
•

when we in turn advanced upon them and
drove them back with bullets, not bayo-
nets (for we had but few officers and were
fighting almost on our own hook), and
gained the coveir of their fence and some
trees in the vicinitv. Here we had a,

fair sight of the rebs. and I was aston-
ished that I could with so little compunc-
tion let slip death messengers at thos<''

poor victims. The rebs were from 10 to

80 yards from us, but many shots were
exchanged at a much less distance than
that. We were in the fight, I think, about
two hours and a half, and when the last

of our brigade left the field, being relieved
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by another that acted as picket at night,
the rebs had fallen back into the edge of
the woods and the firing had ceased on
all sides. Should it happen that I never
return, it mvLj be some satisfaction to my
friends to know that of the 49 men that
compose my company all but pne had lefi:

the field of battle before I came away,

—

that one was Serg't J. B. Bailey ; we
tent together and we stuck by each other
thru the whole fight. A bullet took some
hair off my head just over my right ear
and another made a hole in my pants leg

is all I have to show for being in the
thickest of the fight.

June 28, 18G2.—We got into camp at

1 :30. At daylight we were called out by
the rebs opening on our left about a mile
distant, with shell and musketry. Our di-

vision was rearguard, and the army,
teams, etc., passed on all in good order
towa.rds the James River. We were
shelled away from our knapsacks today,
just after we had unslung them and put
them in a pile, and we had to skedaddle
into the woods. We were foolishly ex-

posed to the rebel batteries by our oiti-

cers. Some time after this some of us

got permission to go out one at a time
and pick up knapsacks—providing we
would hurry—and look out for sharp-
shooters. Then the rebs would open
theiir batteries on each individual man.
Mighty small business I call it. I brought
in three knapsacks and 10 blankets for

the boys, besides my own, at one load.

HARD PICKET DUTY.

June 29, 1862.—Raining slightly. We
w^ere out nearly all last night. We march-
ed at 1 :30 a. m. back toward the James
River. It appears we aire "changing
base." After marching about three miles
we came to a halt, and I got an hour's
sleep, which I needed. Here they were
giving to all of the soldiers who would
take them blankets, clothing, rations, and
commissary stores of all kinds, while large

piles of goods were burning. It looks to

me as if the rebs had us on the run. At
daylight we pushed on and at night our
regiment, with others, was detailed to go
on picket. Our company was held as a

reserve and we expected a little sleep

;

but during the first part of the night
there was a disturbance and we were all

turned out and posted for a while ; and in

consequence of our Second Lieutenant
making a blunder Serg't Bailey and J

were left, each on our post alone, all

night, without being relieved. This was
trying a fellow's waking powers rather
steep. By daylight I had got my mad up,

and regardless of the risk of being court-
martialed I left my post and went to the

reserve and got Serg't Bailey and myself

changed. It was very quiet today, except
a continual popping of muskets in the
front line, till 9 p. m., when the rebs
opened again on our left, and many bat-
teries were brought into action. We had
a glorious row for several minutes and
then all was quiet for the night. I think
it was a general scare.
June 30, 1862.—At 9 a. m. we marched

back about a mile to support batteries.

They opened on the rebs about 3 :30 p.

m. and we lay flat on the ground some 15
rods in their rear, among pine trees. The
rebs appeared to be swarming all around
us, and as the booming of cannon closed
in nearer and nearer we saw but two sure-
ly that we were bagged. The staff officers

looked anxious, then decidedly £;erious

;

they held a council and decided on some-
thing, for above the din we hoard the or-

der, "Double-shot those guns
; pour in

grape and canister as fast as possible."'

Heavens ; didn't those pieces bellow. They
must have performed awful execution, too.

The rebel shells, solid shot, railroad iroji

were by no means inactive either. With
awful screech and a spat, a shot
went past me and as I looked around to

see what it hit an officer pitched from
his saddle unhurt, but his horse cantered
off! with one hind leg dangling, I saw the
battery boys drop, torn and mangled, and
they were quickly carried past us to the
rear. We lay there nearly three hours,
during which time there must have been
an immense amount of lead and iron hurl-

ed thru the air. When we were ordered
to march we filed into the woods to our
left and commenced a reconnoissance, but
the enemy had fallen back and we did not
get sight of them. After dark we march-
ed back in the rear of the batteries and it

appeared to be our object now to get

away if possible. We started on about
a mile, when we met cavalry pickets who
told us that the rebs had possession of

the road a short distance ahead. We
then went back a short ways and turned
into the woods and lay quiet. The night
was dark, which was favorable to us.

After midnight we had orders to fall in

and keep still. The rebs had fallen back
from the road across the field into the
woods. Our artillery passed on very
quietly ahead of us, then we silently and
quickly marched after them toward the
James River, By daylight we were out
of the bag,

SURROUNDED BY CANNON.

July 1, 1862.—About an hour after

daylight we halted on a hill or table land,

nearly surrounded by woods and a line of

cannon almost around it and large num-
bers of them inside the line.' Here we
could see the James River and were un-
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der cover of our gunboats. We stopped a
couple of hours and most of the time I

spent in sleep. It is astonishing how we
stand the hardships and exertions with so
little sleep and rest

;
probably it is the

excitement that keeps us up. We are,

however, beginning to give out. Some of

us, myself among the number, have thrown
away our knapsacks, tents, woolen blan-
kets, and dress coats ; some few have lost

everything, even their guns and equip-
ments. About 8 :30 a. m. we were order-
ed to fall in and marched several miles.

I was so near asleep that I knew but lit-

tle of what was going on. We halted in a
gtreat plain filled with wheatfields, upon
which I saw more army wagons than I

ever did before or ever expect to see
again. We stopped here till about 3 p.

m., when we were marched into the woods
to our left and placed on picket with a
number of other regiments ; for it was
thought that the enemy were trying to

outflank us in that direction. We work-
ed hard till dark throwing up breastworks.
The boys had a hot time at Malvern Hill
today.

July 2, 1862.—Last night was an aw-
ful one. Many of us only had rubber
blankets for shelter, and the rain poured
down in torrents. I succeeded in getting
shelter under a comrade's tent. We were
on picket until 1 :30 a. m. and then fell

in and marched to the James River, where
w^e arrived at 8 a. m. It still continues to

rain. We are now on the banks of the
rivej* and our gunboats and any quantity
of transports are here.

July 15, 1862.—Very warm and bright.

Most of our regiment have lost their
knapsacks and blankets. Lost them in the
late battles. All I have is a rubber blan-
ket, haversack and canteen. The rebs
have followed us up and have opened on
us with shell, but our gunboats will keep
them back. We have received reinforce-
ments and I hope we can now hold our
own at least. We are at Harrison's
Landing, five miles below City Point, east
side of the James River.

July 4, 1862.—Pleasant. Sent letters

home. Our bands are beginning to revive
again. During the last two weeks we
have been almost constantly exposed to

the fire of the enemy, have slept but lit-

tle, have been on ducy seven-eighths of

the time, and have been in battle four or
five times. We have 'been on fatigue
duty today.

July 5, 1862.—Very warm. I went out
with the company at daylight to cut down
trees to give the artillery range. The
rebs sent in so many bullets that cavalry
was sent to drive them away. I worked
till I was about used up. We left for

camp at 1 p. m.

July 6, 1862.—Very warm. During the
morning inspection I fainted and fell

down in the ranks. I believe I am sick.

July 8, 1862.—Sick in quarters yester-
day and today. The company is out
building a fort.

July 9, 1862.—Very hot day. Started on
picket in the morning. We went out
about two miles. We are to have a com-
pany cook now. President Lincoln vis-

ited camp today.
July 10, 1862.—Showery in the fore-

noon. We were relieved from picket at
noon. We went out to work on a fort at
8 p. m. and worked till midnight.

July 11, 1862.—Rainy day. We heard
heavy cannonading on the river this af-

ternoon. Our regimental band is to be
discharged and sent home. One band to

an army is abundantly sufiicient I think.

Our Corps, the Sixth, is now commanded
by Franklin ; our Division, the Second,
by Slocum.

July 13, 1862.—Very warm. On guard
from 4 to 8 a. m. Went up to a pond
near here and found some beautiful lilies.

The 3d and 4th Me. are camped near here.

The 16th and 27th N. Y. are out on fa-

tigue duty. Sent letters home.
.July 15, 1862.—Very warm and bright.

Went out on fatigue duty at daylight.

Worked till 8 a. m., getting out timbers
for the imagazine. Orders are getting
strict. We are to have roll call four times
and inspection once a day.

July 16, 1862.—Intensely hot. Heavy
showers after sunset. The lightning
killed seven mules and a horse in our di-

vision, besides striking a man. Received
orders to pack up and march, but we had
to go on picket in the afternoon, two
miles away, and we got a thorough soak-
ing.

July 17, 1862.—Out on picket. No
rebel forces within several miles, excepi
once in a while a few scouts. The rebs
may have fallen back to draw us out of
our stronghold. Things are going irather

loose again. It is contrary to orders to

fire when on the outpost, except at the
enemy ; but some of the boys are picking
off the pigs and have dressed quite a lot

of them, which they will smuggle into
camp.

July 18, 1862.—Commenced raining
yesterday before we got in from picket
and continued all night. We had our
tents to pitch, and everything was wot
and muddy. Passed an uncomfortable
night. My paper, envelopes, stamps and
everything else is wet and even my pen-
cil is unglued and came apart in my
pocket. My pocketbook would be an as-

tonishment to the giver. I am glad the
weather, times, and changes have not
dealt so severely with me.
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July 24, 1862.—Geo. Morgan died to-

day of heart disease, and Serg't Bailey,
Alonzo Goodwin and I made a coffin to

bury him in.

July 26, 1862.—Rained all last night,

but pleasant today. Went on picket. Re-
ceived letters and pictures from home.

July 27, 1862.—Pleasant. Came in from
picket sick tonight. John (Gross died to-

day.
July . 28, 1S62.—Serg't Bailey sick.

Gross buried under arms. Six burials

nearby today. Funerals are getting too
plentiful.

July 29, 1862.—Five details made out
today, but I escaped them all. I think
it was very proper, as I am far from
well. Serg't Bailey is better.

July 31, 1862.—Sick and off duty yes-

terday and today.
Aug. 1, 1862.—The rebs opened a bat-

tery on our transports and sent a few
shells across the river at us. They sank
one transport, killing five men and
wounding several. It was a smart en-

gagement for an hour, but our gunboats
silenced them. This occurred about 1

o'clock last night. Our regiment went on
picket, but I was excused from duty by
the doctor. I find myself weak and irun-

ning down.
Aug. 2, 1862.—Squads are busy work-

ing on the breastworks. I went over to

see Whitefield Verrill, but he had gone
on picket.
Aug. 3, 1862.—Showery. Squads still

working on the breastworks. Silas Crook-
er went home on a furlough today. I am
better, but still very weak.

ARMY PAY AND SUTLER PRICES.

Aug. 4, 1862.—Pleasant. We were paid
off today. I received $60, which is four

months' pay and $8 clothing allowance.

As I have no appetite for rations, I

bought a loaf of bread for 20 cents ; a
pound of sugar 30 cents, and .a can of con-

densed milk $1. Our only chance to get

anything besides rations is with the sut-

lers, and they charge enormous prices,

12c for one egg.

Aug. 5, 1862.—A large number of cav-

alry went out this moirning before day-

light. We received orders to pack up all

but our tents. At 6 a. m. a heavy can-

nonading commenced up the river, which
we supposed to be an attack on Fort Dar-
ling, but before night we concluded they

must be disputiiri over Malvern Hill, six

or seven miles tlistnnt.

Aug. 7. 1862.—Our regiment with

others detailed to go out and fell trees to

give the batteries range. We have cut

quite a nuniber of acres of timber since

we came here, built some forts and majiy

miles of road.

Aug. 8, 1862.—Received orders to pack
up knapsacks and carry them to the
Quartermaster's to be taken down to the
transport immediately, and we are to hold
ourselves in readiness to march at 2 p.

m. tomorrow. All who are unable to

march 20 miles are to report to the doc-
tor.

Aug. 11, 1862.—Very hot. We struck
tents, packed up and went on picket.

Showers in the afternoon.
Aug. 12, 1862.—Very hot. Col. Jack-

son, who was wounded June 27, and the
Chaplain, got back to the regiment today.

Aug. 13, 1862.—Pleasant. Last night
was almost cold. Today Orderly Serg't
Stevens was promoted to Lieutenant,
Serg't B. Day was made Orderly, and F

was appointed Corporal.
Aug. 15, 1862.—Cloudy day. I am not

very well yet. Last evening w^e had or-

ders to march at daybreak, and today
would have been the best day for a march
we have had this Summer, but we didn't

go. Nearly all the other brigades have
gone and left g^reat quantities of tent
stuff, axes, shovels, etc., on the ground,
besides burning a great deal. We got
ready to march, according to orders, and
waited hour after hour, and now at dark
we have made preparations to spend the
night here as usual. The sick have been
taken to the hospitals, and the cooks and
field officers have left.

Aug. 16, 1862.—^Cool and pleasant. We
found some salt junk that some of the
brigades left, and spent the forenoon
cooking and eating it. We also found
some rice and hardtack. Our teams have
all left, and tonight our two days' rations
will be gone. The iroads have been
crowded .all the time for two days with
teams and troops and sometimes they re

main stationary for hours. At 3 p. m.
we received orders to march immediately
We started down the river under cover of

our gunboats, altho we could not see v.he

river on account of the woods. We march-
ed six miles, x)assing New Kent Court-
house on the way. Green corn is plenil-

ful. We camped at dark, wrapped our
blankets around us and lay down on the
ground without pitching tents.

Aug. 17. 1862.—Very cold for this time
of the year. Cooked our breakfast and
started on our march at 5 :20 a. m. We
marched about 15 miles. A part of the

time our progress was much impeded by
tenms. but we finally took a clear road
and reached the mouth of the Chickahora-
iny, which we crossed on a pontoon bridge

*made of 100 boats, and camped about 2

p. m.
Aug. 18, 1862.—Cool and pleasant.

Cooked breakfast and started on the

ninrch at 5 :20 a. m. Had a clear way.
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as the wagons were on another road.

We marched at a quick pace 13 miles and
reached old Williamsburg at 10 :30 a. m.
Footsore and weary we came to a halt

and prepared for dinner, but were imme-
diately marched off, and passed thru the

city. Surprised to tind it so large and
fine.

Aug. 19, 1862.—Cold nights with heavy
dews. We heard the report of cannons in

the morning. Started at 6 :30 a. m.,

marched 10 miles, and came to Yorktown
about 2 p. m. Encamped on the York
River a mile or so below the city. We
find many peach orchards and fig trees

here. Did my washing in the forenoon.
Olif. Jones and I spread our rubbers on
the sand by the river and slept there all

night.
Aug. 21, 1862.—Very hot. Reached

Newport News at 11 a. m. and encamped
close to the river. We had a good time
bathing and getting oysters.

UP THE POTOMAC.

Aug. 22, 1862.—Left Newport News
about midnight and marched to Fortress
Monroe, where we went on board the
transport "John Brooks."

Aug. 24, 1862.—Had a pleasant trip

up the Potomac yesterday and today we
landed at Alexandria at 1 p. m. Wo
marched three miles and encamped at

Fort Ellsworth. Very cold night.

Aug. 2.5, 1862.—Signs of rain. Cyre-
nus Stevens went to Alexandria this

morning to see Albert Freeman, but
found that he had died shortly before.
His leg had been amputated by Dr. Gar-
selon, and last night it began to bleed,
and the doctor was unable to stop it and
he bled to death. Received letters from
home. Much dispirited to hear of the

probable death of Brother Edward P. Ver-
rill at the battle of Cedar Mountain,
Aug. 9.

Aug. 26, 1862.—The hottest day vn^o

have had since leaving Harrison's Land-
ing, but the nights are cool. Troops are
passing over the railroad as fast as pos-
sible for Manassas Junction, Oatlett Sta-
tion and that vicinity, and more are con-
tinually coming in and pitching their

tents near us, waiting to take the cars.

Our whole company on guard today. We
hear that Horace H. Moody of our com-
pany died a few days ago in a hospital in

Rhode Island.
Aug. 27, 1862.—Very hot. Today we

were each furnished with a loaf of soft

Thread. Brisk cannonading in the direction

of Manassas. About noon the report was
that the guerrillas had got in the rear of

Pope and that an engagement had taken
place this side of Manassas. It is also

reported that a Jersey brigade that left

here on the cars this morning were taken
prisoners. At 3 p. m. we struck tents,
and marched a mile or so to Fort Lyon
and camped. Fruit, cakes, milk and
everything else very cheap compared with
what Ave have been paying the sutler,
but most of us 'have not a cent to buy
with. A little after midnight we saw a
great fire in the direction of Manassas.

Aug. 28, 1862.—Cloudy. Some of the
10th Maine Band were here and they told
me of Brother Edward Verrill's death.
He was wounded shortly after the battle
of Cedar. Mountain commenced, but did
not die immediately. Ed Kent Verrill and
Danie] Lewis were in the battle. The
16th Maine is near Camp Franklin, about
four miles from here, and Daniel Perry
sent for me to come and see him. We
hear that 10,000 rebel cavalry are at Ma-
nassas, and that Pope is in a tight place,
with communications with Washington
cut off.

Aug. 29, 1862.—Left Fort Lyon and
marched toward Centerville, camped at
Annandale. We can hear the report of
the guns at the battle of Bull Run.

Aug. 30, 1862.—Marched all day. Passed
thru Centerville, and crossed Cub Run a
little before sunset. We found a grand
skedaddling of our forces and baggage
w^agons under McCail, and we had to

cover their iretreat.

Aug. 31, 1862.—Marched back about
two miles to Centerville Hights and
camped.

Sept. 1, 1862.—About 10 p. m. we left

Centerville and marc'hed seven or eight
miles thru the mud, and then went back a
ways and camped two or three miles from
Fairfax Courthouse. We had an awful
hard maroh for so short a one, and it was
daybreak before we camped. Just before
Ave left Centerville Gen. Kearny passed
along about sunset toward the picket line,

and shortly after we heard he had been
killed.

Sept. 2, 1862.—Cold night. In the af-

ter noon we were called out in line of

battle, but did not get sig'ht of the enemy.
Marched to Fort Lyon and camped about
midnight. I lost my woolen blanket on
the Avav. Heavv firing in our rear.

Sept.' 3, 1862.—Marched to Fairfax
Seminary.

Sept. 5, 1862.—Nat Downing came to

see me yesterday. Today I went over
beyond our old Camp Franklin and did my
AA'ashing.

Sept. 6, 1862.—We left Alexandria,
crossed the Potomac, marched thru Wash-
ington and camped on Georgetown
Ilights. Drew another woolen blanket.

Sept. 8, 1862.—Left Georgetown High Is

and took up our line of march toAvard
Sugarloaf Mountain.
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MARCniNG, AND THEN SOME MORE.

Sept. 12, 1862.—We were called out at

daj'light and ordered to be ready to march
at 6, but did not start till 9. We crossed
the foot of Sugarloaf Mountain in the fore-

noon. Marched some 12 miles and camped
at 5 p. m. about a mile from Hanover.
Very warm day. The first of the march
we were allowed to stop and rest occa-
sionally ; but after the officers had taken
their dinners and filled themselves with
whisky they led us off at an unreasonable
rate, and many of the boys fell out re-

gardless of court-mairtial, and quite a
number fainted. The doctors had plenty
to do, and one of them said these
marches were killing the men faster than
bullets ever would. We passed a place
vacated last night by rebel cavalry who
went to Fredericksburg.

Sept. 13, 1862.—Cool and pleasant. At
6 :30 a. m. a heavy cannonading com-
menced toward Frederick City, Md. On
our march we crossed many clear run-
ning streams. Our company and Co. D
formed the rearguard of the brigade. We
marched four or five miles and went into

camp, and had gotten nicely settled when
the regiment was called out on picker.

Marched out about six miles and then
came back two miles, as Maj. Edwards
had made a blunder and marched us oat
too far. I find myself nearly sick again.

Sept. 14, 1862.—Marched at 5 a. m.
and crossed Maryland Hights. We had a
beautiful view of the valley beyond Har-
per's Ferry Gap, where three valleys

converge. It is the most beautiful view
I have ever seen. There are many fine

farms and an abundance of fruit. We
reached Crampton Gap (Blue Ridge)
about 4 p. m. and here had a battle that

lasted till dark. Our regiment lost four
killed and 31 wounded. Our company had
three wounded beside Stub Chase, who
was wounded and afterwards died. Chase
would lie on his back and point his musket
towards the rebs and fire. Larrabee and
I told him it was a cowardly way to fight.

He said he proposed to take things easy,

but was not afraid to face the rebs,

whereupon he arose to his knees and fired,

Just as he fired he received a ball in his

shoulder and died later. We took many
prisoners and camped on the Mountain.

Sept. 1.5, 1862.—I found the 7th :Me.

this morning and took breakfast with Si-

las Crooker, which consisted of irebel hoe
cake, boiled potatoes and hot coffee. This
was the first I have eaten since yesterday
morning. I went to my regiment and lay

on my back all day. Our side lost 640 in

killed and wounded yesterday. We can
hear cannonading at intervals, but this

part of the army is quiet.

Sept. 16, 1862.—Am Aveak and sick,
and still obliged to lie flat on my back.
We are quiet, but there is a smart battle
raging over in the valley to our right, near
Harper's Ferry. Hear that Col. Miles
surrendered a fort on the Heights and was
killed immediately afterwards. The regi-
ments are so closely packed together that
we cannot pitch our tents. I have no ap-
petite for anything except letters from
home and those I don't get.

Sept. 17, 1862.—Very weak this morn-
ing, and went to the Surgeon, who exused
me from duty. Our regiment marched
about 10 miles in the morning and sup-
ported a battery that was playing into

the rebel lines. I could not keep up with
the regiment today, but from afar I

viewed the battle. Our lines extended
four or five miles, and from the Hights I

had a splendid view of the firing line.

While standing there Gen. McClellan and
staff galloped by, and as I followed on
toward the battle I found a beautiful pair
of field glasses that the General had
dropped.

LOOKING OVER A BATTLEFIELD.

Sept. 18, 1862.—Showers in the morn-
ing. I am able to do duty today. Our
regiment had some skirmishing about
noon. Flags of truce were exchanged in

the afternoon and both sides commenced
burying their dead. I traveled about two
miles over the battleground which we had
taken from the rebs, and it was an awful
sight. Later we were in line of battle

on the right. Today I saw a row of

graves where 20 of the boys belonging to
the 10th Me. are buried, and among them
George Fuller. At night we slept on our
arms with the dead lying thickly around
us.

Sept. 19, 1862.—The rebels fell back
across the river during the night,

and our forces advanced to the river

this morning. As I am still very
weak, I got a pass from the Surgeon to

follow in the rear. The greater part of

the way was over the battlefield, and I

had a good opportunity to see the sad re-

sults.

Sept. 20, 1862.—I came up witTi the

regiment at 8 a. m. Heavy firing in the
afternoon near the iriver. We took up
our line of march at midnight and I again
got a pass to fall in the rear. I only
went about a mile and turned in for the

night. The regiment marched about 11
miles, thru Sharpsburg, and camped sev-

eral miles from Williamsport.
Sept. 21, 1862.—I marched all_ day—

about 10 miles—and came up with the
regiment at dark. On the way I passed
over the Williamsburg turnpike wliere the

rebels had their line of battle drawn up
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last Wednesday, and soldiers and citizens

Avere burying the dead. They first gath-
ered them together in rows, and in one
row I counted 90 bodies.

Sept. 22, 18G2.—-Went to the Surgeon
and got some quinine. I am some better
today, and if I could lie still a day or two
I would be all right, but it is hard work
to gain much strength while on the marcli
all the time. Sent letter home.

Sept. 23, 1862.—At 2 p. m. the regiment
marched back five miles toward the bat-
tleground. Camped within a couple of
miles of the river to keep the rebs back.
I came along in the ambulance and did
not get in till morning. Have been sick
and vomiting all day.

Sept. 24, 1862.—Rainy nearly all day.
I got into camp at 7 a. m. Am a litr.le

better today. We are near a flour mill
and the boys are buying flour at three
cents a pound. Sent a letter home.

Sept. 25, 1862.—Heavy frost last night.
Not very well and had to lie flat on my
back all day. We hear that President Lin-
coln has issued a proclamation to the
South saying that they can come back
into the Union any time before the year
1863, and their property shall be re-

stored, each side to pay their part of the
costs of war ; otherwise he will liberate
their slaves and turn their property over
to the Government.

Sept. 27, 1862.—Cloudy. It is getting
quite dry. I find myself better. I re-

ceived word from the Adams Express Co.
at Boston that there is a box in theJr
office for me. It was sent to me from
home over two months ago.

Sept. 29. 1862.—Pleasant. Yesterday
we went on picket. We marched a couple
of miles and halted in a little village call-

ed Bakersville. We got back to camp to-

day.
Oct. 1, 1862.—Bought a dollar's worth

of cakes and cheese. We hear that peace
commissioners are on th.eir way to Wash-
ington from Richmond. Our regiment
struck tents, policed the ground, and then
pitched tents again.

Oct. 2, 1862.—On guard today. We
hear occasional firing of heavy guns in

the direction of Harper's Perry. I re-

ceived a letter from Serg't Bailey. He is

sick in hospital.
Oct. 8, 1862.—A warm night and day.

We were relieved from guard in the fore-

noon. Our division was reviewed in the
afternoon by President Lincoln, also
other divisions of the corps in this vicin-
ity. McClellan and Franklin were present.

Oct. 4, 1862.—Rain, with a severe gale
of wind. On police duty in the forenoon.
Regimental inspection in the afternoon.

Oct. 5, 1862.—Religious services in the
forenoon. Last night Stevens and I

started olf to find some apples, and suc-
ceeded ; we also got a bundle of straw to
sleep on. I am getting corns on my hips
from sleeping on the hard ground. Twelve
of the boys went in another direction, but
were not as fortunate as we were. They
were fired on three times by the guard.
Of course no one was hit, but two of the
boys were injured by clubs and stones
thrown at them by citizens ; they got no
apples, but on the way back they killed a
'possum, which they cooked for dinner to-

day.
Oct. 6, 1862.—White Verrill came over

and took dinner with me. His regiment
leaves for Portland soon, and I gave him a
package to take home.

Oct. 7, 1862.^—Warm and pleasant.
Daniel Perry came over to see me. Bat-
talion drill. Cleaned my gun and pre-
pared for inspection tomorrow. Received
letters and papers from home.

EVERY MAN HIS OWN TAILOR.

Oct. 8, 1862.—Very pleasant. Did my
Avashing, mended my pants, and patched
the heels of my stockings. The 7th Me.
started for Portland today. Inspection
under Gen. Bartlett. I w^as three-quar-
ters of a minute late at roll call this
morning, and expected to be sentenced to

pick stones or some other disagreeable
job, but have heard nothing from it.

Oct. 10, 1862.—Cold and rainy. Yes-
terday the batteries of our brigade left

for Hagerstown. I drew a pair of stock-
ings. Our company now numbers 30 men.
Last spring when we left Camp Franklin
we had over 70 men. Smith's Division
left for Hagerstown tonight.

Oct. 12, 1862.—Cold night, and the
coldest day we have had this fall. In-
spection in the morning, religious services
in the forenoon and dress parade in the
afternoon. Lieut. Lament got back from
Maine todav.

Oct. 14, 1862.—^Cold and cloudy yester-
day and today. About 10 a. m. we started
on picket, went down the river and posted
ourselves in a pleasant valley about 3
miles from camp. We have a good vieAv

of the rebel pickets on the other side of
the river.

Oct. 15, 1862.—Cloudy and cool. To-
day I went out on an island In the river,

and met a reb half way and exchanged
papers with him—gave him a Philadelphia
Enquirer for a Richmond Examiner. Re-
ceived papers and letters from home.

Oct. 16, 1862.—Cool and pleasant. The
32d N, Y. received us about noon. A
number of boxes came for the boys to-

day, having been on the road 5 or 6
weeks ; all the eatables were spoiled.
Heavy firing w^as heard in the morning.

Oct. 18, 1862.—Cold night with a
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heavy frost, but a pleasant day ; went to
the doctor for some medicine. At noon
we were ordered to strike tents and
march. We went about a mile toward
the river and camped in a field with
neither wood nor water.

Oct. 19, 18G2.—On guard today.
Rained a little in the afternoon. In-
spection and religious services in the fore-
noon. Our old adjutant, Geo. W. Graf-
fan, was discharged from the service to-

day for cowardice shown at the battle of

Antietam, We received our knapsacks
today, which had been sent to Washing-
ton at the beginning of hot weather.

Oct. 20, 1862.—About noon we were
called out under heavy marching orders.
We went a round-about way to our old
camp ground, and then went up in the
woods and camped just back of where
the 7th Maine had been.

Oct. 21, 1862.—Cool and pleasant. We
had a tedious job policing our new cami)
ground, which has a heavy growth of oak
and walnut on it. Some of our forces
went across the river scouting today. We
drew a ration of flour today, which is

quite a rarity ; we stir it up with water
and fry it in a tin plate.

Oct. 22, 1862.—Very cold and windy,
consequently we had no dress parade.
Sent letteirs home. I am not very well,

so I have remained in camp and done my
washing. I drew a shirt, and then bought
another, and put them both on and can't
keep warm now.

Oct. 23, 1862.—Cool and pleasant.
Company drill in the forenoon. I was so
weak that I found it all I could do to

go through the drill.

THOU SHALT NOT STEAL.

Oct. 24, 1862.—Serg't Roberts and
Corp. Berry reduced to the ranks today
for taking or allowing others to take
Capt. Millett's beans from the oven while
they were on guard night before last.

Two privates Avere concerned in the mat-
ter, but thev were not punished.

Oct. 2.5, 1862.—This afternoon our di-

vision was reviewed by Gen. Brooks, who
now commands it. Today all who wish
have a chance to join the Regular cavalry,
artillery, or infantry, and quite a number
have put their names on the list.

Oct. 27, 1862.—Yesterday was a cold,

disagreeable day, and we rolled ourselves
in our blankets and kept as quiet as pos-

sible. Very windy and rained last night.

Cleared off cold this morning. Received
orders to be ready to move at 6 hours
notice.

Oct. 28, 1862.—Pleasant and warmer.
Our company changed cooks today. I was
detailed with two others to do police

duty.

Oct. 29, 1862.—This forenoon an alarm
was given that the rebs wei'e crossing
the river near dam No. 4, and a force
was called out to meet them ; but neither
party attempted to cross the river. In
the afternoon our regiment went on
picket, crossing dam No. 4. About a mile
above we went by a lock through which
canal boats pass up and down the river.
We expected to stay on picket 2 days,
but were relieved at 7 p. m. and marched
back to camp.

Oct. 31, 1862.—Cool and pleasant. This
is a valley of fine farms ad houses.
There are but few Door people in the
valley. We commenced our march at 7
a. m. Went through Crampton Gap,
over the battleground of Bucketsville, and
within two miles of Harper's Ferry Oap.
We marched about six miles and pitched our
tents at noon. Franklin's, Couch's and
Smith's Divisions are advancing on this

wing. The 10th Maine is encamped near
here, and Daniel Verrill called on me to-

night. I am slightly ill and my feet are
blistered.

Nov.
'

2, 1862.—Warm today. Com-
menced our march at daylig-'ht, went eight
miles, and camped at noon about three
miles from the river. We passed thru Lov-
ettsville wliere Ed. K. Verrill, of the 10th
Maine, was doing guard duty, and had a
chat Avith him. Cannonading some 10
miles away commenced about 10 a. m.
and continued till sunset. Divine ser-

vices in the afternoon and at the same
time 3,000 head of cattle and any amount
of artillery were passing by. Wonder
which attracted the most attention? Mc-
Clellan and Burnside passed thru camp
today.

Nov. 3, 1862.—Cold and cloudy. A
good day for marching. We started at

7 a. m. and went 7 miles and pitched
tents at noon. This afternoon five boys
were "drummed out" of the Jersey
brigade for cowardice. They had their

heads half shaved, and buttons cut from
their coats, and were then marched bare-
headed through the brigade between two
files of bayonets. We hear cannonading
T found some ripe persimmons today.

Nov. 4, 1862.—Cold. We started at

9 :30 a. m., marched 6 or 7 miles thru
fields, as the road was filled with teams.
Went into camp at 3 :30 p. m.

Nov. 5, 1862.—Cold and cloudy. Wo
lay in camp all the forenoon waiting foi

orders to march, which came at noon.
We marched through fields all the way at

a quick pace, halting several times. We
marched about 8 miles, passing through
Bloomfield. Persimmon trees were hang-
ing full of fruit.

Nov. 6, 1862.—Last night was windy
and ice froze a half inch thick. Looks
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and feels like snow. We marched at S
a. m., going 14 or 15 miles, and camped
at White Plains, where we crossed the

Manassas Gap & Winchester Ry. A very
tedious march.

Nov. 9, 1862.—Cloudy, cold, and blus-

tering. We have been lying here for two
days trying to keep warm, thru a snow
storm, expecting orders to march, which
did not come till today. We heard last

night that McClellan is superseded by
Burnside, Avhich caused considerable ex-

citement in camp. We struck tents and
marched at 8 a. m., halted an hour in an
open field where we nearly froze, and then
started on, forming the rear guard of the
division. We marched about 6 miles over
horrid roads, and camped in the woods
about 4 p. m. On the way we passed
thru Ashby's Gap. There is no snow
here but the mountains are white.

Nov. 10, 1862.—Warm and pleasant.

McClellan and Burnside visited us this

morning and were greeted with cheers.

Several exchanged prisoners came into

camp today. There appears to be a

smart battle some miles from here, from
the noise.

Nov. 13, 1862.—Cool and pleasant.

Everything quiet around camp for several
days. Nearly all of our field officers are
promoted. Received letters from home
saying the children have the whooping
cough.

Nov. 14, 1862.—Warm and bright.

This afternoon we moved onto a high

wooded hill and camped.
Nov. 15, 1862.—Rather cold. We

marched at 7 a. m. at a quick pace all the
way, about 13 or 14 miles. En route v;e

passed thru New Baltimore, Greenwich,
and Oatlett Station, and camped about two
miles from the latter place. Some rain

at night.
MORE MARCHING.

Nov. 18, 1862.—Rainy. Commenced our
march at 7 a. m. and reached Stratford
C. H. at 4 p. m., having marched 15
miles. We then went out a mile or so on
picket. The 18th N. Y. are on picket

near us. We found a good thatched cot

filled with husks, where we took up oar
lodging. We aire within eight miles of

Aquia Creek L/anding and 10 miles of

Fredericksburg. I was about used up and
when nearly into camp I fell out.

Nov. 19, 1862.—Misty and warm. We
were relieved from picket at 9 a. m. and
marched back to camp in a miserable
brush wood. I had a sleepless night.

Rations are short, and I got no letters

from home.
Nov. 23, 1862.—Clear and cold. In-

spection in the morning. Religious ser-

vices in the afternoon, also in the evening

;

while I was at worship some one stole a
clean shirt out of my knapsack.

Nov. 24, 1862.—Cold and clear. Brigade
inspection in the forenoon. We com-
menced drilling according to Hardee's
Tactics.

Nov. 25, 1862.—Rainy. I was detailed
as a Corporal of the guard.

Nov. 26, 1862.—Cleared off in the fore-
noon. Not much of interest in this vicin-

ity today. We find ourselves in the habit
of sitting up late nights hovering over the
fire and tellin2: long yarns, and those who
use it, mourning for tobacco.

THANKSGIVING DAY.

Nov. 27, 1862.—Clear and pleasant.

There are few who do not express a wish
to be at home today. Last year the com-
pany had a Thanksgiving box sent them

;

but this year, being liable to move at any
time, they had to do without anything
of the kind, so we content ourselves with
hardtack. It so happens that we are
shorter of rations than usual. I sent a

letter home.
Nov. 28, 1862.—Cold, blustering day. At

9 a. m. all but two companies of our regi-

ment were called out under light march-
ing orders to guard the telegraph line,

which has been cut twice by the citizens.

The roads are very bad, and two sutlers'

teams got stuck in the mud. The drivers

offered our boys tobacco to help them out.

then refused to give it to tliem. The
boys then jumped upon the wheels and set-

tled them back into the mud and cleaned
out both wagons and demolished one of

them.
Nov. 30, 1862.~Heavy frost last nigh'.

Inspection and religious services. Text

:

"Lead us not into temptation, but delivei

us from evil."

Dec. 1, 1862.—Rainy. Commenced get-

ting out timber for the basement of out

tent, and carrying stone for a fireplace

and chimney. Six of us are to occupy it

together.
Dec. 3, 1862.—Cold and cloudy. Re-

ceived letter from home. We finished the
chimney to our tent and moved in. It

would have furnished us v^ith nice, com-
foi'table lodgings, but on dress parade we
received orders to march at daylia^ht to-

morrow, heavy marching orders. Such is

a soldier's life.

Dec. 4, 1862.—Veiry cold. We started
at daylight and marched about 12 miles,

passing Brooks' Station about noon, and
went into camp at 4 p. m. I was pretty
well tired out, and w^as detailed on camp
guard before I had time to get my supper
My relief went on at 11 p. m. and 1 a. m.
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TRYING TO TATRIOTISM.

Dec. 5, 1862.—Rainy, Guard was re-

lieved at 9 a. m. Orders to pack up and
change camp ground ; moved about 25 rods
and pitched tents again, hoping to remain
quiet a week or so. In about an houi'

came a command to pack up under heavy
marching orders. It was raining haril.

We marched six or seven miles over an
awful road, and about sunset came to a

halt at Belle Plains Landing. It was
now snowing fast. Mud any depth. The
Colonel ordered us to get wood if we
could find any and make ourselves as com-
fortable as possible. We looked around
and it was a dreary prospect. Another
Catlett Station, and in some respects
worse, for there was no wood here. We
were wet to the skin, and stood on a
flat plain in mud and water. Patriotism
sank to 42 degrees below zero. A mile
distant we saw hills covered with wood
and started for them. An hour after dark
we were among the pine trees boiling
coffee and drying clothes.

Dec. 6, 1862.—Cold but pleasant. Snow
two inches deep. We passed a comforta-
ble night. We turned out about sunrise
and went back to the brigade. The mud
frozen solid. We pitched our tents ner.r

Belle Plain Landing. As all the men left

the regiment last night, we hear that the
regimental officers slung knapsacks and
stood guard over regiment porperty.

Dec. 7, 1862.—Cold wind. It is almost
impossible to find sticks enough to boil a
dipper of coffee. Drew rations again to-

day. Received letters from home. I was
detailed to go on guard at the landing,
in charge of the first relief.

Dec. 8, 1862.—Cold. Guard Avas re-

lieved at 11 a. m. We cut holes in the ice

and took out a few nice fish today. The
hai-bor is so frozen that boats get in and
out with difficulty. Teams are hauling
us wood now. Horses and negroes em-
ployed at the landing are dying from ex-

pasure.
Dec. 10, 1862.—INIoderating. Struck

tents and marched at 10 a. m. We went
three miles on a back track and went inro

camp, but pitched no tents. We scraped
away the snow, built good fires, and passed
a comfortable nisrht. Sent letters home.

Dec. 11, 1862.—Bright and pleasant.
We got our breakfast at 2 a. m. There
was cannonading on the Rappahannock be-

fore daylight. We marched at deyligbt,

went five or six miles, and halted at noon
near the river and took our dinner. A
continual roar of cannon. Our forces are
putting three bridges across the riveir.

About sunset we marched at double time
down to the river, where we halted, the

bridge being already crowded with cav-
alry.

Dec. 12, 1862.—The sun rose blood
red, A very smoky morning. We crossed
the river at 8 a. m. without opposition,
and lay near the bank all forenoon. Can-
nonading and musketry in front and on
our right. About noon we marched for-
ward about a mile to a ravine, when both
sides began shelling, and continued an
hour. None killed or wounded in our regi-
ment. Part of our regiment out on picket.
Freezing weather, and we lay on the
ground with wet feet all night and were
allov^ed no fires.

BATTLE OF FREDEEICKSBURG.

Dec. 13, 1862.—The ball opened about
8 :30 a. m. by our infantry advancing,
when the rebs commenced shelling us.

Hooker's troops are engaged on our left,

and there is heavy firing on our right.
There is little doing here in the center,
altho we have been smartly shelled all day
and some have been wounded. We find
pieces of railroad iron and spikes which
the rebs fire among us. This is the third
day of the battle and we have as yet es-
caped active engagement, but tomorrow is

Sunday and that has always been our
hard day. The battle continued till 8 or
9 at night.

Dec. 14, 1862.—Mild. Snow all gone.
At 8 we fell in and marched forward,
one company at a time, to relieve the
outer picket reserve, and lay down with
the rest of the regiment behind a ridge
of straw which served as a screen io

hide us from the rebel sharpshooters and
batteries. Cannonading right and left and
a steady popping of musketry from the
pickets in front till about noon, when
all was quiet. We were not allowed to
even raise our heads, and when an offi-

cer showed himself a rebel shell would
warn him to lie cloise. There are two
days' rations cooked and in the rear, but
we can't get them till after dark. In the
night the rebs made a rush on our right
and musketry was fierce for a short time.
During the night our regiment was busy,
one company at a time, throwing up
breastworks.

Dec. 15, 1862.—Pleasant, with a light

wind. Daylight showed that the rebs had
been even more busy than ourselves dur-
ing the night, a number of earthworks
having sprung into existence during the
time, and they have a very strong hold
here. Our folks are planting heavy siege

guns on the opposite side of the river.

The Jersey brigade charged on a rebel

battery yesterday, and took it in fine

shape ; but they had no reserves to sup-
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port them and were obliged to fall back,
being overpowered by the rebel reserves.

Our soldiers do well, but ithe generalship
is—well, jusit what it is. Our forces

have gained very little ground on the left.

I don't know how it is on the rig'ht.

Fighting on the right and left has been
severe, but not so much so here in the

center. Word has just come that Banks
has taken Ft. Darling and Petersburg.
At the time of the battle of Gaines' Hill,

they told us our left wing was in Rich-
mond. There is an occasional firing to-

day, but both sides appear to be laying
plans. Our line is composed of three di-

visions. Hooker on the left, Sumner on
the right, and Franklin in the center.

Dec. 17, 1862.—Snowed some today.

We have come back to the iroad and lie

where we did last Saturday. Sent my
diary and letters home.

WHEN THOSE OLD BOOTS WERE NEW.

Dec. 18, 1862.—Cold and the ground
frozen hard. Cliff Jones and I now tent

companions again. I spent most of the

day mending my boots, the same pair I

wore from home nearly a year ago. They
are now troubled with a general debility

and fail so fast that I shall have to give

them their discharge soon. Sad will be

the hour when we must part.

Dec. 19, 1862.—Rather windy. Struck
tents and stairted on our march at sun-
rise in search of a camp ground. We
went three miles on our back track, halted

an hour, and then turned about and came
back a half a mile and camped.

Dec. 21, 1862.—Quite cold yesterday
and last night, but warmer this morning.
Yesterday the boys were busy building

basements to their tents, and today we
hear that we will move tomorrow. I have
been in the U. S. service one year today.

I have been in six or seven battles, have
been sihelled repeatedly and under fire

days in succession, besides being fired at

while on picket, but have come thru 't

without a scratch. I find myself able to

endure much greater fatigue and ex-

posure than when I enlisted.

Dec. 22, 1862.—Warm. Much like a
June morning in Maine. At 8 :30 a. m.

we 'had orders to pack all but tents and
go on picket. We marched three or four

miles in a circuit and found ourselves

within a mile of camp. This is a tele-

graph picket extending from our extreme
left to headquarters in the center. There
is a similar one on the right.

Dec. 23, 1862.—A warm, sunshiny
morning. We were relieved about 10, but
instead of going back to camp, we were
marched to the right of our regiment and
stacked arms in line as a reserve picket.

Dec. 24, 1862.—Warm and cloudy with
some rain. We were relieved at 9 a. m.
and marched into camp. We are not hav"
ing dress parade or roll call. When we
started on picket our company numbered
18 enlisted men. When we left Camp
Franklin last spring our company num-
bered 70 enlisted men.

CHRISTMAS AND A LITTLE WHISKY.

Warm and pleasant. At 9 :30 a. ju.

we fell in, with everything but tents, and
marched out on the brigade grounds for
inspection. For some reason it could not
be attended to and we went back. Paid
off to-day. 1 received $52, four months'
pay. In consideration of this being a
holiday, each man in the brigade was fur-

nished with a gill of whisky. It was sold
from one to another for from 20c to 50c.

Dec. 26, 1862.—Warm and cloudy.

Was detailed on home guard, ten to a

relief.

Dec. 27, 1862.—Warm. This is the

most pleasant winter I ever saw, so far.

Cliff Jones went over to the 17th Maine
today, and says thev are a most melan-
choly set of men, and have the worst
kind of blues. Our regiment was called

out for battle drill, but found they could
do nothing among the stumps and brush,
so returned to camp.

Dec. 29, 1862.^Cooler. We received

orders to liave three days' rations cooked
and be ready to march, with 60 rounds of

cartridges at 12 hours' notice.

Dec. 31, 1862.—Cold and cloudy. Sent
letters home. Today came New Year's
presents from home, gloves, cap, tea, and
nutmegs. I made myself a present of a
knife, fork, and spoon combined, to replace
the one I lost in Maryland.

CELEBRATING NEW YEAR'S DAY.

Jan. 1, 1863.—Cold, pleasant moTning,
and signs of a storm have disappeared.
To all appearances the "clerk of the

weather" has policed the 'heavens and got
everything ready to commence the year
in apple pie order. Our company was
very quiet last night, but another com-
pany used up nine canteens of whisky at

$6 per. Cliff and I bought a pound of

cheese and a can of condensed milk and
celebrated.

Jan. 2, 1863.—Pleasant. I spent the
day digging a fireplace and building a
chimney to out tent.

Jan. 4, 1863.—Cloudy, with a warm
south wind. Some rain in the forenoon.
On guard in charge of the third relief.

Gleason, of the first relief, being the
worse for whiisky, fell into the Oolonel's
tent in the midst of divine services. The
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Colonel ordered him tied to a tree. Re-
ceived letters from home and with them
a package of flour, and as luck would have
it, flour was served out to us from the
Quartermaster's for the second time since
I joined the army. I will now send home
for some baking powder, and see if the
armj^ will draw saleratus the day it gets
here. I bought three apples today for 25c.

Jan. 5, 18G3.—The boys are mixing
up their flour with water and frying it in

tanned hog oil, and selling the "dough-
nuts (?)," small ones, five for 25c;
smaller ones, seven for 25c. They have
neither baking powder nor sweetening in

them. Cliff is hard at work making up
our batch which we calculate will be a

little extra, as we 'have nutmeg and sugar.
Cliff says they will be a little heavy, and
I hope they will ; I wish they w^ould weigh
a ton. I have been cleaning and boiling
tripe. We received new knapsacks to-

day.
Jan. 7, 1863.—Ground frozen hard.

Battalion drill in the forenoon. Ou/
Colonel took leave of us today, saying he
resigned on account of family affairs. •

Sent letter home. I heard today that
Stub Chase, Avho was wounded by my side

at Crampton Gap, Sept. 14, died two
w^eeks ago.

Jan. 8, 1863.—Cold and still. Potatoes
were served out to us today, four or five

to each man. At dress parade an order
was read that hereafter all should be taken
care of at the Chaplain's tent.

Jan. 9, 1863.—No storm yet. Today we
built our chimney higher and narrowed the
throat of it to get a better draught. The
experiment worked completely, but we
know have to keep things in the back part
of the room or they might go up the chim-
ney. We hear that Serg't Bailey is dead.

Jan. 10, 1863.—It rained, pouring, last

ndght and todav. We picked up all the
clothing we could get along without for a
few hours and did our washing. The water
finds its way into our basement, which is

sunk two feet below the surface, but I

think Ave can manage to keep a fire by
bailing out. We received more flour today,
and Cliff' is working it up into doughnuts.
We are living high these days.

Jan. 11, 1863.—Pleasant most of the
day. On police duty with seven men dur-
ing the forenoon. Regimental inspection.
Divine services in the afternoon and Col.

Scammond's fajrewell address was read
to the regiment. The mail miscarried to-

day.
Jan. 12, 1863.—Mild and pleasant. I

T^'as detailed with four men to set a barrel
in the ground for a well.

Jan. 15, 1863.—Cloudy. Our company,
with four others, went out three miles on
picket. We were the reserve. Windy

night. We lay by our fires and slept till

3 a. m., when we awoke with the rain
coming down in torrents, drenching us to
the skin ; our fires were out and it was
pitch dark.

Jan. 16, 1863.—Daylight came at last,
rainy and drizzling. We succeeded in
boiling our coffee and eating our rain-
soaked hardtack. We then wrung out our
blankets and hung them up to dry. For
a. few days past details have been building
corduroy roads toward the river on which
to advance, we suppose. We received or-
ders to be ready to move tomorrow.

Jan. 17, 1863.—Cold and clear. We ex-
pected to be relieved from picket today,
but learn that we must stay here till to-
morrow. Received letters from home.

Jan. 18, 1863.—Cold. We were relieved
and went to camp at 10 a. m. In the even-
ing we had dress parade without prayer,
at which time was read the trial and sen-
tence of two fellows who ran away from
the battle of Fredericksburg and remained
aay five days. They are to have $10 per
month dedacted from their pay for four
months and stand on a barrel every alter-
nate hour for six days, with the word
"Cowardice" on their backs. I bought
some milk, cheese, and soft biscuit.

ORDERS AND ORDERS xVND ORDERS.

Jan. 20, 1863.—For the past few days
'we have had orders to be ready to move
(.heavy marching orders) at 12 hours' no-
tice, with three days' cooked rations in
our haversacks. When we move we sup-
pose we shall have to cross the river ; and if

successful then we shall have to charge the
enemy, and if possible drive them from
their stronghold. We have but little faith
in the movement, and less faith in the
leading Generals than we once had. We
have dreaded to receive the order to
march, but unwelcome as it was we re-
ceived it this morning at daylight, to be
ready to march at noon. We spent most
of

_
the forenoon in writing and bidding

adieu to our camp ground, w^hich with
much patient labor and skill we had con-
verted into comfortable Winter quarters.
Although the morning was somewhat mild,
the day was very cold. We marched eig>ht

miles, crossing the railroad a short dis-

tance from Falmouth, and on up the river.

We pitched our tents at dark on good
ground, where wood was plentiful ; and -con-

trary to our expectations, were allowed a
fire, which was a great comfort, as the
night was black and cold, and a soldier is

partial to hi,is hot coffee after lugging his
load all day. We had just finished sup-
per and pitched tents, wlhen it began to
rain and the wind blew harder and harder
with unmistakable ev^idences of a furious
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storm at haud. ^ Aftei- warming ourselves
thoroughly, and examining our tenrt poles
and pins, Cliff and 1 turned in for the
night, which proved a most uncomfortable
one for those who had to turn out several
times and reerect their tents. Altlho it

rained torrents all night, Cliff and I passed
a comfortable night (soldier's comfort).
Orders came at daylight to niarcih imme-
diately, as the river was rising. We turned
out comparatively dry. We hear today that
several fellows left Co, K and have not
been heard of since. Yesterday Harry
Whittenham suddenly disappeared from
our company and we have not seen him
since. He deserted from the English
army and came to this country when
quite young. I have no intention of de-
serting yet, but don't know how soon 1

may. I think before I do so I will try my
skill once more in dodging Dutch ovens,
howling teakettles, and flying railroad iron,

though to tell the truth I don't ihanker
after such things. I wish this show was
out, so we poor, miserable wretches could
go home. 1 am spoiling for peace mucli
more than for a fight.

RAIlSr AKD SOME MORE EAIN,

Jan. 21, 1863.—Rained all day. Com-
menced our march at 8 a. m. and went
about three miles and camped within a
mile of the iriver. It was found impossible
to get the artillery along and we went
no farther. On our march we passed a
battery of 10-pound Parrott guns, every
piece of which was stuck in the mud,
altho there were from 18 to 22 horses hitch-
ed to each gun and men heaving at the
wheels. These guns are usually drawn by
six horses. Every time we passed one of
these guns the boys would yell. ''Why don't
the army move?" and the artillerymen
would answer back, "Yes, Northern Abo-
litionists, why don't the army move?" The
army is the best place in the world to play
out abolitionism. In the Army of the Po-
tomac the Abolitionists are few and scat-
tering. This morning we 'heard the re-

ports of rebel guns on the other side of
the river. Our side did not reply. A
ration of whisky served out to each man,
about three tablespoonfuls. I sold mine
for 50 cents. Our three days' rations will

be gone tonight, and if the teams do not
get here by morning we shall have to go
back and help them along or wait till they
come. As the team loaded with whisky
got in some hours ago it appears that
whisky can move more expeditiously than
pork and hardtack.

Jan. 22, 1863.—Rained hard all night
and today. The regiments are going back
to help the artillerv out of the mud and
get them back where we started from.

Details go ahead and build corduroy roack
i^ the batteries and pontoons can move.

Jan. 23, 1863.—^Cloudy. i was detailed
with others to go back to the wagons for
rations. The division is moving back Co

the old camp ground, but our brigade, with
two or three others, was ordered up the
river a mile farther and camped for the
night. We came to get some pontoon boats
back. Some of them are in sight of the
rebs, or would be but for the bushes stuck
up around them. Our fatigue party are
working in full sight of the rebs. It is

singular that they do not fire on us.

Jan, 24, 1863.—Cloudy. Mud very
deep. We got the pontoons, and at 4 p.

m, started back to camp near where we
sarted from yesterday morning. If we
succeed in getting them back to Falmouth,
where they started from, we shall do
well. Burnside left orders to burn the
pontoons if they could not be gotten away
in two days. Someone stole Cliff's haver-
sack with two days' rations and all our
cooking utensils.

January 25, 1863.—^Cleared off in the

morning. A ration of whisky was served
to us again. We marched back eight

miles over most horrible roads. Our tents

being soaked with rain made a very heavy
load to carry thru the mud. I saw one
fellow hodding it along in his stocking
feet, boots in his hand. They were a lit-

tle too large, and the tenacious mud act-

ing as a wholesale bootjack was persist-

ently claiming the boots for its own ; but

the owner very obstinately determined to

take them into camp with him. We reach-

ed our old camp a little after dark, and
found our basements nearly full of water,
our chimneys torn down, and the sticks

burned up. Toward night we were hur-

ried along at an unreasonable rate, so that

our clothes were wet thru with perspira-

tion when we got here. I had a severe
headache, and with a few other boys went
beyond the camp ground, built a fire, and
lay down on our rubber blankets in the

mud for the night without tents. I think

I never had a better night's sleep in my
life.

Jan. 26, 1863.—Cloudy day. Worked
hard all day bailing the water out of our

old basement, erecting our tent, building a

fireplace and chimney, and we now have
it better than it was before v/e left. This
hotel is composed of three pieces of tent

about five and one-half feet square. Two
of the iDieces form the roof and the other

piece is buttoned on the end. The other

end is stopped principally by a rubber
blanket whidh serves as a door. Part of

the basement is dug two feet deep and
the rest about 14 inches ; upon the latter

we make our bed of pine boughs, over
which we spread a rubber blanket. In one
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corner of the basement on a level with the
floor and extending bej'^ond the tent is tihff

firervlace, and above it the chimney made
of sticks about a foot long, laid up cob-
house fashion and plastered with "sacred
soil." The chimney is about four feet
high. In another corner are some shelves
where we keep our cooking utensils and
rations—eggs, butter, cheese, milk, cakes,
pies, etc.,—in your mind. Here we will

remain till in the oirder comes "i^ all in

;

heavy marching orders." This afternoon
we -were reviewed by Gen. Slocum, our
old commander. Mr. Dwinal, of Me-
chanics Falls, Me., is here on a visit to
the boys. Received a new diary from
home.

Jan. 27, 1863.—Rainy. On dress pa-
rade was read ifhe resignation of Burn-
side, Franklin and Sumner ! Gen. Hooker
takes command of the Army of the Po-
tomac.

Jan. 28, 1863.—Snowing. Potatoes, on-
ions and fres'h meat served today.

Jan. 29, 1863.—Snowing steadily all

night and today. The heaviest fall of
snow we have seen in this State. We
have to keep bailing the water out of our
basement to prevent the fire from going
out. Sent letter home. The mail for our
company was delivered to some unknown
person and our company did not receive it.

Jan. 31, 1863.—Snow fast leaving. Com-
pany inspection and dress parade. Silas

Crooker called to see me today ; he says
White Verrill is still at home, having had
his furlough extended. Today I saw a
10-cent piece (hard money), coin silver;
many of the boys profess to have a remem-
brance of seeing similar "things" in their
younger days.

Feb. 2, 1863.—Cloudy, snow nearly gone.
Inspection today, by order of Gen. Hook-
er, and every man had to be accounted
for. Also inspection of tents. I was de-

tailed on guard.
Feb. 3, 1863.—Snowstorm. Coldest day

this year. My relief was on guard four
hours this omorning. The brigade com-
menced to build ovens in which to bake
soft biread. This, of course, means that we
will soon move.

A SICK SPELL.

Feb. 5, 1863.—Snow in the morning,
which turned to rain in the afternoon. I

am very sick with the headache, and had
a spell of the .shakes.

Feb. 6, 1863.—Was sick all night and
today. The doctor gave me some powders
and ordered me to stay in my quarters, so
I nm excused from duty.

Feb. 7, 1863.—Pleasant. I am still sick

and excused from duty. Capt. Daggett
got back from Maine today. I have lost

my pocketbook containing all my stamps,
some pictures and letters.

Feb. 8, 1863.—A warm, springlike day.
I am still off duty, but improving. Did
my mending today.

Feb. 9, 1863.—Beautiful day. I am feel-

ing better this morning, so did not get ex-
cused from duty ; I repented of it before
night, as it was all I could do to get out
on dress parade and back.

Feb. 10, 1863.—Warm south wind.
Sent letters home. The doctor excused
me from duty and gave me some quinine.
Frank Goss left the company today and
went to act as waiter to the Chaplain.

Feb. 12, 1863.—Cloudy with rain at
night. Silas Crooker and White Verrill
called. White brought me a package from
home. I went out on picket. Strict or-

ders from Gen. Hooker to let no one pass
without the countersign.

Feb. 13, 1863.—Beautiful weather. I

cut up a half cord of white oak and hick-

ory iand 'had a glorious fire all night. I

had charge of the guard fro'm 9 to 11 and
5 to 7.

Feb. 15, 1863.—Rainy. We were re-

lieved from picket at 10 a. m. by the Jer-
sey brigade. We came into camp and
found three days' rations of soft bread
waiting for us. Our brigade bakery has
begun work. Received my watch from
home.

Feb. 16, 1863.—Pleasant. A large

amount of cooking utensils, tents, axes,

and clothing was brought into our brigade
today.

Feb. 19, 1863.—Raining and snowing.
The other end of the regiment is pretty
well flooded, and this morning the water
in many of the tents was from 3 to 16
inches deep. The water came into our
tent and across our bunk, but we piled

up some wood and spread our rubber blan-
kets and wet overcoats on it and managed
to keep above water. By bailing out oc-

casionally we manage to keep our fire go-

ing and our tent in running order. On
guard again today.

Feb. 26, 1863.—It has been storming
most of the time for the past week. To-
day the water runs into our tent about as

fast as one hand can bail it out. We re-

ceived Col. Scammond's printed address.

Letters from home. Today I was detailed

to the color guard.
March 1, 1863.—^Cold with snow. I am

on guard ; have charge of the third relief.

We had a sing at the Captain's tent in the

evening.
Mardi 4, 1863.—Very cold. I ihave the

neuralgia in my head, and had a tooth
pulled this afternoon to see if that would
help it. A lot of boxes for the boys came
today : they have been on the way ever
since last iFall, and most of the eatables
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are spoiled, of course. No dress parade,
too cold, and many of the boys out nenrly
all day repairing roads.
March 5, 1863.—Cold and clear. On po-

lice duty in the forenoon. Visited Wiiite
Verrill and Silas Crooker andhad a pleas-
ant time. I received a package from
home. On dress parade was read the sen-
tence of James Dodfirey for cowardice ^n

the battle of Fredericksburg. He forfeits

$32 and has to carry a stick of wood
weighing 20 pounds from sunrise to sunset
for 10 days, except one hour at noon.

March, 8, 1863.—Cloudy. Regimental
inspection and religious services. I re-

ceived a package from home and Cliff

got a book. My face still pains me badly
and I am about sick.

March 10, 1863.—Snow and rain. 1

was detailed to work on corduroy roads all

forenoon.

EASY PENALTY FOR DESERTION.

March 11, 1863.—Cleared oif in the
moirning. On dress parade was read the
sentence of Cobb and Libby, of our regi-

ment, for desertion. Libby forfeits ail

pay now due him and $10 per month dur-
ing his service, which time he is to put
fn at hard labor at the Rip Raps, anl
have the letter "B" branded on his ieft

hip. Cobb is only to serve a year at the
Rip Raps, is then to join his regiment and
not be branded.
March 14, 1863.—Very cold and cloudy.

The Captain furnished us with blacking
to black our equipments, so we would look
a little nicer on dress parade, where he is

to act as Major. Lieut.-Col. Edwards be-
comes Colonel, and Maj. Millett is now
Lieutenant-Colonel. Sent letters home.
March 16, 1863.—Warm. I reported to

the Sergeant of the color guard, Tubbs, of

Co. K, and went out with the colors on
dress parade. I am now free from othor
military duty except inspection. I will

have no company drill, fatigue duty, roll

calls, guard duty, policing, building cordu-
roy roads, and will seldom have to go on
picket. Quite an easy chance except in

battle—then comes the rub.
March 22, 1863.—It 'has been raining

and snowing for several days, but cleared
off this moirning. The boys have been po-
licing, going on guard, etc., but being on
the color guard I have escaped it all. Good-
win goes home on a furlough today. We
had a s'hort exhortation by the Chaplain.
March 25, 1863.—Sent a package hom?.

I killed a blacksnake near onr tent that
measured five feet long.

March 30, 1863.—Cold, clear and windy.
The color guard drilled under the direc-

tion of the Co'loT Sergeant. The brigade
was called out in the "afternoon with side

arms and colors, and marched to head-

quarters. An officer told us that the
President had relieved Gen. Bartlett of
his command, but later thought better to

reinistate him. Gen. Bartlett then said.

"In my hand I hold the telegram spoken
of and will read it : 'Tell Gen. Bartlett
to put on his clothes again.'—Signed offi-

cially, etc. He then addressed us a few
moments, after which we gave him nine
hearty cheers and returned to our quar-
ters.

March 31, 1863.—The balloon is on the
watch whenever the wind and weather will

permit. We hear the irebs are getting
their pontoons down the river. Rebel ra-

tions are one-half a yound of flour and
one-fourth of a pound of meat per day.
I am feeling much better than for some
time.

April 1, 1863.—Cold and windy. School
organized for commissioned officers, Lieut,
cially," etc. He then addressed us a few
7th Me. in the evening and found Silas
Crooker sick. He told me of Daniel Per-
ry's death. Tom Roberts, Daniel's tent-

mate, a stout, hardy fellow, is sick in the
hospital.

April 3, 1863.—Warm and bright. W.
Haskell is reduced to the ranks, and CliTf

Jones becomes drummer. Today we had a
general review of the Army of the Po-
tomac by Gen. Hooker (Fig'hting Joe*,
Gens. Sedgwick, Slocum, Brooks, Bartlett,
and others present.

April 5, 1863.—Snow storm. No dre.ss

parade or divine services. Just before
dark three companies turned out and had
a game of snowball. Spent most of the
day writing. Cliff is sick with a cohl.

Received letters from home.
April 6, 1863.—Cloudy with rain in the

evening. Did my washing. Sent letters

home. We heard a salute of 21 guns this

forenoon, vi^iich we suppose means that
President Lincoln is at Falmouth.

ARMY REVIEWED BY PRESIDENT LINCOLN.

April 8, 1863.—Cloudy and still. The
regiment formed at 8 o'clock in the morn-
ing, and started on a grand review by
President Lincoln, who was to review the
Army of the Potomac neair Falmouth, [t

pa.ssed off pretty well, and our "Uncle
Abraham" looked better than when I saw
him last at Bakerstown. His little boy
was with him and rode around with the
rest. Received papers from home.

April 10, 1863.—Warm and pleasant.
We were mustered by comnanies in the

forenoon to find out how many conscripf^
are wanted. Received a package from
home.

April 13, 1863.—Cold but pleasant.
There is a movement in a part of the
Army of the Potomac. W^e hear that 30.000
cavalry have started on a raid, backed up
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by infantry and flying artillery. If they
don't come skedaddling back soon, why,
of course, we shall have to follow them.
Today I again mended what the boys call

my "immortal, eternal, and everlasting
boots."

April 16, 1863.-~Clondy, with a little

rain. We received orders Tuesday to be
ready to march with ei^ht irays' rations,
but have not gone yet. Turned over our
overcoats, surplus under clothes, etc., to
the Quartermaster. A part of the cavalry
that went out Monday returned, bringins:

a few prisoners. Our forces supposed they
were moving up the iriver secretly, but
found tliat the rebels were moving parallel
with them on the other side. Received
letters from home.

April 17, 1863.—^Pleasant. We hear
that 600 of our cavaliry and a battery have
been captured.

April 18, 1863.—Pleasant and cool. This
morning the sick of our hospitals were sent
in ambulances to Washington. A number
of pontoons have been made in our regi-

ment. Capt. Daggett, of o'ur company, be-
comes Majoir, but Lieut. Lfamont is not y^t
Captain.

April 19, 1863.—Warm. Peach trees in

blossom. The color guard and drum corps
were inspected by the Adjutant. Religious
services in the forenoon. We hear that
Gen. Hooker fell from his horse and is

severely injured. President Lincoln and
Gen. Halleck are still at Falmouth. Rf3-

ceived letters from home.
April 20, 1863.—Rainy day. We hear

that Gen. Hooker 'has resigned. As our
hospital is now empty, meetings are held
there every evening. Received some dried
apples and thread from home.

April 22, 1863.—'Cool. Our officers re-

ceived orders to have their wall tents turn-
ed over to the Quarteirmaster. We still

keep our eight days' rations on hand, but
do not move. About dark the officers of
several regiments ran a foot race foir a
purse of $5.

April 25, 1863.—Windy. I had my pic-

ture taken in the forenoon in heavy march-
ing order. Visited the 7th Me. in the
evening.

April 28. 1863.—It commenced raining
just as AYe went on picket. We carried
everythincT with us, for, after so many "be
ready" ordeirs the army is at last on the
move. At 1 p. m. we saw our division
marching toward the river, and at 4 o'clock

we had orders to draw in our pickets and
join our brigade. At 8 o'clock we halted
and unsluna- knansiacks, but were allowed
no fires. We rolled our.selvos in our blan-
kets and were soon fast a-thinking of

home. At 11 p. m. we were routed out
and marched toward the river, altho it

was only a mile away we did not reach it

till daylight.
April 29, 1863.—On account of some

delay in getting the pontoons to the iriver

we did not begin to cross till after day-
light. The river here is about 300 yards
wide. The 23d N. Y. was the first regi-

ment to cross. The morning was quite
foggy and our regiment was upon the
bank of the river looking at those who
were crossing. The boats had got but a
little distance from the shore when they
were greeted by a volley of musketry from
the rebel pickets, which was immediately
responded to. Just as the boats landed
the rebs poured in another volley and the

lead whistled about our ears in suc'h a
manner that we did not have to be or-

dered to lie down a second time. Several
of the 23d N. Y. fell dead, and others were
wounded. As soon as they landed they
deployed and advanced up the bank and
the rebs, about 50 in number, fled to their

reserves a half mile beyond. As the fog
cleared away we had the satisfaction of

seeing our men take possession of the rebel

rifle pits. There were by this time more
boats afloat and more were being put into

the water. In an incredibly short time
we had quite an army across the river.

We surprised them this time surely. Our
General (Brooks) had ordeirs to take the

first line of rifle pits and hold them. This
we have done, but are momentarily ex-

pecting an attack. As soon as we had
sufficient men across to hold the enemy in

c^heck, if they should try to repel us, our
boats were placed in position and three

bridges were quickly formed upon which a

battery and a portion of the army crossed

Some six or eight miles to our right Gen.
Hooker, with the main part of our army,
was to cross at the same time and flank

the enemy,
April 30,' 1863.—We anxiously listened

all yesterday afternoon and this morning
to hear cannonading from Hooker, but
heard none. We hear that he crossed the

rived and gained the hights at the point

of the payonet, and we can now see his

balloon floating in the distance. Last
night was cold and rainy. We moved a

few rods in front of the breastworks at

sunset and pitched our tents. This was
merely to deceive the enemy, for we^ ex-

nected them to shell us during the night.

As soon as it was dark, we struck tents

and moved a short distance to our right

:

and as it had stopped raining, we spread
down our rubber blankets and rolled our-

selves in our woolen ones, with the com-
forting expectation of being shelled out

before morning. We had a drenching rain

instead, which was not very comfortable,

but much moire acceptable than a shower
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of iron would have been. This morniiii?

our pickets advanced a quarter of a mile
and tlie rebel pickets fell back. No firing

on either side. During the morning we
diried our clothes, cleaned and reloaded
our muskets. In the afternoon our Chap-
lain read us the proclamation of "fast,"

gave us a sliort address, ending with
prayer. At sunset our regiment started
out to relieve the pickets, and about the
same time several rebel batteries on oui.'

left opened on the pontoon bridges and
succeeded in destroying one of them.

SPAPvEING FOR POSITION.

May 1, 1863.—We have expected an at-

tack all day. About sunset the light bri-

gade came out o relieve us, but we were
not allowed to leave till after dark. Our
troops on the other side of the river made
a great show of marching and counter-
marching till dark. Toward evening we
heard the rebels cheering and our boys on
the left took it up and cheered also. After
dark we camped under the bank of the
river, and took off our cartridge boxes for

the first time for four days and three
nights.
May 2, 1863.—Warm. A few shells were

sent us in the morning, and our brigade
immediately took position at the top of
the bank. Our picket comimenced firing'

and kept it up for half an hour. They
shot a rebel officer and we had foutr men
wounded. About sunset our pickets ad-
vanced and the rebs ran. At night we
camped under the bank again.
May 3, 1863.-—^Very warm and pleas-

ant. We were called up at 2 a. m. and
moved forward a short distance and lay
down in the rear of some batteries that
had moved forward during the nig'ht, to
where our picket line was yesterday. At
sunrise we moved into a ravine, where we
stayed about an hour, and then went to

support a battery again. Later we went
into the ravine farther down, intending to

flank the enemy and charge on one of their
batteries, but the lay of the land would
not allow it. Here we lost four killed and
two wounded. George French, of Co. K,
and John Ward, of our company, among
the killed.

May 4. 1863.—^Very warm. At 7 a. m.
we stacked arms and found that many of
our regiment weire missing. When we
broke camp and started on picket last

Tuesday our regiment numbered 320 en-
listed men. Now we have less than 212.
We had an artillery engagement during
the forenoon, then it was comparatively
quiet until shortlv before sunset, when the
rebel infantrv advanced and our batteries

opened on them and sent them hastilv

back. We came very near having an in-

fantry fight in a most unfavorable place
for us, while supporting a battery near a
piece of woods. The rebels advanced so
near we could hear them swearing. When
we were ordered to retreat silently and
not speak above a whisper.
May 5, 1863.—Cold and stormy. At 2

a. m. our brigade was oirdered on picket.

We w^ent back nearly a mile and formed
in line of battle, concealing ourselves in

the edge of some woods. Here we lay
till daylight, when we were ordered back
to the river, which we immediately cross-

ed, being the last over. The rebels were
throwing shot and shell at us all the time.
We crossed on a pontoon bridge at the
ford, where we intended to cross v^hen we
got stuck in the mud. We marched a
mile from the river and stacked arms.
May 8, 1863.—Cold with a little rain.

I received letters firom home containing
photos, and was so glad to see them. We
have been resting after the battle, and did

not start to camp till today. Arrived at

our old camp ground at 2 p. m. and found
things pretty much as we left them, even
the woodwork of our tents. The base-
ments of our tents were full of water, bat

we soon bailed them out.

May 9, 1863.—Pleasant. One of my
boots wholly gave out and I drew a pair
of s'hoes. I went to some of the _old

camp grounds, where I saw about 500
Testaments that had been thrown away.
May 10, 1863.—Very hot day. Being

short of rations, I went over to some of

the recently abandoned camp grounds and
picked up some potatoes and beans, and
our cupboard again shows off to advantage.
We received orders to have three days'

rations cooked and be ready to march. Re-
ligious services and prayer meeting today.

May 13, 1863.—Hot day. I have ?

trouble unde.r my ribs that w'.ll hardly
allow me to move or breathe. Some of

the boys who pretend to. know say it is

pleurisy, but I don't feel like going to

the doctor to find out. It is reported that

"Stonewall" Jackson is dead. If sc, it

will make quite a hole in the Virgicia

fence.
May 14. 1863.—Veiry warm. Two thua-

der-s'howers today. John Harvey went
home on a furloug'h, and I sent some of

George French's things home.

SOME OF THE BOYS GO HOME.

May 15. 1863.—Warm. The 27th N.
Y. .started home today, and the 16th N. Y.
went INfonday. Their time is out. Happy
bovs. I saw Capt. Curtis, who was shot
thru the right lung May 7, 1862, on duty
with his regiment today. We struck tents,

nnd moved to a new camp ground. The
drum corps was ordered to pitch tents to-
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gether, so I have lost Cliff Jones and now
tent ^Yitll Stevens and Larrabee as be-

fore. We are making too many prepai'a-
tions for comfort to remain here long. My
plearisy has gone to my back.
May 16, 1S63.—Cold and windy. Nearly

all hands ont policing the grounds. I went
over to the 7th Me. to see if I conld learn
anything of White Yerriil, but they had
not heard from him. Since the New York
regiments were .discharged, our brigade is

composed of the 95th Pa. (Zouaves), the
32d N. Y., and the 5th Me.
May 17, 18G3.-—Warm and pleasant.

This has been a general washday for the
regiment. Sent letters home.
May 20, 1863.—Pleasant.

_
I visited each

regiment in the brigade this morning. I

made a lamp out of a tin can, to burn fat,

as candles are scarce. Details were sent
out to cover the dead mules in this vicin-
ity, and I hope we shall have better air

now.
May 22,_ 1863.—Hot day. I took a erui.^e

around this morning, and when I returned
I found Elisha Hall at my tent. He stop-
ped with me all day. On dress parade an
order was read stating that the 20th N, Y.
had mutinied while before the enemy, and
they were consequently to forfeit all pay
now due them, and be put to hard labor
during the war. They supposed their time
was out, but it lacked a few days of it.

ISIay 24. 1863.—Warm. We had a very
spirited address from the Chaplain today,
in which he severely reprimanded both
officers and men for swearing. Text, Gen.
17:23-3-3. The papers bring the official re-

port that Grant has taken Vicksburg. Our
corps is now commanded by Sedgwick, our
division by Wrig'ht, and our brigade by
Bartlett.
May 30, 1863.—We w^ere paid off to-

day. 'Strawberries are ripe.

June 3, 1863.—Coo'l and comfortable.
Our regiment started out on picket at 6
a. m. We went about two and a half
miles to our left. The colors were taken
out, so I had to go alons:.

June 5, 1863.—Cool. Neairly all of the
color guard went out on a slight foraging
expedition and got a lot of nice strawber-
ries. Pleavy cannonading commenced
about 5 p. m. and continued till dark. It

was up near wiiere we crossed the river.

June 6, 1863.—Warm, with a heavy
shower toward night, which we were glad
to get. We went into camp at 10 a. m.
and found they were packing up. We im-
mpdintelv drew rations foir eight days, and
prepared to join our division, v^hich had
gone before us. We got to the river about
3 a. m., after a quick, hot march, and
found that our forces hnd crossed the river
just where they did before, and we camped
at the same place as we did before. We

hear that White Verrill was taken pris-

oner in our last battle.
June 7, 1863.—Very beautiful day.

Prayer meeting in the morning, and relig-

ious services toward night. Struck tents
and marched across the river after dark to

relieve those who had been supporting the
pickets. Our foirces were very busy all

night throwing up breastworks and dig-
ging intrenchments.
June 8, 1863.—Cool day. We are in-

closed in a semicircle formed by an In-

trenchment, the ends of which rest on the
river. Our pickets are outside. Our men
are digging the intrenchment wider. We
•are making as great a show of front as
possible in order to keep the ribs from go-

ing to reinforce those opposed to Grant.
Only one corps here. At 5 p. m. our guQs
shelled the city a short time to cover some
of our troops which were crossing the river

at that point.
June 9, 1863.—^Cool and pleasant. I

made a visit to the Bernard house. It was
a splendid structure, but now in ruins.

During the nig'ht our troops threw up an-
other breastwork parallel with the first,

out by our line of picketsi. Our four 32-

pound siege guns, whic'h were on the hill

opposite the city, are taken down to our
left. Our regiment on picket, but the
coloir guard was not taken.
June 10, 1863.—Warm and pleasant.

There was firing on the right all day. Our
regiment was relieved from picket in the
morning and lay all day where they did

yesterday. Our folks at work on in-

trenchments nig-'ht and day. At sunset we
packed up and crossed the river. We filed

into a ravine, where we lay all night. Gen.
Hooker rode around the lines toward night
and was very polite, but there was no
dheering.
June 11, 1863.—Cloudy, with a little

rain. We hear today that Gen. Hook-
er did not approve of our breastworks,
which were built under the direction of

Gen, Sedgwick, We received orders to be
ready to march at any time with five days'
rations. Rebel sharpshooters fired on our
pickets todav.
June 12, 1863.—Cool and pleasant.

^
I

went up on the bluff opposite the city

where I could have a good view of it.

Then I went to see the 100-pound gun v-^e

are going to mount tonight. T did my
washing and swam across the Rappahan-
nock. Two companies of our regiment on
guard with the 96th. Considerable firing.

June 13, 1863.—Warm, with a thunder-
shower towaird night. We swam across

the river and the rebs fired at us, several
bullets striking near. We learn that the

rebs are 90,000 strong in front of us. Our
forces are preparing to retreat. The rebs

shelled us some today, but our batteries
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replied, silencing them. Tlie big gun that
was mounted last night was fired twice,
and the second time recoiled so as to

throw it out of gear. At 9 p. m, we pack-
ed up and commenced our retreat. We
marched all night, and reached Potomac
Creek bridge early in the morning, and
turned in for an hour's sleep.

June 14, 1863.—Cloudy, but very hot.

After an hour's sleep in the morning we
turned out to march, but did not start till

2 p. m., when we only crossed the creek
and stacked arms. The balloon reported
rebs on our track and two companies were
sent back over the creek to picket on the
hills. All sorts of supplies, with carbines,
revolvers, overcoats, and blankets aire be-

ing burned. Religious services toward
night. At dark we took up our line of

march and reached Stafford Courthouse,
w^ere we stacked arms.
June 15, 1863.—Very hot and dusty. We

started on our march at 4 a. m. and march-
ed till 7 a. m. before we had anything to

eat. The roads were blocked with teams
in the forenoon, but in the afternoon they
were clear, and we marched very fast.

Many of the ofiicers and men dropped in-

sensible by the way. We reached Dum-
fries at 7 p. m. and drew three days' ra-

tions. I got mv knapsack carried a couple
of miles, and was then obliged to fall out

a while, but caugh^t up again before the
regiment stopped. Thirty privates wei'e

drummed out of the Jersey brigade for re-

fusing to cross the river lately, because
their time was out.

June 16, 1863.—Very hot. We were
called out at 3 a. m. and commenced our
march an hour later, but made slow prog-
ress on account of the teams. We halted
at Wolf Run,10 miles from Dumfries, and
ate our dinner. Davis Merrill took my
knapsack on his horse, which was quite
a help to me. Many blankets have been
thrown away. We left Wolf Run at 4 p.

m. and had a clear road and an easy march
of five miles to Fairfax Junction, where
we encamped.
June 17. 1863.—Very hot. We received

our first mail for a long time and I had
several letters from liome. The papers
vsay the rebs are in Pennsylvania. We lay
here quiet all day.
June 18, 1863.—A ihot day, with a

heavy shower and hail. We started at 4
o'clock in the morning, and marched about
three miles and encamped in a piece of

wood. It appears that we are in the vicin-

ity of the rebs and have got about as far

as we can go. Our regiment had orders to

go on picket. Sent some letter.^ and my
diary home.
June 21, 1863.—We have heard a heavy

cannonading most all day. Sent letters

home.

June 22, 1863.—Pleasant. In the morn-
ing a baggage and ammunition train pass-
ed on its way to Centerville. Later we
heard that the train was taken by rebel

cavalry and our cavalry retook it, but
three of the wagons were destroyed.
June 25, 1863.—Rainy. We hear that

the rebs are fortifying Hagerstown, Md.
Our brigade teams have moved toward the
river. The 25th and 27th Me. started
home this morning. It is reported thac
the rebs have taken up five miles of tele-

graph wire near us. We heard a brisk
cannonading toward night.

June 26, 1863.—Rainy. We were called
up at 3 a. m. and marched at daylight.

The roads very muddy. We marched 15
miles at a very quick pace most of the way,
passing thru Dranesville. The farmers are
cutting their hay. The farms do not bear
the marks of war like those we have been
seeing. Blackberries and cherries are ripe
and very large and nice, but the boys in

Tielping themselves leave the trees badly
broken.
June 27, 1863.—Cloudy. We commenc-

ed our march at 5 a. m., going slowly, and
reached the river at 10 a. m., where we lay
till 6 p. m., waiting for troops to cross
on pontoon bridges. We were the lasr

over. A large stream empties into the
river here, and the canal has a lock at
this place. The scenery in this valley is

beautiful.
June 28, 1863.—Cool and cloudy. We

commenced our march at 4 a. m., passed
thru Poolesville, and a few miles farther
we went thru Thurston and halted for
dinner at 11 a. m. Our march is mostly
thru fields of wheat and is very fatiguing.
June 29, 1863.—Cloudy. It was report-

ed that the rebs had burned a bridge just

ahead of us, so we lay quiet all day. In
the afternoon I went out and looked at

some of the farms around here. We struck
tents at 9 p. m. and marched back toward
Westminster. We readied the Baltimore
& Ohio Turnpike and passing thru Mt.
Pleasant and Fairview, we left Pennsyl-
vania and entered Maryland. Our feet are
blistered and bleeding.

MARCHING AND SKIRMISHING.

July 2, 1863.—Fair day. We had our
coffee and meat about half cooked for
breakfast, when we were ordered to march.
We got here at 4 p. m., having marched
35 miles since last night at 9 o'clock. This
afternoon was very hot, and some of th?
men dropped senseless by the way. I was
obliged to drop out for a while, but man-
aged to catch up again. When we arriv-

ed Tiere we hoped to get a few hours' rest;

but an engagement had commenced be-

tween Slocum's Corps and the rebs. We
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had just got our supper well started whon
we were ordered to fall in ; so away wenc
our supper, the same as our breakfast did,

and we marched to the front, where the
mattle was raging. Our regiment was put
in position to support a battery, or if

necessary, to advance. For a few moments
the lead flew pretty thick, but fortunately
for us the most of it went over our heads.
In a few minutes the rebs made a charge
upon some of the Regulars on our right,

and broke thru the line ; but some of the
Pennsj'lvania regiments charged them in

turn and at the same time poured in so
murderous a fire that it drove the rebs
back and nearly a whole regiment of

"Cobb's Legion" was taken prisoners.
About this time skirmishers from our regi-

ment went forw^ard. Soon after one of
our boys from Co. E came back with three
jolly, laughing rebel prisoners. By dark
it had become comparatively quiet, and we
were allowed to lie down in the bushes
where we were : here we lay quiet till

morning and were blessed with a good
night's sleep.

July 3, 1863.—We turned out at day-
light, at which time the pickets of both
sides had commenced firing and soon after
cannonading commenced, i^bout 9 a. 3a.

our regiment advanced a few rods to the
front and right to get a better position to

support our batteries ; at the same time it

was repored that the rebs were advancing,
and we immediately began throwing up
breastworks. In a verv few minutes we
had built a stone wall about as high as

our shoulders the whole length of our
regiment. Stones were plenty, and many
of them were covered with blood and hair,

for here was the most severe strus-fle of

yesterday's battle. The advance of the
rebs was checked befo,re tbey got near us.,

and all was comparatively quiet for a
while in our immediate vicinity. Most all

day a fierce cannonading was lieard on our
right, by Slocum, and it is reported that
the rebs have been driven back. Dujring

the afternoon cannonading and musketry
were very brisk down on the left, where we
gained considerable ground and took a lot

of prisoners and some colors. All day
long the batteries in our immediate vicin-

ity would frequently engage the rebel bat-

teries, and rebel shells shrieked over our
heads and pieces would strike among us.

but fortunately none of our regiment were
killed. ^Nlany times during the day rebel

sharpshooters fired on us and their minle
balls would whistle in close proximity to

our heads. While I am writing this the

shells are bursting all around us. Just
before dark we had a splendid chance to

see one of ouir brigades charge upon the

rebs. They captured quite a number of

prisoners and a couple of stands of colors.

We had a shower in the evening and some
rain during the night.

July 4, 1863.—Rainy moirning. We
were early ordered to pack up and be

ready to go on picket ; but instead our
brigade went out on a reconnoissance. Our
iregiment was Sr\ the third line of battle,

and had just reached a piece of woods
when the rebel batteries opened on us,

and it happened that our regiment was in

direct range. I came near swallowing a
12-pound shell by way of celebrating the

4th. The shells came in quick succession
right over the color guard, and I got up
and moved about six feet to the right and
sat down behind a tree, saying, "I would
take refuge behind a straw." I had hardly
sat down when a shell passed directly in

range, and struck a few feet in the rear
of where I had been sitting. The Color
Sergeant dropped his head as he heard the

shell coming and it just grazed his head.
If I had remained in my position it would
have struck we directly in the stomach, and
10 pounds of iron crashing thru my frail

body would have caused some disturbance
witii my digestive apparatus. As it was I

felt as if some protecting power had, just

as the match was applied to the gun,
picked me up and put me aside out of dan-

ger. I felt very gratefnl and immediately
took my former position, as that was now
the safest. We drew three days' rations.

Ambulances are busy bringing in the
wounded : some of them have lain on the

field since last Thursday.
July 5, 1863.—Turned out at daylight,

struck tents and started to march, the

rebs having left in the night. Our corps

moved very cautiously. We passed over

the battlefield, where we saw many dead
rebs, but our dead were mostly buried.

One of our ofiicers counted 557 dead rebels

as we passed over the field. Hospital tents

are filled with wounded, and almost every

bnirn has a hospital flag on it. We marcherf
about eight miles.

July 6, 1863.—-Cloudy day. Pitched onr
tents, and I did my washing. A few pris-

oners are occasionally brought in. To-

ward night it was reported that the rebs

were leaving. We were ordered to fall in

and marched rapidly after them. The
roads were very bad. After going several

miles we halted in the village of Fairfield

till 11 and then marched all night. We
passed thru Emmitsburg at daylight.

July 7, 1863.—Misty. We went into

camp near the college at Emmitsburg.
Md. The Pennsylvania State line is

about a half mile from this town. We
started again about 10 o'clock, passing

thru Franklinville and Mechanicstowu,
and entered a poor country up the moun-
tains, resting a short time at Catoctin

Furnace ; at dark we climbed to the top
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of Catoctin ]Mountain, five and a half
miles, over an awful rocky road. As dark-
ness came on it began to rain and soon
poured down in torrents, and all so black
we could see nothing. It was the worst
march we ever took. Three whole corps
of tired men passed over this mountain.

July 8, 18(33.—Rainy. At sunrise we
marched half a mile and halted to make
coffee. Very few crumbs of any kind can
be found among us. As high as a dollar
Avas freely offered for a piece of hardtack,
hut it was almost impossible to find any.
At .10 a. m. we started down ihe moun-
tain, a trip of three miles in a circuitous
direction and went into camj) a few miles
from its foot. Received a ten from home.

July 9, 1863.—Cool and pleasant. Start-
ed on our march in the morning. Our
regiment leads the corps today. We passeu
thiru Middletown and over South Moun-
tain, thru the gap where Buruside fought
his way when the army passed over to
Antietam. The rebels ffell back five miles
last night.

July 10, 1863—Hot, with a slight breeze,
for which we aire very thankful. Drew my
third pair of shoes. We co'mmenced our
march at 5 a. m., passing over the Balti-
moire and Hagerstown turnpike. We hear
cannonading and musketry near Hagers-
town. The rebels hold the place. The
militia of Baltimore have been called oat
to defend the city. Our regiment sent on
picket.

July 11, 1863.—Warm but cloudy. W'^
were relieved from' picket and marched
back to camp. We hear that the rebs fell

back two miles last night.
July 12, 1863.—Cloudy. W^e moved at

5 a. m. toward Hagerstown. We passed
thru Funkstown and came to a halt and
threw out skirmishers. Our forces were
soon in the city and our flag soon flev^

over the seminary. About 3 p. m. our bri-

gade moved back to the left and formed a
double line of battle. Just befoiie dark we
made a charge on the rebs. Our regiment
lost one man killed and two wounded. We
have two lines of battle here and our regi-
ment is in the second line.

July 13, 1863.—Rainy day. We were
called out at daybreak and stood under
arms for a w'hile. There is considerable
firing by the pickets. We drew two days'
rations. This forenoon the irebs opened OJi

one of our regiments while they were get-
ting rails to make breastworks with. We
hear there was a draft riot in New Yoriv
City.

July 14, 1863.—The skirmishers brought
in word this morning that the rebs had
left, and we moved on after them passing
over their trail. We found they had left

a strongly fortified position, much stronger
than ours. We marched four miles and

went into camp near Williamsport at 1

p. m. The rebs crossed the river at this

place. I am about sick with a head-
ache.

SOME IMORE HARD MARCHING.

July 15, 1863.—A sultry day. At 7
a. m. we started back over the same route
we came yesterday. I never saw as many
men drop out of the ranks as did today.
Even mules fell out. We passed thru
Boonsborough, and went into camp at 2
p. m., near South Mountain Pass, having
ma.rched 16 miles.

July 16, 1863.—Cool. I am pretty ef-

fectually used up, as, sick and exhausted.
I got a pass to ride in an ambulance for

the second time since I have been in the
airmy. We were called out at 3 a. m., but
did not start till sunrise. The roads are
badly blocked with teams. We went thru
South ]Mountain Pass, the same way we
came, then thru Middletown, and went
into camp near Harper's Feirry Gap, with-
in two miles of Berlin. Our forces went
out to lay pontoon bridges during the
night

July 17, 1863.—Rained most all day.

We lay quiet and were very glad to get a
day's rest. Several corps are here and
some of the troops are crossing the iriver

(Potomac). We hear that Port Hudson
has been captured.

July 18, 1863.—Pleasant. Troops have
been cro.ssing the Potomac all day. Our
division was ordered forward at 5 p. m.
We marched a mile and a half and pitched
tents for the night near Berlin, w'here we
crossed the river last Fall. There aire two
pontoon bridges here. We are waiting for

other troops to cross.

July 19, 1863.—Clear, hot day, but the
night "was cool. We waited under arms
several hours in the forenoon for tha
Eleventh Corps to pass us befoTe we could
cross the river. We marched about 9
a. m. in a very 'hot sun, passing thru Lov-
ettsville. and encamped at 2 p. m.

July 20, 1863.—Clear, hot day. We
marched at 10 a. m., passing thru Percy-
villf. We had an easy march of 10 miles
with frequent rests.

July 21, 1863.—Rainy. This is a kind
of geuGral "Thanksgiving day" for us,

after the short rations we have had. Wo
have had ram, lamb, sheep, meat, mutton,
big pig, little pig, hog, geese, turkej^s and
chickens, and other supplies coming Into

camp all day. Beirries are nlentiful. Last
year when we passed thru this city, a
guard was posted at every fence, haystack
and cornfield, and all property, secesh and
Union, was sacred, but now the Govern-
ment does not hold itself iresponsible for

anything. Gen. Bartlett has left our bri-
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gade and Col. Uptou is acting in his place.
July 22, 1863.—Hot day. We inarched

at 4 a. m., passing thru Rectorville, and
camped about noon at White Plains.
Blackberries are very thick. We heard
cannonading at sunset toward the moun-
tains.

July 24, 1863.—Hot day. We pitched
tents in regular order this morning. I

went blackberrying twice today and got
more than I knew what to do with. About
7 p. m. we received orders to march. We
Avent back over our old track eight miles,
and at midnight lay down on our blankets
a little beyond New Baltimore Wood
ticks are plentiful.

July 25, 1863.—Hot day. We started
at sunrise, marched six miles, and went
into camp at Warrenton, a pretty city in

a sightly place. The white women here
appear sad, and many of them are dressed
in black, but the negroes are glad to see
us. I went out to a little creek to do my
washing, and came very near being cap-
tured by guerrillas. We appeair to be car-
rying out the plan McClellan had wlien re-

lieved of his command.
July 26, 1863.—Pleasant. The FifU)

Corps got in this morning and passed on
to the front. About the middle of the
forenoon we moved a mile for a better lo-

cation and camped on a hill.

July 29, 1863.—Pleasant. I went out
and got some blackberries, apples and
pears. I fried the apples and boiled the
pears and we had quite a treat. Received
letters from home.

July 31, 1863.—Pleasant. A division of
cavalry came in from the front today.
ToAvard night our cooks had just got their
kettles of beans ready for the ovens, to
bake during the nig'ht—inttoding to 'have
a rarity for breakfast—'When we had or-

ders to march. We went back to New
Baltimore, where we arrived at 10 p. ra.

The .right wing went into camp and the
left on picket,
Aug. 1, 1863.—I went blackberrying In

the morning. This is the ihottest day of
the Summer and luckily we lay quiet. A
battery of six guns has been placed so it

commands the road and mountain near our
picket line.

Aug. 2, 1863.—^Clear and liot. Thur-
low and I went out and found a good-
sized pig, AA'hich we caught and dressed, it

made a heavy lend for us, but we brought
it into camp and divided it among the
boys. Fresh pork goes pretty good. It is

now flies hy dnv and mosquitoes by night.
Aug. 3, 3863.—Thunder showers. 1

went up on the mountain and found an
abundance of boirries and had a fine view
of the country. I could see long columns
of dust a few miles off toward Predei'-
icksburg, which were caused by moving

troops. Two guerrillas were just brought
in.

Aug. 5, 1863.—Pleasant. We struck
tents and marched back a short distance
to the hill and went into camp in regular
ordeir. We are living well, having soft
bread and plenty of berries.

Aug. 9, 1863.—Pleasant, Our regiment
was paid off this forenoon. I received $26
for May and June. Religious services
and dress parade. Tom Jewett, of Co. H,
is sentenced to be shot next Friday for
desertion. He is an Englis'hman and it is

said that he deserted from the English
army before he joined ours.

Aug. 10, 1863.—Very hot. Sent letters
home. Quite a number of citizens were
brought into camp with their horses and
some of them were armed

Aug, 12, 1863.—Heavy thundersliowers
in the night and we were completely flood-

ed. I am about sick, but the general
health of the brigade was never better.

A MILITARY EXECUTION.

Aug. 14, 1863.—A very 'hot day. A part
of our signal corps was captured today.
At noon, our brigade marched two miles
out toward Warrenton and met the rest
of our division at the place where Tom
Jewett was to be executed. We were
drawn up in a three-sided hollow square,
and the deserter, Tom Jewett, was taken
around the square, sitting on his coffin,

with our Chaplain Adams beside him. As
he passed us (the 5th Me.) he looked
around upon us ;and smiled. When he was
helped from the wagon the coffin was placed
on the ground, and he got upon it on his

knees, but was told to sit down, which he
did, facing the guard drawn up a few yards
in front of him. The Chaplain offered pray-
er and the Provost-Marshal tied a handker-
chief over his eyes and stepped back to-

ward the guard, who were ordered to fire.

It was p'romptly done, and poor Tom fell

back over liis coffin lifeless, pierced by six

bullets, and we all felt much relieved
Avhen the murder was accomplished. The
division then marched around the square,
passing close to the body, which had been
turned face downwairds.

Aug. 17, 1863.—Cool and pleasant. We
went out on picket day before yes-

terday and returned today. We AA^ere sta-

tioned at a church in a beautiful oak
grove. Yesterday I welg'hed 134 pounds,
the most I ever weighed. We are buying
and cooking flour these days.

Aug. 20, 1863.—Cavalry having trouble
Avith the rebel pickets, whom they have
dr'ven back. The rebs are camped three
miles from ns.

Aug. 22, 1863.—Very liot day. In the

forenoon our brigade was instpected by
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Gen. Wright and afterwards oui* regiment
was inspected by Gens. Wright and Bart-
lett. We hear that Moseby is captured.
We are living high. I picked two quarts
of blackberries and two quarts of ripe
grapes, and then bought potatoes, toma-
toes and sugar for our mess, 25 little pota-
toes for 25 cents.

Aug. 25, 1863.—Warm. Considerable
sport among the boys—foot races, races to

pick up stones, hurdle iaces, sack races,

etc. Today we had potatoes and onions
issued to us.

Aug. 26,
'

1863.—Windy. The papers
say that Fort Sumter has surrendered and
that eight-inch shells are being thrown
into the city of Charleston.
Aug. 27, 1863.—Cool. Our regiment

went on picket this morning, but the col-

ors were left behind this time. I am about
sick with a cold.

Aug. 28, 1963.—Cool day. I find myself
better. We have worked hard all day,
built basements to our tents, some nice
bunks, and covered them with cedar
boughs. We have pretty good Winter quar-
ters, so I suppose we will soon mairch.
Saurkraut and chow-chow served out to-

day.
Aug. 29, 1863.—^Cold wind. Yesterday

Carpenter, of our company, and three
others were taken prisoners by rebel guer-
rillas.

Aug. 30, 1863.-^Cool. Our regiment
came in from picket and began fixing up
their tents. I have discovered the roots
of all evil in a full ration of toothache.

Sept. ], 1863.—Wairmer. We are or-

dered to have roll call three times a day.
My face is badly swollen. Our troops
have had a fight at White Sulphur Springs
and another at Bottom's Bridge.

Sept. 3, 1863.—Pleasant. Brigade drill

in the afternoon. A very modest little

girl and her brother come to our tent daily
with milk to exchange for bacon, sugar, or

coffee. They have a brother in the irebel

army.
Sept. 5, 1863.—Beautiful day. Last

night about midnight we were alarmed by
firing on the pickets and at Bartletr.'s

headquarteirs, nearby. Each regiment im-
mediately fell in with loaded muskets, but
the dasli had been made, the brigade flag

captured, and the rebels gone. Several of

the boys being on picket were wounded and
one taken prisoner. A scoiiting party was
sent out ear'ly this morning, and came
back tonight, saying that they had been
out eight miles, but saw only a few cav-

alry some distance off. The citizens told

them that several men rode by who were
held uT)on their horses bv comrades riding

on each side of them. They also found a
part of the staff from which the brigade
flag had been torn. Had a tooth pulled.

Sept. 6, 1863.—Pleasant. A citizen sent
a couple of negroes to Gen. Bartlett, say-
ing that a lairge force of rebs was within
two miles of his house. Tonight the
picket-guard is strengthened and also the
lines to communication between them and
camp.

Sept. 7, 1863.—Very warm. Our regi-

ment went out at 2 a. m. on a scouting
expedition, and the 95th and 96th N. Y.
soon after. A fight is expected today.
Received letters from home.

Sept. 8, 1863.—Pleasant. At 9 a. m.
our regiments had all come in, one com-
pany at a time. We heard rapid mus-
ketry, volley after volley, which seemed
to be near Warrenton. Soon after we
heard artillery farther off. We had or-

ders to pack up. We learned that a rebel

force had crossed the river, driven in pick-

ets and also the reserve, but coming upon
our force, which was waiting for them be-

hind a stonewall, they received a terrible

punishment and retreated across the river.

ALL SORTS OF HAPPENINGS.

Sept. 10, 1863.—Cloudy. Fine rain in

the evening. The three companies of our
regiment that have been out scouting since

day before yesterday came in today. They
have been secreted in different places,

watching for guerrillas. Frank Rickeir, of

Company B, carelessly discharged a loaded
musket at James Curtis today just as the
latter was going out on guard-mount. The
ball passed thru his arm in two places
and also his side, following a rib around
till it lodged near the backbone. It was
cut out by Dr. Warren, but tonight Curtis
is failing fast. He served several years
in the Regular Army.

Sept. 11, 1863.—Cool. Our regiment
went on picket this morning. Squads of

mounted rebs are scouting around out
picket line and an attack is expected to-

night. The battery horses are kept har-
nessed and the men will sleep on their

arms tonight. We received overcoats to-

dav.
Sept. 13. 1863.—Rainy. We heard can-

nonading this forenoon in the direction of
Culpeper Courthouse. The two regiments
that went to New York to enforce the con-
script law passed us this afternoon ou
their way to Warrenton.

Sept. 14, 1863.—Clear. Our regiment
came in from picket this morning. We
have orders to be ready to march at short
notice.

Sept. 15, 1863.—Clear. Regimental in-

spection in the morning. Some of the
boys are washing their overcoats. We re-

ceived orders at 3 p. m. to pack up and
be ready to march immediately. The citi-

zens flock into camp and take what we
leave and fare pretty well, but our com-



OS The National Tribune Scrap Book.

pany piled up ite surplus and buirned it.

to show its patriotism. We started on our
march at p. m. and went into camp at
Warrenton about an hour after d«irk. Oar
march, altho but five miles, Avas hard on
us. I had on new shoes and my feet are
badly blistered. Many of the boys are
swead-ing about their overcoats, and it was
foolish to send for them so early. It ap-
peal's that a part of Lee's army has gone
toward Richmond.

Sept. 10, 1803.—Rainy. We started on
our march at sunrise, but only went a
short distance when we were ordered back
to where we spent the night and pitched
tents. Part of our regiment went into
the city on guard, and the rest were or-

dered elsewhere. The 121st N. Y. re-

mained here during the day, but the rest

of the brigade went toward Culpeper.
Our regiment and tlie 121st N. Y. started
at G p. m., marched 7 miles and halted
about 10 at Sulphur Springs. There were
once large buildings here, but most of
them have been burned. On our way we
heard that the guerrillas weire following
us. and two companies Avere sent out as
advance and rear guard. It was a dark
night but an easv march.

Sept. IT, 1863.—Cloudy. We com-
menced onr march at sunrise. The 121st
N. Y. is in advance. Edwards was in

command, and he told the drunken Lieu-
teant-Colonel of the 121st to marcb the
men as he liked, and we had few rests.

We got into camp at 3 p. m.. having
marched 20 miles. We here joined the
Sixth Corps. I was quite exhausted be-
fore noon and lay down by the side of the
road and when the ambulance came along
they took me and my things on board.
The doctoir came and examined me and
sent me something to take. It was Charles
McKenny, from INIinot, Me., who picked
me up.

Sept. 18. 1863.—Rainy and warm. We
lay quiet all day. We have at last found
a place that is not swarming with flies.

Elisba Hall came to see me.
Sept. 19. 1863.—Clear. We are within

five miles of Cedar Mountain. Some of
the boys call it Slaughter Mountain. I

should like very much to go there and see
if T could find where brothef Edwarl
Verrill was buried, but the rcb.*^; hold tlie

7>lnce and our picket lines aire .'jome dis-

tance this side. The sweat I took Thurs-
(lav in marchin'!,- snoiled nearly everything
I harl about me. I would rntlier lie under
two liours' smnrt shelling than go thra
that again.

Sept. 20. 1863.—Cold. Frost last night.

T signed the pay rolls and received two
monflis' pay. .\ large number of irecruits

make their appearance hut none for this

regiment.

Sept. 21, 1863.—Frost again last night.

There is a rumor that we are to move
soon, and that stops the m' st of ''.j

house-building, but our tent crew keeps
right on in defiance of the alarm.

Sept. 22, 1863.—Thurlow and I went
off about a mile to a mill and lugged back
two boards to fix our tent with.

Sept. 23, 1863.—Another cold night. In
the morning Elisba Hall and I went to

visit McKenny. Did my washing, throe
shirts and a pair of stockings. Other reg-
iments have dress parade and brigade drill,

but Ave remain quiet. Adj't Dicknell got.

back to our regiment today. He was
wounded May 3. Col. Millett has come
back, too.

Sept. 24, 1863.—Milder. I took a walk
this morning. Found some Chinquepins, a

kind of acorn in a chestnut bur. I saw a

contraband who told me that "all round
heah is called Gum Spring's." At 4 p. m.
we were ordered to pitch our tents again,

and we were glad to stay another night
in our comfortable quarters. We are now
supposed to be eady to march with eight

days' rations.
Sept. 25, 1863.—Fine day. I went over

to the 7th Me., could hear nothing of

Whitefield Verrill, but heard that Silas

Crooker is sick in a hospital.

Sept. 27, 1863.—Compan3> inspection

and religious services in the forenoon.
The Chaplain gave the officers some .se-

vere talk for drinking and the privates
for sweairing. Drill and dress parade in

the afternoon, at Which the brigade band
played. A number of deserters were
broug'ht in. One of them, Sewall Pratt,

left our iregiment just before the battle

of Fredericksburg. I broke off one of my
front teeth eating a piece of hardtack.

Sept. 30. 1863.—Pleasant. Warm bread
served today. Bought a pound of butter

for 60 cents. Whisky is selling $6 per
quart bottle.

Oct. 2, 1863.—Rained hard last night

and today. Awakened about midoiight

by the Third Division marching off toward
Culpeper. We liear that they are going

to Catlett's Station to guard the railroad

and do picket duty. During this storm
our tent boys are glad to find themselves

in a warm and dry tent and not deco-

rated with whisky bottles, which of late

are very common, and it seems a most
noisv kmd of whisky, too.

Oct. 3, 1863.—Pleasant. Our regiment
moved back about a mile and now have a
nice camp ground w'here we should like

to Winter. Deserted camps nearby fur-

nished plenty of lumber for basements and
we worked hard all the afternoon. To-
night we find ourselves in the best tents

or houses we have had yet.

Oct. 4, 1863.—Fine, warm day. While
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out in a coTnfield today picking beans 1

was shot at by the rebs. The boys are
very busy making improvements on their
tents and have done things in fine shape.
Good water plenty and heavy hardwood
nearby. Persimmons are abundant and
beginning to ripen. On dress parade or-
ders were read that were not very grate-
fully received, viz : "Pack up and be
ready to move tomorrow at four in the
morning." There is talk about our regi-
ment enlisting in the Yeteran Corps, and
so go home awhile, but I shall not enlL^u
tonight.

Oct. 5, 1863.—Clear, ba-ight day, with
a cold breeze from the mountains. We
turned out at 2 a. m. and marched at 4
a. m. Our division moved to the front.
We passed thru Culpeper, a nice place,
crossed the railroad, and marched about 14
miles to Raccoon Ford. We took a zigzag
course thru the w^oods to keep the reb.s

from making a dash on our supply an^l

ambulance train. Got into camp about 4
p. m. We are about a mile or so from
the Rapidan River. Wood plenty, but
the water is dreadfully bad. Part of the
regiment went on picket.

Oct. 6, 1863.-^Cool and pleasont. The
Second Corps left this morning, and we
took the remains of their tents and built
up ours. By the middle of the forenoon
we had a tent almost equal to the one u'e

left at Culpeper, and it!hen we heard that
we are to move tomorrow. The whole
army is to fall back. The papers of to-

night say that the rebel force in front of
us is 90,000 strong.

Oct. 7, 1863.-—Rainy. I went out to
the reserve picket line this afternoon and
was very much surprised to see what a
strong position the rebs have and what a
decidedly poor outlook there is for u.s.

The Rapidan separates the two lines of
pickets, and it is so narrow that the pick-
ets talk to each other across it. The rebs
have a high range of hills and are very
busy building fortifications and breast-
works. We have a great pulain extending
along the river and back a couple of miles,
and affords scarcely a knoll on which to

plant a battery.
Oct. 8, 1863.—Fair day. I went up the

ri\'er a couple of miles, but found a belt of

woods extended as fair as the eye could
see, apparently without an opening. The
rebs have a picket line above here on
this side of the river, and we intend to

advance our line in that direction tonight.
Cartridges served out to us today.

ANOTHER BOY EXECUTED.

Cool and pleasant. More murder : Our
division was called out to witness the exe-
cution of a substitute who deserted and

was taken again. His name is Joseph
Conley, aged 22, and belonged to a Jersey
regiment. There was to be another shot,
but he was pardoned. On dress parade
orders were read to the effect that any
of the old regiments that will reenlist can
go home to their State to reorganizi-\

About half of the boys agree to do so,

provided they can have 90 days' furlough.
Oct. 10, 1863.—^Cloudy. In the morn-

ing we were ordered to strike tents and
be ready to march immediately. We wail-
ed all day on one foot and at dark started
on our back track. The night was very
dark. At 9 we halted for an hour and
were glad to put on our overcoats. At 2
p. m. when within a mile or so of Cul-
peper we. stacked arms and lay down for

an hour. We hear that the rebs have been
moving around on our right for the last

two days, and today Kilpatrick has been
skirmishing with them near Culpeper.
The whole army is moving back.

Oct. 11, 1863.—Plea.sant. We sarted at

3 a. m., mairched thru Culpeper, and
halted a mile beyond for breakfast. We
stopped an hour and then marched on at

a quick pace. We stopped half an hour
at Brandy Station for dinner. Kilpatrick's
cavalry was near where' we stopped last

night. During the day he was surrounded
by the rebs and had to cut his way out
with considerable loss. We reached the
Rappahannock about 3 p. m. and halted
for an hotir near a fort. We then crossed
the river, marched a short distance and
went into camp. About sunset the can-
nonading was quite brisk. Several car-

loads of negroes passed us on their way
to Alexandria. There are breastworks
and several forts here. I have not suf-

fered so much with the cold any night
since I have been in the army as I did
last night, altho I slept with my blanket
double and my overcoat under me. We ex-

pected to march at midnight, but were
not disturbed.

Oct. 12, 1863.—Pleasant., At daylight
we moved a short distance and stacked
arms. All was quiet till noon, when we
crossed the river and advanced npon the
rebs, driving them back to Culpeper. AH
the troops in our column were displayed
to the best advantage. About 3 p. m.
cannonading and musketry commenced. At
dark we camped in a piece of woods near
Brandy Station. Our brigade was in the

(rear and we did not take an active part
in the fight, as we were several miles fron
the river. About midnight we were or-

dered to fall in and commenced moving
back to Rappahannock Station, five or six

miles distant.

Oct. 13, 1863.—Cool. We got back to

the river, which w^e crossed just before
daylight. Most of our troops were ahead
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of us. When we crossed the railroad
bridge our boys were cutting up the irails

and about sunrise the bridge was blown
up. Rested a couple of hours and then
started on, burning bridges and depots.
Reached Warrenton Junction at noon and
stopped two hours. We passed Catlett
Station at five p. m. and marched a few
miles further and went into camp at Ket-
tle Run.

Oct. 34, 18G3.—Cool. We started on
our way at daylight and came in sight of

the rear of our division just as they were
moving off. We reached Manassas Junc-
tion at noon. In the afternoon there was
a smart battle in our rear; I could hear
the musketry and whistling of the shells.

When we came within two miles of Cen-
terville Hill I could see the smoke of the
battle, and away to the right I could see a
heavy column of cavalry, but whether
Union or Confederate I could not tell.

Our regiment reached Centerville at sun-
set and then our division went out on
Chantilly Road. I followed slowly and
came up with them just after they camp-
ed in line of battle. It was now 9 p. m.
and I lay down on my blanket very much

Oct. 15^ 1863.—Cloudy day. We moved
a few rods in order to change front and
commenced throwing up breastworks,
digging rifle pits and cutting down trees.

Cannonading commenced at 2 p. m. and
continued till dark, intermixed with vol-

leys of musketry. We hear that our boys
have taken 450 prisoners, five or six pieces

of artillery, and two stands of colors.

Our corps is lying neair Chantilly, where
the roads cross, and where Gens. Kearney
and Stevens were killed. We have raised

a fine line of breastworks in the last few
hours.

Oct. 16, 1863.—Warm. Struck tents be-

fore daylight and stood under arms, ex-

pecting that the rebs would attack us this

morning; but all being quiet an houir after

sunrise, we pitched tents again, as it rain-

ed slightly. Beef tongues and hardtack
served out. We had a heavy shower with
cyiite a gale in the evening and most of

our tents were flooded.

Oct. 17, 1863.—Warm and pleasant. AH
quiet thru the day till about sunset, whea
some guerrillas made their way inside of

our lines and captured a Lieutenant. At
the same time shells were thrown among
our pickets and we were ordered to fall

in. We soon broke ranks, struck tents

and packed up, but by dark all was quiet

and we were ordered to pitch tents again.

Oct. 18, 1863.—Very warm. Company
inspection and religious services in the
forenoon. A heavy force went out this

morninc: on a reconnoitering expedition.

Ort. 10. 1863.—Heavy thunder showev

in the morning. Started at daylight, but
only went a few rods before we had to

stop, and waited an hour or more in the
rain, but it made no difference to me, for

I had got drenched thru going for water
before we started. We took the Bull Run
road and crossed the battlefield about 1

p. m. We marched two and a half hours
without a rest, and I think some of the
boys would have given more fo-r a shot at
the leader of the column than at old Lee
himself. We reached Dranesville about
sunset and went into camp. We hear can-
nonading just ahead of us at the Gap.
Find plenty of ripe persimmons.

Oct. 20, 1863.—Cool and pleasant. 1

had a severe headache all last night, and
this morning I am sick with the diarrhea.
I have marched all I am able to at pres-

ent and would applv for a pass in the am-
balance, only there is a prospect of a fight

ahead, and I suppose I should be looked
on with suspicion. We started at 7 a. m.
and reached New Baltimore at 4 p. m.
and went into camp, as we were told we
should lie here till morning, but about sun-

set we w^ere oTdered to pack up and fall

in, and we marched to Warrenton and
camped at 9 p. m. Our wagon train went
by Thoroughfare Gap. All along the road
before we got to New Baltimore there

were dead horses and some dead Union
soldiers, which the folks were burying.
Many of the soldiers had been stripped of

their clothing. Our cavalry fought here
yesterday and this morning.

Oct. 21, 1863.—We expected to move
onward this morning, but only went a
few rods to get a better place to camp,
and now expect to remain here till the

railroad is repaired and th©n I suppose we
shall advance upon Lee's array. It is

said that Lee has made a stand at Cul-
peper. Five days' rations served out.

Oct. 22, 1863.--Cloudy. Quite a lot of

paroled prisoners passing here on their

way to their respective regiments. Ross,

who was taken at Salem Church, came
back to our (fOmpany.

Oct. 23, 1863.—Clondy, with some rain

We changed camp ground this morning
and now have a good position within a

stone's throw of Warrenton. Water is

plenty and our wood is hauled to 11=^.

Cliff Jones and I got a pass and went into

the city and bought a dinner of bread,
milk and tomatoes.

MARCHIlSrG AND COUNTERMARCHING.

Oct 24, 1863.—Cold, steady rain all

day. About 5 p. m. we received orders to

pack up and be ready to move at once.

.Tust before dark we were ordered to pitch

tents again. Our cavalry had a biusb with
the enemy and say they are crossing the
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Rappahannock. This accounts for the or-

der to move. Whisky is plenty and many
of the officers were drunk today.

Oct. 25, 1863.—Cold, windy day. About
4 p. m. we were ordered to strike tents

and fall in. We marched two miles in a

circuitous direction and camped a mile

from where we started, and near the rail-

road, where our division stretched out so

as to foirm a line of battle.

Oct. 26, 1863.—Cold. Mr. Dingley, of

Lewiston, Me,, is here this morning. To-
ward nigiit Mosby's cavalry cleared the

road from New Baltimore to Warrentou,
and we received orders to be ready to

march at 4 a. m. We heard cannonading
in the afternoon toward the Rappahan-
nock.

Oct. 28, 1863.—^Somewhat warmer, but
ice formed last night. The order to

march this morning has been counter-
manded, Clothing came today, and I drev
a pair of pants, a shirt, and a pair of

stockings. On dress parade, an order was
read to the effect that all those who wish-

ed to could join batteries.

Oct. 30, 1863.—Our regiment moved a

short distance into a piece of pine woods
and we have worked all day building base-

ments and fireplaces to our tents. We ex-

pected to be called out to witness the exe-

cution of another desert-er, but he attempt-
ed to. escape last night and I have not
learned whether he succeeded or was shot
down on the spot.

Oct. 31, 1863.—We were mustered for

payment in the afternoon and Gen. Bart-
lett was present. Ten from our company
and many from other companies sent_ in

their names to be transferred to batteries.

The regimental officers do not like it.

Nov. 2, 1863.—Today we built our
basement two logs higher, making it four
and a half feet high, and have built two
bunks, one over the other, and now have
the best Winter quarters in the regiment.

Nov. 4, 1863.—Fine weather. We had
soft bread, potatoes and beans served out
today. From the effects of the wind, rain,

bullets, and brush, our battle flag is in a

very dilapidated condition. The fringe is

entirely off and as the Color Sergeant will

not bother with it any longer, I have sent

it home.
Nov. 5, 1863.—Warm ad pleasant. T

never saw so many orows in my life.

They fill the air from the middle of the

afternoon till sunset.
Nov. 6, 1863.—Ten men from each com-

pany have been detailed to go on fatigue

duty at Warrenton depot. We received

orders to be readv to move in the morning.

A CHARGE OVER BREASTWORKS.

Nov. 7, 1863.—Pleasant. We were
turned out an hour before daylight. The
division commenced to move about sun-
rise. Our regiment had to wait till seven
a. m. for those who were out on fatigue

duty to get in. We moved toward Rap-
pahannock Station, where we overtook
our brigade with those of the rebs. Abou'c
2 p. m. a line of battle was formed. The
6th Me. and 5th Wis. were engaged, and
two of outr batteries were opened on the
rebs. Toward night our brigade was
moved forward, the rebs shelling us all the

way, and came to a halt near the enemy's
earthworks. After dark we were ordered
to charge upon their rifle-pits. Col. Up-
ton, who was in charge of our regiment
and the 121st N. Y., told us that if we
would rush unon them without firing a gun
we could take two stands of colors and
also capture nearly all the rebs that the
works contained. We made the charge and
took five stands of colors, and with some
help afterwards we captured about 2,000
prisoners. A bayonet thrust thru the coat
is all the injury I received. Our loss,

considering the circumstances, was very
slight. When we mounted the breast-

works there was a halt for a few seconds,
when two rebs discharged their muskets,
sending a streak of fire up on each side of

me. Bumpus, who was next to me, grab-
bed one of the rebs by the hair and pulled
him out over the breastworks and kept
him till after the row was over, when I

saw Bumpus begging tobacco for him.
Nov. 8. 1863.—Dark, rainy day. I have

been looking around among the rebel

earthworks. I saw about 30 dead rebs and
about 50 dead Union men, but did not see

them all. They have been burying them
today. The rebs left during the night
and we now have a force across the river.

As I write this Col. Upton sits upon a
dead horse a few rods from me and busily
w^riting,

SIGNS OF WINTER.

Nov. 9, 1863.—Snowing. The first snow
of the season. The mountains are quite

white. About an hour before sunset our
corps moved off to our right and camped
in line of battle; our right [resting on
Hazle River. Some of the boys killed a
nice bullock and brought it into camp, and
we found it very tender eating.

Nov. 10, 1863.—Cold and windy. The
water in our canteens froze last night.

We are camped on a bleak hill and no
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wood near. At 1 p. m. an escort was
formed of 40 privates and some officers

from each of the regiments, which wece
engaged in the late battle, to convey the
captured flags to Gen. Meade's headquar-
ter, three miles distant. There were
seven colors and one staff from Avhich the
color had been torn. The 119th Pa., 49th
and 121st N. Y., 5th Wis., and 5th and
Gth. Me., were the regiments engaged.
Gen. Meade gave us a short talk and we
returned to camp about sunset

Nov. 11, 1863.—Cold. About 9 a. m.
we struck tents, packed up and moved
half a mile and camped in a white oak
timber grove on the south bank of Hazle
River, at Beverly Ford, not far from the
Rappahannock. Wood and water good
and plentv of both.

Nov. 32, 1863.—Pleasant. About a
dozen of us, with Lieut. Hutchins, crossed
Hazle River on a raft and went a few
miles on a foraging expedition. We vis-

ited the Major plantation, a fine place.

We also called on Mr. Mack, whose folks

treated us very kindly and gave us hot
corn cakes and boiled pumpkin. We call-

ed at two other places, but could get
nothing of them. We then killed a heifer
and took it into camp with us. Find
plenty of persimmons.

Nov. 15, 1863.—Heavy thunder shower
in the morning, after which it cleared
off cold and windy. At 7 a. m. we were
ordered to pack up all but our tents and
soon after heard brisk cannonading not
far off, between irebel infantry and our
cavalry. W^e heair that our cavalry cap-
tured a rebel brigade.

Nov. 16, 1863.—Cold. Our regiment
received a new banner ; it is not lettered
and cost $40. New tactics were introduced
this afternoon. It is evident that Upton
can teach our officers something in that
line.

Nov. 17, 1863.—Warm. A detail of 23
men from our iregiment started at day-
break this morning to build corduroy road.
Since the railroad is completed- our sup-
plies come to Brandv Station.

Nov. 23, 1863.—Heavy frost last night.

Col. Upton says we shall probably havf
a general engagement within a few days.

Nov. 24, ]863.—We were ordered out
at 2 a. m. and expected to march in an
hour, but it commenced raining and at

daylisrht we received orders that the move
had been postponed.

Nov. 25, 1863.—I went into Lieut.
Lvon's tent in the evening and had a

good sing. Thurlow left the color guard
and went back to his company to tenr.

They built a nice brick chimney and we
have Oirders to move tomorrow. At sun-
down Mosbv, wi<^h about 60 men, Avas seen
by some of our boys on picket.

ANOTHER THANKSGIVING DAY.

Nov. 26, 1863.—Coldest night this Fall.

The ground is frozen hard. We were or-

dered out about 3 a. m. and started on
our mairch at 6 a. m. Col. Upton read as

an official telegram giving cheering news
from Burnside. Our brigade is rear guard
and we go with the wagon train. We made
slow progress, as the teams frequently stuck
in the mud and we had to lift at the
wheels to get them over the bad places. At
night the rebel guerrillas made a dash
upon our teams and captured two of them
and took a few prisoners. A Corporal in

mv companv was sho't dead.
Nov. 27, 1863.—Fine day. We started

on onr w^ay about daylight, rharched a miJe
or so at a quick pace, and crossed the
Rapidan at 5 a. m. About 10 a. m. we
heard cannonading on our right and soon
after we heard cannonading and musketry
in front of us. We ci'ossed the river at
Jacob's Ford, and the pontoon bridge was
taken up as soon as we got across and put
down about two miles belo«w, at Germania
Ford. We had quite a sharp battle this

afternoon at Locust Grove. We aire ex-

pecting the rebs to charge on us during
the night, and also expect a general bat-

tle tomorrow.
Nov. 28, 1863.—Rained steadily most

all da<^ The rebs retreated during the
night and we turned out at midnight and
followed them. We marched thru the
woods four miles^—it was more a wilder-
ness—and reached a large field about day-
light, where the greater portion of our
airmy were gathered. At 7 we started on
again and passed a few dead rebs. They
had nothing in their haversacks to eat but
shelled corn. We marched three miles and
found the enemy stronp"ly located on the
opposite side of Mine Run. During the
last mile our skirmishers were engjaged
with those of the enemy, and we marched
that distance thru a low pine woods in the
rain. We formed our line of battle on a

ridge about a mile from that of the rebs.

Nov. 30, 1863.—Freezing cold. We
tuirned out at midnight under heavy
marching orders and moved silently by the
right flank about a mile to onr picket line,

expecting we were going to make a night
charge We formed in three lines of bat-
tle and masked ourselves in the edge of

the woods, other troops closing up around
us. About 4 a. m. we were ordered to

spread down onr blankets and get whaL
sleep we could before daylight. Soon after
light cannonading began, to wl ich the
enemy briskly replied We were now or-

dered to pile up our knapsacks, and the

nioneei's were to remain and guard them.
The 121st N. Y. w^as in advance, the 5th
Me. formed the second line, and the 95th



The National Tribune Scr'ap Book. 73

and 9Gth Pa. foi-med the third line of

battle. The order "Attention ; fix bayo-
nets," was given and we momentarily ex-

pected the "Forward." About this time
some scouts returned with the information
that the stream between us and the rebs
had been dammed and the meadow on both
sides partially flooded. The banks had
been dug square down and sharpened sticks

driven in to make it impassable, and a
thick piece of pine beyond had been felled,

over which we should have to pass before
reaching the enemy's breastworks. Before
reaching the stream we should have to

pass over an open field nearly halt a mile
wide, which the enemy could sweep with
a cross fire from their batteries. We
thanked God to hear about 9 a. m. that

the move had been postponed. We lay here
quiet all day.

SOME OF THE HORRORS OF WAR.

Dec. 1, 1863.—Very cold. We have re-

mained here all day without fires and a
very poor quality of diluted mud to drink.

The supply and ambulance trains are
moving back. At 7 p. m. we slung knap-
sacks and started back, but made slow
progress. The first six hours, T think, we
did not make as many miles. We passed
burning houses, and scared women and
children were running about in the cold

without shelter. We marched all night,

crossing the Rapidan just before daylighr,

and halted about a mile from the iriyer at

7 a. m., having marched 12 hours without
a single halt.

Dec. 2, 1863.—Cool. We halted. at sun-
rise and stacked arms, made coffee and
lay down and slept till 10 a. m., when we
marched several miles and camped in the

woods by the side of a plank road, and
remained all day and night as a guard to

the wagon train. Rations scarioo.

Dec. 3, 1863.—Warm and pleasant. We
started on our march at sunrise. Passed
thru Stevensville and crossed Mountain
Run. W"e marched eight or nine miles and
got back to our old camp ground about 2

p. m. I find nine blisters on one foot and
five on the other and I can hardly walk.
Inuring the day we passed a number of

dead horses and a pile of ashes and wagon
irons, the effect of a late guerrilla raid.

Dec. 4. 1863.—We received our back
mail today and I had several letters from
home. John Stevens is acting Adjutant.

Dec. 5, 1863.—Pleasant. About the

middle of the afternoon we received orders

to be ready to move at any time. We
hear that the Third Corps is moving back
across the Rappahannock, perhaps into

Winter quarters.
Dec. 6. 1863.— Cold anrl windy. We

had a great gale last night. The boys
are hard at work fixing up their tents.

Dress parade and an address by the Chap-
lain,

Dec. 7, 1863.—Cold and clear. We are
now in camp near Beverly Ford, tiazle
River, Virginia. The color guard was
sent back to their companies to tent and 1

will go in with Larrabee and Taylor. We
went with a team and got some boards
from over the river .and put up a large
double tent. We worked like dogs all day
and got the roof on before night.

Dec. 8, 1863.—Very cold. All hands
hard at work finishing up their tents and
then we received orders to pack up and be
ready to move across the river immediate-
ly. Our brigade crossed during the after-

noon and we carried over most of our
boards and now have a nice locaiiuu i>»

the edge of a large wood, where we have
long been v/ishing to be.

Dec. 9, 1863.—Pleasant. All hands
busy building our tents again for Win-
ter quarters. They are all required to 1*e

double, of the same hight and chimneys
on the front. We worked hard all day
and got our tent up, when the Captain or-

dered us to take it down and build it over
again, as it was four inches too high and
three inches too wide.

Dec. 10, 1863.—Pleasant. I started off

early in the morning in search of nails

—

and brought back several pounds. We took
down our tent and built it according to

orders and had it up again and bunks built

in it before night. Our Colonel came to

see how we were building our chimneys
and some of the boys had to take theirs

down and build them over again and
some of the ofiicers were in the same pre-
dicament.

Dec. 12, 1863.—Rainy. I worked all

day on our chimney. Taylor and Larra-
bee brought the stone from a wall about
a half mile distant. The wall is built of

sandstone, resembling unlettered grave
stones, and the boys h.ave carried off abont
a quarter of a mile of it. The plantation
which it enclosed is owned bv one Mr.
Caines, of Washington. A man named
Hoi croft lives on it, and his negro is haul-
ing stone from the same wall with carr

and oxen for the bovs of this regiment, for

$1 a load.

Dec. 13. 1863—It rained in torrents last

night, but cleared off this morning. Most
of the boys off on details, some on picket,

some on fatigue duty and some on camp
guard. T finished topping out our chimney
and we now claim to have the best chim-
ney and fireplace in the regiment. It is

built entirely of stone, is nine feet high
and draws well.

Dec. 14, 1863.—Rained again last night.
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This morniug Lieut. John Stevens, with
eight men, went out with some of our
brigade teams to guard them while they
got brick, and just outside of the picket
line a party of guerrillas concealed in the

woods rushed upon them and captured the

Lieutenant and all but two of his men, and
they escaped by running. None of them
had their muskets loaded. The regiment
turned out in pursuit, but only caught
sight of them a couple of miles away. In
the afternoon I laid a floor of poles to our
tent.

Dec J5, 1863.—Pleasant. I went over
the river in the morning after some more
nails. I returned about 3 p. m. and found
the regiment just falling in to cross the
river for corps review. Gens. Meade and
Sedgwick were present and also the noted
batch of Russians. We got back to camp
about dark.

Dec. 18, 1863.—Rainy. The boys have
been policing the ground today, and I

made some improvements on our tent and
plastered up the cracks. We hear that the
guerrillas burned two bridges near Oatlett
Station. Today the regiment was formed
by company and an order from the War
liepartment read to us offeiring at least 30
days' furlough and $300 beside the bounty
offered by the town and State, to all those
who have not more than a year longer to

serve, if they will enlist for another three
years.

Dec. 19, 1863.—Cold. I put up some
shelves in our tent today. Maj. Daggett
is under arrest for letting the teams go
outside the picket line the day the guer-
rillas captured them.

Dec. 20, 1863.—Freezing weather. In-

spection in the morning, on which occa-

sion our new "Stars and Stripes" made
their appearance. Our regiment has the
best accommodations in the brigade. I

fitted and hung a door to our tent so that
I could have rubber blanket to cover me
nights. Larrabee bad two barrels of ap-

ples come today.
Dec. 21, 1863.—^Ground frozen hard.

Whitefield Yerrill called on me tonight.

He says he has enlisted for another three

years. He is gong home on a furlough and
I sent my diary home with him. We see

by the papers that Lieut. John Stevens and
the boys who were taken prisoners with
him arrived in Richmond.

Dec. 22, 1863.—Cold and clear. No
trees are to be cut within 100 yards of the

regimental lines under penalty of a court-

martial. Larj-abee has sold the last of his

apples. They cost him .$14, and he bas re-

ceived $53.
Dec. 23, 1863.—Snow fell last night.

Details are at work laying corduroy side-

walks in the camp.

EEENLISTED AGAIN TO SEE IT OUT.

Dec. 24, 1863.—Cold and clear. This
afternoon I reenlisted, was examined and
sworn into the U. S. service for a term of
three years, unless sooner discharged.

Dec. 25, 1863.—Mild and pleasant. Our
brigade presented Gen. Bartlett with a
gold watch and chain last Wednesday and
today he gave a barrel of beer to each
regiment in the brigade. Some of the of-

ficers and privates present a very disor-

derly appearance.
Dec. 27, 1863.—Rainy day. The Cap-

tain's tent caught fire today and burned
up the pay rolls, which he had nearly
finished. I worked all evening helping
him make out new ones, as they m^ust be
ready by 10 a. m. tomorrow. My tent's

crew propose to do the policing, get the
wood and water and draw the rations if I

will do the cooking and chamber work.
Dec. 28, 1863.—Rained all day. In the

afternoon the "veterans" of the 5th Me.
were mustered and sworn in by Capt. Tay-
lor, of Gen. Wright's staff. I think there
were about 87 of us who reenlisted. Ra-
tions begin to irun short.

Dec. 29, 1863.—Warm. This morning
the boys made considerable noise about the

camp, yelling "hardtack," "pickled pork,"
etc. Rations were served out during the
forenoon. They had been delayed by the

storm.
Dec. 30, 1863.—Warm and pleasant.

Worked all the forenoon making out pay
rolls at the Captain's tent and had very
good success. Did my washing in the
afternoon. The fatigue details are still at

work laying corduroy about cur ca'P. )-

ground.
Dec. 31, 1863.—Warm, rainy day. Mus-

tered for payment. Ordergly-Serg't Ste-
vens and Larrabee were arrested for dis-

charging their guns without orders while out
after guerrillas. • They were tried by regi-

mental court-martial, Capt. Daggett pre-

siding, and were sentenced to forfeit one
cent from their monthl-y pay. A general
court-martial would have said "One
month's pay" at least. About 10 p. m. an
order came for the 5th Me. to be ready to

take cars at a moment's notice. All was
quiet at the time, but immiediately the

camp was in a commotion. The cry was,
"We're going bome." "Where are the vet-

erans now?" But it was some disturbance
on the picket line. I received a new diary

from home.

ANOTHER NEW YEAR'S DAY.

Jan. 1, 1864.—Clear, but cold. During
the evening we bad quite a gale and chim-
neys were blown down and barrels were
i ^ ; li
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blown about the camp, but our monument
stood fast.

Jan. 2, 18G4.—Very cold and windy. The
"Veterans" signed the pay roll this after-

noon and we were paid off. I received
$202.31.
One month and 21 days' paj $ 24.34
Due for clothing allowance 2.97
One month's pay in advance 13.00
Premium 2.00
Old bounty 100.00
New bounty oo.OO

Jan. 3, 1864.—Cold. The ground is fro-

zen hard. Our furloughs came tonight and
we are making preparations to Ksiart home
tomorrow.

Jan. 4, IBiM.—Very cold. Left camp at

daylight, took the train and reached Wash-
ington about 2 p. m.

Jan. 7, 1864.—I arrived in Auburn at 3

p. m. and walked up to Minot, and found
my family and all the folks well, and we
were very happy.

Jan. 12, 1864.—Pleasant. I went to

Augusta today and received the State
bounty, $100.00. I saw Henry Murphy, of

my company, who was wooin'ded at Salem
Church, Va. He was shot thru the head,

the ball entering under
_
the left ear and

coming out under the right eye. I also

saw Serg't Dunlap, who was wounded at

the battle of Antietam. Stayed all night

at the Arnold House, as every other hotel

was full.

Jan. 13, 1863.—Went to the State House,
and Adj't-Gen. Hodge gave me a certificate

to get my town bounty of the selectmen
of my town.

Jan. 15, 1864.—Received my town boun-
ty of the town treasurer, $305.00.

Feb. 8, 1864.—Started back to the airmy

about daylight I went to Auburn and
when I entered the cars I found my tent-

mates Larrabee and Taylor there, and by
the time we got a little past Portland there
were 10 of us on board.

Feb. 10, 1864.—We arrived in camp at

5 p. m. and found the boys glad to see
us. Our tents were standing and two re-

cruits were occupying mine foir the pres-

ent, so I spent the night with Cliff Jones.
I gave him the pie his mother sent him,

and he said he had not eaten anything so

good since 1861.
Feb. 11, 1864.—Cold. I went five

miles to visit the 17th Me. Spent a couple
of hours with Elisha Hall. Gave him
the butter, cheese, apples and shaving
tools. I found him roasting a beef "sper-

rib" for his tenmates, who were coming
in from picket. Was surprised to find

him so well—as I looked for him in the

hospital. Could not call on Ed. Jones, as

his regiment was too far off and I was
obliged to be back to the river before

dark. >

Feb. 12, 1864.—Warm and pleasant.
Inspection by Gen. Pleasonton. Oapt.
Lemont returned today.

Feb. 13, 1864.—The boys are around
camp in their shirt sleeves. Arms and
equipments were served out to the return-
ed veterans, and I was fortunate enough
to get the same gun that was given to

me at Camp Franklin over two years ago.
March 3, 1864.—Warm and pleasant.

We find ourselves lame, stiff and footsore
today.
March 4, 1864.—Warm and pleasant.

Worked from 10 a. m. to 9 p. m. on the
payrolls for Capt. Lemont.
March 5, 1864.—^Finished the pay rolls

during the forenoon. Took dinner with
Lieut. Lions. In the evening we had a
sing at the major's tent.

March 7, 1864.—Pleasant. I cut down
two of my shirts and made them smaller.
One of the boys of the 17th Me. who has
just returned from home brought me a
pair of boots and I found a generous
quantity of salt fish in them.
March 8, 1864.—I went down to Capt.

Small's Tent and had a good sing. There
were eig'ht of us, with the Major. Small
has a violin, and plays and sings well. I

have been playing chess a good deal o£
late.

March 10, 1864.—Rainy. There is an
order from headquarters that all ladies
leave the Army of the Potomac. We
hear that our corps is under marching
orders preparatory to a raid. Gen. Meade
appears to be inclined to keep up a sys-
tem of raids. The Major, Dr. Manson,
Capt. Small, Lieut. Lions and myself had
a glorious sing at Capt. Small's tent to-

night.
March 11, 1864.—Rainy. We had an-

other sing at Capt. Small's tent. Some
whisky stirring in camp during the night.

March 12, 1864.—^Cburch work. Warm
and pleasant. The pioneers finisbed the
churc'h today. It is a very neat, conveni-
ent building, 18 x 30 feet. It will seat
about 150 persons. They bad a prayer
meeting and a sort of a dedication to-

night. Quite a number present from other
regiments. A dozen or more persons of-

fered prayer.
INIaircb 13, 1864.—Windy. The chaplain

gave us a dedication sermon in our new
church. Our singing club furnished music.
March 18, 1864. We had a temperance

convention in the c'bapel this evening. The
chaplain gave a lecture, and officers and
men spoke, many of them signed the
pledge ; our singing club did well.

March 10, 1864.—Some of our corps
are out making a reconnoisance, and we
hear cannonading. Prayer meeting in the
evening, and after it we had a good sing.

Papered our tent, and Larrabee put up an-
other shelf. We now have a good quar-
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toi-s ; clear, nice, com-enient and well fur-
nished for our means and circumstances.
March 20, ISCU.—Brig^it day but windy.

Brig'ade inspection under Ool. Edwards.
We marched in review, after which the
held officers and staff rode through our
camp accompanied by two ladies.

March 21. 1864.—Cold and cloudy. Oapr.
Lamont organized a schoU for non-com-
missioned officers. The batteries of our
division are drawn up in line of battle
down bv Walker's Bridge,
March 22, 1864.—A freezing night. I

spent most the day learning my military
lesson, Avhich I recited about supper time.
March 23, 1864.—The snow is six inches

deep, I signed the pay roll and received
|64.30. Temperance meeting in the even-
ing. Our choir sang a number of pieces.

Mairch 24, 1864.—Snow melting fast.

Ordei-s for inspection by Gen. Grant. We
had a spelling school in the Ohapel in

the afternoon.
March 25, 1864.—Rained hard last

night. Our three or four sick soldiers
were sent to Washington today. Every
one of our company's last five recruits are
on a drunk.
March 28, 1864.—Pleasant. I found

some flowers in bloom today, and the frogs
are beginning to grit their teeth.

March 29, 1864.—Rained hard most all

day. AVe had a spelling school at the
Chapel again today and a very pleasant
time,
March 30, 1864.-^01eared off mild and

bright this morning. We have a gireat

freshet, the rivers are over their banks
and the meadows flooded. The Engineer
Corps diad an uncoimfortable time last

night. They were up most all last night
securing bridges. During the night a
bridge at Mud Run was cairrled down
stream, and coming in contact with our
pontoon bridge broke it so that each part
swung around against the banks. The En-
gineers secured the boats and most of the
timber. Walker's bridge below was swept
away.

April 4, 1864.—It has been snowing and
raining all day. We organized a Masonic
Lodge in the Chapel today. All the Ma-
sons in our regiment w^ho were in camp

—

about 25—were present.
April 7, 1864.—A most beautiful morn-

ing, and the crows are very noisy. Some
time last night a pack of hounds passed
through the woods near our camp, and, to

n fugitive slave in the canebrake, their

deep-toned baying would be anything but
musical.

April 8, 1864.—Beautiful day. We
have orders for all surplus baggage to be
sent to the rear. Brigade drill, hut the

color guard did not have to go out, so T

went witli D. N. Merrill to the Rappa-
hannock River, and was surj^rised to find

it so nealr. The^re w^re earth woirks
thrown up for a long distance on the
south side. We found the remains of two
men whose bones were bleaching in the
vrind, rain and sun. The skulls had been
taken away. It appeared by the blue
pants and blouse nearby that they were
Federal soldiers, and they probably fell

at the time Pope was falling back after
the battle of Cedar Mountain. Merrill
says he is going to take a shovel, over
there and bury the bones some day, but
according to what tllie boys say he would
find more of that kind of work a little

fartheir up than he would likely accom-
plish alone.

April 9, 1864.—Rained hard all day.
We had a jNIasonic meeting and a sing in

the afternoon. Sent diary home. My
tent creAv had the worst ot' it today, for
they have been out getting Avood and water
ancl have been drenched through, while I

have been getting the meals. Our tents
are so much better than they were last

AVinter. We aire neither drowned out nor
smoked out. The poor citizens up in

IMaine, how -I pity them ; they cannot
think what a nice house we have here.
They have lots and lots of buildings, to
])e sure, but they don't know how to enjoy
them ; while we. poor, miserable v^Tetches.
are tickled half to death if we find our-
selves a little ha'ppv,

April 12, 1864.—Pleasant. We packed
up our overcoats and sent them in today.
The last of the officers' wives left camp
today.

April 14, 1864.^—The company went ouc
target shooting this morning. Our am-
munition has been in the cartridge boxes
so long that it has beco'me poor, and wo
Avere ordered to use it in this way. In
the afternpon I went to a plantation near
here and looked it over.

April 17, 1864.—Pleasant. In the fore-

noon Cliff Jones and I went over to the
Rappahannock River and back acroiss the
battle ground. We found the remains of
many dead that had never been buried.

The skulls had all been carried away. In
the evening Rev. Dyenra preached a

very interesting di.scourse in our Chapel.

A REVIEW EY GEN. GRANT.

April 18, 1864.—Warm day. Our Corr.i

(6th) was reviewed by Gen. Grant. Our
brigade had to go four miles to reach
the review ground. Our Corps is now quite

large, but we fear it is not of so good
material a^s it was before a division of

the 3d Coirps ioined it.

April 20, 1864.—Cold. I was pick, and
excused from duty yesterday. Early in

tlie morninc: we received orders to prepare
for inspection of quarters. We policed'

the grounds wn'th extra care, put ouir tents.
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in fine order and waited all day, but no
inspector came near.

April 22, 18G4.—Pleasant. Skirmish
drill in the forenoon, but the colors did

not go out. Sergt. Bracket was struck on
the head bv a horseshoe, which cracked
his skull, and relieves him froim three
months of duty.

April 24, 1864.—Warm. I went with
Robinson, Taylor and Harmon over to the

battlefield. Some of the skeletons "were
lying in the midst of a (beautiful bed of

wild fiowers. On the way back we came
across a negro boy about three years ola

that was the woi-st specimen of a human
being I ever saw. In the evening we had
divine services in the Chapel. K. Rev.
Prentiss, of New York, p-reached, and
seemed very much affected in his discourse.

He reminded us of the thousands of pray-
ers that would be offered up in our belhalf

when we go forth to battle. I wonder
what will become of an equal number
that will be offered against us.

i

BURYING THE UNKNOWN DEAD.

April 26, 1864.^Pleasant. The cauva.s

was taken from the roof of the 'Chapel

tonight. Robinson and I went down to

the ,river and buried the human bones
lying around there. We buried nine hu-
man skeltous, and knew by the blue

clothes lying around that they were our
men. There was part of a German Tes-
tament near one of them. We buried
them near the foot of a large white oak
tree, and put a stone at the end of the
grave and on it put a large fa-agment of

a shell which we picked up near one of

them—i:)ossibly the same shell that fur-

nished a tenant for the grave. Even While

we were burying them among the white
flowers, we could hear the- roll of a drum
and the cracking of muskets, as guard
mount and rifle practice was going on
somewhere near. We felt sad, and won-
dered who would toe burying our bones
in a little while longer.

April 27, 1864.—I did my washing and
got everything in readiness for mardhing.
We had brigade drill in the afternoon. We
charged on imaginary rifle pit«, moving
over a distance of 900 yairds in 7 1-2 min-
utes, the last 300 yards up a rise and at

a run. It was the liardest drill I have
taken part in for some time.

April 29, 1864.—Pleasant day. Inspec-

tion by Gen. Wright, and we were compli-

mented for keeping our tent in such good
order.
May 1, 1864.—Rained last m^\\t. The

3d Coirps moved out today. A long list

of orders were read, to take effect when
we move.
May 2, 1864.—We had a hurricane,

with heavy rain, thunder and lightning

toward night. We moved at 7 a. m. just
across Hazle River, and went into camp.
As the other corns moved yesterday, I

suppose it was not considered safe for us
to iremain on that side of the river.

May 3, 1864.—Very cold day. The
mountains were covered with snow this
morning. An order was read that all sol-

diers refusing to do duty on account of
their term of enlistment having expired
shall be shot without trial. We received
orders to move tomoirrow at 4 a. m. by way
of Brandy Station and Stevensburg.
May 4, 1864.—^Pleasant. We started

on our march at 4 a. m., and crossed thf,

Rapidan at Germania Ford, about 2 p. m.
After halting an hour we moved on two
miles and went into camp. I could have
gone but a short distance further as my
feet are blistered and my head feels badly.

IN A FIGHTING COUNTRY.

May 5, 1864.—Clear and warm. We
moved at 6 a. m., keeping between the
lebel line and the plank road, on which
were our teams. Our skirmishers found
the rebel line of pickets soon after we
started, and have been busy with them
all day. About 1 p. m. we came to a halt
and lay in the third line of battle for a
time, and then in the second line, in the
edge of some woods. There was lieavy
skirmishing till after dark, and the Colo-
nel of the 121st N. Y. and two privates
were, killed. There are a few dead rebs
lying around here. At dusk was the heav-
iest volley of musketry I ever heard. Our
wounded were calling for help all night,
but we could not get them, and several
were wounded in trying to doi so. Thiree
of our company were wounded, among
them Lieut. Hutchins, w4io was lying
close to me at the time.
May 6, 1864.—Hot day. We turned

out at daylight. The rebs co'mmenced the
attack on our rig*ht. We moved a few
rods to relieve the front line of battle.
We threw off our knapsacks, expecting
every moment to go forward on a chairge.
There was heavv fighting on our right,

and our boys drove the rebs back. The
rebs shelled our hospitals today. At 9
a. m. it was a little more quiet, but the
battle had been raging furiously all the
morning, and during the^ day the s'hairp-

shooters have been practicing on us with
their rifles. Between sunset and dark
there was a heavy volley of musketiy ac-
companied by an unearthly yell. At S
p. m. we Avere ordered to move by the
left flank. We marched two or three
miles and camped in a vory thick piece
of scrub oak.
May 7, 1864.—Wann. We were aroused

early by flrinp- between our picket line
and the rebs. The rebs were drawn within
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range of our batteries, wliic"!! gave them
a double dose of grape and cauister. Ai
this alarm we immediately formed in liu-

of battle, and moved to a strong pofsition
with batteries well posted.
May 8, 1804.—We passed through Ohan-

cellorsville about 7 a. m., where we founu
our wagon trains. We passed part of
Burnside's Corps, and saw two of his
negro regiments. The ambulance train
is full of badly wounded, and many who
have severe wounds have to walk.
May 9, 18(34.—We turned out at day-

light. The sharpshooters are busy when-
ever an officer shows himself in an ex-
posed position. Gen. Sedgwick was killed

this morning, and Gen, Wright now com-
mands our Corps (6th). One of our boys
was shot through the head just in front of
me. Our pickets could not get in without
being picked off by the rebel sharpshoot-
ers. About 8 a. m. we fell in and started
back. We moved down to the extreme
left and began to throw up breastworks.
About noon the rebs made an attack on
our rig'ht.

SOMETHING EARNEST IN THE FIGHTING
LINE.

May 10, 1864.—About 4 p. m. we wert
ordered to fall in without knapsacks or
haversacks, and moved to the left and
front, to charp-e enemy's line of breast-
works with abattis in front. We were
in the edge of a wood of scattered pines
and an open field in front of us. We lay
close to the ground waiting for orders
\Vhile the rebs were sending in scattering
shots, but an unusual proportion of them
took effect. Col, Upton who commanded
the brigade, now addressed us, showing
us how the works lay, giving us particulars
and endeavored to encourage us by saying
that a division was to dharge the rebel

flank and that we were to have a heavy
support at our rear. His remarks ended
with "Forward, 5th Maine, and God help
you." The last sentence had an ominous
ring in my ears. On we went at a double-
quick, receiving terrible punishment from
the rebels on our left, to the works we
were charging on. I had tihe flag, and
was slightly in advance of the line the
left of which was crowding hard on the
center, for reason of the flanking fire.

The rebs behind the breastworks at the

left, having nothing to trouble them, could
rake us at their pleasure. We forced our
way through the line of abattis, and by
the time we reached the breastworks our
regiment had obliqued more than half its

lengtli to the right. Just to the d^ht of

where the colors passed through the rebel

line there Avas a batterv of two pieces.

Here was a depression in the v.^orks, and
the rifle pits did not extend along, but

were continued beyond the battery. As
I passed through here with the flag, I

saw a full line of rebels lying behind the
works. I quickly thought "The Flag is

surely gone now, and I will soon see Rich-
mond." At the same time our boys began
firing into them and yelling "Get to the
rear, you ! Get to the
rear!" It was an anxious moment to me
to know which "rear" they would go to

—

their- own or ours. Their rifles were
empty and they knew ours were loaded,
and that makes a vast difference when it

comes to a pinch. They most beautifully
leaped their works, and went to our irear,

where they were taken care of. The rebel
line on the flank not being able to readily
distinguish much through the smoke
thought It was. the Yanks being driven
back, so poured lead into their own men
as fast as they could load and fire.

During the conflict at the battery, Corp.
Thu,rlow shot one gunner and ran his bay-
onet through another, when the Oaptain
of the battery shot him through the head
with his pistol. A part of the rebel
flanking line had gradually withdrawn
into the woods, and it appeared that after
they got out of sight they double quicked
around to our front, where they concen-
trated with those who had falkn back,
charged, and retook their battery and
drove our line back at that point. About
this time an order came from Col. Ed-
wards for the colors to report to him at
the battery, but before I could get there
the rebs had retaken it and the Colonel
and a portion of the line were skedaddling
to the rear, where I soon after joined
them. I was the only man left in the 5th
Maine Color Guard who went into the
battle, not wounded. Morris Bumpus, the
color sergeant, w^as shot through both
ankles and in the side, and died of his
wounds. As the rebs were on both flanks
of our regiment, of course the rest o£
them soon bad to fall back, and it was
but a small portion of our regiment that
returned uuwounded to our brenstworks,
w*here we had left our knapsacks, etc. I

do not know how the rest of our brigade
fared, as the lay of the land was sucli

that I could see but a short distance to

our right. This charge cost our regiment
75 per cent of its men in killed, wounded
and missing. Three men out of everv
four went down. Most of them who fell

were wounded in the left side. A sbort
time before we made the charge a young
foreigner who spoke Englisih well, came
to our regiment and explained w^hy he was
absent from his command. He said he
had just returned to the line, and had
not yet been able to find his regiment,
and as an engagement was coming on he
desired to remaiin and go into^ action with
ns, and on his departure receive a certifi-
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catc to show his officers, so they would
know he had not been shirking liis duty.
The Colonel told him that if he went into
action and did his duty as a good soldier
he should receive a certificate to that ef-

fect. After we had made the charge—

•

and while lying at the breastworks in the
thick of tihe fight, I found this little fellow
at my elbow praying to the "Good Lord"
with great earnestness, and begging for
a word af encouragement from the men on
either side of him ; with tears running
down his cheeks and fighting with the
greatest energy. He would brush away
the tears, cover his man and bang o^
with his gun with a "Dear, good Lord, do
be on our side," chuck in another cart-
ridge, begging someone to assure him that
the "Dear Lord" would not let any bullet
hit him. On receiving orders to report
to the Golonel with the flag, I left the
little fellow praying and chucking in the
bullets. He may have been too fright-
ened to run, but he was not too frightened
to fig'ht. As he never after reported to

our regiment, I suppose a rebel bullet
found him. If there is any virtue in do-
ing one's duty under trying circumstances
it seems to me he ought to have escaped.
May 12, 1864.—Both the artillery and

infantry had everything packed up last
night ready to move at short notice. It

looked as if we were to leave during the
night, and the query was whether we
were going to fall back to Alexandria or
go up on our right, mass our forces and
try the rebs again in that place, for in the
battle of Tuesday we had been hard pressed
all along the lines. The night was some-
what rainy. We were turned out before
daylight and marched about a mile to thG
right and soon marched back again. Can-
nonading on both sides. We were in-

formed that the 2nd Corps had made ii

successful charge on our left, and were
to follow it up. This charge was to the
left of the place where we charged last

Tuesday. An assault was made all along
the lines. We started at a quick pace,
and went about a half a mile to where
we found the 2nd Corps, hotly engaged
with the enemy at a strong line of breast-
works. Our side held a portion of

_
the

works, but had been pushed to the right,

A portion of our corps were ordered to

charge. We moved forward at a double-
quick through brush and bushes under a
shower of bullets. In passing through
the brush Sergt. Croswell had furled the
"Stars and Stripes," and had not yet un-
furled it, when Col. Edwards, who was
on foot, called to him to unfurl the flag

and let him have it. The Colonel waved
it and carried it a few rods, when Ste-

vens said, "Colonel, you better let some-
one else take that flag, or they will surely
drop you." This remark seemed to bring

the Colonel to a realizing sense of his
danger, and he called for the color ser-
geant, but as I was nearer to him than
any other member of the color guard, I

took the flag and carried both unfurled
flags nearly to the breastworks before
the color sergeant came up with us. We
gained the works and planted our colors
on them, and a bullet zipped through mine
just as I had it firmly erected. We were
soon flanked on the right, and a portion
of our regiment, which was on the right
of the charging line, was swun^ around
nearly at right angles with the rebel
breastworks and lay in the mud, for it

had been raining an hour or more. Wo
were lying low, and yet much exposed to
the rebel bullets, but I was not then
aware of how many men we were losing.

We stuck our flags in the ground, but the
mud was so soft and it was raining so
hard that I could not make mine stand
without holding it by the staff. While
here *I was talking to Shedd, who way ly-

ing between the flags, when he was struck
in the face by a spent bail, which prob-
ably first struck a stone or tree ; it only
made a slight wound, but bled freely. He
picked the bullet up and showed it to me.
Now artillerymen brought a couple of

brass howitzers and placed them at the
right, and a little in front of our colors.

The brigade commander ordered them to

double shot the guns with grape and can-
ister or to use one-second shell. I saw
the captain of the battery shot in the
breast while sighting one of the guns.
Some of our men, including Col. Edwards,
carried ammunition for them. For a few
minutes the rebel fire slackened, for a
half peck of bullets to each double shot-
ted gun made it uncomfortable for them.
Once the order was given to depress the
guns and fire low. The gun nearest mo
was swung around a little, when a poor
fellow in front sang out "Don't point that
gun this way, I can look rig^ht into the
muzzle of it." He was asked if he could
not crawl inside of the lines, but he said
"No, my legs are broken, and I can't
move." Some of the boys immediately
stepped forward and took him in. I saw
a color bearer at the left fall and craw^l
off to the rear. The rebs were now par-
tially under cover and hidden by brush,
and their fire grew hotter, which of course,
had the opposite effect on ours. "Ping"
came the bullets, and "Zip" they tore
through the colors. The staff of the battle
flag was splintered, and I dreaded thc^

time when I should have to rise up and
take my flag off the field, for I expected
the rebs would be watching for that move
and be ready for it, but when the order
came we got the colors off safely. We
halted a few rods to the rear behind a.

slight elevation whidi offered some pro-
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lection from the rebel bullets. A few
minutes after a battery passed us with
the horses ou the run and one of them
dragging in the harness. In about a half
hour we went back to the breastworks
again with our right resting nearly where
our left did before we fell back. We
passed near the ground where we had
been fighting, and I was surprised to

see so many dead lying there. Little did
I think what we s'hould see before night.

Sights not suitable to relate, sights that
some times start tears even on the battle
ground. • We found that the rebs had re-

gained the breastworks, and now the two
contending lines lay close up under one
line of breastworks, and for a time no
one could show his head on either side,

but would reach up and point the muzzle
of his musket down on the opposite side

and fire. Hour after hour passed, a con-
tinual fire being kept up except on two
occasioiL^, when the rebs hoisted a whit'*

handkerchief or paper, and tlien we. who
were directly in front ceased firing to lei

them come in, and perhaps all directly in

front of us would have tlirown down theiv

arms and come in had not our men on
the right and left concentrated their fire

on them, thinking the rebs were charging
on us, and so stopped them. By this time
it had ceased raining and the mud was
three or four inches deep anywhere within
as many rods of the works. At one time
I counted 24 stands of colors at this

point of contention. Battle, Division, Bri-

gade, Regimental and State flags were all

mixed promiscuously. Although the bul-

lets showed that there were plenty of reb-

els, we saw very few of their flags. _At
this point we seemed much of the time
to have no organization. Not only were
companies mixed together, but regiments
and brigades. We would sometimes lose

ground little by little : we were up to the
works several times during tlie day. bur
wl-eu the rebs would concentrate their

fire on us we would gTadv.ally lose ground
till we would be, perhaps three or four
rods from the works, then we would press

forward and gain them again. When our
regiment was relieved it was about four
rods from the works, but all were in the
line of battle and every man seemed to

be doing his best. Tlie men were w^et and
covered with mud, and the hours were
long, but the fighting was stubborn. Some-
times we feared our ammunition would
run .short, but before it was gone we
would receive a new supply. Directly in

front of the hea\nest part of our line and
a little to the left of the "Bloody Angle"
stood an oak tree, about a foot in diam-
eter, and several rods from the breasr-

v.'orks, which was so nearly cut off bv
Federal bullets during the dav that it fell

over. About the middle of the afternoon

our brigade was relieved by other troops
and we fell back about 25 rods and lay
as a reserve till dark, dui'ing which time
three of our boys were wounded. The bul-
lets whistled all night, as the fighting at
that contested point was kept up till .3

a. m., when the rebs at this point fell

back and moved to their right. After
dark we moved back a little farther and
lay down among the dead bodies of rebs
who had fallen in the fight of last Tues-
daj^ and still lay vmburied. We were nor
allowed fire or light, and it was too dark
to clearly see the condition of things till

morning, but the air was impure to say
the least.

AFTER THE SLAUGUTEIi.

May 13, 1864.—About 4 a. m. wo
turned out, made fires, boiled coffee and
dried our clothes. The rebs have fallen
back. Some of the boys of our company
went out to the deserted breastworks, and
found the body of our Captain, Lemont,
and buried it. The body was riddled with
bullets, and his watch had been smashed
by a musket ball. As we had orders to

be ready to march immediately. I couM
not get leave to go and look at the slaugh-
ter. There is a detail out burying our
dead. The boys report that in some
places there were many bodies piled one
on another. We lay here till about 10
p. m., when we fell back a little and lay
down for the night after drawing three
days' rations.
May 14. 1864.—x\t daylight we^ marched

to the left, and had some skirmishing by
the way. Our brigade took position on a
hill separated from the rest of our divi-

sion by a creek. The rebs threw up some
breastworks and we had a skirmish with
them in the afternoon.
May 15, 1864.—We marched back about

a mile to a hill that the 3d Division of

our Corps captured last night. Here we
threw up some breastworks. Toward
night our regiment went out on the skir-

mish line. This makes 11 consecutive
days that we have been under fire. Sent
a letter home to my wife to let her know
that she is not a widow.
May 16. 1864.—All was quiet till about

4 p. m., when our side b.egan shelling the
rebs, and we could see them striking tents

and hustling tlieir wagon train to a place
of safety. We are Iving near a little

stream which we suppose to be the North
Anna. Our regiment was relieved about
noon. Col. Upton makes bis appearance
with a star on his .shoulders. He has had
command of the brigade for some time,

but now he is a sure enough Brigadier
General. He complimented us highly for

our behavior in this campaign, saying.

"No brigade has done better—and perhaps
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none so well." It is the truth, for we
have been pushed to the front continually,
both day and night. Our color guard
have all been killed or wounded, but Cros-
well and me, and Croswell was not in the
battle of May 10.

May 17, 1864.—'Warm and pleasant.
We are now about east of Spottsylvania
C. H. At dark we filled our canteens
and prepared for a night's sleep, and about
sunrise we found ourselves in the same
place we were in two or three daj's ago.
It was a tedioas march for only six or
seven miles.
May 18. 1864.—About sunrise vas we

came up to our old rifle pits the rebs
opened a couple of batteries on us, with
no damage. It appears that our generals
intended to draw Lee's force out, but he
knew better. He has a good position,

and if we wish to fight we must go to

him. There was some skirmishing, but no
regular engagement. The air is very bad
here on account of the dead bodies that re-

main unburied. About 1 p. m. we started
back by a shorter route, and at 4 we
reached the place we left last night, and
rook position in the rifle pits, with a

chance to make coffee. I am very much
used up.
May 19, 1864.—We turned out before

dajiight. I received papers and letters

from home. We marched a mile or mare
and threw up breastworks, the best we
have had, in a clean place. In the fore-

noon I had a chance to send my diary
home by a citizen who was visiting the
army. It was Warren T. Webster, Prin-
cipal of the Auburn Academy. We are
now lying on the pike leading to Spott-
sylvania C. H., about a mile away. We
heard cannonading toward night, and we
were ordered to pack up : then all was
quiet, and we were ordered to pitch tents

again. Late in the evening we heard vol-

leys of musketry, and we were ordered to

fall in immediately. At 11 p. m. we moved
back to the scene of conflict, but when
we reached there the enemy had been re-

pulsed, and about 400 prisoners were
marched past us.

:May 20. 1864.—Pleasant day. but lasc

night was cold. We marched last night

till about 1 o'clock, and then lay down till

daylight, when we moved forward to th;.'

extreme right flank and began to intrench

ourselves. We had a quiet day, and weni
earlv to bed.

:May 22, 1864.—Early in the morning
we heard a smart cannonading on our left.

We packed up and moved back to where
we started from night before last. We
halted about noon and made coffee. Our
troops appear to be moving off to the

right, and I understand we are going

toward Bowling Green. Three batteries

of heavy artillery, 1,700 men. were added

to our brigade today. Our regiment novv-
numbers 120 enlisted men. Just as we
were about to cross the river to relieve
the 1st Division, we saw the rebs driv-
ing in our skii-mish line on the right, and
thought they were flanking our boys in
good shape, but a Maryland brigade, con-
cealed on our right, came down on their
flank, and drove them back much faster
than they came up.

NIGHT MARCHES A2>:D ANXIOUS DAYS.
f

May 23, 1864.—We marched all night
A little after sunrise we halted on the
top of a high ridge and made our coffee.
The rebs do not molest, but only follow
and watch us. The 5th Maine and the
95th N. Y. are the rear guard. I neve^
stood hard marches as well as now. Men
fall out of the ranks and die of exhaus-
tion or sunstroke. While I peg right along.
May 24, 1864.—A very hot day. We

started early in the morning, marched
three miles, crossed the North Anna River
and stacked arms. The bluffs are very
steep. About 2 p. m. our regiment went
out on picket. This is a nice country.
This plantation belongs to Charles Pon-
tain, who left yesterday. There are many
books lying about the yard, mostly Latin.
He had a valuable library. We can hear
cannonading on our right, with musketry
and the whistling of shells, and we expect
an engagement tonight, but this is too
strong a position to be inviting. The color
guard had a good night's sleep last night.
The heavy artillerymen are lying in the
rifle pits here today. During the day
they have had several men killed and
wounded. It is amusing to hear them
talk, and we can now see how much we
used to make of what we now consider
small affairs.

May 25, 1864.—About 8 a. m. our Di-
vision moved out to the right and tore up
several miles of the Va. Cent. R. R Our
regiment went on picket. The boys ransack
dwellings here regardless of occupants,
and bring off poultry, wine, clothing, jew-
elry, etc. It is surprising how quick a
mile of railroad can be turned over, ties

and rails all go together. The ties

culverts are usually burned and the
bent. About .3 p. m. we marched
a couple of miles, with orders for

Corps to cross the South Anna.
May 26, 1864.—Showers. Strawberries

are ripe and plentiful. Our Division
moved back five miles, crossed the North
Anna and halted near Chesterville, or
Chester Station, about noon. In the aft-

ernoon we dried our tents and blankets.

We started at dark
good road at a quick
ered by flankers and
alrv. We saw dead

and
rails

back
our

and marched on a
pace, our right cov-
a vanguard of cav-
hoi*ses all along the
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\x3iy. We had orders to move siler.tly aud
quickly, as we were near a portion of
Lee's main army. At sunset we heard a
battle raging in the direction we came
from this morning.
May 27, 1864.—Hot day. We 'halted

two hours for breakfast at 5 a. m., hav-
ing marched 20 miles during the nig'ht.

About noon we crossed the Pamunky Riv-
er, at Patterson's Fork, and found our-

selves upon the Peninsula. Here we halted
Water is good and handy. Last night
while on the march we suffered some for

water, as we did not cross a stream or rill

for about 25 miles. The boys are ransack-
ing the houses around here without mercy,
leaving the women and children in tears.

I lost my rubber (blanket last nig-iht; it

was the one I picked up the day we were
shelled away from our knapsacks, near
Gaines' Hill, and I have carried it nearly

two years. Cherries are ripe and_ clover

in blossom. Corn is eight inc'hes 'high.

May 28, 1864.—Went down to Patter-

son's Ford and had a good swim and
washed my clothes. In the afternoon wo
marched a few miles and went into camp.
The boys find plentv of strawberries.

May '29, 1864.—Cool day. We started

about 9 a. m., and marched toward Han-
over C. H., but made slow progress, as we
had to skirmisih our way the whole dis-

tance. There were none of our regimenr,

wounded. We reacTied Hanover C. H.
about 4 p. m., halted till dark, and then

fooled around till a late hour to get into

line of battle. We are destroying the Va.

Cent. R. R. Our rations are all gone,

and all we get is what we can find at the

houses we pass, and we take everything

May 30. 1864.—Pleasant. About 1^ p.

m. we moved forward on the Mechanics-
ville road, skirmishing by the way. We
came to a very disagreeable swamp at the

edge of Which we formed in line of battle,

the 5th Maine being deployed as skirmish-

ers. We went through the swamp and
camped on the other side. No fires al-

lowed. We are now aboj^it 15 miles from
Richmond, and five from Mechanicsville.

RICHMOND SO NEAR AND YET SO FAR.

May 31, 1864.—Pleassnt. Skirmishing

on the picket line and occasional shelling

on both sides during the day. Toward
night T went out after water and stopped

to pick c-lierries, but was driven off by

sliarpshooters firing at me. A miserable

swamp lies between us and the rebs, ana

another in our rear, which we crossed

last night.
. , ^ -,

.Tune 1, 1864.—^Very hot day. About 1

o'clock last night, while Ave were working

on the breastworks, we received orders

to pack up and move. We marched back

across the swamp and took the road lead-
ing to Cold Harbor, which we reached
after a forced mardh of eight or 10 miles.
AVe had continual skirmishing on the way.
June 2, 1864.—Warm day. We fell in

last night about 1 a. m., moved silently a
short distance and spent the remainder of
the night throwing up breastworks. At
daylight the skirmishing became brisk. We
lay behind the breastwoirks all day the
bullets flying over us pretty freely. The
sharpshooters have a good range of the
little ridge on our left.

June 3, 1864.—Rained all night and to-

day. At daylight the rebs opened an at-

tack, and we were ordered forward. We
lay in front of the swamp, while at our
right a number of lines went forward, but
we don't appear to gain much ground.
About 10 a. m. the rebs pressed us hard
in front of our positions, hut afterward
retired and we moved up to some rifle pits

which they had fallen back from. The
Colonel here ordered me back with one
stand of colors, to the works where we lay

last night. Lieut. Parody and two pri-

vates were wounded, and one private
killed in our regiment today.
June 4, 1864.—Pleasant. Our regiment

was relieved from the front line of battle
after dark, and we took a position in the
rear line. The Jersey regiment went home
today. Received a letter from home.
June 5, 1864.—Very warm. A contin-

ual popping of musketry, with an occa-
sional big gun all day. Rebel bullets do
more execution in the rear line than in

front. A good many of our brigade have
been hurt today. A single bullet hit four
of the boys in our regiment, sending two
to the hospital. One of the "Heavies" had
his hand shot to pieces. The night was very
dark, all was quiet, and not a shot was
heard. Fires were put out and most of

the boys had turned in, thinking there
would i)e no alarm tonight, but suddenly.-

about 10 o'clock, the rebs opened directly

in front with a heavy volley of musketry,
which rolled off down to our left. Our
boys replied, pouring in a steady shower
of lead, the artillery opened on both sides,

and for a half hour or more the roar was
deafening, with shot and shell flying over
and among us. All quieted at last and
remained so during the rest of the night.

June 6, 1864.—^Very hot day. Ordered
out at daybreak and stood under arm<^

waiting an" attack. Today just as one of

the "Heavies" came out of his tent with
canteens to go for water, a ball struck
and instantly killed him. Late in the aft-

ernoon our commander sent a flag of truce

which was met bv one from the rebs. TWo
hours spent in burving the dead and get-

tin<r the wounded off the field. T went up
to one of our forts to get a view of the

country and w^as surprised to see so many
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earth works. The rebs have two or three
lines of strong earthworks with abattis

in front.
June 7, 1864.—No firing till 8 a. m.

The rebs and our boyes were moving about
witTiin a few rods of each other at work
on the fortifications, and exchaging pa-
pers and other civilities. There was no
flag of truce, but only a voluntary good
will. Suddenly a rebel battery threw sev-

eral shells, and both parties were quickly

under cover. Our boys are continually
making little "bomb-proofs" as they call

them, for protection from the minie balls

which are constantly zipping among us.

June 8, 1864.—No firing in front of

our brigade till noon, when a company of

sharpshooters went down on our left. Our
boys were walking about exposing them-
selves and the rebs were doing the same
when one of the Joihnnies shouted "Lie

low, Yanks, we iiave orders to lire!" Both
parties made themselves invisble and the

bullets began to whiz. Our regiment was
relieved just after dark by the 121st N. Y.,

and we took our place at the rear line of

breastworks. The rebs kept throwing
solid shot or shell every half hour all nig;ht

to worrk our pioneers and fatigue parties

while at work on forts and breastworks.

During the day our sharpshooters have
command of that gun. Received letters

from home.
June 10, 1864.—The artillery had a

skirmish in the afternoon. Yesterday
while I was sitting in my tent I was
struck on my arm by a spent ball which
glanced from a tree, and today while sit-

ting under a tree reading a list of our
killed and wounded a shell burst nearby
and one of the pieces struck the ground
within a foot of me. One of our boys
bad just come out of his tent to light his

pipe, when a ball struck him in the head
killing him instantly. Received letter

from home.
June 11, 1864.—Picket firing right ana

left, but in front in was mostly quiet till

one of our boys, J. Ham, went down to

the front, and while tbere saw a "Johnnie"
standing on their breastworks looking at

him. Ham raised his rifle and s'hot him.

After that everybody kept out of sight.
_

I

am about used up with a nervous sick

June 12, 1864.-The rebel mortars at

wo,rk on us this morning. By 10 o'clock

they had dropped five or six 12-pound mor-

tar shells rigbt in among us on a piece

of ground about five rods square, but only

two of them exploded. "We don't wani;

them all, Joihnnie Gray : please distribute

them along the line a little more evenly,"

was called out. Tlie dead bodies around
here in some places are sticking their

skulls and feet out of their graves. About
9 p. m. we fell in and marched toward

Oharles City C. H. ; tramped all night,
but only went about five or six miles.
June 13, 1864.—Our Corps crossed the

Cbickahominy six miles from Charles City,
about

_
sunset, and went into camp. Aii

very tired. We crossed the river at Jones's
Ford, which is bridged by only four or fivii

pontoons. This is a very pretty place. It

is reported that- Whitefield Verrill and
Charlie Davis have been killed.

June 14, 1864.—Slept pretty well last
night, but my clothes were so wet from
perspiration that it made me lay rather
cold. Received some daily paper's today,
and according to them the South is trem-
bling, and the North are all fools. March-
ed four or five miles in the morning and
went into camp two miles from the James
River, near Charles City C. H. We are
under cover of our gunboats now.
June 15, 1864.—Moved down the river

about a mile, in the morning, and orderea
to stack arms and intrench ourselves. 1

visited a negro hut, where I found an old

man, a smart looking woman and a gay
wench about 16, all as black as midnight.
The old man was quite infirm, one of his

legs was much swollen from a snake biting

his toe. I asked if they had any milk or
eggs to sell for a good price in Federal
money, but they had nothing. They
brought me a dish of bacon soup, which i

looked at, tasted, and left, after paying
them. Soon after, some of our boys came
from there with their canteens full of

milk, w^hich they found under the bed.

So the nigs lost their milk and got no pay.
We are now about 10 miles below Har-
Tison's Landing.

June 16, 1864.—Cool day. Soon after

daylig'ht we marched toward the river,

about a mile, formed in line of battle,^ and
entrenched ourselves. We are within a

half mile of the river, and can see masts
of transorts moving past. At 5 p. m. we
fell in and marched several miles up the

river to wbere our forces were going on
board transports. We lay down till a

little past midnight, when we were or-

dered to fall in. We left Burnside's negro
troops in the breastworks. We passer!

close to a piece of wood enclosed by a

brick wall, inside of which was a very
large, russet-looking log, which I am told

was tlie tree under which Pocahontas saved
Cant. John Smith.

.Tune 17, 1864.—I am a thousand years

old today. No knowing bow old I shall

be one year from this time. About 12
last night we fell in and an hour later

were snugly stowed in one of the trans-

ports and steaming up the river. At sun-
rise we landed at Bermuda Hundred,
calling on our w^ay at City Point to take

on an officer. We came about 24 miles up
the river, halted a short time after land-

ing, marched about five miles and then
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rested till 1 p. m. We 'here find strong
^yorks, with sand^bags on top, forming loop
holes. There is a very high look-ont, in

which our telegraph flags are at work.
There are six corps here. At 1 p. m. we
moved farther np the river, and now lie

between the James and Appomattox, abour
six or seven miles from Petersburg, where
our army had a fight yelsterday, and took
the rebels' outer line of works. We met
ambulances full of wounded.
June 18, 1864.—At 1 o'clock last nig^it

we were ordered out under light marching
orders, and soon found ourselves facing

the enemy's works. After a while we were
ordered back in the rear of our earthworks
Where we lay under arms till sunrise,

when we returned to camp.
June 19, 1864.—^We were called up at

3 a. m. and marched about sunrise ; crossed

the Appomattox on pontoon bridges and
mardhed through a wide swamp, over

which our boys had built a good corduroy
road. We found a strong fort, the best

one I have seen, one of Burnside's engi-

neering. I think we marched about seven
miles, in a round about way, and halted

at 10 a. m. within two miles of Peters-

burg. We can plainly see its church spires.

We hear that our forces have destroyed

the railroad from Petersburg to Richmond.
Our army took three forts here yesterday

and captured 21 guns. Our negroes took

them by charging and found the rebs about
out of ammunition. We had divine serv-

ices at sunset the first since we crossed

the Rapidan.
June 20, 1864.—Plot day. Our regi-

ment worked all last night, digging riflo

pits. For want of tools some of the boys
worked with their bayonets and tin plates.

Today the rebs opened some batteries on
us and there is a continual popping on
the picket line. We could see the puffs

of smoke, and would drop down out oi

sight before the bullets could readh us.

Peter Duffie, one of the sharpshooters of

our regiment, had both ankles smasliea

by a shell while on picket today. I hear

that Elisha PTall is in Philadelphia, ver\

badly wounded, having lost a portion of

his lower jaw.
June 21, 1864.—Very warm. The reb-

els have been sending us shells all day.

As I was cooking my dinner a shell came
close to my head, and turning to see it

strike I saw a cloud of dust and a man
going up in the air, and four others ly-

ing injured, two of them fatally. They
were playing cards at the time. Moral

—

Don't play cards. Received letter from
home. At dnrk we commenced our night's

march to the left.

MORE NIGHT MARCHING.

June 22. 1864.—Very hot and dry. We
marched all night, 'had a good moon, but

the road was very dusty. We seldom sei^

clear water now, and often drink ttiai
which is swarming with life, but boil it

first if we have a chance. We halted at
daybreak near a railroad, and lay down
for a little sleep. One of the men blown
up by the shell that whispered to me yes-
terday died last night. AVhat remains of
the original 5th Maine will go home to-
morrow, and we w^ho did not enlist in the
first place will be formed into two com-
panies, A and B, commanded by Oapts.
Parodie and Goldthwait, and we are to
be assigned to the 6th Maine, 3d Brigade.
I am in company B. The Sergeants are
reduced to Corporals and the Corporals
to the ranks. I took off my chevrons.
June 23, 1864.—A very hot day and no

rain yet. It is so dry that for .<ome time
there has been no dew at night. After
breakfast we marched five or six miles
toward City Point. We stayed by our
wagon train till after dark, whien w^e" came
back about two miles and lay down for
the night. About 5 p. m. the regiment was
formed and a circular was iread to us
from" Gen. Upton. The Chaplain addressed
us and offered prayer and our Colonel
spoke a few words. We then shook hands
and took leave of those who vvere going
home. It was a sad parting, and some
shed tears for the first time since coming
to the war. We were glad to see them
go, but we returned to the front with
heavy hearts. They marched about a mile
to the river where they expect to take
a transport before midnight.
June 24, 1864.—A very 'hot day. lu

the morning we "w4io remained marched
toward the front, and about 2 p, m. re-

ported to the 6th Maine, 3d Brigade, We
heard cannonading and were told that it

w^as our forts shelling Petersburg. We
worked on the entrenchments till mid-
night, constructing a> heavy line of con-
nected works, similar to those we had at
Harrison's Landing. We also dug wells,

and froin apr>ea,rances shall stop here
some days if Lee is willing.

June 25, 1864.—Still warm and no signs

of rain. Worked on the entrenchments
all the forenoon. We heard cannonading
and musketry at intervals all night, but
in front of us it was quiet.

June 26, 1864.—Last night was the hot-

test one we have had yet. There is a
prospect of rain next Fall. We drew soft

bread today. We hear musketry and can-
onading up on our right. There are negro
regiments up that way, and the rebs don't
appear to like them very mudh.
June 27, 1864.—At 8 a. m. I went with

three others about three miles out on
picket. This is the first time I have been,

on nicket for a year and a half.

June 29. 1864.—About 3 n. m. we were
ordered out on a raid. We we«t down
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on our left about eight miles to Reems
Station. Arrived there about 10 p. m.,
and immediately threw up breastworks. A
heavy detail was sent out last night, and
they are still at work tearing up a rail-

road track. I think this is the best road
I ever saw. The rails are of foreign
manufacture, heavy and but little worn, 1

am with the colors again, having been de-
tailed to the color guard of the 6th Maine
todav.

Jiine 30, 18G4.—Pleasant. ^Y9 spent
most of the day on the entrenchments and
in tearing up railroad track. I think v/e

have demolished about four miles of track
today, burning the ties and bending the
rails. Iveems Station has about 20 houses
and a church.

July 1, 1S64.—Cool and pleasant, '^^'e

heard a brisk cannonading and musketry
during the nig'ht, in the direction of Pe-
tersburg. The bo^s are* digging wells in

the swamp. They find v/aier in the low
places down from 3 to 6 feel.

July 2, 1864.—At 5 a. m. we marched
back to our old breastworks, but not to

the same place we left. There we had
everything nice ; a great number of wells

dug, grounds policed, streets laid out,

sinks dug, bunks built, and had left our
tent poles ready to stretch our tents on,

but we must give this all up to the Thi]-d

Division, and instead of a iheavy, shady
wood, Ave take a barren field full of hoi
dust.

July 3, 1864. Hot and dry us usual.

I worked hard all the a. m, building a

bunk and improving my tent. We re-

ceived some of the sanitary rations for

the fiirst time today ; each man got a
pickle, a lemon, a spoonful of condensed
milk, and some sauerkraut. Details are

out digging wells. Som.e one stole my
musket today.

July 4, 1864.—Pleasant. This seems
more like Sunday than yesterday did. I

have not worked so hard, and the guns
up toward the city are more quiet. Two
of the boys in the next tent liave been
celebrating today. They now lie corner-

wise in the tent dead drunk. T received

some letters from home, and now I will

celebrate.
July 5, 1864.—We are lying in line of

battle, be'hind strong entrenchments, ou)-

division is on the extreme left of the \hy\

some five miles from Petersburg, at Avhicli

place the line approaches within less than
a mile. All the railroads leading into

Richmond have been out. but I suppose
the rebs now have the Lynchburg road
in running order.

July 6, 1864.—The Second and Third
divisions of our corps left this morning
for Maryland. It appears that we are to

remain here. Received papers fmm homo

giving a very interesting account of tiie

arrival home of the 5th Maine.
July 9, 1864.—At 10 p. m. the bugle

sounded for us to pack up. Ai 11 we
moved toward City Point, following our
line of battle till we had passed Peters-
burg, in front of which was musketry and
cannonading from midnight till morning.

A CITY OF WOUNDED.

July 10, 1864.—A very hot day. ^A'e

reached City Point about 10 a. m. after a
tedioii«s and agigravating march of 18
miles. We found a canvas ciiy at this

place ; a city of the wounded. We got
good water to drink, and I had a swim in

the Appomattox. We went on board the
transports about sunset, and took the "ra
roarican" deck.

July 11, 1864.—^Clear and hot. In the
afternoon the Captain said "iGood breeze
I'ight ahead, but can't make more tha)i

four knots an hour, because the boys
Avon't keep the boat trimmed!" We were
Avell suited, hoAvever. We got into the
Potomac about 3 p. m., and hove to after
sunset, not far from Aquia Creek. Seveu
transports in our fleet.

HELPED TO SAVE WASHINGTON CITY.

-July 12. 1864.—-Had a shower toward
night. A splendid run up the river, and
reached Washington about noon. We
found the people terribly frightened.
Stayed in Washington till 3 p. m., and
then marched a few miles to Fort Stevens,
AA^here our men were holding off the rebs.

We were going through GeorgetoAvn when
the shoAver struck, and it drenched us
through in short order, but Ave AA'ere about
as wet before with perspiration. A part
of our brigade AA^as out skirmishing at
sunset, and drove the rebs a piece. The
skirmishing continued till . midnig'ht. We
hear that the Lieutenant Colonel of the
7th Maine is killed.

July 13, 1864.—Cool morning. The
rebs fell back some distance last night. A
few rebs Avere brought in from EAvell's

Corps. They express surprise to find us
here. They say "No matter where aa^c g')

Ave find the Sixth Corps." President Lin-
coln was out to the front last night, and
had a chance to see the skirmish begin.

Before we reached here the rebs had got
almost to the forts, but the citizens and
negroes held them till we came up. At
noon we moved up the river about nine
miles and camned.

July 14, 1864.^Pleasant. AVe were
told to hurry up our breakfasts. a.s AA-e

should move in a half hour. We then
Avaited till 3 p. m. before Ave left the
ground. Our brigade Avas detailed as rear



86 The National Ti^hwie Scrap Book.

guard for the teams. The miiles were
unbroken and they moved slowly. We
camped at night in a hilly country, where
the water was good.

July 15, 1864.—Pleasant. We started
on our march about noon. Reached Pools-
ville about 6 p. m., where we found the
rest of our division aud the Second Di-
vision. Here w^e saw a gallows on whic'h
was hanging one of our men who had
been "jumping bounties," 'had deserted to
the rebs and been retaken. We find some
of Banks' army ovens in this vicinity.

July 16, 1864.—In the morning we
marched up the river five miles to White's
fo,rt, where there is a mill and a canal
lock. Aifter shelling some rebs away from
the other side of the river we waded
across. The river here is quite wide, two
or three feet deep, the bottom co'arse

gravel and quite level, wnfch high bluffs on
each side. We found the trail of the en-
emy, which showed that a large force had
passed. We went close to Bali's Bluff,

rested near a very large spring, where the
rebs had stopped, and reached Leesburg
at 4 p. m. This is a beautiful place, witli

some fine mansions. Passing over a high
ridge, and looking back, 1 had a splendid
view of the scenery toward the Potomac.
We encamped at dark v.'ith the rebs just
ahead of us. Been all day marching 13
miles.
July 17, 18G4.—Beautiful day. We lay

quiet all day in a nice, shady place, and I

was very glad, being about sick. The
Third Division came up with us toward
nig'*ht. They had been to Baltimore, and
have lost 707 men. killed, wounded and
missing, so I am told. It is very strange
to us why we lie liere and rest instead of

following the rebs.

Juiy 17, 1864.—Moved about sunri-^e,

but did not appear, to rash thinss mncli.

We passf^d dead horses and mules v/hich
were killed yesterday or tiie day before,
when our boys made a dash on the rebs.

At 4 p. m. we wont through Snicker's
Gap—a bad. stony pass. At the lower
end of the valley is a little village called
Snickersville. Soon nfter we passed there
we found the rebs were on the other side
of the Shenandoah River. Some of our
forces immediately crossed the river, but
the rebs drove them back. On?* regiment
laj' on high ground in the rear as a sui)-
port" to thp batteries, Ever /thing was
quit and the row seemed over for the day.

when one of the rebel batteries, that had
changd position, opened on us, throwing
shells in rapid succession, wTiich instead of

bursting near our battery, went over and
fell in the midst of some of our troops,

who were closely massed in the bottom
land, preparatory to camping. EacTi shell

cleared a snace as it burst, killing and
and wounding in all a good many men.

Had the rebs known what they were doing,
and kept it up for a few more rounds, they
would 'have caused a panic in that portion
of our troops. One shell killed five men
and wounded a dozen or more.

July 19, 1864.—We lay quiet all day.
We pick blackberries, fry appl^, and man-
age to fare pretty well. Some skirmishing
on the picket line, and also cannonading
up the valley.

MARCHING MARCHING, MARCHING.

July 20, 1864.—About noon we crossed
the river. The water is about two feet
deep, and the bottom good. Dead bodies
were lying on each side of the river, and
they 'had all been stripped of their
pants. We marched a few miles down
the valley and stacked arms. Our cavalry
engaged the enemy a couple miles further
down. Hunter's army is fighting at Win-
chester, and driving the rebs. Sheep and
cattle are plenty, and we take what we
wish. Scouts came in, saying that two
heavy columns of rebel infantry were ad-
vancing into Maryland. About 10 p. m.
we started back, crossing the river at mid-
night. Guerillas fired on us as we went
thru the gap, wounding several. We are
told to make our rations hold out as long
as possible. Had a heavy shower that
drenched us through.

July 21, 1864.--Oool and clcudy. A
good day for marching. At a. m. we
halted an hour for breakfast. Tlio gueril-

las are hanging on our flank, and killed
one man. We passed through Hampton
with colors flying and bands playing, and
they showed the Stars and Stripes, th^
same as they did when we passed thrn
before. We went thru Leesburg the sam'»
way. We crossed Goose Creek and
camped at 4 p. m. A numiber of our boys
missing ; suppose they have been taken
by guerrillas. One of our boys was left

asleep when we left, but an old negro
woman woke him up and sent him on
after us My feet are 'blistered. We had
good marching till we came to Leesburg.
The .shower did not reach ther^, and all

wns drv and dusty.
July 22, 1864.—We moved at 8 a. m..

'marching along the noirth side of the
creek. At noon we halted two hours for
dinner, and then marched till dark. We
were obliged to make our coffee of living

mud or go without.
July 2.3. 1864.—We were called up at

2 a., m,, but our brigade did not move till

sunrise. We passed through Drainsville
nbont 7 a. m. Next we came to Gamp
Griflin, where the 6th Maine camped dur-
ing the Winter of '61 and '62. A mile
farther broug'ht us to our outer picket
novsts. wTiich nre sustained by a portion of

the Invalid Corps. Next we came to Ft.
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Smith, where M^e passed through a strong
gateway, crossed the Potomac "chain
bridge" at 10 a. m.—a long and strong
bridge, but I did not see the chain—went
up the river a short distance, up over the
bluff, and went into camp on Georgetown
Ileig'hts at 11 a. m.

July 26, 1864.—Cool day. iWe started
at 1 p. m,, and had an unreasonably hard
march of 15 miles, and camped at 9 p. m.

July 27, 1864.—Very hot day. We
moved at 5 a. m., and were rushed along
at the same unreasonable rate as yester-

day. About 10 a. m. I was oibliged to fall

out, having first obtained a pass to do so.

I never saw so many stragglers on a
march as there are today. I passed thru
the little town of Charlottesville, and
about three miles farther on [ came^ up
with the regiment, which 'had gone into

camp three hours before. Our whole corps
is here.

July 28, 1864.—Pleasant. The boys
call Hyattstown the "up-hill town." We
marched at 7 a. m., reached Monocacy
bridge at 11, w^here we lay till 3 p. m.,

when w^e waded the river, moved on to

Jackson and went into camp at midnight,

after a hard march of 16 miles. We found
plenty of good water along the march to-

day.
July 29, 1864.—Very hot day, but it was

made endurable by a light breeze. We
started at 6 a. m., passing thru several

little villages on our way down Middle
Valley. We reached Harper's Ferry about
1 p, m. Harper's Ferry Oap is one of the

most romantic places I ever saw. On the

Maryland side there are high, towering
cliffs, w^hich overhang to a great extent.

The railroad bridge is a splendid structure

of iron. In times of peace this must be

a beautiful and thriving place. We passed

thru the village, up over the Heights, and
went into camp a few miles beyond. In

front of us the rebs liave a line of battle

extending four miles, and said to be

50,000 strong. We marched 16 miles, our

feet very sore and lame, and we are very

much exhausted. The Shenandoah River

empties into the Potomac here.

July 80, 1864.—Veiry hot day. I am
sick enough to keep more quiet. We
moved a mile or more in the afternoon

and then waited till 10 p. m., and march^^^d

till 3 a. m. and camped. During the mile

march in the afternoon the men fell from

sunstroke about as fast as they fall under

a heavy skirmish fire. Many of them died

in a short time. We hear that the irebs

have crossed into Maryland again. The
cars started from Harper's Fery for

Washington, but were interrupted by the

rebs, and returned.
July 31. 1864.—Very hot and dr.sty. We

marched 12 or 14 miles in the afternoon,

and camped near Frederick City. It i-^

reported that during our march yesterday
and today about l,O00 of our corps were
sunstruck and a tenth of them died. The
Lieutenant of the Provost Guard took a
musket and pricked one of the boys, who
was overcome with the heat, with the bay-
onet, to urge him along. The half-crazed
fellow immediately shot the Lieutenant
dead.

Aug. 1, 1864.—Very hot day. We lay
quiet all day. I felt sick thi.s morning,
but am much better for the rest we had.
I had to go a mile or so to find water_ to

fill my canteen. There is mu(ih drinking
and fighting among the boys today,

Aug. 2, 1864.—Very warm. We are
campel in a beautiful, shady Vv'ooa, buL
water is scarce. Quiet all day. The boys
are drinking less, but gambling more. Or-
ders to move at 5 a. m.

Aug, 3, 1864.—Hot and dry as ever.

Marched a short distance tow^ard Freder-
ick City, and then went "column right"
toward Washington. We expected a hard
march, but only went five miles, thru
Buckeystown, across the Monocacy anu
camped. The whole corps is here and the
river is swarming with soldiers swimming.
I took a swim and then washed my shirt,

pants, .stockings, cap, handkerc^^ ef,_ sus
ponders and boots then did my mending.

Aug. 4 1864.—I washed by blouse_ thi-s

morning, and then went up a mountain to

write. Some of the brigades notice this

morning as a thanksgiving day, but our
brigade went out to a funeral or fast day,

I don't know which they made of it. A
certain Captain died today very r^uddenly.

In our late marches he has caused many
of the boys who fell out to carry rails as

a. puni.shment, and some of them had sworn
revenge. There is a suspicion that he was
poisoned.

Aug. 5, 1864.—Some drunkenness and
fighting today. At 6 p. m. our company
w^as ordered to report to the 7th Maine,
a short distance away. At 10 p. m we
moved to Monocacy Junction, stacked
arms about 2 a. m. and lay down to sleep.

It soon began to rain.

Aug. 6, 1864.—Heavy rain in the morn-
ing, but cleared off warm. We went on
board the cars at 6 a. m., and reached
Harper's Ferry at 8 ; passed through the

citv, went up on the Heights, and rested

till noon, w^hen we moved about a mile
from the city and camped near where we
did when here a week ago. We find apples,

and the boys are beginning to eat green
corn.

Aug. 7, 1864.—Some of the boys are

busv day and night, gambling. We had
divine services in the foirenoon and even-
ing. The N. Y. Herald gives' rather a

gloomy account of the late mine explosion

nt Petersburg. It cost us 5.740 men. If

White Verrill were only here today, how
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we should enjoy it. Silas Crooker is, and
I am glad, but he leaves for home in two
weeks.

Aug. 8, 18()4.—Warm. We hear thei-e

are two corps on their way here from
Washington, and that Sherman has com-
mand of this department.

MEN DyI^"G FROM OVER-MARCHING IN THE
HEAT.

Aug. 10, 1864.—Extremely hot. At sun-
rise we marched two miles up tlie valley,

passing thru Chairlestown ;
quite a little

city, but its buildings are badly shot to

pieces. The citizens say that the rebs
were here yesterday. Many of the boys
fell from sunstroke during the raarcTi, and
some of them died. It required all my
strength and courage to keep up, but I

managed to get into camp with the regi-

ment. I ate no supper and slept but little

by reason of a severe sick headache.
Aug. 11, 1864.—^Cool breeze. The boys

complain much of the heat, and many fall

from sunstroke, and some die, but I call

it a good day for marching, and w^onder
that any who lived thru yesterday should
fall out today. We halted at jvoon near
Winchester, and then struck off to tho
left almost at rigiit argles, and went into

camp just before dark near a stream of

good water. The farms around here are
in tolerable condition, considering how
many times the armies have been up and
down the valley. Our boys are treating
the fruit orchards and corn tields worse
than the rebs did.

Aug. 12, 1864.—Very hot day. After
marching five or six miles we passed thru
the town of Newton. Some of the boys
died from heat today. Some die in a
stupor and others die in great agony. Two
miles from Newton we halted for the
nigiht, and I could have gone i>ut little

farther. We had some skirmishing to-

day.
Al!g. 13. 1864.—Very hot day. We

crossed the Shenandoah Ri^-er, and
marched two hours in the forenoon. Wa-
ter is very scarce. At 9 p. m. we wer'^

ordered back, and about midnight went
into camp on the ground we left in the
morning.

Aug. 14, 1864.—^For a wonder, we had
no reveile this morning. Rain during the

day. I went down to a stream and liad a

swim. This is called Cedar Creek, but
T think it was the S'henandoah River. The
Nineteenth Corps went back to Winches-
ter today. Poultry, sheep, pi.gs, honey,
apples and corn are plentiful.

Aug. 16, 1864.—Fair day. The boy-
enjoy themselves fi^reatly in the creek. I

was in swimming twice today. Soon aftor

we went to bed we received orders to

move immediately, but did not get under

way till about midnight. We passed thru
Middleton and Newton in the night. We
had dress paradeModay for the lirst time
since leaving Winter quarters. Rations
are scarce.

Aug. 17, 1864.—Marched all night. We
reached Winchester in the middle of the
afternoon. We went on a few miles,
crossed a stream and camped just before
dark. We can hear shai"p musketry to-

ward Winchester, where we left the Jer-
sey brigade and some cavalry as rear
guard.

Aug. 18, 1864.—Rainy morning-, but a
good day for marching. We moved about
6 a. m. We expected an attack on our
flank by the rebel cavalry, and so marched
a part of the way "left in front." We
halted at noon after passing through Per-
ryville. In the afternoon we moved on
very fast, and went into camx) at dark
near Charlestown.

Aug. 19, 1864.—Rainy day. The 7th
Maine started for home this morn'ng, and
only about a dozen of them to go. They
took their colors with them, and the boys
that are left growl and say that if they
go .into a fight and "break," there will be
no colors to rally on.

Aug. 20, 1864.—Still 'raining. Our
folks are building a railroad from <Jharles-

town to Harper's Ferry, and it appears
they intend to hold this position. There
is a general policing of the ground, tents
built in regular order, and we have soni'»

hopes of a rest, for we understand there
are forces stationed to guTard the "»Gaps,"
and thus keep the rebs out of Maryland.
A\e have been in the service long enough to

knoAV that these things are very uncertain.
It seems to me the rebels can "trot us*'

whenever they please.

SUNDAY BUT NO REST FOJJ TltE WEARY.

Aug. 21, 1864.—Fair day. We thought
we .should have this day to onrselves. I

wanted to do some reading and writing,
but at 9 a. m. came a popping of mus-
ketry on the picket line, and in a few
minutes the whole corps packed up, and
skirmi.shing began. We were in the rear,

and had a fine chance to see both lines

work. Our pickets moved forward, driving
the rebs about a mile, and gained the

crest of a knoll with a stone wall, but the
support failing to come up on the left,

the rebs flanked and obliged them to fall

back a little. The two lines moved back
and forth over the same ground several
times. Just before noon the rebs onened
a battery, throwing percnssion shells

^
at

short range, causing much commotion
among our boys in the rear. One piece

of shell struck the foot of a tree against
which I was leaning. I went out on the

picket line in the afternoon and found my
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tent-mate wounded and two others of my
company. There was sharp skirmishing
all along the lines. There were no heavy
lines of battle, but the heaviest skirmish-
ing we have ever seen. Night put an end
to the game. We lost about 150 wounded
and some killed. We hear fighting at
Snicker's Gap.
Aug. 22, 186J:.—Toward night we had

an awful tempest for an 'hour. Tents
were blown down and the rain poured a
deluge. The boys made the most of it

and while some were holding on to their
tents, others were soaping and washing
their sliirts and pants right in public. It

was handy to have the water poured on
from above. Others were busy filling can-
teens and pails with water, for which we
have to go a long distance. It was a
lively time, and in the midst of it the Jer-
sey brigade was packing up and moving.
Midnight found me on a videt picket post,
the rebs a few rods in front. An hour
later we were on the pike moving in col-

umn. We went through Charlestown just
at daybreak, reaching our old camp ground
at Bolivar Heights, Harper's Ferry, an
hour after sunrise, and went to work
building breastworks.

Aug. 23, 1864.—Cool and pleasant. Re-
ceived a variety of orders today, and then
they were countermanded when half exe-
cuted. We moved a short d.istance and
camped in line of battle, and built more
breastworks.
Aug. 24, 1864.—Fell in at daybreak and

stood under arms an Tiour. I was or-

dered to report to the 7th Maine Color
Guard.

Aug. 25. 1864.—^Our cavalry had a fig^ht

on our right today, and got whipped. Lieut.
Mitchell had me doing writing for him
most all day. Orders were read on dress
parade that those who re-enlisted from the
5th, 6th and 7th Maine regiments shall be
put in one regiment to be known as the
7th Maine Veteran Volunteers. So now I

am in the 7th Maine V. V.
Aug. 26, 1864.—Rainy. I worked for

Lieut. Mitchell most of the day, making
out napers and posting books. One of our
'brigades captured 110 rebs today, among
whom were a Lieutenant Colonel and a

Major.
Aug. 28, 1864.—We received orders last

night to be ready to move at daylight. We
turned out at 3 a. m., packing up everything
but our tents. At 9 we marched about
two miles and halted, then mas.'^ed in a

piece of M^ood for three hours. Cannon-
ading ahead. About 3 p. m. we moved on,

passing through Oharlestown, and at sun-
set went into camp two miles from the
city on the same ground we left last Sun-
day when the battle comanenced.

BLUE AND (JKAY BURIED SIDE BY SIDE.

Aug. 29, 1864.—This morning some of

the boys went out to the ground where
the battle was last week, to see if they
could find anything of Henry Hatchings,
who has been missing since that time.
They found his musket, which he 'had

marked, on the skirmish line. It is sup-
posed he was wounded and taken prisoner.

The citizen whose house was so badly
shelled buried five of our boys in his yard.
In one place 27 rebs were buried side by
side.

Aug. 31, 1864.—^Cool. I worked all day
en the books for Lieut .Mitchei]. The
First Division drummed out a man and
e.eni; anotheir to Drv Tortugns.

Sept. t, ]864.—Cool. Writing again
nearly all day. I was excused from dress

parade, and had a chance to se3 the 18t]i

Ind. drill. They go beyond anything I

liave seen yet. They are mostly veterans,

and have seen but little fighting. They
veil powerfully. We learned that inany of

them have been in the rebel service and
deserted to us, enlisting under the heavy
bounty.

Sept. 3, ] 864.—Rainy. We got our
breakfast before daylig-'ht, and at 5 :30

moved up the valley. At 10 a. m. we halt-

ed a few miles from Berryville, having
marched eight miles at a quick pace. To-
ward night we heard heavy volleys of mus-
ketry in front and to the right, causing
us to "pack up and be ready." The First

Division had quite a scrap with the enemy,
and came out victorious.

Sept 4, 1864.—Warm. Our cavalry have
been out to Strasburg, and find the enemy
are all on our flank. If a citizen should
visit us today he would never guess it was
the Sabbath. Some are playing cards,

while others are bringing in apples, corn

and fresh meat. I plead guilty to apples

and corn. Soon after we turned in for

the night an order came for the First Bri-

gade to fall in and go out to build breast-

works. Thev had a wet night of it.

Sept. 5, 1864.—Rained all last night

and today. At 7 a. m. our brigade moved
out to tile rijfht. but our regiment being

on a three days' picket, we remained in

camp till night, when the brigade cam<'

l3ack and we all camped in a field along

the "pike," near where we had been lying.

I got a couple of sheaves of wheat for a

bed, and those who did not take tnar

precaution had to lie and soak in the rain.

At the best, we had a 'hard night of it.

Sept. 6, 1864.—Rainy. Toward night

I started with Charlev Harris to carry

rations out to the picket line, and met
Sergt. Joirdan, Avho had an order detailing

me to cro with teams, as Corporal of the
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Guard, back to Harper's Ferry, and get
the pay-rolls and finish them wiien I get
back.

Sept. 11, 1SG4.—Have been sick for the
past few days. We iiad two very lieavy
thunder showei-s last night, each of Which
drowned us out completely, for the rain
fell in a deluge. We took the precaution
to ditch our tents, yet everything was
overflowed.

Sept. 1:3, 1864.—Cold and clear. A good
day for marching. We turned out about
8 a. m., and at 5 started to guard the
supply wagons down to Charlestown. The
40th N. Y. went with us. AVe were in
heavy marching oirders, but put our things
on the wagons going down. We reached
Charlestown before noon and stacked arms
near a good stream of vv^ater, where we
remained till 3 p. m., and then came iDack,

reaching camp about sunset, and found our
division had gone out on a reconnoisauce.

Sept. 14, 1864.—Rainy; 156 roDei prjs-
oners were marched by our camp on the
way to Harper's Ferry. They v^ere taken
by our division yetserday.

Sept. 16, 1864.—Yesterday our cavalry
started on a raid to Warrington, where
the oL'ebs are said to have large supplies.
At 9 p. m. 17 of us from Co. R got the
Lieutenant to agree to know nothing about
us till roll call in the morning, and started
out well armed on a raid. We went about
five miles toward the mountains, and got
apples and garden stuff. An Indian was
assigned to our company today, and there
are now five red men in our regiment.

SOME MORE FIGHTING.

Sept. 19, 1864.—It rained in the nig^ht,

so we had wet tents to cairry. We turned
out at midnight and moved a lew rods,

and after waiting for two hours, moved up
the valley. We crossed a creek at sun-
rise and heard fig-liting alaead. Passing cav-
alry that had been engaged, and among
them were dying men and horses. Marched
about two miles and formed on the left

of the line of battle. The rebs gave us a
generous supply of shell and canister, and
several of our boys were wounded. We
immediately threw up breastworks of rails

and lay here in the second line of battle
for two hours or more, and then moved
forward into a ravine, where we lay under
a heavy fire. Our skirmishers soon
charged on the rebel skirmisih line, and
drove them back and both our lines of

battle rushed forward at a double-quick,
driving the rebel lines nearly a mile to a
ridge at the edge of a narrow belt of wood,
where we threw up breastworks of rails

and lay some three hours watching the
battle. We saw our cavalry make a fine

charge and captured 60 rebels. We were

now in the first line of battle. Gen. Jor-
dan came riding down w^ith news of our
success. We cheered him and dashed for-
ward through canister and shell. We had
to pass a bad place—a ravine, which wid-
ened into a plain—and the rebs had bat-
tery on our left throwing grape and can-
ister, and farther up the ravine they had
batteries throwing shell lengthwise of
our column. The 121st N. Y., on our
right, broke under the shower of canister,
but our regiment being partially covered by
the ridge stood fast. The 121st N. Y.
soon formed again, and we moved on at
a double-quick under a terrible fire. Many
of our boys were wounded, among them,
Syrenus Stevens, who bad a ball thru the
arm. Gen. Russell, of the First Division,
was killed by a shell and Gen. Upton was
wounded. The rebs fell back in great con-
fusion the whole length of their lines, in

a general retreat. At dark we formed our
lines on the Hights, near Winchester.
We have had fair "open field fight," beat-
en the enemv. and taken many prisoners.

Sept. 20, 1864.—We turned out at day-
light and moved up the valley. It wa:-
cool, and we made good time. Reached
Middletown at 10 a. m., passed thru New
ton, and crossed Cedar Run at 3 p. m. on
a good bridge built by the rebels since we
were here before. We marched a mile
farther and halted en masse for the night.
We hear the pickets shooting toward
Strasburg.

Sept. 21, 1864.—We lay quiet till about
1 p. m. and then moved part way across
the valley. Skirmisihing commenced and
we formed a line in tire woods, where we
lay till dark. Our skirmishers charged
and drove the rebs from their breastworks.
During the night we were in the first line

of battle with only videt in front. Very
dark and rainy, but we worked on our
breastworks most of the night.

Sept. 22, 1864.—In the morning several
of our boys were shot while out hunting
for water. One of our regiment was
wounded, one taken prisoner, one killed

and another wounded on the skirmish line

in the afternoon. We were ordered to ad-

vance and soon saw the rebel fortifications

on the top of Fisher's Hill. We here_ met
a brisk musketry with .shell and canister.

The ground was very uneven, and as we
stopped to rectify the lines the Color
Guard were much exposed to the fire of

the rebs in a stone building nearby. Some
of us stepped in front and abated that
nuisance, however. Half an hour after we
charged without fixing bayonets. The rebs

fled, leaving their guns, but setting nre
to some shells. We took 1,.^00 prisoners,

2.3 guns and some horses. Rut few killed

on either side. We pursued the rebs all

night.
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OFFICIAL CRUELTY.

Sept. 23, 1864.—We passed thru AVood-
stock at 7 a. m., a village built on one
street ; then through Edmburg—^built in
like manner. We heard artillery ana mus-
ketry ahead. Capt. McGinly boriowed tn»
doctor's horse to go back and find one of
the boys of his company who always falls
out when he hears cannonading. He found
and tied him to a tree and whipped him.

Sept. 24, 1864.—Co. B boys have trouble
with Capt. McGinly, who strikes Tom
Ward with his sword. Our boys club their
muskets and take Tom's part. The Colo-
nel of the 77th N. Y. had Capt. McGiQly
arrested for whipping the boy yesterday.
We turned out at daybreak land advanced
in five columns ; four of infantry and one
of teams. During the day we passed thru
some pretty little villages, and crossed the
Shenandoah River several times. The
rebs made a stand at Mt. Jackson, and we
formed lines of battle, our brigade in the
front line. After some skirmishing we
found that the rebs were retreating, and
we started after them again. A running
fight ensued which lasted till dark, we'
driving them as fast as we could march
and our flying artillery at work on them
all the time. Camped about 8 p. m., near
New Market, having marched about 15
miles without stopping for anything to
eat from daylight till after dark, but the
sport and excitement kept the boys in
good spirits.

Sept. 25, 1864.—Marched at 7 a. m.,
advancing in five columns of infantry and
two of wagons and pack horses. The rebs
made good use of their time during the
night, for we saw nothing of them till

5 p. m., and I am not sure we did then.
We passed thru several little villages,

halted at noon and found much difiiculty

in getting enough water to make coffee.

While resting some of the boys burned a
man's barn filled with wheat. In Edin-
burg the citizens would furnish us a meal
for $5 in Confederate money or 50 cents
in ours. Camped at 5 p. m. near Harrison-
burg. My feet are blistered and painful.

Sept. 27, 1864.—Pleasant I have been
about sick with a cold for the past few
days This morning about 20 of the boys
went out five miles to a little village

"foraging." They brought in apple butter,

clieese, soft bread, honey, lambs, turkeys,
ducks, hens, pigs, and horses, and some
silver spoons. At 2 p. m. we were marched
out at a quick pace till we reached Kizor-
ville, when we halted. We found we had
been sent to support some cavalry. We
got 'back to camp after dark.

"spoiling the enemy."

Sept. 29, 1864.—We turned out at 3
a. m., and marched at 6. The three corps
marched abreast in about 15 columns. We

marched some miles to the little village
of Mt. Crawford. Our brigade camped
close to a little brick church, where there
was a meeting in the evening. David
Small and I went off on a raid, and got
some peaches, apples and milk, and we
got the largest sheep I ever atteinpted t^)

handle. We took the two hind quarters
back to camp wwith us, arriving about the
9 p. m. The boys had given us up, and
my tent-mate had begun to plan for the
disposal of my effects. We did see some
guerrillas, but they didn't see us. The
cavalry have orders to burn all the barns
in this vicinity and all between here and
Harper's Ferry. They have burned 40
today, and thensky is illuminated with fires

tonight.
Sept. 30, 1864.—^More cavalry concen-

trated here at the present time than 1

have seen before. During the forenoon
they drove in a large number of cattle,

horses and sheep. At 1 p. m. we moved
back to the ground we left at Harris-
onburg.

Oct. S, 1864.—Tonight an order was
read on dress parade to the effect that the
7th Maine be henceforth known as the
1st Maine Vet. Vols. It was received with
much satisfaction by the boys of the 5th
and 6th Maine.

Oct. 4, 1864.—Warm and pleasant. We
hear that a Colonel and a Captain, with
their orderlies, belonging to Sheridan's
staff, Vk^ere killed today by guerrillas. All
the buildings of the little village beyond
Harrisonburg, where the deed was done,
were burned in retaliation. We saw the
fire as we went out to dress parade. Thir-
teen guerrillas have been taken and
brouglit in. We have to go along way for

water, and then it is only diluted mud.
Oct. 6, 1864.—In the morning we com-

menced retreating down the valley, burn-
ing barns, mills, stacks of wheat, hay and
straw the whole width of the valley. We
leave a heavy column of smoke in our
rear. We camped near Mt. Jackson at;

4 p. m., having marched 22 miles without
stopping for dinner.

Oct. 7, 1864.—We passed through Mt.
Jackson in the morning. New Market at
2 p. m., and went into camp near Wood-
stock at 4 p. m. We marched about 18
miles, making no stop for dinner. We
leave sad havoc behind us.

Oct. 8, 1864.—Very cold and windy. We
turned out at daylight, but as our brigade
was in tlie rear of everything, \ye did not
march till 7. We reached Fisher's H^Il
about 10, and kept on to Strasburg, where
we camped in the afternoon. I was sur-
prised to see what a strong position the
rebs had at Fisher's Hill. Dense columns
of smoke mark our course, and T should
think by the smoke that the cavalry were
burning Woodstock.
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Oct. 9, 1SG4.—Heavy frost last night. I

got but little, sleep last night, and am
about sick this moa-ning. We moved at T
a. m., marching at a very quick pace,
turned to the right at Nevv^ton and made
our way toward the mountains and up the
valley. We camped near Front Royal at
2 p. m.

Oct. 10, 1864.—Cold. We passed thru
Stras'burg, ci'ossed Cedar Run, went to
Middletown and then turned to the righc
and moved off toward the mountains We
camped near Front Royal, ihaving marchetZ
nS miles. We are near the junction of 'the

3iorth and south branches of the Shenan-
doah River.

Oct. 11, 1861.—At daylight we crossed a
little stream and halted on the flat dose
to the banks of the Shenandoah. About
3 p. m. we crossed the river on la hastily
constructed bridge—all the bridges in this
vicinity were burned some time ago—^and

camped about a mile farther on. We have
a good view of Front Royal a mile dis-

tant. It looks pretty from 'here, sitting
in a plain surrounded by mountains, and
just beyond the city, to the right, we look
through Manassas Gap. I went out with
my tent-mate and shot a hog and brought
it into camp.

Oct. 12. 1864.—^Our regiment is policing
the grounds and pitching tents in regulai'

order. I worked hard 'ibringing boards .from
a barn to build our tent of. The boys
bring in great quantities of honey, flour,

butter, clothes and books.
Oct. 13, 1864.—Cold and windy. We

expected to stop here a while, as the line

officers were having good quarters built,

but at 4 a. m. we moved across the river,

where we found our corps packed up. We
expected to stay here long enough to get

some breakfast, 'but after getting it on
the fire we had to fall in and start. Our
boys were loaded with honey and left great
quantities of it in camp. Wo marched
at a quick pace with few rests. Our regi-

ment leads the corps today, and as the
right wing is detailed as flankers, the
Color Guard is at the 'head of the column. 1

like this, where the road is good, but
breaking a track through fields and black-
berry bushes is hard work. We reached
Ashby's Gap at 3 n. m. and camped.

Oct. 14, 1864.—Good day for marching.
We marched at 4 a. m, our regiment guard-
ing the train and acting as flankers We
marched in the road in column. We
reached Newton at 10, passed thru Mid-
dletown, and camped about 3 p. m., hav-
ing marched 18 miles. We find the rebs

have been reenfoirced, and driving the
Xineteenth Corps from Fisher's Hill, have
regained that position. Now, I suppose,
the Sixth Corps has got that job to do
over again.

THE DISTRESS NOT ALL ON ONE SIDE.

Oct. 16, 1864.—Pleasant. I made out
\

reports for Lieut. Mitchell, and was ex-
cused from dress paii'ade. We have not
been, so destitute for clothing and shoes
since I have been in the service as we are
now. Two of tlie Color Guard march in

their stocking feet, and the color sergeant
has been without shoes for some time, and
refuses to do duty unless they furnis'h him
with shoes. We were distressing the enemy
and in distress ourselves.

Oct, 19, 1864,—We were routed out be-

fore daylight by cannonading and musketry
on our left. We soon heard that the rebs
had flanked the Nineteenth Corps and
driven them from the breastworks. We
fell in and stai'ted at a double quick to

their support. The Eighth and part of

the Nineteenth Corps had fallen back in

confusion, and the Sixth took the front.

After desperate fighting we v^^ere forcea

back from time to time, sometimes rally-

ing, driving the rebs and retaking lost

ground. Just befoa^e we received the first

fire our brigade had commenced to buihl

breastworks on top of a 'hill, and right

thru a - burying-ground belonging to the

city of Middletown. The rebs here ad-
vanced in line of battle to within a few
yards of us, and we fell back, but rallied

and drove the irebs. W^e then received ;i

terrible shelling for 15 or 20 minutes,
and fell back again. Our Brig. Gen. Bid-
well was carried off the field mortally
wounded. Our corps lost six pieces of

artillery. W^e built temporairy breastworks,
and lay here till 3 p. m., when the whole
line charged, our brigade leading. We
were driven back in confusion, but the

rebs did not leave their stone wall. Sher-

idan asked us rather profanely where we
were going. We soon saw the right of

our line driving the rebs befoire them, and
we ag-ain went forward, and our division

cut the enemy's line in two and drove a

large portion of it to the left, our cavalry

pursuing them to Front Roval. During
the row today I felt a smart tap on the

side of my neck which, at the time, I sup-

posed to be a spent ball that had glanced
and struck me without doing any damiage,

but toniglit when I unrolled my blanket,

that had been strapned on the top of my
knapsack all day, I found that a bullet had
passed entirely through the roll close to

my neck, and punched my blanket full of

holes. Our of curiosity I counted them,
and found there were just 40 holes, but I

would rather have them in my blanket
than in my skin.

Oct, 20, 1864.—Water froze in the open
air last night. Last Fall it had frozen

in our canteens in our tents before this

time. We got our breakfast before day-
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light, struck tents and backed up, but
about sunrise we were ordered to pitcli
tents and go out and bury tlie dead, i
lielped bury Horace Chadborn, of ouir
company. George Converse, one of tlie

coiiDorals of the Color Guard, was found
dead. Many of our boys were terribly torn
to pieces by shell. The dead had been
stripped of their pants and blouse, and
some had not a rag left.

IN THE GKEx\.T VALLEY OF VIKOINIA.

Oct. 21, 1SG4.—Mild day. About 9 a.

m. our division moved across the creek
and camped a mile from Strasburg. Rebel
ambulances, portions of gun carriages,
dead horses and mules, etc., etc., line the
road from Cedar Creek to Strasburg, and
I know not how much farther. We passed
two rebel amputating tables, around which
were clothing, shoes, stocking-s, etc., and
the human gore showed there had been
much work done. Charles Harris and I

went over to see the captured artillery,
prisoners, etc. We saw 45 pieces of ar-
tillery, and was told that some had been
sent away. We saw about 1,500 prison-
ers, and among them 30 or more rebel of-

ficers.

Oct. 22. 1864.—Cold land windy. Ouv
regiment is busy building breastworks. 1

went out with David Small and examined
some caves near here. We went into one
about 200 feet.

Oct. 24. 18G4.—Cloudy, with some rain.

The boys are policing, buildino- breast-
works, and fixing up their tents. Samuel
Taylor went out and found a sheep and
some apples, which he brought into camp.
Chaplain Adams made us a call. We
signed the pay-roll and expected to be paid
off, but thev tell us that the paymaster is

considerable etc., etc., and could not at-

tend to business.
Nov. 1, 1864.—-Our division was re-

viewed by Gen. Getty. It appears that
the high mountain on our left, over which
the rebels marched single file on th^

nisiht of the 18th of October,
_
is called

Massanuttea Mountain. Our division have
con.structed a strong abattis in front ot

our breastworks. Everythings is quiet

and camn life drags on as usual.

Nov. 6. 1864.—Rainy. I worked most
all day for Capt. Swan, Co. H. making
out the annual (returns for the Adjutant
Genernl of Maine. We hear tonight that

Gen. Shei-idan is very sick, having^ been
poisoned by eating a piece of pie or

cheese.

THE SOLDTEES VOTIIS^G FOR PRESIDENT.

Nov. 8, 1864.—Yesterday and today we
have felt almost sure of an attack from
the rebs, and have consequently toeen on
our guard on our flanks and in the rear.

Today was the National Election. It was

conducted by the three senior officers of
the regiment. Whole number of votes
cast in our regiment, 189. Lincoln re-
ceived 154, and McClellan, 35.

Nov. 9, 1864.-—Rainy most of the day.
At daylight we moved across the creek.
We marched through Middletown, New-
ton, and camped in line of battle about
four miles south of Winchester. A largo
body of cavalry went back to try and dra^v
the rebs into an engagement with us. Wo
understand that if they don't Sg'ht, we
shall go into Winter quarters on Bunker
Hill, between W^inchcster and Martins-
burg. We marched about 15 miles today.
Wood and ^^ater scarce.

Nov. 10, 1864.—Warm and windy. Or-
ders from bi'igade headquarters to make
ourselves comfortable and build up good
tents if we wished to.

Nov. 11, 1864.—Cold and windy. Our
company with some others, made a raid
on a woolen mill last night, and brought
off nearly all the inside wood, doors,
shelves, partitions, etc.. before the owner
could get a guard on it. Charlie Harris
and I have worked nearly all day bring-
ing stuff from a fence to build our tent
with. Skirmishing in front most of the
day. Our cavalry pickets were driven

—

but we took our turn at driving and the
rebs skedaddled back. Our brigade was
detailed to build a fort. One of ihe boys
in the 143d N. Y. received a letter con-
taining information he did not like and
he told his tent-mate that he intended to

shoot himself that night while on guard.
He was as good as his word. The ball

passed through his body below the right

breast. I saw him this morning lying on
the ground by the doctor's tent. He was
not then dead, but was breathing very
shoirt.

Nov. 12, 1864.—^We .stood under arms an
hour before daylight expecting a row. We
formed in line 15 or 20 rods in front of

camp, and brought rails to build a breast-

work. There is heavy skirmishing in

firont all day. but the boys keen right on
building their Winter quarters.

Nov. 13. 1864.—We stood under arms
again before daylight. I was detailed to

help finish Adjutant Grenier's tent, and
worked there most of the day. This
morning the Nineteenth Corps drove the

rebs back to Front Royal, from Avhence
they came, capturing 150 prisoners, two
pieces of artillery and many wagons.

Nov. 15, 1864.—Rain. The trees are

covered Avith ice. I was aibout sick yes-

terday and did very little work. This
morning we put on the roof and moved
into our new tent. In the p. m. I was
detailed to build a chimney for the Colo-

nel's cook. In the evening Ricker and
Harris went off and found an old door and
some boards to use in our tent.
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ANOTHER THANKSGIVING DAY.

Nov. 24, 18G4.—Pleasant. For the past
veeek we have been improving our tents
which we have developed into tine Winter
quarters. We have also completed our
breastworks. About noon oua- regiment re-
ceived a lot of turkeys, enough for the
officers, but only two for 35 or 40 pri-
vates.

Nov. 29, 1864.—I 'have been sick for
several days. David Jones, who deserted
the other day, was brought back. He for-
feits all pay due him up to his trial—$10
peir month for three months—^and is to
make up lost time. He gets oat of the
scrape cheap at that.

Dec. 3, 1864.—Pleasant. The Third Di-
vision of our corps moved before daylight
in the direction of Washington. In the
evening our regiment moved a mile or so
to the right to support a battery at Ft.
Rickett, which had been left iby the Third
Division.

Dec. 8, 1864.—Very cold and v,'indy. We
have been having all kinds of drills foj*

days past. The drills with inspections and
dress parade have taken the most of our
time. Tonight we have orders to be ready
to move at daylight. We hear that we
are going to Petersburg, and that the
First and Third divisions of our corx)s are
already at City Point. The Eighth and
Nineteenth Corps, which never fight, are
to remain here and occupy our comfortable
Winter quarters.

Dec. 9, 1864.—Cold and cloudy with
some snow. We turned out at 3 a. m.,
and moved at sunrise. The Eig'hth Corps
moved in and took possession of our camp-
ground as soon as we left it, but they
were not quick enoug'h, for some of the
boys had given away much of their lumber
to the Nineteenth Corps boys, and some •

had set fire to theirs. We passed thru
Winchester at 10 a. m., and instead of
turning to the right as usual kept straight
on. We went four oir five miles farther
and halted at Stevens Station, where we
took cars about 3 p. m., and after waiting
till sunset started on. It was snowing and
many of the boys 'had to ride on top of the
box-cars all night, and suffered much. I

was fortunate in getting into a box-car,
where we had a stove, and kept comfort-
able. We made slow progress, standing
still a great pairt of the time. In the
morning we found four inc'hes of snow on
the ground.

Dec. 10, 1864.—At daylight we found
ourselves moving over a decidedly crooked
road. We passed Elba Furnace, went
thru a long tunnel, passed Relay House,
and reached Washington about dark. Wf
halted and stacked arms in the street and
drew rations. The Sanitary Commission
furnished us with hot coffee and boiled

pork, wliich was a great benefit, as we
were cold, tired and hungry. We stopped

,

about two hours and then went on
board transports. Many of the boys are
beastly diunk, and two or three have fail-

en overboard.
Dec. 11, 1864.—Very cold. I slept very

well last night, though there was much
fighting and disgraceful yelling among the
drunks. I slept on deck, and in the
morning found myself wet thru as it ihad

framed duriilg the night. It is very rough
this p. m., and many of us are seasick.

Dec. 12, 1864.—Cold. We landed at
City Point at 2 p. m. We went up to tn«
depot, and waited till evening for a train
to take us to the front We took plat-
form cars, went 8 or 10 miles, and on
landing found the remainder of our corps
in camp. We camped in the edge of a
pine woods. There is considerable build-
ing going on here in the shape of govern-
ment barracks.

Dec. 13, 1864.—^Cold. About noon we
packed up and moved to the front three
miles land camped where the Second
Corps were, behind strong breastworks.
This is where Hancock drove back the
rebs Oct. 18, and gained the Weldon R. R.
Wood plenty, water good and nearby.

Dec. 14, 1864.—All hands out staking
the streets and getting stuff foir building
tents. Our picket line is about 400 yards
from the rebel picket line, and they wish
to exchange papers with our boys, but are
not allowed to do so. In the evening both
lines on our right commenced tiring on
each other and kept it up all night.

Dec. 15, 1864.—The Lieut. Col. let me
have a team to get up some timber for

my tent. I find it very haa*d to get out
the timber, as we have only a little axe to

work with, and nothing but hard pine logs

to build with.

ANOTHER MILITARY EXECUTION,

Dec. 16, 1864.—Pleasant. I started off

in the moirning to borrow a pail to boil

our potatoes in, but as I could not find

one, I split the difference and went to see
three men hanged. They belonged to the
First Division of the Second Corps which
lies at our left. These men were taken,
dressed in rebels' clothes, in the Shenan-
doah Valley ; were brought here, tried and
found guilty of desertion to the enemy,
and sentenced to be hanged. If they had
deserted to go home I shoud have felt

some pity foT them.
Dec. 18, 1864.—I am without tent-mates

today. Arthur Brown^ is on picket, Ricker
policing, and Harris is away on bis own
business, having been mustered out today,

and is now a citizen. He gets his dis-

charge as a supernumerary non-commis-
sioned officer rendered so by the consoli-
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dation of the 5th, Gth and 7th Maine regi-
ments. This moirning- there were 100
guns fired in honor of the taking of Sa-
vannah by Sherman,

Dec. 19, 1864.—The rebs made a dash
on oiir picket line and captured a few vi-
dets la.st night. Harris started tor home
this morning. A long string of orders
were read on dress parade, but we cannot
be expected to hear all that Adj't Gus
Grenier mumbles or whispers about out
of doors. I caught one item, which was
that officers might wear the privates over-
coats to protect themselves from the rebel
sharpshooters. They ou^ht to have um-
brellas to protect themselves from shells.

Dec. 20 1864.—It commenced raining in
the night, and w'hen we awoke at day-
light we found our tent flooded, our blan-
kets wet, our hardtack soaked into soft-
tack, sngar dissolved and salt missing.
The water was running under the tent in

streams. Ricker came in from picket and
found a sorry looking home. It rained all

dav.
Dec. 21, 1864.—Very cold. Water

freezes in our canteens all day. We have
been at work on our fireplace and chim-
ney today. W> stockade it outside and
mud it inside. While rolling a log up lo
the tent tonight after dark Rickeir fell

into the well, which is about six feet deep
and full of water. Fortunately, he had a
change of clothes, which he drew yester-
day.

Dec. 23, 1864.—Cold and windy. We
built our chimney higher and it draws
well. We learn that 200 of the rebs came
in and gave themselves up today. Three
moire deserters were hanged todav.

Dec. 24. 1864.—Warmer. I had to make
and hang a door to the Adjutant's tent.

They are said to be short of rations in

Richmond. So are we here. Yesterday
the boys were yelling "Hardtack." and
today they are yellina: louder than ever.

We drew no irations till evening, and then
there was nothing but whisky.

Dec. 27, 1864.—I split out some slabs
for a floor. The poor citizens at home
cannot imagine how much we enjoy oui'

little 'houses. But we are short of rations
and 'had no dinner today. Our men are
building breastwoaks in the rear and also

on ouir left, which looks as if Ave might
expect company by and by.

Dec. 31, 1864."—Ground covered with
snow. I have been doing writing on the
muster-rolls and fixing up our tent for the

past few days. There was sharp musketry
this morning, and we fell in expecting an
attack, and stood under arms longer than
we liked in the cold storm. AVe soon
hea;rd that 150 rebs had come in and given
themselves up. They were fired on by
their own men and our pickets.

REVIEWING THE PAST YEAR.

Jan. 1, 1865.—Very cold. The ground
is frozen. I received a diary and letters
from home. In reviewing the past year I

can see much to be thankful for. I have
passed thru many desperate encounters
with the enemy, and witnessed such scenes
as I hope never again to behold. A cruel
year ; made up of horrors, suffering and
mourning. During the year there have
fallen by my side in the Color Guard aiou^
three killed and four wounded. In one
instance (May 10th) every man of the
Color Guard but myself, that was in the
battle, was killed or wounded, and though
I planted the flag on the enemy's breast-
works, and afteirward brought it safely
off the field, I received not even a scratch.
Once, in the battle of May 12th, while
rallying in the 'hottest of the fi,ght, I had
both the State and National flags in my
hands at the same time, and came off un-
harmed. The boys say, "You are in a dan-
gerous place ; I would not be there." The
Chaplain says to the Color Guard : "You
are the ones they fire at, and by and by
they will pick you off." But the Great
General of events lias favored me thus
fair, and may He continue to do so. 1

'have worked pretty busily for the first

Sabbath of the year ; have put stops
around our tent door, fixed up a mantle
piece, and fitted up our tent in many ways.

Jan, 2, 1865.—Warmer. We built our
chimney four fefet higher. Edwairds has
dug an oven in the fireplace, in which to

bake beans. eW are going to christen it

tonight.
Jan. 3. 1865.—Snow. I went up to see

the new Fort, on an elevation at our
right. They put in a battery of 12-pound
Parrots today. Brown and Ricker are at

work on the abattis. Our baked beans
came out beautifully. We are rather short
of rations just now.

Jan. 5, 1865.—Yesterday the rebs ad-
vanced their pickets a few roads, but no
shots w^ere fired. This morning our boys
went out with a flag of truce and ambu-
lances, to get the dead bodies that have
been lying unburied since the Fifth Corps
made their charge Oct. 1, and gained the

railroad.
Jan, 8, 1865.—I went out on the picket

line to carry Edwards a letter, and look

about, I had never been out there since

we came to this ground.
^
Our boys and

the rebs are walking their posts in full

view of each otheir, and no shots are ex-

chan^'ed.
Jan. 0, 1865.—Pleasant. About 5 a. m,

we were aroused by a volley of musketry
on the picket line directly in front of us.

A few random shots followed,^ and then all

was quiet. At noon we received mforma-
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tion that about 75 rebs, under cover of
the nig'ht and secreted by their old breast-
works, which Tuii at right angles with, and
across the t^Yo picket lines, crawled up to
within a few yards of our videts, arose,
gave a volley and charged on our line. The
most of our pickets fled panic-sticken leav-
ing g-uns, blankets, haversacks and all,
which the rebs hastily gathered up and
hurried back to their own lines, taking
with thei-r plunder 20 or more prisoners.
Our regiment lost eight men in the deal.
Toward night the rebs and our boys had a
jolly time joking each other atoout'it, but i

think the Johnnies ha dthe best of it. Th(!
Color Guard was detailed to build the
Chaplain a tent.

Jan. 13, 18(55.—Our Color Guard is now
to consist of 11 Corporals and a Sergeant.
I have given my spare time for several
days to the study of tactics. Last night a
couple of rebs came into our lines. They
say their works are much stronger than
ours, their breastworks heavier, and thej/
have three lines of abattis, while we only
have two but they say we have a great
many moire men than they have. They
state that their rations yesterady consisted
of half a pint of cornmeal. Corp. Mor-
gan one of our pickets taken prisoner the
other day sent a watch he had borrowed
of Sergt. Plummer in by one of these de-
serters who delivered it to headquarters.
Corp. Morgan gave them instructions how
to get into our lines as they told him they
were going to desert.

"cleanliness is next to godliness.

Jan. 15, 1865.—Pleasant. Regimental
inspectin i nthe morning, and two men
from each company were sent to the Colo-
nel's tent for rigid inspection. The Colo-
nel unbottoned their collars and stripped
up their sleeves, to see if all was clean.
Those who "passed muster" were excused
from all fatigue, picket, and guard duty
for two weeks,—but do not get a furlough,
as they expected. David Small and I were
put under arrest for going out on the
picket lines. A sin of ignorance, and we
were not committed to the guard house.

Jan. 17, 1865.—Pleasant. Last night
we received a new National flag foir our
regiment. We now have an entire new
set of colors, guidons and all. Orders are
out that we must wash out feet twice a
week, and our bodies once. I think I shall
wash as often as I please.

Jan. 22. 1865.—Rainy day. We have a
new recruit in our company named Holler-
ant. I am again notified that I am in

charge of these two tents, and responsible
for those who occupy them, and am to have
roll call three time a day. I have not
tended roll-call wihle on the Color Guard
for the last two vears.

Jan. 24, 1865.—^There w^as cannonading
in the direction of Dtch iGap all last
night, and continued till 9 a. m. today. We
understand that our fleet of gunboats
started yesterad morning to make a pass-
age through the canal while the watQr is

high.
Jan, 27, 1865,—The rebs are very anx-

ious to tared papers with us, so they can
hear about the late affai rat Dutch Gap.
Our baked beans this morning were a fail-

ure. Have been working foir iLeut. Phin-
ney for a few days doing writing.

Jan. 28, 1865.—Cannonading in the di-

rection of the river, and we hear that the
Fifth Corps are 'having a fight.

Jan. 29, 1865.—Cold. The orderly has
difficulty in finding a "best looking man"
to send to regimental headquarters. Forty-
six new recruits came into the regiment
today. Ten of them came to our company,
and two of them came to our tent to stop
till they can get up a tent of their own.
One of them is a Portuguese, and can un-
derstand very little English. The most of

them are foreigners. About 100 stairted,

but only 46 got here without deserting.
Feb. 1, 1865.—Warm. The recruits were

assigned to their companies. We get 1(>

of them, and now have 83 names on the
rolls. Brother Samuel Verrill called this

p. m. We went over to the Provost
Guard to Sergt. Libby's tent, and had a

good time. There were seven lodgers in

our tent tonight. Received orders to be
ready to move, and the ambulances are
taking the sick to the hospitals.

Feb, 2, I860.—Warm and pleasant I

Avent out to our picket line with Samue'
to see the rebel pickets relieved, Ther<^

didn't seem to be as many as usual, and
our pickets said the rebel cars had been
uncommonly busy all night. Samul had
but 24 hours' furlough, and started back
at noon. His regiment is near City Point.

It is detached, and at work with the En-
gineer Corps, building fortifications and
doing picket duty.

Feb. 5, 1865.—Pleasant. The camp was
aroused at 3 a. m. with orders to be ready
for marching. We hear that the Fifth
Corps moved last night on a raid. There
was brisk cannonading at 5 p. m. In the
evening some of the Fifth Corps amibu-'

lances came in with wounded and report

that there had been fighting ever since

dfivlight, and had driven the rebs two
miles and were intending to make a grand
chairge at 5p. m. Nearly all the Second
Corps has moved.

Feb. 6, 1865.^Cold. The First Divi-

sion of our corps moved last night. The
fighting yesterday was about three miles

on our left. We make a great display of

drilling today, to let the rebs know there
is still a force here.

Feb. 7, 1865.—We had snow, hail, sleet
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and rain alternately all the forenoon.
Everything is covered with ice. We v^^ere
turned out at 4 a. m. and stood under
arms, as we expected an attack from the
nenemy. We broke ranks at daylight, ana
all was quiet till 2 p. m., when we heard
a battery smartly at work far a short time,
accompanied by musketry, and it seemed
but a short distance from us. At 5 p. m.
the same was repeated, and it looks as if

we had lost ground. We understand that
the result of the late movement of our
troops was to straighten and shorten the
lines.

Feb. 9, 1865.—Oold. On dress parade
an order was read that I should enter im-
mediately on the duties of regimental mail
carrier.

Feb. 11, 1865.—Pleasant. Helped Sergt.
Maj. Robinson on the description lists of
recruits, yesterday and today. Two days'
mail came this evening.

Feb. 13, 1865.—Cold. I collected the
mail and carried it out to the brigade post-
master and had to wait till nearly mid-
night for the incoming mail. Fourteen
rebs have come into the picket line in
front of our corps within tTie last 24 hours.
They say their boys wanted them to have
our pickets stick up some white paper if

they got in safely, and their whole regi-
ment would come in next Friday, as they
would be on picket again then.

Feb. 14, 1865.^Cold. Today T am given
a new musket and equipments and told lo
go on parades and inspections when it will

not interfere with my other duties. This
is not so agreeable, but I can afford to do
it as long as I escape picket and fatigue
duty. No mail tonight.

REBEL DESERTERS COMING TO US.

Feb. 16. 1865.—Received the mail about
1 a, m. The poem "Enoch Arden" came
from home, and sat up till I had read it

thru. The rebs desert to our lines eveiry

day. I spent most of the day sewing
stripes onto my pants and mending my
clothes.

Feb. 17, 1865.—Rainy. The mail ar-

rived about noon. A heavy detail went
out to work on the fort this morning. Sev-
enteen rebs came in to our pickets this

evening and 19 to the pickets of the Ninth
Corps. They say that 15 or 20 of their

regiment deserted tlie other night, but in-

stead of coming to our lines they started

for Kentucky.
Feb. 18, 1865.—Warm and pleasant.

Have been doing writing for Capt. Mer-
rill of Co. B and Lieut. Phinney of Co. F.

No mail tonight. Seven rebs came into

our lines in front of our brigade. They
say the rebs are moving their camps 'back,

and intend to be meddling with us soon.
Our "look-out" in the observatory says
the same.

Feb. 21, 1865.—The frogs are singing
merrily this evening, and it seems quite
spring-like. Our regiment received 45 re-
cruits this p. m., and we now numbar about
400 muskets.

Feb. 22, 1865.—There was various drills
today at which I was present. We re-
ceived orders to be ready to move at a
rnoment's notice. I brought in the mail a
little past midnig^ht.

Feb. 24, 1865.—Rainy night. Consid-
erable firing on the picket line last nig'ht,

and this morning we had the pleasure of
seeing 54 Johnnies marcTi thru our camp.
They had come in during the night. The
officers are practicing the ^

bayonet drill

in the church. No mail tonight.
Feb. 25, 1865.—Rainy all day. The de-

serters say their folks are evacuating Pe-
tersburg and Richmond. There was shell-

ing on our right in the afternoon. Had
two mails today.

Feb. 28, 1865.—Rainy. Have been
doing writing for different officers for the
past few days. There is great cheering on
the rebel picket line, and our boys are
yelling, "Come in, Johnny ; come in." A
deserter has since come in and says they
had a ration of whisky served out to them,
which accounts for the cheering.
March 1, 1865.—I have been helping

Maj. Sumner on the muster rolls. 1

brought in the mail at 8 p. m. I have
been lying in my tent tonight, listening to

the bullets whistle over it. It appears
that the Johnnies are deserting to our
lines and their boys are firing at them,
but they are careful to fire high and not
hit them.
March 3, 1865.—I put in my spare

time writing for the officers. Last night
22 Johnnies came into our lines. There
was smart shooting on their side at_ the
time, but no one was hurt, and they didn't

intend there should be. We are always
glad to hear firing on the picket line now,
for we know what it means and our pick-

ets do not return the fire.

March 8, 1865.—Warm. Have been
doing writing at regimental headquarters.
I am now informed that in future I am
to keep the "great book" posted. I com-
menced on it today. They keep adding
to my work every day. I brought in the
mail at 9 p. m.
March 9, 1865.—There was an unusual

amount of picket firing last night, and
this morning five more rebs passed
through our camp, bringing their arms and
equipments with them. They say we are
whipping them faster now, while lying

quietly in front of them, than ever before.

March 11, 1865.—There was one man
shot and another hung for desertion to-

day. Am having trouble with my eye. I

received the mail about midnight.
March 14, 1865.—Warm. I have been
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sick and excused from duty for the last
three days. Have been in bed all day.
We received orders to be ready to move
at short notice with four days' rations.
March 15, 1865.—^Very windy. In the

morning we received orders to appear im-
mediately on division review, heavy march-
ing order. The boys came back covered
with dust. The sutlers are moving off

and everything is being packed up for a
general move.
March 16, 1865.—'Very windy. Chim-

neys are tumbling over, and the air is

full of dust. Our boys are tearing up the
track and taking down the water tank at
this place. We hear that Sheridan's
cavalry are this side of the James River
in this vicinity.

March 18, 1865.—Pleasant. Today
while our sharpshooters were out drilling

they shot one of our men here in camp
and he has since died.

March 21, 1865.—^^Heavy rain storm.
Our boys have built a dam here, and we
now have quite a pond. It is getting very
much like Summer.
March 25, 1865.—Pleasant, with some

rain in the afternoon. At 4 a. m, the rebs
attacked Fort Hell and took it, but our
folks immediately retook it, and captured
all the rebs who had muskets in that
direction ; it was near Meade's Station
and about seven miles from where our
regiment lies. About 8 a. m. we had
orders to strike tents and be ready to
move at once. Soon after cannonading
and musketry commenced near by on our
left. About noon our regiment moved out
there and were soon engaged with the
rebel picket line. During the afternoon our
brigade made two charges under a heavy
cross fire of artillery and in the face

_
of

musketrv. and took the rebel rifle pits.

Another time the rebs charged on them,
and by reason of a flank fire drove them
back. Between 4 and 5 p. m. we heard
a heavy conflict of musketry a couple of
miles down on our left, and cannonading
all along the line. At night our forces
had gained nearly a mile of ground, and
held their position, but I can't see that it

amounts to much. I was left in camp
and felt sadly out of place, for never be-
fore has my regiment been in battle and I

not been with them. I received the mail
and had it all ready to deliver when the
regiment came in at 9 p. m. Our iregi-

ment lost five killed and 56 wounded.
March 27, 1865.—I am not very well,

and have been in bed most of the day.
The rebs attacked our lines down on the
right, but it did not amount to rnuch.
At the same time they charged our picket
line directly in front of us. They gained
a little ground and we expected a battle,

but it amounted to little more than
picket firing. We hear ttiat Sheridan has

come up here with infantry and 22,000
cavalry.
March 29, 1865.—Rainy. We hear that

Lieut. Hunter is dead. The General held
a council of war at City Point yesterday.
In the morning our brigade was ordered
to pack up for marchinf^^ but after waiting
all day, we spent the night here. The
Second and Fifth Corps have gone with
Sheridan to the left. The other brigades
of our corps have not struck tents, but are
out drilling.

March 30, 1865.—Warm, rainy day. We
hear cannonading down on our right.

About noon we hear firing off to the left,

which we suppose to be on account of

Sheridan's advance. It is reported that
Sheridan has taken the rebel line of

works.
April 1, 1865.—Pleasant. At 4 a. m.

we fell in under arms and hardly got in

line when a rapid cannonading was heard
about two miles away.

April 2, 1865.—Our regiment had three
killed and 25 or 30 wounded in the row
today.

April 3, 1865.—Pleasant. I left camp
about 8 a. m. and joined the regiment at
noon. We matrched till 4 p. m., and went
into camp.

April 4, 1865.—We moved at 7 a. m.,
passing squads of prisoners and captured
guns. We encamped about 10 p. m., hav-
ing marched about 12 miles.

April 5, 1865.—Pleasant. We marched
at a quick pace from 5 to 9 a. m. and
halted. When we started again I threw
away my rubber and woolen blankets.
We marched two hours without stopping
through a miserably muddy country, halted
a short time in the afternoon and then
marched till 7 p. m. and camped. We
hear that a brigade of rebs gave them-
selves up to our cavalry, and that Sheri-
dan has captured and burned a large por-
tion of their wagon trains.

April 6, 1865.—Cool. We marched at
7 a. m., circling around till we halted" at
noon, just where we started from in the
morning. The pack mules move in the rear,
and today I led one of them for the first
time, so as to get my load along a little

easier, but I didn't make much by it, as
I was obliged to wade in the mud up to
my knees. In the afternoon we passed a vil-
lage where there had been a fight. There
were two lines of breastworks. About 5
p. m. we came up with the First and Third
Divisions engaged with the rebs. We
drove them on, but the First Division was
badly cut up. We pursued them three or
four miles, and captured a long line of
supply wagons loaded with potatoes, mo-
lasses, bacon, etc., which was very accep-
table. We encamned at 8 p. m. wMth the
rebs just ahead of us.

April 7, 1865.—Cold and rainy. We,
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started at 9 a. m. and marched till 3
p. m. and halted. We passed the scene of
an encounter and saw some of our men
lying dead. We crossed the railroad at
Rice's Station and came in sight of a long
bridge on fire, but it was soon put out.
We passed many burning wagons. Soon
after we halted the cavalry had a fight.

We hear that Gen. Thomas has taken
Lynchburg, and that Gen. Lee proposed
to surrender when we came upon him so
unexpectedly. We moved across the river
after dark anvl camped.

April 8, 1865.—Pleasant. All was quiet
and we did not turn out till after sunrise.
Vve marched at noon and appear to be
train-guard. Gen. Lee sent in a flag of truce
today, to know on what condition he could
surrender. He was answered "Uncondi-
tionally." It did not suit him, so he trav-
eled. We are after him. We passed
about 100 wagons and a great amount of
stores on fire. We camped at 4 p. m.,
having marched about 12 miles. We cap-
tured eight cannon and some wagons this

afternoon that were stuck in the mud.
April 9, 1865.—We marched from 5 a.

m. till 2 p. m., when we came up with
Lee's army. The Second Corps was in ad-
vance of us, and had an engagement whilo
moving. About 3 p. m. came a flag of

truce, and soon after it was rumored that
Lee had surrendered. About 5 we were
officially informed that Lee had surren-
dered his army. There were five corps of
us and the air was immediately filled

with hats ; the cheering was tremendous,
the batteries fired salutes and there was a
general high time of rejoicing.

April 10, 1865.—Rainy. I am quite
sick and obliged to keep quiet all day. At
night I found myself so weak that it was
all I could do to collect and carry the
mail. Sent letter home.

April 11, 1865.—Rained most all day.
It is with much difficulty that I can walk
this morning. The doctor came to see me
and gave me a pass to ride in the ambu-
lance. Someone carried my things to the
road for me. We commenced moving
back at 7 a. m. and went 20 miles over
a miserable road, and encamped about .5

p. m. I have eaten nothing all day, but
find myself much better and stronger to-

night.
April 12. 1865.—Cloudy. I felt pretty

well this morning. I got my knapsack
carried on a mule and managed to keep
\\r\ with the regiment. It was an easy
march, but hard for me.

April 13, 1865.—Rainy. At 7 a. m. we
moved about a mile, and then waited about
three hours for bridges to be built, and
after all waded knee deep in water to
cross the river. We marched rapidly in

the afternoon and reached the Junction
about 4, where I saw N. P. Downing. A

couple of miles farther on we camped. At
8 p. m. I received nine days' mail, and it

took till past midnight to assort and dis-
tribute it.

April 20, 1865.—Warm, with showers.
Toward night we received news officially

that Johnston had surrendered his army.
The First Brigade of the First Division of
our Corps had an illumination. They had
candles burning on each end of their tents
and on the pine trees.

April 23, 1865.—This was a cool, windy
day for marching. I threw away my
blanket in the morning, and came into
camp without any. We marched on the
railroad most of the day, and made about
20 miles. We camped about 6 p. m.
near Burkesville.

April 24, 1865.—Quite cold. We marched
about 20 miles today and passed many fine

residences. This part of the country is

much better than that we passed through
yesterday. We marched on the railroad
part of the way, some along where our
cavalry tore up the track. We camped at
5 p. m. near a river, and laid a pontoon
bridge the first part of the night.

April 25, 1865.—Cold. We moved at
7 a. m., but made little progress the
first few hours. We crossed the river,

and five miles farther on came to a vil-

lage called Mt. Laurel. We are now in

Halifax Co. We marched 16 miles and
the hardest march since we started.

April 26, 1865.—Warm. We started
a.bout 7 a. m., crossed the river to a little

village called Boston, and soon after passed
a courthouse, from which our colors were
flying. We marched about 25 miles and
camped.

April 27, 1865.—We marched before
daylight, our brigade leading. We crossed
the Dan River at 11 a. m., and found
ourselves in Danville, having marched 17
miles in five hours. We have had good
marching weather for the last five 'Jays,

and have come about 110 miles. On en-
tering the city three regiments were imme-
diately posted as guard along the streets.
Lieut.-Col. Fletcher is Provost Marshal
of the place. The Color Guard, Serg't-
Maj. Sturdy and myself, occupy the city

hall and rooms attached. Our colors are
hoisted over the hall. The citizens are
glad to see us, as they had been badly
treated by their own soldiers. A few
hours after we reached here a little paper
called "The Sixth Corps" was issued. It

only had one pa""'^ but sold readily for

25 cents a copy.
April 28, 1865.—Pleasant. I went

down to the river and had a good swim,
and washed my clothes. I visited one of

the to^bacco warehouses that had been
used for a prison. Danville must have
been a thriving place once.

May 9, ^b.,o.—Have been busy for the
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past ten days doing writing for the officers.

The Colonel wanted me to work in the
Provost Marshal's office, but I have been
engaged by the sutler. Jay Harmon and
I now mess together. We have a negro
cook and live high.
May 16, 1865.—It has been rather dull

in camp for the past week. The Third Di-
vision of our Corps moved this morning.
They took cars for Alexandria. We ex-
pect to move in a few days.
May 18, 1865.—We had a small tor-

nado today. I took down the sutler's

tent this A. M., and moved the goods
down town. I have orders to take no
more mail. In the evening I went to see
Mr. Broom, the sutler, who paid me liber-

ally for the ten days I have worked for
him.

iviay 20, I860.—Heavy showers. I paid
my negro for the time he has 'been with
me, gave him some old clothes and dishes,

and dismissed him. We broke camp at 2
p. m., took the cars at Danville, but made
slow progress.
May 21, 1865.—We reacher Burkesville

Junction at 7 a. m. One of the boys
slipped under the cars and had his leg

smashed. We reached Manchester at 1

p. m., moved a mile back from the river

and camped. I had a good view of Rich-
mond today for the first time, though I

have seen the church spires before, under
other conditions.
May 23, 1865.—Yesterday I went to

Richmond. I visited the Capitol, Jefif

Davis's house, now Gen. Halleck's head-
quarters, Libby Prison, and examined the
underground tunnel through which some of
the prisoners escaped. Castle Thunder,
and other places of less note. I did not
find Richmond such a mean and sunken
place as I have heard it called. It is a
pretty city, and much larger than I ex-
pected to find it. It is situated on a range
of hills, or rather on a highland, though
a portion of the business part of the city

is on a flat by the river. It does not look
as if it had suffered much from the war,
except by the fire the rebs set before they
left, and which consumed a greater part
of the business portion of the city.

May 24, 1865.^Cool. We marched at

6 a. m. but did not cross the river till

nearly noon. We passed through Rich-
mond and camped near Hanover C. H. at

9 p. m., having marched 20 miles. The
earthworks here are not as strong as I

expected there were, and not so many of

them.
May 25, 1865.—Warm. We started at

6 a. m., and at 8 crassed the Pamunkey
River on pontoons. Soon after we got
off the road and went some four or five

miles out of our way, which didn't please
us very much. We encamped about 2

p. m. Some of the boys were overcome
with the heat today.

i»lay 26, 1865.—It rained in torrents to-

day. We moved about 9 a. m. and our
regiment led the corps ; marched 10 miles
and camped. The first thing was to pitch .

tents; the next was to strip off shirts,
pants, drawers and everything and wi'ing
out the water, after which we could get
about more easily to cook our dinner.
May 28, 1865.—It has cleared off and

is a good day to march. Our brigade
moved at 10 a. m., crossed the Mat River,
the Ta River, and halted for dinner. We
crossed Po River at 3 p. m., and a mile
farther crossed the Ny River ; four
branches that unite and form tfie Matta-
pony River. We camped three miles from
Fredericksburg.
May 29, 1865.—A beautiful day. We

moved at 6 a. m. and camped on Cem-
etery Hill, where the 7th Maine once
made a charge. I got a pass and went
into town for information about mail.
May 30, 1865.—Hot day. We marched

at 5 a. m., passed through Fredericksburg
and crossed the Rappahannock on pon-
toons. We crossed Potomac Creek and en-
camped at 3 p. m. on the south edge of
Prince William Co., having marched 15
miles.
May 31, 1865.—Hot ^ay. Our brigade

leads the corps today. We found good
roads and they were shady most of the
way. We marched 15 miles, and encamped
near Fairfax Station. I am very tired
and almost sick.

June 1, 1865.—Hot day. Our briirade

is in the rear today. We started about
7, but made slow progress. Passed Wo-'f
Shoals, Bull Run, halted an hour, then
marched seven miles and went into camp.
I received and distributed five days' maii.
June 2, 1865.—Very hot day. We

moved at 6 a. m., passed by Fairfax
about a mile from where we had en-
camped, and reached Bailey's Crossroads
at 11 a. m., but as other corps had taken
up the ground in that vicinity we went on
two miles farther and camped near a
stream where the Fifth Corps were lying.

This is a beautiful farming country. I

received another five days' mail, which is

all that is due. Two Captains were dis-

honorably dischairsred and their swords
broken in the presence of their brigade
today.
June 3, 1865.—Ho<c day. We are near

Bailey's Crossroads, and have been very
busy making tents and policing the
grounds. We have to go some distance for
tent poles. The Fifth Corps had not med-
dled with the fences here, but we had not
been in camp 15 minutes till they had all

been confiscated.
June 8, 1865.—Very warm and oppres-
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sive. The Sixth Corps was reviewed at
Washington, but the unarmed men did not
have to go ; they had a hard day's work
of it. The Maine State Agency furnished
a collation for the 1st Maine Regiment.

June 11, 1865.—Pleasant. Ouir Chap-
lain, Colimore Purington, of Aroostook,
Me., preached his fairewell sermon today.
June 19, 1865.—The "two year men" of

our regiment have been mustered out, and
started for home today.

June 21, 1865.—A pair of boxing gloves
were brought into the regiment and the
boys are having a good deal of sport wiiu
them. Some of the Third Division were cele-
brating their "muster out" till midnight.
There were about 100 of them with can-
dles stuck in their muskets for torches,
marching with drum corps music. At
midnight the drummers beat the ireveille

to turn out the "happy ones" to get
ready to march to Washington and take
the cars for home.
June 25, 1865.—Warm. Our brigade

was in for an illumination last night, and
had their tents decorated with candles.
There was a torch-light Drocession and
much cheering. We moved about two
miles this morning, and I pitched my tent
in a good location, but the flies were fierce

June 27, 1865.—Have been working at

brigade headquarters helping make mus-
ter rolls and discharge papers.

June 28, 1865.—Very warm day. Our
regiment was mustered out of the U. S.
service at division headquarters at 3 p.
m. Thank God. I am once more a citizen.
June 29, 1865.—Very warm. We turned

out at 3 a. m. and our brigade moved at
5. We took breakfast at the Soldiers' Re-
treat, and afterwards received a few
crackers and some cheese from the State
Aid Society. We took the cars and left
Washington at noon.
June 30, 1865.—Pleasant. We reached

Philadelphia at 3 a. m. Marched across
the city and took a good breakfast at
Cooper Shop Refreshment Saloon. We
left the city at 7 a. m. and reached New
York at 4 p. m. and went on board the
steamer Galatea.

July 2, 1865.—Rainy day. We had a
good breakfast in Portland and reached
Camp Preble a little after daybreak.

July 3, 1865.—Beautiful day. I started
early in the morning, went to the city, and
got transportation to Lewiston, where I

arrived in the afternoon. Walked out
home to Minot. Thank God, the war is

over and I am at home again.
July 6, 1865.—I went back to Camp

Preble, where our regiment was paid off,

and received my discharge. I served the
United States four years, six months and
nine days, and received for that service
$1,465.75 and my board and clothes.

No Snail Pace for Sherman.

By J. D. Calehan, Staff Lieutenant Commanding Provost Guard, First Division, Sixth
Army Corps, Dubuque, Iowa.

Father Sherman, a Catholic priest and a
son of Gen. W. T. Sherman, in an inter-

view printed in the Chicago Record-Herald,
among other things about Gen. Sheridan's
starting for the front at Winchester, said

:

"The poem, 'Sheridan's Ride,' gives a
false impression concerning the details of

the historic feat accomplished by the great
civil war leader. The facts are that Gen,
Sheridan had returned from Washington
just prior to the battle and found his men
two or three miles away. He reached the
town at 10 o'clock at night and slept late

the next morning. He awoke at the sound
of artillery fire, and, after starting toward
the front, rode his horse at a snail's pace."

It seems strange that a man of Father
Sherman's standing would utter such an
absurditv. The idea that Gen. Sheridan
would go at a "snail's pace" when there

was excitement in the air, and that he
"found his men two or three miles away!"
As I made the same ride the same day, but
an hour or two behind the General, I can

say that he found his men (Sixth Corps)
in line of battle, over 13 miles away. Some
six or eight miles from Winchester there
were a great many stragglers going to the
rear, but they were not the men meant by
the author of "Sheridan's Ride." In my
opinion, and I have expressed it on all ap-
propriate occasions, our gallant General
was equivalent to a reinforcement of 5,000
men that day. I was at that time on duty
at headquarters. First Division, Sixth
Corps. I rode to Winchester the day be-

fore to visit a friend and comrade and was
back at my post by 11 o'clock on the 19th,

and had the honor of carrying a message
to Gen. Frank Wheaton, commanding the

First Division, Sixth Corps, from Gen.
Sheridan, who passed in rear of our di-

vision on his return from the right, where
he directed Gen. Crook to "Sail in and
push Early up the Valley." The order to

Gen. Wheaton was to advance his division

at once, as Crook was around on the right

and we must push them, and we did.



The Early Days of the War; a Retrospect.

By J. C. M. Hamilton, 110th Pa.. Beaver Falls, Pa.

I have often thought that the old sol-

diers of the Northern army had before
them a duty quite in keeping with the
great task which they completed at Ap-
pomattox. That is, in so presenting to
the rising generations the conditions m
the country at the outbreak of the civil

war and the real motives of those who
composed that wonderful army that fought
the battles for the Nation's existence.
And no better method exists than for the
soldiers themselves to speak.

I have been amazed at the greed with
which our young listen to the interest-
ing stories of the trials the men of those
days endured. Of course, I know The
National Tribune has been and is still

doing a noble work, and may the Lord
bless it, but it fails to reach many who
ought to know. There is a something that
needs to be built into the fabric of the
youth of this Republic that can only be
done by the newspaper press, and that is

a reverence for our institutions ; something
that ennobles the character, making it

strong, heroic and steadfast ; something
that will make our youth look at and
imitate the virtues and strength displayed
by our ancestry.
We of the Northern States have been

very remiss in an important duty. We
have allowed cranks to creep into the
body politic with various theories and
panaceas. Nearly the whole people have
been turned 'into a huge machine. They
have become so wedded to the capitalis-
tic idea of progress, that the older people
have forgotten what the younger class
never knew, and what the most of them
have scarcely ever heard of, because it is

not printed where they can read it;

namely, the daily papers or monthly or
weekly magazines, which educated people
are pleased to class asi higher literature.
These publications, or some of them,
when they come to treat of the men in the
ranks, wilfully traduce in some form or
manner the motives of those who gave
their all to save the country, making It

appear as if the soldier who was killed
was the only good soldier, and worthy of

their tears, and those who escaped with
their lives are simply sharks, living to

bleed the Treasury.

This sort of stuff is daily thrust into
the hands of our youth to read, and even
our school histories are tinctured with the
same ideas. The writers of the present
day know nothing about the darkest days
in our Nation's life, nor of the genuine
principle of self-sacrifice to save it that
enthused the young men and maidens dur-
ing civil war days. They judge the mo-
tives of the patriots of those days by the
self-seeking lust that controls today, a
condition due largely to two causes, viz,

the desire for great wealth and firm ideas
absorbed in foreign lands by those who
travel and ape the principles of those
countries in which are submerged the
poorest peoples that they may exploit their
own wealth. They forget that they would
have been no wealthy country to kill time
in had it not been for the sincerity of
those principles that were the life of the
great majority—^then—that enabled them
to unite into a cohesive, compact, irresist-

able body throughout the North to save
the Nation's life.

A short time ago I had a conversation
with several young people regarding the
motives which carried so many of our
youth into the army. I was perfectly as-
tonished at the lack of knowledge and
gross ignorance of almost all, and it was
a fairly representative body of what
might be termed the better educated of
that community. They had no comprehen-
sion of the services rendered by the sol-

diers during the civil war period. Scarce-
ly one of the number, and they were
nearly all college educated, and had stud-
ied the historical facts as taught in their
various schools, but tinged or colored to
suit the whim of the teacher who in-

structed them.
Some of them believed that the stories

which have been written or those which
they have listened to relative to those try-
ing days as to what the soldiers did or
endured were in part imaginary. Of
course, they admitted a little truth had
been mixed in the romances. I was
charged with coloring the facts and stated
incidents of personal knowledge which
were even mild, in comparison witji oth.ors

which we endured in those perilous days,
without a murmur. One of the parties, a
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prominent minister, less than 40 years of

age, and of foreign birth, and had never
studied the history of those times, nor
partaking of the spirit of patriotism that
grows from good seed if properly sown
on youthful minds.

Most of my young friends had been led

to believe it was a picnic for most of us,

to which men rushed hustling and jostling

each other to get there, just like a crowd
of boys will knock one another down to
get ahead to see the champion prize

fighter or a leading baseball player. One
actually had the idea that the soldiers of
'61-'65 went to obtain the bounties of-

fered, which he believed were given
throughout the entire period ; or else to

get on the prospective pension roll to en-

joy the munificent stipend doled out by
the iGovernment. I examined carefully
the cause of such gross ignorance, and
found it to be largely the result of want
of knowledge and of the inroads which
foreign immigration was making, as well

as the results of so much foreign travel
that has helped to destroy the reverence
for our institutions in those who travel,

and also in their descendants, as well as
the thousands whom they influence, sup-
planting patriotism with the selfish and
unhealthy pride of Europe, that seeks
self gratification, regardless of those who
suffer.

The continual onslaught on the lit-

tle dribs of pensions that the men re-

ceive who yet survive has much of its in-

spiration from the same source. This
money idea falls on willing ears, especial-

ly the young editors who have traveled
South and seem to know it all, and on
whose shoulders they think the destiny of

this Republic rests.

Another thing, the teaching in respect
to bottom facts relating to the causes of

the civil war, as well as to the valor of

those engaged, have been colored to favor
the sentiment of the enemies of the coun-
try in those days. Writers and lecturers

of the South and those of the North, and
their followers, who have been tinctured
by that element are incapable of seeing
what they owe the men who saved the
Nation's life. It is all right to die for

one's country or be maimed for life, or
constitutionally weakened, and then as

long as life lasts find that even our neigh-

bor has been taught to look upon us as
living off the charity of the Nation we
helped to make. Some who charge us
with such baseness have places to live in

comfort and peace, while we lost our op-

portunity to start with them on the road
to success at the very time in life^ when
the foundation of temporal success is laid.

After the above conversation, I asked
several of our daily papers to open their

columns for articles that would give the

actual incidents, as observed by the men
in the ranks, as well as picture the na-
ture of our service and what we were
compelled to endure ; but all declared
they had no room for such matter.

True, articles such as I speak of may
not be written so acutely, or with that
literary cleverness that some of the edi-

torial writers of the present day employ.
But, unfortunately for the people, such
writers know nothing about what the
people ought to know in respect to what
I speak of. People can read the history
of battles whether written correctly or
not, but personal and important incidents
are only known to the men. It is a good
thing we have The National Tribune, that
has done such noble work and stands ever
ready to do more. What we need is the
stories of the men themselves, and from
them the motives and actions of life can
be measured. Now, I will give some in-

cidents.

During the latter part of 1861 and the
early part of 1862, Gen. T. W. Lander
had charge of operations on the upper Po-
tomac. With the exception of wandering
bands, which now and then invaded that
section, frequently doing much damage
during their raids. The Confederate
army never occupied that portion of west-
ern Virginia long at any one time after-
ward. On Jan. 1, 1862, the rebel Gen.
Jackson, in command at Winchester, left
that place, marching a body of troops,
about 18,000 men to near Bath, striking
a small force of Union troops that occu-
pied the place. This command consisted
of the 13th Ind.—whose Colonel, Nathan
Kimball, was in command of post—the
39th 111. and two companies of the
8th 111. Cav. The 84th Pa., a regi-
ment that had been organized at
the same time and camp in which my
own regiment was, and was armed that
same day, joined Kimball's forces at about
the time Jackson's column struck his out-
posts. The Union forces, after consider-
able skirmishing, in which they lost 20 or
more men, were driven back across tlie

Potomac to Hancock, Md.
The 110th Pa., my own regiment, had

been organized at Camp Grossman, near
the town of Huntingdon, Pa., during
August and September, 1861 ; but, the
Government being unable to secure arms,
we had remained unarmed. The 84th and
our regiment left camp on Nov. 29, going
to Camp Curtin, at Harrisburg, where we
remained, drilling, until the last day of
December. On that day we received our
flag, which was presented to us in front of
the State House in a patriotic speech by
Gov. Curtin. The next day we boarded a
train of box ears that had brought cattle

and hogs from the West. They did not
take the care those times to keep the sol-
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diers' sleeping cars in as perfect order as
nowadays. Much of the offal of the cat-
tle and hogs was left in the cars, a fact
we did not know, for we crowded aboard
in the dark, and the cars were not sweet
smelling.

Next morning, at Hagerstown, Md., we
laid over one day. Prom thence we
marched 36 miles, to Hancock, arriving
about midnight, just after fighting had
ceased. Gen. Lander arrived at near the
same time we did, coming from the West,
accompanied by his staff and a small es-

cort of cavalry. The guns for arming our
regiment had been shipped from Wash-
ington a short time before, coming in a
canalboat. They were issued to us full

of tallow, having been packed and ship-

ped across the ocean from Belgium in that
condition.

Imagine our plig-ht. Coming, as it were,
from home, there having been little fight-

ing done by any of the soldiers that had
I)receded us and were well armed, while
we were now approaching, in the night of

our first day's march, a battlefield, the
last 11 miles in the darkness ; the roar
of cannon could be distinctly heard and
the flash of light from each discharge
plainly seen on the sky above. Snow
that had fallen the night before covered '

that mountain region several inches in

depth, and the weather was becoming cold,

the constant blasts cutting thru our cloth-
ing, causing much suffering. Then, again,
we were loaded down with little trinkets,

the presents of dear ones before leaving
home.
When we came within a couple of miles

of Hancock we met men, women and
children—^^the citizens of the town—strag-
gling along the road in the snow, having
been driven from their homes by the shells

of the enemy. I don't believe they were
a whit more scared than were we. It
was for us a very sudden and unexpected
baptism of war, and possibly as unique
an experience as any troops on entering
the army during the war. Next morning
Gen, Ashby brought over a flag of truce,
demanding our surrender, while we were
receiving and cleaning our guns. This
work we had to do by building fires in

the streets and melting the tallow out of

them. At this time, across the river,
_
in

plain view we could see the enemy placing
cannon in position to open on us. Ashby
was blindfolded at the river's edge and
marched to and from Lander's headquar-
ters through our midst. He was a fine-

looking man.
My company, being detached from the

regiment, followed him to the river's

edge, where we entered a large brick ware-
house that stood on the bank of -the canal,
at the fording of the river. In the build-
ing we found 35 barrels of whisky, which

the Captain had placed on an elevator
and ordered hoisted to the floor above. '

With picks and crowbars we dug loop-
holes through the brick walls, to guard
the fording. I met a comrade recently
who told me the same holes remained in
the old warehouse today that we dug a
generation ago,

Jackson, thru Ashby, had warned Lan-
der that if he would not surrender the
town, he should order the women and
children out before 2 o'clock, for at that
hour he would open on us. About a half
hour before 2 a couple of young men
of our company, who had been studying
for the ministry before the war broke
out, persuaded the captain to call the com-
pany together in line along the corridor
and spend the time in holding a prayer
meeting. I was detailed as one of the
lookouts to watch the enemy. Promptly
at 2—a puff of blue smoke from the mid-
dle gun of a battery arose above it. I

cried out "They have opened !'* The
next moment a shell exploded about 15
feet above the building over our head, I

venture that no one ever saw a prayer
meeting break up quicker than that one
did,

Jackson's men failed to get their JDridge
completed, that his men were building,
about a mile or so above the town, so he
could not cross that night. During the
night we were largely reinforced, so Jack-
son thought it would not be safe to try the
next day. He then set his army in motion
for Romney. As a consequence we started
in the night for Cumberland, about 50
miles west, and entered the next evening
at 5 o'clock. Many of our men had fallen,

exhausted, along the way, as we had
seven mountains and high places to cross
and rough roads. Most of the night the
march was in the midst of a cold, drench-
ing rain.

We were in a bad fix. Of our Belgian
rifles not one out of 10 could be fired at

all. The pivot hole was too small to ad-
mit the large grains of the Ameirican-
made cartridge. In order to correct the
defect we were left a couple of weeks in

camp at Cumberland, while a gunsmith
went over the guns, enlarging the hole.

In the midst of a deep snow we left Cum-
berland, the last week of January. My
company and Co. G went ahead on a
scouting expedition. Our course led us

along the top of one of the highest and
most bleak mountain ranges in all that re-

gion, and was one of the most trying or-

deals we endured during the four long
years of war. Perhaps it was so felt,

being early in our experience. The snow
was deep and unbroken, and the weather
was bitterly cold. We dare not stop or

build a fire, because our business was to

find out the location of Jackson's army and
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its numbers by noting the extent of the
camp fires.

In the first week of February, 18G2,
Lander began the movement that drove
Jackson out of that part of West Vir-
ginia and permitted the reopening of the
Baltimore & Ohio Railroad that had been
closed since the Spring of 1861. My
regiment w^as run dovrn to the South
Branch bridge on a train of cars, and my
company crossed over on a narrow plank
covered with ice. At about midnight we
picketed the opposite side while the rear
of the regiment carried planks for the en-
gineers to cover the bridges, so that the
army that marched down that night could
cross over next morning. The army moved
out toward Romney, Springfield and
Merrifield, and my regiment was left at
the bridge and French's store, as guards
for bridge and stores.

While this movement was taking place
Lander's scouts discovered a body of the
enemy encamped in Bloomington Gap, a
large wagon train being parked near, and
which was being stored with provisions
foraged from the surrounding country.
Lander determined to capture that train,

and ordered us to join him by rapid
march, designating the time and place.
We were compelled to march by another
route than the one by which the General
and staff had gone. He was unacquaint-
ed with the difficulties that lay before us.

About a week before this a warm ra'n
fell, melting the snow off rapidly, followed
by extremely warm weather for the time
of year, taking the frost from the ground
and leaving the surface a perfect quagmire.
It happened that as we approached the
mountain range there lay before us a
wide, low flat that we had to cross. It

seemed as if the bottom had fallen oat
•of it as soon as our feet touched it. For
three hours we toiled and struggled in our
efforts to get through. We waded, floun-

•dered, men falling again and again in

that terrible mire. Some of the men had
their shoes pulled off their feet and were
compelled to dive into the mud with their

"hands and arms in search of their foot-

wear. Even when found it was a diffi-

cult matter to withdraw them from the
sticky stuff. Officers on horseback were
even worse off than the men on foot, be-

ing compelled to dismount
^
from their

stranded steeds and wade with the rest

of us. One or two of the horses had to

be abandoned and shot. It was not until

near sundown that our feet touched higher
and more solid ground at the foot of the

mountain.
Nearly all the time we were toiling and

struggling to get thru that awful quag-
mire Gen. Lander was fretting and fum-
ing, almost wild with rage, because we did

not appear when and where we had been

ordered. He finally lost his patience and
with his staff, escort and one man be-
longing to a regiment of cavalry that re-
fused to make the charge with him, at-
tacked the rebel camp, capturing 160
wagons, 900 mules, 16 commissioned offi-
cers, and 65 enlisted men, including a
large quantity of provisions and forage,
totally destroying and scattering the ene-
my's command.
For the bravery of the young man who

loft his comrades who had refused to
charge—Lander promoted him to a First
Lieutenancy on the field. I have forgotten
the young man's name. I do not mention
the regiment's number because it was not
the men's fault as much as their officer's.
The regiment as a whole was as brave as
any in the army.

Gen. Lander proved himself to be one
of the bravest and most intrepid of men,
none were more so, and had he lived the
galaxy of the Nation's immortals would
have held fewer names higher on the scroll
of fame than that of Frederick W. Lan-
der. In less than three weeks following
the above event the entire division bow-
ed with grief, followed his funeral train
with reversed arms, marching to the muf*
fled drumbeat, as his body was sent away
to its last resting place. The Union
Army lost a great man, the Nation
buried a hero, cut down at the very time
the country needed him. In after days
the death of a great or a brave man was
only an incident.
When our muddy march ended it was

growing dark. We arrived then at the
mountain top where we bivouacked for
the night in some fields. A more woe-
begone lot of men than we that evening
would be hard to find. After our sol-
dier's supper of hardtack and coffee, we
sought places to sleep. Such things as
shelter tents or gun blankets were then
unknown among us, and we had not seen
our Sibly tents since we left Cumberland
in January. It was now the middle of
February. We sought such shelter as we
could find, and this was to lie down on
the snow or wet, frozen earth, as best we
could. We drew the capes of our blue
overcoats over our heads, and with our
knapsacks for pillows we wrapped our
woolen blankets around us and lay down
on the cold earth. During the evening
the wind had turned cutting cold, crust-
ing the ground hard and in many cases
freezing our clothes fast to it.

I awakened shortly—so I thought

—

after lying down. I was very tired and
stiff, and slept much longer and more
soundly than I had any idea of; for when
I awakened I felt warm and comforta-
ble. Everything was quiet, but my blan-
ket was heavy. I stretched myself out
full length, when an avalanche of snow
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come tumbling into my face and around
my neck. On jumping to my feet i

found it was breaking day and that dur-
ing the night over a foot of snow had
fallen. It was a strange, yet beautiful
sight that met the gaze of those who first

awoke. For covering the ground in all di-

rections lay little hillocks of snow, each
one containing one or more sleeping men.
At the head of each could be seen an air

hole melted through the snowy mantle
by the breath of the sleeper beneath.

The wind arose with the coming day-
light—a perfect blizzard sweeping across
the mountain top, uncovering the men
and awaking all who were the least ex-
posed to its blasts. As soon as possible
every ax carried by the regiment was in

use felling the pine trees which composed
the surrounding forest, with which we
built big fires to keep from freezing, as
the wind was strong and the cold severe.
A mound of snow lay yet undisturbed near
headquarters of my company. Some of
the boys aroused it. When the occupant
jumped to his feet, pulling the snow
from his eyes, ears and neck, there stood
before us a scared darkey, as black as
coal. We gathered about him, trying to

find out who he was and where he came
from. But the only thing we worried
out of him was his name, "Presley.
Don't got no udder ; my Massa say dat
am a nuff fer a nigger."

It was now getting so fearfully cold
that we soon forgot all about our darkey.
We had to keep close to the fire. While
the side next to it would nearly burn, the
other would freeze. We had to keep con-
stantly piling on fresh wood and turning
around. The logs being green jade-
pine, the smoke cut and smarted our lungs
and eyes like lye. If the day had been
bad the night came on tenfold worse.
The sweep of the wind came in such fierce

blasts that it was impossible to lie down
or think of sleeping. It must have been
fully an hour after midnight, with the
wind howling, shrieking, drifting the
snow, piling every little recess full, and
making desperate efforts to uproot the
forest, when, from out of the midst of the
storm came every now and then faint
sounds of music, but so indistinct that we
could not tell the direction whence it

came. With every lull in the wind there
came faint, soft, mellow tones, a kind of
weird melody. It so affected the men that
the faint-hearted began to get uneasy,
thinking it superhuman, while all were
amazed at it, wondering where it came
from and what it was, coming as it did
seemingly with the storm. How long it

was after we first heard it I cannot tell,

but finally a lull in the wind brought to

us direct the strains from behind a large

stump that stood at the edge of the woods.
The boys made a dash for that stump,

pulling out from behind it and from be-
neath the drifting snow Presley and his
banjo. We forgot all about the cold as
we led the half-frozen black-skinned mu-
sician to the fire, where we thawed him
out. On questioning him we learned he
had not come to the fire lest we inform
on him, thus betraying him to his

"massa," for whom he had a peculiar
dread. "Where do you live?" some one
asked him.
"On de Souf Branch."
"What made you go to the woods and

stay there playing the banjo?"
"I was feerd I'd freeze and had to do

somefin'."
After he had thawed out the soldiers

asked him to play for them, but he would
not do so. Finally the Captain said to
him

:

"Do you want to become my cook, and
carry my luggage?"

His eyes almost jumped out of his head
as he cried

:

"Ob cose I does, Massa ; hit am gis wat
I comes fo'—de good ob de cause. But,,

den, if I goes, yo' wan't let ole Massa
kutch me, will ye? No? Den I'se a-
gwyne, shuah."

"Play some for us, now," said the
Captain.

Thr-r-r-um went bis fingers on the
strings. At this writing it is over 44
years since then. I have heard many
fine banjoists since that time, but I never
have heard the banjo played with a more
delicate touch or with a sweeter melody
than Presley played it that cold night, up
in the mountains. The first touch of the
strings, as he ran his fingers across them
was a plaintive wail. Then by some
instinct natural to him he caught the
sound of the storm, until every sweep
of his fingers was a blast of the wiud^
with an intermede of fearful shrieks -or
low sighing murmur, like its moan as it

cuts through the pine leaves—that pecu-
liar wail so agonizing when the wind
sweeps through a pine forest during win-
try weather. Step by step he ran up
to the highest of the octaves—;-then his

tones died down as the storm dies. The
strings of his banjo told the story of
the storm over again. Then following
the storm with a sweet pure tenor voice
with a pathos all his own, he sang one
song after another until we forgot our
misery and the cold. I shall never forget
the effect the first one he sang had on
the men. How they shouted and clappec?
their hands. Only two lines of the re •

fraln remain dimly in my mind now:
"When I go-es a sailin' into glory.
On dem ole" banjo strings."
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The whole song was quite touching
from the slave's point of view. Poetry,
such as it was, among the slaves of the
South seemed natural to him. He caught
melody and rung in almost every object
of sight. I can only recall a line here
and there of songs he often sung for us.

"Don' yo' hea de rain am a fallin'?
Don' yo' hea' de patta on de roof?
Dinah mad.
Mose, git up dar, yo' lazy nigger,
Don' yo' hea' me a callin' yo?
Don't yo' hear de wata a-drappin'
A-drappin', drappin' on de flo',

Ober dar by de cella do'?
A-drappin', drappin' on de flo'?

Ya-as, rite dar, yo' lazy nigger

;

Now hit's drappin' on de pickaninny,
Dar by de cella do'.

Chorus—"At de cella do' a-drappin'
A-drappin', drappin' on de flo."—etc.

Another he sang, the boys used to say,
was enough to turn vinegar sweet.

"Do-es yo' see dat lump of kaliker
Dancin' ober dar, on de flo.

Don't I lub it? She's a skrumpsion,
Dat lump of kaliker nea' de do."

Chorus—"Don't I lub it?"—etc.

This was followed by the imitation of
a kiss so perfect you could imagine it

real. He closed with one, I wish I could
recall the whole of it. It was so touch-
ing and tender. This one verse is all I

can remember

:

^'My heart went out when Melissa died.
In my ear, eber sin' dat day I hea,
"Soft an low, a-singin', singin' bery nea,'
De angels, day's a-callin' dea' honey, don't

fea,

Melissa am a-waitin' for yo' ober hea."

Refrain—^^Soft and low, etc.
He explained that he "made dat song

hisself." It was composed in memory of
his early and only love that had been lost

to him by the cruel selling of Melissa
to a master, whose brutal treatment drove
her to suicide by drowning in a river.

He never sang that song that he did not
end in tears, and that morning was no
exception—even with his audience.

Presley remained with us the rest of
the winter. When we broke camp at
Paupau and started on the early Spring
campaign, March 1, 1862, under command
of Gen. James Shields, we did possibly
as much hard campaigning as was done
"by any troops during the war. During
the times of our long, weary marches we
fought two battles, winning the first

great victory in the East, that of Win-

chester, fought on 'March 23, 1862, and
two brigades of us being almost annihi-
lated at the battle of Port Republic on
June 9, following, and fighting many
miner engagements in the meantime.
Through them all, and during all our long
marches, Presley was always on hand, and
if there was but one happy, jolly soul, it

was he. In camp he was the same merry,
joyous boy. Many times when in bivouac
after a long, muddy march, he either
played or sung some of us to sleep. It
seemed no difference how tired he was,
it would disappear providing he could get
tuning up his old banjo. He must have
been about 30 years of age. He was
never absent a day from the time he
joined us.

The morning after the battle of Cedar
Mountain we had been during the night
too far in advance of the line of battle,
and were withdrawn nearly half a mile
and reformed to correspond with the regu-
lar line, taking position in a field under
cover of a slight elevation. Presley
brought the oflScers' breakfast to them.
As soon as he came up it was noted by
some that there wos something wrong
with him. Not that he showed any more
fear than formerly, but it was easily
seen he was not the same Presley. He
was silent, and had a peculiar look about
his eyes. It was in the motions of his

body, an indefinable something one feels
rather than sees. I cannot describe how
or what it is, or why it shows itself in

some persons and not in others, on whom
death has set its mark. Should I be
asked in what it consists, I would have
to say it is a something fugitive, yet it ap-
pears sometimes as a far-off look, back
of which one can discern the trembling
soul, one about to take its flight to other
lands—a shadow—a cloud—occasionally a
pallor over the face if a white man—but
in the colored a blueish clay. In all an
intense look, a smile, or sadness, a double
person. One abnormally bright, the other
silent—a something that hides the real

person you know. Such on different oc-

casions I have observed. I could name
a number of my comrades in which it was
plainly manifest, even weeks before, and
every one of them were either killed or
died of their wounds.

In the largest class of persons who are
killed there are no tokens whatever mani-
fest. Presentment is of a different char-
acter. A case in point : Clark Wood-
cock, a member of my company, came to

me in the midst of the battle of Sailor's

Creek, (I being in command of the com-
pany), and asked that I allow him to go

to the rear, saying that he felt sure that

should he go farther into the battle he
would be killed. Scarcely had he turned
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from me when a shell struck him in the
shoulder, blowing his body to pieces.

This mark is only in persons in whom
others observe and feel it. While this

subject remains to all outward appear-
ances at least unconscious of its manifes-
tation.

This was the case with Presley that
morning after the battle of Cedar Moun-
tain, w^hen he came to our line of battle.

The peculiar look constituted his whole
being. After the flag of truce that day,
when we buried our dead, Jackson re-

treated back across the Rapidan River
during the night. We followed close

after. When our column drew near to

the river there were no evidence of the
nearness of the enemy. Presley, as wiis

his habit, when it were possible, marched
close by the side of the column, with his

large pack on his shoulders. When we
drew near to the river the column filed

to the right, our regiment going into line

of battle in a cornfield just in front of a
wood, into which Presley moved with his

pack. Scarcely had we finished our for-
mation, when a sharpshooter, posted in a
tree top on the opposite side of the river»

fired at the forming troops, the ball pass-
ing over our heads, striking Presley on
the back, passing through his pack and
clear through his bodv and out of his left

breast above the heart. When the poor
fellow answered the call

:

"De angels, deys a-callin' dea' honey,
don't fea',

Melissa am a-waitin' fer yo' obe* hea'."

He fell and no doubt died instantly.
Duty forbade us any but a parting glance
at our dead minstrel's body. He had
been a great delight and comfort to us on
so many occasions. His jollity and merry
disposition oftentimes giving strength and
courage to the men who were broken
down or dispairing while on the march.
He was as much a martyr to the cause
as if he had been killed within the ranks
fighting.

Suey and Mother Fight.

By Alfred Spence, Red Springs, Mo.

It was the closing days of 1863, we were
at Little Rock, Ark. Our company (E, 3d
Iowa Cav.) was detailed to picket. I think
it was as stormy a time as I ever saw

—

raining and sleeting till the ground was a
sheet of ice. A number of the boys played
sick. The storm was so severe that we
had to remain on post 12 hours overtime
before they could get out the relief. The
next morning at breakfast Harvy Monris
said some one beside Gandy and him had
to get wood, or there would be no more
cooking done there. I said : "Harve, you
and Gandy ought to be able to get wood,
since you are fit for nothing else !" Harve
said : "The Captain never said about me
that I would die if I was not too lazy to

draw the last breath !" I said : "Who
did he say that about, Harve?" He replied

:

"About you!" I said : "You know that's

a lie, Harve !" He said : "Don't call me
a liar again!" I repeated and he started

round the table at me. I met him at the

end of the table, and he began to strike at

me. The ground was covered with ice, and
he slipped and fell. I took him by the
shoulders and iraised him up, and he thrust
his right hand at my face and two of his

fingers went into my mouth. I shut down
on them and held his left hand in my own
grasp and mumbled to him that if he w^ould
behave I would let him loose, 'as I didn't

want to hurt him. He said : "Hurt, hurt,

and be d d !" I let him loose, and we
went back to breakfast. Before night we
were as good friends as ever. Harve
laughed and said he and "Mother" had a

draw fight ! "Mother opened her mouth
and I drawed my fingers out of it." If

Harve Morris is still alive "Mother" would
like to hear from him.

Harvy Morris was called "Suey" and
I was called "Mother." I am now 71 and
badly afflicted in both my legs and have
heart trouble. I would like, to hear from
all my old comrades who are living, I hope
they all read The National Tribune,



Some Cavalry Service in Northern Mississippi.

By Brig.-Gen. J. Kemp, Mizner, U. S. V.; Colonel, 20th U. P. Cav.

During the siege of Vicksburg the line

of the Memphis & Charleston Railroad was
guarded by a division of cavalry, a few
regiments of infantry and several batteries
of artillery.

Besides holding this important line, the
cavalry was almost constantly employed in

operating against the enemy in northern
Mississippi ; frequent and extended excur-
sions being made against the enemy's cav-
alry, which was under the leadership of

Forrest, Roddy, Chalmers, Richardson and
other rebels of more or less distinction.

Our troops from White's Station, near
Memphis, to Grand Junction were so dis-

posed that the cavalry could be massed
against the enemy south of the road, while
the infantry and artillery remained to se-

cure the safety of the several stations,

many of which were given increased
strength for defensive purposes by block-

houses or simple intrenchments, while the

movements of the cavalry to the south also

covered the positions held by the other

troops.
The activity of the enemy gave the

Union cavalry much to do and had annoyed
them to such an extent that it was judged
expedient to make a clean sweep of the

entire front with the full force available

for his purpose, and orders were accord-
ingly issued early in June, 1863, which
brought together near Waterfard three

brigades of Mizner's Division of cavalry

for an extended excursion well to the south
and finally around to the west toward' Pa-
nola.

In executing the work assigned them the

troops actually reached a point which brot
them in sight of the Mississippi River.
They traversed five Counties of the State,

driving everything before them. Defeated
Chalmers at Panola and pursued his flee-

ing rebels for miles beyond ; laid the coun-

try waste by the destruction of corncribs

and every kind of supplies that an enemy
could subsist upon, and left in their trail

a line of fires which extended for many
miles.

This military exploit, or raid, as it may
more correctly be called, for the reason
that the enemy was able to offer but feeble

resistance, is a matter of history possibly
still well remembered by the people of that
section, and it is therefore unnecessary to

give either the details of the march or of
the results.

Gen. Hurlbut wrote to Gen. Grant on
June 28:
"The damage done by the recent cavalry

movement of Mizner has been very serious,

and deprived Johnston of supplies, which
are limited enough."

It is simDly my purpose to refer to a
few humorous incidents of the march and
one that is sadly pathetic as illustrative of

the lamentable horrors of a cruel war.
When Grant moved south from La

Grange in his first effort against Vicksburg
in November, 1862, Sherman commanded
his right wing, and at the Tallahatchee
River he constructed a bridge over that

stream for the use of his troops, which he
also destroyed when his troops withdrew.
When our cavalry Division arrived at

the Tallahatchee it found no means of
crossing this rather narrow but deep
stream, and being without pontoons or
bridge material, some expedient by which
a crossing could be effected in the shortest
possible time become a pressing necessity.

Just at this moment, and while the best
means of crossing was under debate. Col.

Edward Hatch, a gallant ofiicer, who com-
manded the Second brigade, attempted to

wade into the stream to test the depth of

the water, when suddenly both horse and
rider disappeared from sight. Upon re-

gaining the surface from his unexpected
bath, he took the cheers and laughter of

the spectators in good part and swam to

the opposite shore, where, good soldier that

he was, he rendered valuable serivce in

placing outposts and pickets afterwa^rds

furnished from the southern bank.
A battalion of the 3d Mich. Cav., which

regiment was largely made up from practi-

cal woodsmen from the lumbering districts

of that State, was called for, and they lost

no time in taking the large hewn timbers
from an adjacent cotton-gin and laying
them up stream from the point of cross-

ing, lashing them securely together with
wire taken from what had been a ferry in

earlier days, and a compact, strong and
heavy boom was quickly formed. This
boom was swung around wath the current

both bank« of the stream, a safe and se-

cure foot-bridge was in place, upon which
to the opposite shore, and being secured at
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men could pass rapidly over to the fur-
ther bank.
During the progress of this heavy work

other men had constructed a light raft suf-
ficiently large to ferry over our ambulances
and a few pieces of artillery. The woi-k
of crossing at once began, each trooper
taking off his saddle, and giving his horse's
tail a twist, started him into the stream,
and following on the boom with his isaddle,

caught his horse as he ,reached the other
shore, quickly saddled up and hurried on.

The crossing was rapid considering the
method adopted and the size of the com-
mand, but it was quite dark by the time
all but one regiment had crossed. This
regiment was ordered to guard all ap-
proaches during the night, and at daylight
to make its crossing and follow the main
body.
The value of time and importance of all

possible speed induced the Division Com-
mander to personally superintend the
crossing ; but as nightfall approached he

sent his staff to secure a place foir head-
quarters, and out of consideration for his

jaded horse, as all had been taxed by ^a

hard day's march, he sent him also, and
with a single Orderly remained, dismount-
•ed, to witness the completion of the day's

undertaking. By the time it was possible

rto leave it was quite dark, yet the work
-•iwent steadily and bravely on.

Tired from a hard day's work, the weary
leader took his way towards camp, and
only discovered after passing the bridge

that he still had quite a long distance to

travel and that his path lay thru dense

underbrush and willows, where the troops

had made a great swaie, which gave him
reason to .regret his well-intended but per-

haps too sudden compassion for his horse.

He heard the plunging of horses in the

stream behind him, and every moment a

hurrying and belated trooper, eager to rech

the end of Tiis long day's journey, came
rushing past, and seeing a single forlorn

individual plodding on foot and struggling

thru the thicket in the dark .river bottom,

involuntarily checked his horse's speed, and
apparently surprised and amazed at the

situation of the wanderers, exclaimed with

evident feelings of compassion and solici-

tude,

"Hello, boys. What regiment?
Hello; lost your horse?"

And thus the commander of the entire

force, glad to preserve his incognito, in

view of his awkward dilemma, was greet-

ed by each hardy trooper as he passed on

to camp. The only consolation left him as

he journeyed to a place of rest was the

contemplation of a good day's work well

done.

The division camp was found on the
gently-sloping grounds of a fine estate, and
headquarters established within the hos-
pitable walls of a wealthy planter's house,
where all belongings gave evidence of a
considerable degree of refinement and rea-
sonable prosperity. Among the articles of

furniture was found a grand piano of ap-
proved type, which aroused hopes of a few
operatic airs during the evening, for upon
the staff there was a performer of no mean
acquirements, who upon many former occa-

sions had favored the officers with artistic

music.
The planter's larder yielded bountiful

supplies of its best products to appease
the eager yearnings of the weary officers

and men, and after a good and substantial

supper all care and fatigue was soon for-

gotten.
When at a later hour a number of offi-

cers had assembled to discuss the passing
events and to receive their orders for the

morrow, the number being probably increas-

ed by the prospect of hearing the cheering

strains of good music, there suddenly ap-

peared an additional group, escorting the

staff pianist who had easily been prevailed

upon to appear for the evening's enter-

tainment. Enthusiasm and eager expecta-

tion ran high with the growing prospect

of a musical treat.

The gifted and obliging friend moved
with the usual deliberation and manly
grace so common to all artists and took

his seat at the piano. With a satisfied and
very complacent air he gently raised the

lid of the instrument, and to liis utter as-

tonishment found but an empty case, with

a wellworn hoop skirt substituted for the

strings which had produced all its former
charms.
The joke perpetrated on the Captain by

his fellow-officers and thus disclosed proved

to be the work of his gallant escort, and
inquiry developed the fact that but a short

time before Morgan L. Smith's Missouri

bummers had passed that way and had
stabled their horses in the house and used

the selfsame piano as a feed trough.

Continuing our march the next day, the

column moved west and on the second

morning encountered some of Chalmers's

scouts, who were driven back upon his out-

posts, and from prisoners captur(>d it was
learned that Chalmers's main force occu-

pied Panola.
The command pushed vigorously forward,

and as much of the enemy's force as could

be overtaken was dealt with so severely

that Chalmers very wisely put a chain of

lakes between his troops and their pur-

suers.

The flight of the rebels was so hasty

and precipitate that only a few prisoners
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from the reair of his command were cap-
tured, but with them was securted the ferry
used by the enemy in effecting their es-

cape. This check to further progress and
the time gained by the enemy while the di-

vision was crossing put Chalmers at a safe
distance and actually beyond reach.
The fight near Panola was a victory for

the division, but did not entail any very
heavy loss upon the enemy,

"He who turns and runs away,
May live to fight another day."

Chalmers's retreat had been so rapid
that only the leading brigade could keep
pace with his movements or get any figjit

out of him. He made no effort to hold the

town, but made all speed in reaching a
place of safety.
A halt was called at Panola to allow the

troops to close up. During a short stay to

refit the captured ferry and to dispose of

the redundant and surplus stock of supplies

held in store for rebel use, the literarily in-

clined took possession of the printing of-

fices and presses, and issued war bulletins

and placards. One poster, printed in ex-

tra large capitals, read

:

"The Yankees have come.
The Rebels have run!"

Before the division departed the town
had quite perceptibly shrunk from its for-

mer stately proportions, and the men had
had a great deal of merriment at the ex-

pense of the rebel community. A. stay-at-

home Secessionist, but not an active rebel,

or at least not one manly enough to be a

soldier, and who owned the house where
headquarters had been temporarily located,

was arrested for firing upon the men from
behind a fence, and was held a prisoner.

The wife of this wretch heard of his being

under guard just as the troops were moving
and came running out to find the officer

in command, moaning most piteously,

"Good Lord, where is the Colonel ! O

I

Lord, where is the good Colonel !"

These forcible ejaculations convinced the

officer that he had better vacate that vi-

cinity if he wanted to escape the further
importunities of this unhappy woman, for
if she was to remain a grass widow it was
quite evident that he must not stand upon
the order of his going, but go at once,
which he promptly did.

The destruction of corncribs and other
rebel supplies, contraband of war, contin-
ued all the next day, and so extended was
the line of fire that when the command
reached the Mississippi River, a little af-

ter dark, the sky was lurid with conflagra-
tions.

In riding up to a group of houses belong-
ing to the plantation where the command
was to camp for the night, two women
were seen, one of them holding a lighted

candle about her head, the better to peer
into the surrounding darkness, while the
other held in her arms an infant. Upon
approaching and accosting them the first

woman tremblingly asked if she might take-

her child into the yard and be permitted to

place a single trunk with some clothing

out under a tree. Surprised at her timid-

ity, apparent alarm and strange request,-

she was asked the cause of her anxiety.

She said she knew that Chalmers had fired'

upon Federal transports loaded with sick:

and dying men, and supposed her home-
would be destroyed with the rest. Her sim-
ple mind recognized the dastardly act of

turning artillery upon defenseless boats

and expected a natural retribution. Her
fears were allayed by assurances that

neither she, her family, nor property would
be molested. She was informed that the

protection of the guard and sentries would
be extended, and was advised to take her

child out of the night air and to .return

with it to her house, where she and her

child could be comfortable and safe from
intrusion, and io take in her trunk and to

free herself frm furher anxiety.

Little wonder that these poor women
were alarmed at what they judged to be

but a just punishment for the cowardly act

of one of their own people trusted with

high authority.



Saved By the Southern Confederacy.

By Theo. F. Allen.

In the Gate City of the South the
Confederate veterans were reuning, and
I stood to see them march, beneath the
tangled flags of the great conflict, to
the hall of their oratory and commem-
oration.
While the irregular and halting line

was passing I made onslaught upon it

and dragged forth from the ranks my
friend, Barnard O'Keefe, who had no
right to be there. For he was a North-
erner born and bred, and what should
he be doing halloing for the Stars and
Bars among those gray and scarred vet-
erans ?

I say I dragged him forth, and held
him until the last hickory leg and wav-
ing goatee had stumbled past.
"Now what deviltry are you up to?"

I asked.
"I am assisting at the wake," said

he, "of the only Nation on earth that
ever did me a good turn. As one gen-
tleman to another, I am ratifying and
celebrating the foreign policy of the late
Jefterson Davis, as fine a statesman as
evei settled the financial question of a
country. Equal ratio—that was his
platform—a barrel of money for a bar-
rel of flour—a pair of 20-dollar bills

for a pair of boots—a hatful of cur-
rency for a new hat—say, ain't that
simple compared with W. J. B.'s little

old oxidized plank?"
"What talk is this?" I asked. "Your

financial digression is mere a subter-
fuge. Why were you marching in the
ranks of the Confederate Veterans?"

"Because, my lad," answered O'Keefe,
"the Confederate Government in its

might and power interposed to protect
Barnard O'Keefe against immediate and
dangerous assassination at the hands of
a bloodthirsty foreign countrj'' after the
United States of America had over-
ruled his appeal for protection."

I must have looked bewildered. "The
war was over," I said, vacantly, "in

—

O'Keefe laughs loudly, scattering my
thoughts,—"Isn't there a story in this,

Barney?" I asked.
"No," said O'Keefe; "but I'll give you

the facts. You know I went down to
I'anama when this agitation about the
canal began. I thought I'd get in on

the ground floor. I did, and had to
sleep on it, and drink waier with lit-

tle 'zoos' in it; so, of course, I got the
Chagres fever. That was in a little
town called San Juan, on the coast.

"After I got the fever hard enough
to kill a Portugee nigger, I had a re-
lapse in the shape of Doc JVHllikin.

"Well, this old medical outrage
floated down to my shack when I sent
for him. He was built like a shad, and
his eyebrow was black, and his white
whiskers trickled down from his chin
like milk coming out from a sprink-
lijig-pot. He had a nigger boy along
carrying an old tomato can full of cal-
omel, and a saw.

"Doc felt my pulse, and then he be-
gan to mess up some calomel with an
agricultural implement that had be-
longed in the trowel class.

" 'I don't want any death mask yet,
Doc,' says I, 'nor my liver put in a
plaster cast. I'm sick, and its medi-
cine I need, not frescoing.'

" 'You're a blamed Yankee, ain't
you?' asks Doc, going on inixing up his
Portland cement.

" 'I'm from the North,' says I, 'but
I'nri a plain man and don't care for
mural decoration. When you get the
Lsthmus all asphalted over with the
boll-weevil prescription, would you
mind giving me a little dose of pain-
killer, or a little strychnine on toast, to
ease up this feeling of unhealthiness
that I have got?'

" 'They was all sassy, just like you,'
says old Doc, 'but we lowered their tem-
perature considerable. Yes, sir, I
reckon we sent a good many of ye over
to old mortuis nisi bonum. Look at
Antietam and Bull Run, and Seven
Pines and Chickamauga! There never
was a battle where we didn't lick ye un-
less ye was ten to our one. I knew you
was a blame Yankee the minute I laid
eyes on you.'

" 'Don't reopen the chasm, Doc,' says
I. 'Any Yankeeness I rnay have is

geographical; and as far as I am con-
cerned a Southerner is as good as a
Filipino any day. I'm feeling too bad
to argue.'
"By this time Doc Millikin had thrown
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up a line of fortifications on square
pieces of paper, and lie says to me,
•Yank, take one of these powders every
tv/o hours. They won't kill you. I'll

be round again about sundown to see if

you are alive.'
"Old Doc's powders knocked the

Ohagres. I stayed in San Juan, and got
to knowing him better. He was from
Mississippi and the red-hottest South-
erner that ever smelled mint. He made
Stonewall Jackson and R. E. Lee look
like Abolitionists. He had a family
somewhere near Yazoo City, but he
stayed away from the States on ac-
count of an uncontrollable liking for
the absence of the Yankee Government.
Him and me got thick personally as the
Emperor of Russia and the dove of
peace, but sectionally we didn't amal-
gamate.

"Besides his other liabilities. Doc
could play a flute for a minute or two.
He was guilty of two tunes—'Dixie' and
another one that was mighty close to
the 'Suawnee River'—you might say one
•of its tributaries.

"You know that was about the time
tiiey staged them property revolutions
down there, that wound up in the fifth
act with the thrilling canal act scene
where Uncle Sam has nine curtain calls
holding Miss Panama by the hand,
v.bile the bloodhounds kept Senator
Morgan treed up in a cocoanut palm.

"I played the straw hat crowd to
win and they gave me a Colonel's com-
mission over a brigade of 2 7 men in
the left wing and second joint of the
Insurgent army.

"The Colombia troops were awfully
Tude to us. One day when I had my
brigade in a sandy spot, with its shoes
off, doing a battalion drill by squads,
the Government army rushed from be-
bind a bush, acting as noisy and dis-
agreeable as they could.
"My troops enfiladed, left-faced—and

lefi the spot. After enticing the enemy
for three miles or so we struck a briar
patch, and had to sit down. When we
v^ere ordered to throw up our toes and
surrender, we obeyed. Five of my best
staff officers fell, suffering extremely
with stone bruised heels.

"Then and there those Colombians
took your friend Barney, sir, stripped
him of his rank, consisting of a pair of
brass knuckles and a canteen of rum,
and dragged him before a military
court. The presiding General went
through the legal formalities that some-
times cause a case to hang on the cal-
endar of South American military
courts as long as 10 minutes. He asked
me my age, and then sentenced me to

be shot. They woke up the court in-

terpreter, an American named Jenks,
who was in the rum business, and vice
versa, and told him to translate the
verdict.

"Jenks stretched himself and took a
morphine tablet.

" 'You've got to back up against the
'dobe wall, old man,' he says to me.
'Three weeks, I believe, you get.
Haven't got a chew of fine cut on you,
have you?'

" 'Translate that again, with foot-
notes and glossary,' says I. 'I don't
know whether I am discharged, con-
demned, or handed over to the Gerry
Society.'

" 'Oh! says Jenks, don't you under-
stand? You're to be stood up against
a 'dobe wall and be shot in two weeks.'

"They sent me over to the calaboza
with a detachment of colored Postal
Telegraph boys carrying Enfield rifles,

and I was locked up in a kind of a brick
bakery. The temperature there was
just about the kind mentioned in the
cooking recipes that call for a 'quick
oven.'

"Then I gives a silver dollar to one
of the guards to send for the United
States Consul. He comes around i-
Pajamas, with a pair of glasses on his
nose, and a dozen or two inside of him.

" 'I'm to be shot in two weeks,' says
I, 'and although I've made a memo-
randum of it, I don't seem to be able
to get it off my mind. You want to call

up Uncle Sam on the cable as quick
as you can and get him all worked up
about it. Have 'em send down the
Kentucky and the Kearsarge and the
Oregon right away. That'll be about
enough battleships; but it wouldn't hurt
to have a couple of cruisers and a tor-
pedo boat, too; and, say, if Admiral
Dewey isn't busy, have him come along
on the fastest one of the fleet.'

" 'Now, see here, O'Keefe,' says the
Consul, getting the best of a hiccup,
'what you want is not to get excited.
I'll send you over some chewing to-
bacco and some banana fritters when
I go back. The United States can't in-

terfere in this. You know you were
caught insurging against the Govern-
ment, and you're subject to the laws
of the country. Tell the truth, I've
had an intimation from the State De-
partment—officially—of course, that
whenever a soldier of fortune demands
a fleet of gunboats in a case of revolu-
tionary katzenjammer I .should cut the
cable, give him all the tobacco he
wants, and after he's shot take his
clothes, if they flt me, for part payment
of my salary.'

" 'Be off with you, then,' says I, out
of patience with him, 'and send me
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Doc Millikin. Ask Doc to come and
see me.'

"Doc comes and looks through the
bars at me, surrounded by dirty sol-
diers, and even my shoes and canteen
confiscated, and he looks mightily
pleased.

" 'Hello, Yank,' says he, 'getting a lit-

tle taste of Johnson's Island, now,
ain't ye?'

" 'Doc,' says I, 'I've just had an in-
terview with the United States Consul.
I gather from his remarks that I might
just as well have been caught selling
suspenders in Kisheneff under the name
of Rosenstein as to be in my present
position. Doc,' says I, 'can't you sus-
pend hostilities on the slavery question
long enough to do something for me?'

" 'It ain't been my habit,' Doc Milli-
kin answers, 'to do any painless den-
tistry when I find a Yank cutting an
eye-tooth. So the Stars and Stripes
ain't landing any marines to shell the
huts of the Colombian cannibals, hey?
Oh, say, can you see, by the dawn's
early light, the Star Spangled Banner
has fluked in the fight? What's the
matter with the War Department, hey?
It's a great thing to be a citizen of a
gold-standard Nation, ain't it?'

" 'Rub it in. Doc, all you want,' says
I. 'I guess we're weak on foreign
policy.'

" 'For a Yank,' says Doc, putting on
his specs and looking more mild, 'you
ain't so bad. If you had come from
below the line I reckon I would have
liked you real smart. Now, since your
country has gone back on you, you
have come to the old Doctor whose
cotton you burned, whose mules you
stole and whose niggers you freed to

help you. Ain't that so, Yank?'
" 'It is.' I says heartily, 'and lets have

a diagnosis of the case right away, for

in two weeks' time all you can do is to

hold an autopsy, and I don't want to

be amputated if I can help it.'

" 'Now,' says Doc, business like, 'It's

easy enough to get you out of this

scrape. Money will do it. You-ve got

to pay a long string of them, from Gen.
Pamposo down to this anthropoid ape
guarding your door. About $10,000
will do the trick. Have you got the

money?'
" 'Me?' I says, 'I've got one Chile dol-

lar, two real pieces, and a medio.'
" 'Then if you've any last words, ut-

ter 'em,' say the old Reb. 'The roster

of your financial budget sounds quite

much to me like the noise of requiem.'
" 'Change the treatment,' say I. 'I

admit that I'm short. Call a consulta-

tion, or use radium, or smuggle me in

some saws or something.'

" 'Yank,' says Doc Millikin, 'I've a
good notion to help you. There's only
one Government in the world that can
get you out of this difficulty, and that's
the Confederate States of America, the
grandest Nation that ever existed.'

" 'Just as you said to me, I said to
Doc, 'Why, the Confederacy ain't a
Nation, it's been absolved 10 years ago.'

" 'That's a campaign lie,' says Doc.
'She's running along as solid as the
Roman Empire. She's the only hope
you've got. Now you, being a Yank,
have got to go through some prelimin-
ary obsequies before you can get offi-

cial aid. You've got to take the oath
of allegiance to the Confederate Gov-
ernment. Then I'll guarantee she does
all she can for us. What do you say,
Yank? It's your last chance.'

" 'If you're fooling with me. Doc,' I
answers, 'you're no better than the
United States. But, as you say, it's

the last chance, hurry up and swear
me. Get brisk.'

"Doc Millikin thinks awhile, and
then he offers me this oath of alle-
giance to take without any chaser:

" 'I, Barnard O'Keefe, Yank, being of
sound body, but of Republican mind,
hereby swear to transfer my fealty, re-
spect and allegiance to the Confederate
States of America and the Government
thereof, in consideration of the Gov-
ernment through its official acts and
powers obtaining my freedom and re-
lease from confinement and sentence
of death brought about by the exuber-
ance of my Irish proclivities and my
general pisenness as a Yank.'

"I repeated these words after Doc,
but they seemed to me a hocus-pocus;
and I don't believe any life insurance
company would have issued me a pol-
icy on the strength of them.

"Doc went away, saying he would
communicate with his Government im-
mediately.

"Say, you can imagine how I felt

—

me to be shot in two weeks and my
only hope for help being in a Govern-
ment that's been dead so long that it

isn't even remembered except on Dec-
oration Day, But it was all there was
in sight, and somehow I thought Doc
Millikin had something up his old al-
paca coat sleeve that wasn't all fool-
ishness.

"Around to the jail again comes old
Doc in about a week. I was flea-bitten,
a mite sarcastic, and fundamentally
hungry.

" 'Any Confederate ironclads in the
offing,' I asks. 'Do you notice any
sounds resembling the approach of Jeb
Stuart's cavalry overland or Stone-
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wall Jackson sneaking- up in the rear?
If you do, I wish you'd say so.'

" 'It's too soon yet for help to come,'
says Doc.

" 'Don't forget,' says I, 'that there's
only four days more. I don't know how
you propose to work this things. Doc,'
I says to him, 'but it seems to me I'd
sleep better if you had a Government
that Avas alive and on the map—like
Afghanistan, or Great Britain, or old
man Kruger's kingdom, to take this
matter up. I don't mean any disre-
spect to your Confederate States, but
I can't help feeling that my chances
of being pulled out of this scrape were
decidedly weakened when Lee surren-
dered.'

" 'It's your only chance,' said Doc,
'don't quarrel over it. What did your
own country do for you?'

"It was only two days before the
morning I was to be shot, when Doc
Millikin comes around again.

" 'All right, Yank,' says he, 'help's
come. The Confederate States of
America is going to apply for your re-
lease. The representative of the Gov-
ernment arrived last night on a fruit
steamer. 'Bully,' says I, 'bully for you,
Doc. I'm going to love your country
all I can for this.'

" 'Negotiations,' said old Doc, 'will be
opened between the two Governments
at once. You will know later on today
if they are successful;'

"About 4 in the afternoon a soldier in

red trousers brings a paper around to
the jail, and they unlocks the door and
I walks out. The guard at the door
bows and I bow, and I steps into the
grass and wades around to Doc Milli-

kin's shack.
"Doc was sitting in his hammock

playing Dixie soft and low, and out of
tune, on his flute. I interrupted him at
'look away, look away!' -and shook his
hand for five minutes.

" 'I never thought,' says Doc fret-

fully, 'that I'd ever try to save any

Yank's life. But, Mr. O'Keefe, I don't
see but what you are entitled to be
considered part human, anyway. But
it ain't me you want to thank—its the
Confederate States of America.'

" 'And I'm much obliged to you,' says
I. 'It's a poor man that wouldn't be
patriotic with a country that saved his
life. I'll drink to the Stars and Bars
wherever there's a flagstaff and a glass
convenient. But where,' says I, 'are
the rescuing troops? If there was a
gun fired or a shell burst, I didn't
hear it.'

"Doc Millikin raises up and points
out the window with his flute at the
banana steamer loading with fruit.

" 'Yank,' says he, 'there's a steamer
that's going to sail in the morning. If

I was you, I'd sail on it. The Confed-
erate Government's done all it can for
you. There wasn't a gun fired. The
negotiations was carried on secretly be-
tween the two Nations by the purser of
that steamer. I got him to do it be-
cause I didn't want to appear in it.

Twelve thousand dollars was paid to
the officials in bribes to let you go.'

" 'Man?' says I, sitting down hard—

•

twelve thousand—how will I ever—^who
could have—where did the money come
from?'

" 'Yazoo City,' says Doc Millikin.
'I've got a little saved up there. Two
barrels full. It looks good to these Co-
lombians. 'Twas Confederate money,
every dollar of it. Now do you see why
you'd better leave before they try to

pass some of it on an expert?'
" 'I do,' says I.

" 'Now, let's hear you give the pass
word,' says Doc Millikin.

" 'Hurrah for Jeff Dav's,' says I.

" 'Correct,' says Doc. 'And let me
tell you something. The next tune I

learn on my flute's going to be 'Yankee
Doodle.' I reckon there's some Yanks
that are not so pizen. Or if you was
me, would vou try, 'The Red, White and
Blue?'"



DIARY JOTTINGS OF MARCH

From Nashville to Eastport, Miss., Morning After the Battle,

Dec. 17, 1864.

By R. A. Spink, Co. A, 14th Wis. Vet. Vol. Inf.

After a very unpleasant night, it hav-
ing rained the night thru, we prepared
our coffee and bacon, and at an early-

hour were ready to move. Before pro-
ceeding with this article, in speaking
of our breakfast of hardtack, bacon and
coffee, you can all testify that we lived
on army rations, and short ones at that,
many times, and with very little com-
plaint, which calls to mind the differ-
ence between the civil war soldier and
the Spanish-American soldier.

It was not our good fortune to be
conveyed in Pullman Palace coaches
from place to place, freight cars an-
swered the purpose many times, and
such transportation was acceptable, and
the boys hailed with joy the privilege
of riding in a cattle-car without seats.
The only exception was when we had to
ride in them from Chicago to Cairo.
When wt. had tents, which was for a
short time only, they were not supplied
with board floors. The ground was
good enough for us, unless the men
furnished the flooring by confiscation,
which was the case many times.

Then, the bill of fare at times was
off-color. Note the contrast between
the bill of fare we had and the follow-
ing, which was sent by one of the Span-
ish-American soldiers to his parents,
from Porto Rico:
Bean soup, beef soup, baked beans,

roast beef, boiled meats of all kinds,
onions, potatoes, hash, bacon, canned
fish, canned tomatoes, canned cornbeef,
and hardtack; and still they grumbled.
Think of what we endured in the civil

war compared to the Spanish-American
soldier.

I left off by saying we were ready to

move, the morning being dark and cloudy
with every indication of another wet
day. We stood around for some time,
waiting for the troops to pass who
were to take the advance of our di-

vision. The teamsters and artillery had
a great time getting out of the fields

onto the pike. It was nearly 8 a. m.
before the column was well under mo-
tion. The road was in a terrible condi-
tion. With pants rolled up and mud
over our shoetops, we moved rapidly
along for some distance, but were de-
tained a short time by the cavalry, who
were passing to the front. The line
of march bore evidence of the victory
and the completeness of the rout. The
road was strewn w^ith everything per-
taining to the makeup of an army, al-
tho not of the best.

Several .small squads of prisoners
passed us during the afternoon, under
the escort of cavalry. It rained during
the greater portion of the day. We
passed thru Franklin soon after dark,
and went into camp just outside the
earthworks our troops had made on
the south side of the town.

At Franklin.

In passing thru Franklia, we noticed
that all the churches and public build-
ings were filled with wounded men, of
both armies, who were engaged in that
terrible battle of Franklin.
Our camp was located on the edge

of the battleground. During the night
it rained so hard that the men, when
they awoke in the morning, found them-
selves lying in several inches of water
and mud, soaking wet.
The morning of Dec. 18 finds the

14th Wis. wet, cold and hungry. It

was a hard matter to kindle a fire,

everything being thoroly soaked; but
we succeeded in getting our usual meal.
No tents, no tables, no chairs. We
had to stand up and eat our frugal
meal, after which we looked over the
battlefield. The house in the rear of
the works occupied by the Union troops
and the small grove in the rear of the
house received our attention on ac-

count of the condition of the grove,

which was literally mowed down with
minie-balls, grape and canister, and the

116



The National Tribune Scrap Book. 117

house was one mass of holes—that is,

the wooden part—while the brick por-
tion was pitted from top to bottom.
Our boys were buried in the trenches
they occupied, and had to be recovered,
which was done by a detail for that
purpose. The heavy rains of the pre-
vious week had washed and settled the
loose earth to such an extent that por-
tions of the bodies were close to the
surface and partially exposed. The
rebels were buried in long trenches, and
each soldier had his name, company
and regiment marked on a board and
placed at his head. I remember count-
ing 55 in one trench. They belonged
to Gen, Pat Cleburn's Division. We
were detained several hou/s on account
of the bridges being destroyed by the
enemy. The rains had swollen the
Harpeth River and other streams to
such an extent that they were not ford-
able. The engineers soon solved the
problem for us by laying a pontoon
bridge over a very wide stream. It
seemed to me as tho it must have been
one-fourth of a mile long. We soon
passed over, thru mud and rain. Dur-
ing the afternoon the rain fell in tor-
rents. Word came back that the ad-
vance was delayed trying to cross Ruth-
erford Creek, which was impassable
without being bridged. We moved for-
ward again to within a short distance
of the creek. The enemy, on the op-
posite bank, opened with musketry and
artillery, which was responded to, and
after several efforts we succeeded in
driving them back. The engineers laid
the pontoon in a short time, and the ad-
vance commenced the forward move-
ment. Still iraining hard. To say that
we suffered is simply drawing it mild.
The weather was just too awful to de-
scribe. The men were, without excep-
tion, soaked thru and thru. The weath-
er was cold and dreary, yet the old
vets seemed to take it without a mur-
mur. If the boys could have found
a dry spot and had been possessed
with a little money, a game would have
been in order; but no, they stood around
waiting for the order to move forward,
which soon came, and we went into
camp after marching a short distance.
During the night it rained without one
little letup. You who stood picket and
guard duty can recall how unpleasant
it was, and the morning brought no
change.

A Bitter Night.

Moved forward and marched about
five miles, and went into camp on ac-
count of the pontoon train being delayed.
Word came back that the enemy had
destroyed the Duck Creek bridge and

that it would be impossible to proceed
until a bridge of some kind was con-
structed. The night of the 20th was
extremely cold, which caused a great
deal of suffering. Without overcoats,
and being only partially provided with
pup tents in very poor condition, with
buttons off, the others having been worn
out or lost, it was only a few that was
or could be used. It froze and snowed
during the night, and many of the boys
were unable to sleep, it being so bitter
cold. Large fires were built by those
unable to sleep. In the morning a sight
presented itself that will never be efaced
from the memory of those who partici-
pated in that terrible march. Each of
the thousands of mounds covered with
several inches of snow represented a
boy in blue covered only by his blanket
and poncho. When Mascroft blew the
reveille, from each mound of snow a
soldier appeared, not undressed, but
dressed and ready to answer to his
name at roll call. From the 15th the
men had not taken off their clothes.
During the 21st it was very cold; on
the 2 2d we moved a short distance be-
yond Spring Hill and went into camp
on the opposite side of the road; 2 3d,
moved down toward Columbia, and
camped on a sidehill which was well
timbered. During the day several small
parties, by mutual agreement, without
consulting their officers, started out on a
tour of inspection. Quite a number vis-

ited Gen. Pillow's plantation and made
friendly calls on others. Wellington,
Abbey and myself formed the acquaint-
ance of a fine-looking lady who had a
very harsh tongue. Very unfortunately,
we had to pass the rear of her house
with four turkeys in our possession, and,
as luck would have it, she appeared at

the rear door. We passed the time of
day, and at the same time knew that we
were in for it; said we had secured the
turkeys and were willing to pay for
them, but she declined to deal with
Yankee thieves, and ordered us to re-

turn the turkeys, as they were not for
sale, but were being fattened for Christ-
mas. You can just imagine the tongue-
lashing she gave us. We bade her, in

our most gracious manner, a sweet good-
bye, climbed the fence, and after a four-
mile tramp reached camp just before
dark. The only thing that disturbed
us was the two Johnnies we saw in the
house just before we secured our tur-

keys, and, being alone, did not know
but what they might attempt something
no: down on the program. After re-

turning to camp, the boys had all kinds
of stories to tell about Gen. Pillow's lay-

out of chickens, etc. Nothing short of

a turkev would do us.
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started about
to rain and it

Crossing Duck Kiver.

Dec. 24, remained in camp during
the day. The enemy kept a desultory
firing for some time where the cavalry
efiected a crossing some distance below
where the bridge was being constructed
over Duck River. It was reported that
the enemy had for some cause aban-
doned a battery of brass guns, which
were discovered by the men building the
bridge. They were dumped into the
river, possibly for want of transporta-
tion.

Christmas day. Still in camp. En-
joyed our dinner of stewed turkey and
chicken.

Dec. 26. Army in motion once more.
Crossed Duck River. Passed thru Co-
lumbia, also thru a small town named
Lynnville. Marched about 10 miles and
camped for the night. Weather very
bad.
Morning of Dec. 2 7

8 a. m. Commenced
rained more or less during the day.
Marched nine miles. Roads almost im-
passable. Quite a number of prisoners
passed up on their way to Nashville un-
der guard of cavalry. They were in a
deplorable condition, many of them
without shoes, ragged and dirty. Some
seemed to be cheerful and joked with
us as they passed. One remarked that
they expected to take Nashville in a few
days. To tell the truth, our personal
appearance was little better. I don't
think a man in the whole of the com-
mand had taken a bath for at least two
months, except thru their watersoaked
clothes. Three days' rations issued,
composed of hardtack, bacon and coffee,
with orders that it must last five days.

Dec. 28. Remained in camp. Rained
all day. Several squads of prisoners
passed en route for Nashville. They
looked wretched beyond description.

Dec. 29. Moved out of our mud camp,
marched thru Pulaski on Dawrenceburg
road; went into camp in a large field
on the edge of a fine piece of timber-
land. It was quite late in the afternoon
when we filed off the road, and so dark
we could distinguish an object but a
short distance. It had commenced rain-
ing about the middle of the afternoon
and was still pouring, not a dry thing in
sight. After a great deal of patience,
succeeded in getting some fires started.
By this time it was dark. Could not
distinguish a thing. We simply had to
make the best of it, spread our rubbers
on the wet ground, cover up and let our
wet clothes steam out.

Dec. 30. Morning cloudy. After
breakfast resumed march. Passed thru
Lawrenceburg. Country hilly and pic-

turesque, road winding over and around
the hills. Passed a large ironworks,
also a factory of some kind. Encamped
between Lawrenceburg and Waynes-
boro.

Dec. 31. Marched nine miles on Clif-
ton road.

New Year's Day.

Jan. 1, 186 5. Day clear and fine but
quite cold, with two inches of snow on
the ground. Marched toward Clifton on
Clifton road. Marched 18 miles and
camped for the night.

Jan. 2. Pine morning; beautiful
country and well wooded. Marched 18
miles to Clifton, a small town situated
on the Tennessee River. One of our
regiment, while foraging, was killed by
bushwhackers. As soon as reported by
his companions, the Colonel sent out
a detail of men from his company.
They returned with the body and re-
ported that they had destroyed all the
buildings on the plantation where he
was killed. Marched 126 miles to date.

Jan. 3. Cloudy. Rained some during
the day. In camp, trying to make our-
selves comfortable as circumstances
would permit. Remained in camp until
the 8th, when brigade embarked on
steamers, and proceeded to Eastport,
Miss. In passing Savannah the enemy
fired on our boat, which created quite a
commotion for a few minutes. The boys,
not expecting anything of the kind, were
not prepared, but some secured their
muskets and commenced firing. The
officers came rushing from the cabin
just in time to see the finish. No dam-
age was done on our bide, only a* few
windows shattered.

Arrived at Eastport Jan. 10, distance
about 100 iles. Disembarked in a ver-
itable quagmire. Marched about two
miles over a flat, marshy piece of ground
to some hills well timbered with pine,
a place well situated high and dry, and
just the place for an ideal camp, which
we appreciated after one of the hard-
est and most painful marches, character-
ized by the most severe suffering it had
ever been our misfortune to endure.
Stacked arms on the highest point of
the ridge overlooking the Tennessee
River, and went into Winter quarters,
or camp, so we were told, for a short
rest, having been on the move continu-
ously for 10 months. The 72d 111.

marched in on the same ground and
stacked arms parallel with us, which
caused a dispute as to who should re-
main. It was finally decided that the
7 2d vacate, which they did under pro-
test.
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"Winter Quarters?"

The 14th Wis. gave them the laugh.
One of our boys remarked that we had
miet before, and the reply came back,
"And we may meet again." After laying
out the camp, the boys proceeded to
erect shanties out of pine logs, using
small logs for the sides and ends and
shakes split out of pine logs for the
roof. Some of the boys used their pup-
tents for the top. The ground in most
cases answered for a floor. Our bunks
were made out of shakes; not having
straw we used pine boughs, and cov-
eved them with our poncho, which made
a very comfortable bed, a luxury we
had not indulged in for many months.
We soon discovered that in place of a
Winter camp it was double duty we had
to perform. When not engaged in build-
ing our shanties, the troops were throw-
ing up works for defense. Hood's whole
army being in our immediate vicinity, it

was deemed advisable to fortify against
a superioir force, having only three
divisions, A. J. Smith's detachment of
the Army of the Tennessee, to-wit, two
divisions of the Sixteenth Corps, and
one division of the Seventeenth Corps,
in all about 14,000 men. In place of a
much-needed rest, as we had expected,
when ordered into temporary quarters,
our work was of the usual character,
such as picket, fatigue guard, drill, pa-
rade and refiting for campaign in pres-
pect. The arduous duty imposed was
in a measure due to the close proxim-
ity of the enemy.

Jan. 18. Marched with division from
Eastport via luka and Barnsville. Went
into camp near Barnsville. Nothing of
importance occurred. Country stripped
of most everything, forage being the
principal thing wanted. Enemy re-
ported to be at Corinth.

Jan. 19. Marched to Corinth, driving
out Ross'iS Brigade.

Jan. 20. Marched all day on our re-
turn. Gathered some forage and lum-
ber. Bivouacked near Barnsville.

Jan 21st. Marched to luka and
camped for the night.

Jan. 22. Returned to Eastport. On
short rations, hardtack at a premium.

Jan. 24. Out of rations, shelled corn
issued to men, horses and mules on an
equal footing. If anything the mules
had the best of us, and for once the
laugh was on the boys. Hardtack at
times was bad enough, but shelled corn
and water without salt was not to our
liking. Still, we performed our regular
duty as usual. Remained in camp until
the 31st, when we marched out as guard
to wagon train after corn and forage;
corn supply about exhausted and no
prospects of getting anything better.
Marched on Fulton road to Rutly's
Mills and returned by luka road to
luka, when brigade camped for the
night.

Feb. 1. Returned to Eastport with
trainload of corn.

Feb. 4. Several transports arrived
with rations to the great joy of the corn-
fed .soldiers. In conclusion, will say that
the old vets who had lived on corn for
about two weeks came out in prime con-
dition. Not so with drafted men and
substitutes who came to us at Eastport.
Shelled corn did not seem to agree with
them.
Our brigade at this time was com-

posed of four regiments; namely, 14th
Wis., 72d 111., 40th Mo., and 33d Wis.,
known as the Fist Brigade, Third Di-
vision, Seventeenth Corps, detachment
Army of the Tennessee, under command
of Gen. L. M. Ward, our Colonel.



With the 13th Ohio.

By Anthony Leonard, Co. A, 13tli Ohio, Massillon, Ohio.

Editor National Tribune: My family
reminded me, about two v/eeks ago,
(Dec, 1907) that I had reached my 71st
mile stone; so I thought I would give
a little of my experience. I enlisted
April 19, 1861, with m.y brother, Joe,
and in November, 1861, the only other
brother, Peter, enlisted. He was wound-
ed at Stone River; had an arm ampu-
tated, and died. From Massillon, Ohio,
where the whole company enlisted, we
went to Columbus, Ohio, where we were
quartered at what was called the New
England Hotel; thence, to Camp Chase,
where we became Co. A, 13th Ohio.
From there we were sent to Camp Den-
nison and drilled. Our three months
enlistment being nearly up, and that
breakfast job hardly started, nearly the
whole regiment re-enlisted for three
years. Some w^ent home, but later en-
tered this or other regiments. I claim
that those who went home and stayed
at home should not be on equal footing
in regard to pensions with the men who
stayed in and did actual fighting and
other services in the field. Why should
a man be entitled to a pension, any way,
who never left his State; who endured
no hardships whatever? From Camp
Dennison we went to Marietta, where
we crossed the Ohio River to Parkers-
burg, W. Va. From there via B. & O.
R. R., through Grafton, Clarksburg,
on to near the Maryland line; from
where we were ordered to a 60-mile
forced march to Greenland Gap to as-
sist Gen. Patterson, who was expected
to watch the rebel, Johnston, and keep
him from reinforcing Beauregard at Bull
Run. Before we reached our destina-
tion we heard that Johnston got away
and that our army was defeated at Bull
Run. We got orders to retreat as fast
as we had advanced. This was our first

serious work in soldiering. The boys
had gotten their uniforms lately and
still had their knapsacks filled with cit-

izens' clothes, and packed even more
than regulations called for. On that re-
treat the boys learned a lesson that
stuck to them all through the war—to
be light-footed in advance or retreat,
and carry nothing unless actually neces-

sary. From Clarksburg we marched
through Weston, Summerville and other
West Virginia towns, towards the Ka-
nawha River, at Carnifax Ferry. Gen.
Floyd, President Buchanan's Secretary,
was in command of the rebels, who had
fortified themselves there. The 10th
Ohio, being in the lead, came out of the
woods, not knowing what was ahead of
them. The rebels opened on them with
their long rifles stuck thru between the
logs of the breastworks. This was early
in the afternoon we fought till dark,
and after, so that some of our our men
fired by mistake into each other. Next
morning Mr. Floyd and his men had re-
treated across the river and had burned
the bridge behind them. They were in
such a hurry that they left most of their
arms behind. We picked up several
wagon-loads of guns of all descriptions—squirrel rifles nearly as long as fence
rails. Floyd even left his own trunk
behind. Then we marched till we struck
Gualey Bridge, at the head of the Ka-
nawha River, and went into camp.
We soon started out again up New

River; over hills covered with woods and
boulders. At Cotton Hill we struck the
rebels, who were behind trees and rocks,
and fired on us. Here we lost our first

man, killed, in our company, John Rem-
ley. The rebels fired at us from across
the river, where they were concealed
behind rocks and trees, and here an-
other of the company was wounded,
Daniel Miller, shot in the ankle. By-
and-by we marched after them again,
with a larger force, with five days'
cooked rations in our haversacks. The
rebels retreated before us in such haste
that they left wagons and corn meal
scattered along the route. One morn-
ing, early, Co. F, having the lead, met
a rebel General named Cochran, or
something like that, with his staff, com-
ing around a bend of the road. When
they saw our men they turned to run
away; but one of Co. F fired, and hit
the General, who was then taken to a
house near by, where our commander.
Gen. Benham, went to see him and
found him to be a West Point classmate.
The rebel General died, and the private
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of Co. F received a commission as Sec-
ond Lieutenant. I noticed an item in
which some one of the 7th Ohio claimed
having- shot that rebel General. It was
not correct. Next morning-, early, we
got on to them again. They were camp-
ing in a valley, getting breakfast ready.
A couple of six-pound guns were run
up and a shot was fired at them, which
not going very close, and as they did- not
like to leave their kettles of meat boil-
ing behind them, they tarried a little;

but another round got them on the run,
leaving everything behind. Our boys got
the meat, and many knapsacks they
left contained big plugs of tobacco, a
lot of other good things, and some ugly-
looking knives. We followed them to-
ward Lynchburg. Not getting- any fight
out of them, having gone farther than
orders justified us in going, and rations
being about exhausted, we started back
to camp. On the way the soles of my
shoes came off; a few inches of snow
fell, mixed the mud and made bad
marching. I tore part of my shirt off

and wrapped around my feet, a la Valley
Forge. Col. Jarvis, at a Reunion, asked
me if I remembered that incident?
"Yes," I told him, "I remembered, too,
getting some leavings of cabbage stumps
in a garden, that tasted awful good at
that time!" As we went farther than
ordered, rations gave out and we had
a hungry time till we got back. Then
we went down the big Kanawha on
boats, to Louisville, Ky., whence we
marched to meet Buckner, who was in
command of the rebels in our front.
Grant having taken Fort Donelson. Our
gunboats coming up the Cumberland
River made Buckner retreat, and we
moved on after him, taking Nashville,
and on to Franklin, beyond, where we
turned off for the Tennessee River, to
Shiloh, where Johnston and Beauregard
had a large army. While on the way
we heard that Grant's army there had
been attacked and driven back on the
first day. We reached the field the sec-
ond day, and the rebels were beaten
and retreated to Corinth, Miss., about
20 miles distant. Here is a junction of
railroads; the locomotives were tooting
day and night, and we supposed the
rebels were being reinforced, till early
one morning, when there was an ex-
plosion, and on examination we found
the rebels had all left. While we
thought they were getting reinforced
they were sending their army away to

Richmond to help Gen. Lee drive back
McClellan, who was close to Richmond.
We marched to Chattanooga. Brag had
command of a large army again and
crossed the Tennessee River, threatened
our rear and marched north, aiming for

Cincinnati, Ohio, or Louisville, Ky. We
marched back, following, on nearly par-
allel lines. Bragg capturing garrisons
and stockades, getting recruits and fill-

ing his wagons and taking the cattle
and horses. He stopped before he
reached the cities named. He undoubt-
edly had learned that the squirrel
hunters from the adjoining States were
coming to meet him.

In order to reach Louisville ahead of
Bragg, we marched 32 miles in a blaz-
ing sun; very little drinking-water was
found, and about half the men were
laid out along the road. There we were
paid off and put in good shape for
future action, and in a short time
turned our faces South again, over the
same ground we had come. While ly-
ing at Louisville great numbers deserted.
Whether they had lost faith in our Gen-
erals, were tired of the service or that
they could make more money mining
coal, at which they could earn from $6 to
$8 a day, about six from my company de-
serted. They were all coal miners and
foreigners. Gen. Rosecrans took com-
mand of the army and we moved on
after Bragg to Perryville, where he in-
fiicted serious loss on part of our army;
then retreated to Murfreesboro, where
he gave battle and defeated our army
on the first day; but in the end we
were victorious. In the first day of this
battle my regiment sustained its great-
est loss during any action in the war.
My own company lost 40 killed and
wounded, out of 70 who went into ac-
tion. My brother, Peter, lost an arm,
from which wound he died. Gallant
Maj. Hawkins and half of the officers
were killed or wounded. After a little

rest. Gen. Rosecrans moved ahead and
Bragg retreated, and we reached the
goal of our expedition—Chattanooga

—

again. We started to march yet farther
to the interior of Dixie. Jeff Davis did
not want us to do that, and sent Long-
street to help Bragg stop us, which they
did soon after at the battle of Chicka-
mauga, which made us retreat to that
hole-in-the-wall, Chattanooga. They be-
sieged us there until we and the horses
and mules were nearly starved. Then
Grant and Sherman came from Vicks-
burg, and Hooker with a corps from the
East, and drove the besiegers away and
opened up our communications again.
We expected to get plenty of rations and
to recruit, instead, we received orders
to hasten on to relief of Burnside, who
was besieged by Longstreet. We started
in light marching order for Knoxville,
110 miles away. The first day we made
15 miles. Tony Miller and I got a
young porker, and we cooked him, and
we ate him, without salt or other season-
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ing. I can feel the effects of it yet!
It tasted so sweet—but it got so sour
next day! When we reached Knoxville
Loongstreet was gone. We lay there in
the woods all Winter. While we only
starved at Chattanooga, we froze and
starved at Knoxville all the Winter of
'64. As we went there in light-march-
ing order, we had only the suit we had
on; no soap, no salt; everybody found
graybacks on him—officers and privates.
An iron kettle that held some 20 gal-
lons was in service all the time. The
boys would take off their shirts and boil
them; in the meantime wrap a blanket
around them till shirt was dry again.
My regiment cut out several acres of
timber to build fires. In front one would
nearly burn and in the rear would quite
freeze. There was a mill where our
boys ground corn. We received about a
quart a day thru that Winter, and noth-
ing else. Andersonville fare. Wm.
Fashlong and I went over the Holston
River in a dugout, and we had all we
could do to get across, as it leaked so.

Tramping three or four miles, we found
corn in a crib, shelled about a bushel
apiece, and came back to the mill and
exchanged for meal. In the pup-tents
in the 'morning the corn pone, if one
had one, would be frozen hard as a
stone; the water in the canteens chunks
of ice. In the Spring the boys, or some
of them, veteranized. I would have
liked to myself; but I was played out.
In the Spring Sherman started to At-
lanta, and near Marietta, Ga., my time
of service having expired, those of the
regiment who did not veteranize, were
sent back to Chattanooga to be mus-
tered out. While waiting several weeks
at Chattanooga I got diarrhea so bad
nothing would stop it, and it looked as

tho I would not be able to reach home.
I laid around about two years before
I could do much; been under medical
treatment ever since, to this day.

In regard to politics, I guess the boys
have a right to express their opinions.
If they had not been successful in re-
uniting the country we would have be-
come a lot of little Governments, like
Europe, or like Germany was before
1870; each part or State would have
its standing army and boundary lines.

It would have been a set back to the
whole world, with untold misery to the
common people. And yet they will
proudly carry around that flag of trea-
son that was aiming to bring this
calamity about.

It seems to me if the Government
would send the millions of money to
pensioners in currency, instead of
checks, in times of stringency, it would
help a great deal. The amount so sent
could be used and, when people got
over their scare it would be returned
to the banks.
The National Tribune is nourishment

to the old soldier who reads it. I have
said my little speech; it is not long, but
there are thousands of miles marching,
sweating, thirsting, hungering, freezing,

and some fighting in it. Of course, we
got a chicken once in a while, too; but
I have given you only the serious part.

I am glad I have lived to see that our
sacrifices were not in vain, and proud
of the position our glorious country
holds among the Nations of the earth.

I take more interest in reading The
National Tribune than any other paper,

because those months and years in the

war were the greatest events in my
life.



The Guntown Disaster.

By Wm. Guynn, Lexington, Ind.

Editor National Tribune: I was a
member of Co. B, 93d Ind., Col. Clint
Thomas. After passing through the
Vicksburg Campaign, we were sent up
to Memphis, Tenn., to guard the mili-
tary post and Mississippi River at that
point. The regiment was engaged in
keeping up a picket line near the city,
at the time Forest captured Fort Pil-
low, where 4,000 negro troops were mur-
dered. This aroused the military au-
thorities at Memphis. Two or three ex-
peditions were sent against the "old
murderer," but there were no engage-
ments. On June 10, 1864, a General and
his staff went to Memphis to take com-
mand of the army. Gen. Sturges. The
army was on the march at once, five
days' rations in haversacks, the army
being well equipped, with 300 wagons
loaded with provisions and ammuni-
tion. It was in possession of three bat-
teries, 16 pieces of artillery, and in-
cluded Gen. Grayson's Brigade of Cav-
alry. We marched on two or three
days; two or three heavy Spring rains
came on, which made it difficult get-
ting over the mud roads with heavy
train and artillery;, but we pulled and
trudged and pried up and finally reached
a small inland town, about 100 miles
east of Memphis. It being late in the
evening, the army went into camp on
the north side of the town, being a high
and dry location. Quite a number of
citizens of the town came to the army
wagons and drew rations. They re-
ported that Forest was on the railroad,
25 or 30 miles east, and that Forest
said: "If the Yankees come over here
I will give them a fight." The army
moved out early next morning, passing
thru town, marching In the direction
of Guntown, until 10 or 11 o'clock, and
went into camp, and coffee was made
and dinner served. The General re-
ceived a dispatch that the cavalry had
had a hot skirmish during the morning.
An order was sent to each company
commander, after dinner, to have the
men clean up their guns and be ready
for instant action.
On June 10 occurred the Guntown

battle. Reveille was sounded early and
the men were up and answered roll call;

haversacks were empty; nothing for
breakfast; there was a reasonable
amount of supplies in the wagons, but
no rations were issued. A few minutes
later the bugle sounded the march, and
the men were hastened to the road and
away. The 93d took the lead; wagon
trains were left in the rear; the men
skipped along lively with empty stom-
achs; marched on until 12 or 1 o'clock,
and heard the roar of the cannon in
front. A dispatch bearer was met who
reported to the Colonel that the cavalry
was whipped, and the infantry was
wanted forward in great haste. The
Adjutant ran up the line of the regi-
ment and reported the order, and then
the hustle began. The weather being
extremely warm, made it very difficult
to hurry men over the roads. Some of
the men fell to the side of the road,
exhausted by the heat, while others suf-
fered sunstroke. The i-egiment reached
the creek, and there they saw the hor-
rible sight of war. The cavalry was
driven across the creek in a stampeded
condition, with wounded men and
wounded horses numerous among them.
The regiment found there a deep, mud-
dy creek, a horrible swamp above and
below on opposite sides, and a little nar-
row pole bridge to cross on, and the
only way of crossing at that point.
Stray balls were flying thick there, too.
The rear of the regiment was not all

across until one man was killed in
front. The regiment hustled up the
long slope of the hill, passing a large
church standing on the left, and came
near a skirt of timber in front, thickly
undergrown with shrubbery of all kinds.
There was Forest's force, in ambush in
the bushes. The Colonel right-wheeled
the regiment into line. By this time
they ran up four pieces of artillery and
the Water House Battery of Illinois,

was at once put into action. No sooner
did the regiment open fire than the
rebels opened a deadly fire on us, one
heavy volley after another. Under all

the excitement I glanced down the line

and saw that the regiment was almost
massacred. Our lines were thinned and
our fire was weakened. I saw the
ground covered with dead and wounded
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men. Some wounded men were climb-
ing and holding to small shrubs, while
others were wallowing on the ground
in their blood. The rebels saw that
they had weakened the fire from our
side and rushed out against us, 15 or 20
to one. The Colonel saw that it would
be vain to try to stand against such
overwhelming force, and ordered us to
fall back, and to turn and fire as well
as we could as we went. Leaving our
dead and wounded on the ground. After
falling back about opposite the church,
down the slope of the hill, we saw the
General and staff standing on the op-
posite side of the road, huddled together
like a flock of ducks, bumping their
noses together. There was such a roar
of artillery. There was such a roar
hear nothing. After being forced back
till we struck the swamp near the edge
of the creek, the Colonel said to the
men: "Cross the creek in the best man-
ner you can." I plunged into the swamp,
sinking knee-deep, some places deeper,
and finally reached the creek. I found
and old mossy log which had fallen
across the creek, mounted it and tore
through the rank overgrowth that cov-
ered it, and finally reached the west
side of the creek. I started down the
creek, thinking to make my way to the
road again. Proceeded but a short dis-

tance till I ran against the wagon trains.

By this time the rebels had the range
on the wagon trains and were throwing
shell into them, killing mules and men,
and exploding ammunition. I turned
westward, and near the road was the
first sight that I had of the stampede.
They were several thousand deep,
pushing, jamming, infantry and cav-
alry mixed together, pullin g wag-
ons and betteries and ambulances
loaded with wounded; men being
knocked down and trampled un-
der feet, crying and begging for
mercy. I saw it was no place for me,
and kept far from the road, dodging
from tree to tree, t was two hours or
more before a man was safe on the road.
The retreat lasted until about 12 o'cock
that night, when I reached the big
swamp, being about 12 miles from the
battlegrourd. The road had been cor-
duroyed for the army to cross on. The
cavalry, rushing and jamming, broke
through the road in several places.

Some were mired down. Everything on
wheels was surrendered at that point.
Whether to wade the swamp I was very
doubtful; but I plunged in. In some
places I sank to my waste in a thin
batter of mud, but I attained the west
side of the swamp, tired, hungry—no
breakfast, dinner or supper, wet and
cold, past 12 o'clock in the night; then

I blundered on with the stampeded men,
squashing the mud and water between
my toes. We reached the town of Rip-
ley next morning about sunrise. There
the stampeded men rounded in. Some
efforts were made to reorganize the
army, yet nothing had been done. But
a few minutes passed till the rebels
came in on almost all sides, screaming
and shouting, keeping up a heavy fire,

and forced the stampeded men to re-
treat in disorder. The roads at Ripley
forked, one to the right, one to the left,

leading to Memphis. The larger part
of the force retreated by the left road.
The General withdrew the cavalry, rode
away and left the infantry to cover the
retreat. The stampeded men were fol-
lowed for the next 50 miles by a heavy
force of rebel cavalry. Retreat was cut
off in many places, the men killed or
captured, and the dead were thrown
into the roads, creeks and branches,
their bodies left in the open air for the
beasts and fowls of the forest to pick,
mangle and devour. As we retreated
thru the town the citizens fired out of
their up-stairs windows and from the
alleys. They wounded several soldiers,
and killed the Colonel of the Illinois reg-
iment. After we had retreated a mile
and a half or two miles, excitement had
gone down a little, and we thought best
to size up ourselves a little. We found
that we numbered about 200 men bear-
ing arms. Col. Wilkinson, of the 9th
Minn., one Lieutenant and four Ser-
geants, 400 wounded men riding bare-
back horses. The Colonel ordered the
men to "fall in line," and he would pull
them through to Memphis if possible.
The weather being extremely hot made
it hard to ride the bareback horses.
Their bodies were covered with green
flies and the stench of the wounds could
be smelt as we passed by. The retreat
continued day and night—there could be
no halt. June 14 the Colonel became
alarmed at the scarcity of ammunition.
The Lieutenant was sent around, de-
manding of each a round of ammuni-
tion. I gave up two cartridges, all I

had, some gave up one, some had more.
These were to be put in the hands of
12 men. The men were put in the rear
to cover the retreat. June 15 we
reached White Station, six miles from
Memphis. Here we were reinforced by
the 8th Kan. Cav. Of our losses, 1,200
men were captured, that many or more
were killed or wounded, 16 pieces of ar-
tillery were lost, 312 wagons of six mule
teams, and nine ambulances. The cap-
tured men were sent to Andersonville,
and there most of them perished. This
was Gen. Sturges's campaign down in
Mississippi in the Summer of 1864.



Cavalry in the Navy.

By F. W. Sedgwick, 10th 111. Cav., Parma, Mich.

Editor National Tribune: Some
months ago Comrade Coleman, of Jack-
son, gave the readers of The National
Tribune a sketch of his experience on
the Yazoo Pass expedition. It inter-
ested me, from the fact that I had
a small share in the same expedition.
Feb. 24, 1863, the 1st battalion, 10th
111. Cav. (Cos. A, D, G, K), were at
Helena, Ark. A detail was called for
from Co. A to report to Gen. L. F.
Ross for duty as mounted escort and
orderlies. It was my fortune to be one
of the 22 men detailed, and we found
Gen. Ross on the steamer Volunteer, a
light-draught, stern-wheel—the kind
President Lincoln spoke of as "able to
run on a heavy dew." We felt pleased
to be on the headquarters boat, for if

there were any soft snaps going, we
might get a share. We found the space
well filled. In addition to the boat's
crew, the General and staff, with their
horses, and our 22 horses and men,
there were also two companies of in-
fantry from on Ohio regiment, of which
I do not recall the number. There
was not much room to spare and we
were put to it when cooking and lodg-
ing facilities had to be found or de-
vised. There was a large box stove
near the stern, where we did some of
the cooking—when we could secure a
little space around and on the stove.
We could once in a while get a little

hot water from the boat's kitchen for
coffee or tea. As to sleeping, my diary
tells that I "slept under cabin table"

—

**on a coil of rope;" "on hurricane deck,"
etc. We soon learned to sleep in any
old place. The fleet consisted of the
gunboat Chillicothe, plated with three-
inch iron, having a square turret for-

ward, with two 11-inch guns; also,

a "turtle" gunboat, the Baron Dekalb,
of a style similar to the Merrimac, car-
rying nine-inch guns in front. There
were several "tinclads." The rest of
the fleet was made up of transports,
river steamers of various kinds—most-
ly small-sized. There were also two
or three ferryboats, used as dispatch
and mail boats. The trip thru the
Pass from the Mississippi River to the
headwaters connecting with the Yazoo

was an event long to be remembered.
In my diary and letters I referred to
it as "steamboating thru the woods."
The channel iwas very crooked and
current so strong it was very difficult
navigation. The boatmen had to put
ropes about trees to hold back the boat
from being swept against trees and
stumps with destructive force. The
lighter woodwork on boats suffered se-
verely in the crush. We tied up at
night once or more within sight of po-
sition left in the morning. It was
tough sailing, for sure! Going up
stream was much better than down.
March 11 we arrived in the vicinity

of Fort Pemberton, and heard the
boom of heavy artillery from fleet and
fort. The mounted escort accompanied
Gen. Ross on shore, and there I first

heard a shell from a Confederate can-
non fly over us. My first impulse on
hearing the "whish-sh-sh" was to
dodge a little. Next I looked up to
see the "singing bird," but only heard
a "clip, clip," as the shell passed thru
the treetops in our rear. Later, I saw a
shell in fiight from a 15-inch mortar
as plainly as we can see a baseball in
air. Strange as it may be, I never saw
a ball that struck me! Soon after the
opening of the action a shot from the fort
entered the port of the turret on the
Chillicothe, exploding a shell just being
placed in one of her 11-inch guns, kill-

ing four and wounding nine men and
temporarily disabling our gunboat,
which had to fall back for repairs.
March 12 I was among those chosen
by Capt. Ryan, A, D, C, on Gen. Ross's
staff, to take a skiff and make some re-
connoisance in vicinity of the fort.

Two small boats with nine or 10 men
made the scouting force. Keeping
well under cover of timber and under-
brush, we made our way as quietly as
possible, for we were more anxious
to see than to be seen. We got a fair
view of the fort, and dropped to where
we could see quite a camp, and the
steamer John Walsh, that lay a little

below the fort. Fortune so favored
us that we were able to do about all we
came for without discovery, and we
returned to our headquarters.
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Next day Capt. Ryan asked me if

I would go with him again. I said,
"Yes; I'll go as far as you care to go."
Soon after we started the artillery
opened up, making "music in the air,"
discordant and not always rythmic. We
worked our way as quietly as possible
toward the position from which we
wished to look on. When we got about
as near as we could without discovery
our skiff came unexpectedly into a place
where the view of the fort was good

—

in fact, too good, for they saw us, and
turned a gun in our direction, making
it very wise in us to "hunt a hole." We
promptly backed out, and looked for
thick brush to screen us from the too-
watchful eyes of the enemy. The sit-

uation was warm for a time. We went
where we could see the steamer John
Walsh, thinking if we could slip up
unobserved and set her on fire, it

would be a good joke on the enemy;
but we saw that they were on guard,
and we withdrew without indulging our
incendiary inclinations. When we
could think of no more jokes to play on
the rebs, we made our way back to
the fleet and found the gunboats and
mortar busy in a warm argument with
the fort, and had time to see some of
the working of a naval battle. My
notes say: "Our side fired 377 shots
and the rebs 260. The Chillicothe was
struck 34 times, and so battered up
that she was withdrawn for repairs."
I saw the officer having charge of the
mortar get in a small boat and go out
in full view of the fort to watch the
effect of his shells. While so engaged
the rebs took two shots at him, which
came close enough to miss him. About
that time I heard some strange sounds
following a shot from the fort, and
was told "they are firing shrapnel." I

did not want to stop any of those spite-
ful insects. Their hum was too sug-
gestive. It seemed to say: "Better look
a little out; we're after you." Almost
the whole land was under water, so
there was no chance for land forces to
play at the game. Our side had built
a two-gun fort on the only available
spot, and two 30-pound Parrotts were
talking with the fort; distance estimat-
ed 1,200 yards. After Vicksburg sur-
rendered I met a wounded Johnny who

said he was in Port Pemberton that
day, and they were badly knocked out—wondered why we did not come down
and finish the job. He said they had
reinforcements that night, and next
day there were 20,000 ready to meet
us.

March 16 there was some more artillery
practice, with but little harm on our
side. March 20 Gen, Ross started on
his return to Helena, and next day met
a force under Gen. Quimby—coming
to "help us to let go," I guess. Gen.
Quimby, ranking Ross, took command,
and we went back to look at the rebs
some more. We got back to the former
position, and some infantry were camp-
ed on shore, when on the night of
March 24 a heavy storm came on and
a tree fell on a tent, killing four and
wounding two men of the 47th Ind.
One of the wounded men died next day.
April 1 I went with Capt. Ryan and
some others to visit the rebel outpost,
under a flag of truce, to take some kind
of communication from "We-all to
they-uns"—my first experience under
flag of truce.

"April 2.—About 40 cannon shots to-
day on both sides; no harm on ours.

"April 3.—A few shots from the rebs.
Mounted men on scout toward McNutt,
County seat of Sunflower County, Miss.
We had some lively times chasing "the
other fellows" and brought back eight
or 10 prisoners and some arms and
equipments.

"April 4.—A few shots exchanged to-
day; one killed and two wounded on
our side.

April 5. — The expedition started
again for Helena, leaving the enemy
rejoicing over a victory—having repuls-
ed the Yankees."
Thus ended my experience as a naval

cavalryman on the Yazoo Pass expedi-
tion in the interior of Mississippi.
What was it for? I don't know;

but the effect was to draw quite a force
away from Vicksburg, and keep them
guessing what we would do. Later we
went to Milliken's Bend and Young's
Point, doing outpost duty during the
six weeks' siege, and after the surren-
der we camped on river bank just be-
low the city.—F. W. Sedgwick, 10th 111.

Cav., Parma, Mich.



Sad Tragedy at Columbia.

By John R. Palmer Co.'s A and H, 32cl 111.

Editor National Tribune: While the
subject of the burning of Columbia,
Feb. 17, 1865, is one of much contro-
versey, it is to be regretted that some
correspondents who have offered con-
tributions are prone to ignore the facts
of some others entirely. I gave an ac-
count of the part taken by my regi-
ment in the capture of Columbia in a
previous article; but now, since there
has been so much interest aroused, I
recall much that I did not include in
that article.
On the morning of Feb. 17, 1865,

Belknap's Brigade, Fourth Division,
Seventeenth Corps, was marching in
advance, having brought up the rear
the day before. About 10 or 11 o'clock
a. m. the 3 2d 111. debouched in ad-
vance from the pine woods to the hills

opposite the city, in full view of Wade
Hamipton's troops, that infected the
island (as I took it to be), that was
skirted with timber of various hights;
but we were enabled from our posi-
tion to overlook all that intervened be-
tween us and the city. The 3 2d form-
ed on the guides, in plain view, while
the sharpshooters sent over scattering
shots from the adjacent woods; some of
which took effect, wounding two men.
While the regiment was forming on
the guides, it became a little ticklish.

I know, because I was Orderly-Ser-
geant of Co. A, and was the right
guide of the regiment.

In the meantime, while this was go-
ing on, we observed a line of skir-
mishers up the river on the opposite
side, apparently one and a half miles
froim our position, whom we took to

be the Fifteenth Corps. It soon be-
came a busy time for Gen. Belknap,
who brought forward the 1st Minn. Bat-
tery for the purpose of masking a
small detachment composed of one
company from the 13th Iowa and one
company of the 32d 111., under com-
mand of Col. Kennedy, of the 13th
Iowa. As I understood then, Col. Ken-
nedy obtained a couple of scows, in

which he crossed safely into the city.

With the aid of the 1st Minn, he had
little opposition; the Are from this

battery sent Hampton's Le<-ion going.

After we had stacked arms we were
interested spectators.

I approached the scene where Gen.
Belknap was, with his field glass, and
heard his instructions to the Captain
of the battery to throw a shot here
and one there. The vibrations from
the cannon shots reverberated to our
side of the river as they wiped up
the buildings, ,not knowing who would
be the most intense sufferers—wheth-
er a citizen was the victim, or Hamp-
ton's men. It was the fate of war, and
private hurts were not intended by Gen.
Belknap. Col. Kennedy landed in
safety and made straight for the State
House, where he placed the flag of the
13th Iowa, and the flag of the 32d
111. was hoisted over the City Hall.

Gen. Belknap saw this thru his glass
and called for three cheers, at the same
time throwing up his cap. It is safe
to say that this was before the Fif-
teenth Corps entered the city. We
have Gen. Sherman's words for this

also. In his Memoirs, in speaking of
the Fifteenth Corps, to which he gives
credit for the capture of the city of
Columbia, he says: "A small detach-
ment from the Seventeenth Corps cross-
ed the river and hoisted the flag over
the State House." However, he said
this was irregular, knowing, as he
said, that the Fifteenth Corps had the
right of way^ on this occasion.

In the afternoon of the 17th the
rest of our brigade marched up the
river, crossing where other troops had
put down a pontoon, and by night we
were in Columbia, wihile it was in
flames, started by the torch in their
own hands. Wade Hampton had the
credit, at the time, of firing the cot-
ton stored there in immense quanti-
ties for shipment or the use of the
Confederate Government.

It seemed to be the irony of fate

for those poor, helpless people to have
to suffer this. I pitied them, and did
all I could to help theim remove their
effects from place to place; but it was
of little use, because by the time the
effects were deposited on one corner, the
flames would approach from another,
and it became impossible to save much.
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A sad tragedy, one of many, doubt-
less, of which I have heard since, and
which I was very near, but did not
know of at the time, I will recall. It
has been published, but I will repeat
it, I quote:

"The marriage of Annie Pickens,
daughter of Gov. Francis W. Pickens,
to Lieut. Le Rochelle, and the death
of the bride, which followed immedi-
ately after the ceremony."
"On the 17th of February, 1865, the

Northern army commenced shelling Co-
lumbia; but preparations for the wed-
ding continued. Finally the guests
were all assembled and the mansion
was ablaze with light, fragrant with
flowers and joyous with music, altho
the occasional dull whirr of a cannon
ball kept the company aware that
danger was not far off. The clergy-
man stood beneath the chandelier in the
white robe of his office, the groom in
his regimentals, and the bride, tall
and stately, fair and lovely, in her
snowy bridal gown, walked into the
crowded chamber and paused before
him. The clergyman was proceeding
with the solemn ceremony, and had
just joined the right hands of the
happy pair when there was an awful
crash, and a shell from the enemy's
cannon penetrated the mansion and
burst in the middle of the marriage

chaimber, scattering its death-dealing
missiles in every direction. There were
screams and a heart-rending groan;
mirrors crashed; the house shook; wom-
en fainted, and walls rocked to and
fro. When the first confusion was over
it was discovered that in all the crowd
only one person was injured—the bride
herself. She lay partly on the floor
and partly in her lover's arms, crush-
ed and bleeding; pale, but very beau-
tiful; her bridal-gown drenched with
the warm blood from a great cut in
her breast by a ragged fragment of the
exploded shell. Laying her on a
lounge, the frantic bridegroom besought
her by every term of tenderness and
endearment to allow the ceremony to
proceed, to which she weakly gave her
consent, and lying like a crushed flow-
er, no less white than the camellies
of her bridal bouquet, her breath coim-
ing in short gasps, and the blood flow-
ing from this angry wound, she mur-
mured 'Yes' to the clergyman, and re-
ceived her husband's flrst kiss. A mo-
ment more and all was over. Anna
Pickens-Le Rochelle was laid to rest
under the magnolias, and the heart-
broken bridegrooim, reckless with de-
spair, returned to his regiment."

—

John R. Palmer, Cos. A and H, 3 2d
111.

First Corps at Gettysburg.

By Chas. W. Cook, Sergeant, Co. G, 76th N. Y., Soldiers' Home, D. V. S., Milwaukee, Wis.

Editor National Tribune: I saw in
The National Tribune an article by B.
H. Tripp, who seems to want to estab-
lish, or to everlastingly set at rest in
our minds, the route or road the First
Corps marched over on July 1, 1863,
and what regiment, brigade, division of
the corps was in the lead or at the head
of column on the march from Bmmits-
burg, and first to arrive on the field and
first on the right in line of battle.
He claims that he knows whereof he

affirms, because he was there. That
may be so; but he is not the only one
living who was there on that day. In
October, 1907, I met in Reunion of the
old 76th N. Y., at Cortland, N. Y., about
50 comrades who were there. I will
state a few facts and see how they cor-
respond with what he has written.
On the morning of .July 1, we (the

76th N. Y.) broke camp near Emmits-
burg and soon the First Corps was mov-

ing towards Gettysburg. The 76th N.
Y. was placed in the right of Second
Brigade, which was the right of First
Division, occupying the right of First
Corps. This brought the 76th in front
in marching column and on the extreme
right in line of battle. The brigade at
this time was composed of the 76th N.
Y., 14th N. Y. (Brooklyn), 95th N. Y.,
174th N. Y., 7th Ind., and 56th Pa.

Before noon we reached a hill from
which a view was had of Gettysburg.
A halt was ordered. In front of the
corps was gathered a group of Generals,
Reynolds at the head, and their staff
ofl!icers, all anxiously scanning the hills

beyond and west of the town. If Com-
rade Tripp was there he must have seen
members of 76th N. Y., as we were
close by. While the officers were view-
ing the country about Gettysburg, the
rank and file were filling up with the old
farmer's cherries. Of course, the old
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man was wroth, and tried to stop us,
and it did seem a little strange to us,
that we were allowed by our officers to
eat the cherries without the farmer's
consent. The cause was explained to
us afterwards. The old farmer, tho
living- in a free and loyal State, was a
Secessionist, He lost his cherries, and
before the three days' battle was done
his buildings were torn to pieces by shot
and shell, and totally destroyed by fire.

He was ruined by his friends, the en-
emy. The cherries were hardly dis-
posed of when the order, "Fall in—for-
ward," was given and off down the hill

at double-quick towards the enemy
rushed the veterans. The 76th being
in advance, was obliged to remove
fences, as they led the army thru fields,

gardens and yards. On approaching and
when within two miles of town Gen.
Cutter, our commander, was ordered to
move obliquely to the left across the
field to the ridge near the Seminary,
west of the town, where the enemy were
already engaging our cavalry.
Now a little about that spring that

Comrade Tripp tells about seeing near
Round Top. Perhaps he was looking
for springs, but I don't remember of
seeing or hearing about any spring on
that day near Round Top, as I don't
think we passed over the route marked
out on his map. We of the Second Bri-
gade were looking for Johnny Rebs,
and we found them, too, and when we

ran into them we stopped, and did not
go any farther in that direction just
then. We moved across the railroad, or
grade, as there was no ties or rails laid
at that place. The Second Brigade im-
mediately formed line-of-battle, extend-
ing across a deep cut on the railroad,
and were soon engaged with a vastly-
superior force of the enemy advancing
in two lines, at short range, in front
and on our right flank. And let me
ask Comrade Tripp, where was the First
Brigade at that time? On the next
morning, July 2, when going over the
field locking for wounded, we found
men of the 76th N. Y., 147th N. Y. and
14th N. Y. on the right of the railroad
cut, and none of the First Brigade
there.
On crossing the cut, and going far-

ther to the left, we found near the Sem-
inary members of First Brigade. Don't
want to crow, and will not, but Comrade
Tripp must own up that he is mistaken.
As often is said, there is glory enough

for all of us, but when a man ap-
proaches my glory tree to pick and
carry aw^ay my fruit, I must object. I

think that I have fully established the
fact that the Second Brigade, First Di-
vision, First Corps, led the corps down
from Emmitsburg on the morning of
July 1, 1863, the first on the field of bat-
tle and the first to fire as infantry on
the enemy.



Boats, Battles and Beef.

By J. A. DeMuth, Co. D, 85th Pa., 819 So. 14th St., St. Joseph, Mo.

Editor National Tribune: The article
by John McElroy, "The Siege of Suf-
folk," in your issue of March 12, brings
to my mind many of the incidents of
that time.
At the close of Gen. McClellan's Pen-

insular campaign my regiment, the 8 5th
Pa., along with others, was detailed as
rear-guard, overland, down to Portress
Monroe, with instructions, as we were
informed, to rejoin the main ^ody of
the Army of the Potomac. But when
we arrived at destination we were
switched over to Suffolk, owing to dem-
onstrations being made by the enemy
there with a view, as Mr. McElroy
states, of finally taking Norfolk, with
all its stores.

After being in camp at Suffolk, dem-
onstrations were made in various di-
rections, feeling for the enemy. Finally
camp was broken and the regiment,
along with the other troops, started
across the country in the direction of
the Blackwater River, skirmishing by the
way, and if all reports are true, captur-
ing many a jug of apple-jack, to the
detriment of good order, before coming
out on the coast in North Carolina.

I, however, was left at Suffolk to re-
ceive the mail for the regiment, until
further orders. This order was receiv-
ed in the course of time with instruc-
tions to take transportation at Norfolk,
Va., to New Berne, N. C, at which lat-

ter place the regiment was found.
Shortly after leaving Norfolk we en-
tered the Dismal Swamp Canal. If the
start had been made one day sooner,
the boys would no doubt never have
received the long-looked-for letters
from the dear ones, and likely not
again have seen their postmaster,
either, as the boat making the trip the
day before was captured by the enemy.
"We, however, passed thru without in-

cident.
Our stay at New Berne was not pro-

longed. After some sharp skirmishes,
resulting in tearing up some railroad
track and damage of that nature, we
were placed on board a vessel bound
for somewhere, we know not. Here
mention will be made of an event

most of the members will recall, pro-
vided they have ever forgotten it,

that was calculated to test their hon-
esty. The Captain of the vessel had
no previous experience with soldiers,
as was indicated by his hanging some
quarters of fine beef in the open bow
of his boat until such time as needed
for his own and the crew's use. The
next morning the boat's cook, an going
for the day's supply of meat, was hor-
rified to find some skeletons staring
him in the face, instead of the plump
quarters of the night before. This, of
course, the cook reported to his Cap-
tain, who, after viewing the "remains,"
reported to the Colonel (Howell), and
not being acquainted with the manner
of man he was, had the audacity to
say to him his soldiers made the "skele-
tons." The Colonel, however, when the
varacity of his boys was called in ques-
tion, was not a very mild-spoken man,
telling the Captain his own ill-used and
poorly-fed crew had probably been the
guilty ones—at least, none of the 8 5th
was. To prove their innocence he in-
vited the Captain below to investigate.
But, the shrewd old lawyer he was,
"continued" the case long enough to
send his orderly ahead to inform the
oflJicer in command what the accusa-
tion was and to prepare for "inspec-
tion." In the course of time the
Colonel, with the Captain trailing be-
hind him, made his appearance, looking
very stern. They found all of the
haversacks open, but not a mite of the
missing beef, and the verdict was "not
guilty" by the Colonel, and the Captain
had to accept or "appeal," and as we
were then well out to sea, and he not
a good swimmer, made the best of it.

The next incident was on our arrival
off Hilton Head, S. C, where we were
so long afloat that the boys became
restive, and the why we were not land-
ed for so long I never knew until read-
ing Mr. McElroy's before-mentioned
article. This trip was the means of en-
larging our army experience, as we
moved up along the coast toward
Charleston with a view of capturing
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Fort Sumter. Especially on Morris
Island, in the siege of Fort Wagner,
some stirring events occured never to
be forgotten while memory lasts.

Singular as it may seem, we were
again returned to the Army of the Po-
tomac, going up the James River and
landing at Burmuda Hundred, helping
to uncork Gen. Butler, who was, as
Gen. Grant said„ "bottled up" between
the James and York rivers.
We were there when Gen. Grant ar-

rived to deliver us, and remained some-
time, assisting in the attempt to cap-
ture Petersburg, but our three years of

enlistment had expired, and the boys
thought they had done their share of
saving the country from disruption lo
be permitted to go to the homes so long
anxiously awaiting their safe return.
Owing to a blunder at our muster-

in, we were compelled to remain three
months longer, but were relieved from
duty at the front by being sent to the
rear for police duty at Norfolk, after
camping a few days at Suffolk.
Hoping members of the 85th will

write to me direct, assured of an an-
swer—J. A. DeMuth, Co. D, 85th Pa.,
819 S. 14th street, St. Jo, Mo.

Ohio Generals in the War.

By Prank H. Snow.

Editor National Tribune: Ohio fur-
nished some of the most distinguished
officers of the late war; viz, Gens.
Grant, Sherman, Sheridan, Hazen,
Garfield, Custer, McPherson, the Mc-
Cooks, Hayes, Gibson, Leggett, and
scores of others of National reputation.
Portage County is proud of her officers
and soldiers. Gens. Wm. B. Hazen and
Garfield, of Hiram.

It is of Gen. Hazen, one of the Na-
tion's noblemen, that I wish to speak.
He never shirked an obligation; never
w^avered in the hour of persecution
and sore tried; never turned his back
on foe or friend; was always brave and
manly, and always as tender as the
most gentle and most refined, and was as
physically handsome as he was cour-
ageous in the hour of danger. In the
midst of battle, during the dark days
when false friends, blatant and selfish,

crowded and pressed him, he never
sought shelter behind falsehood or in
fight, but bravely faced them and
flung defiance in their face. A gradu-
ate of West Point at 25 he was ap-
pointed Second Lfieutenant of the 4th
U. S. Inf. He served thruout the In-
dian war in southern Oregon in 1856.
During the two following years he was
almost constantly in actual service
against the Indians in Texas and New
Mexico, and was four times compli-
mented in General Orders from head-
quarters of the Army for bravery and
good conduct. During this campaign
he received a severe wound, the ball

passing thru the hand into his right

side, from which it was never extract-

ed. In February, 1861, he was assigned
to duty as Professor of Infantry Tactics

at West Point. In September, 1861, a
committee of his friends from Cleve-
land visited the President and applied
for his services as Colonel of the 41st
Ohio, about to be organized at Cleve-
land, with Jas. A. Garfield as Ideuten-
ant-Colonel. Before Hazen received
his commission, Garfield had been made
Colonel of the 42d Ohio. In January,
1862, Hazen was appointed to com-
mand the Nineteenth Brigade of the
Army of the Ohio. He movel with
Gen. Buell's army to Pittsburg Land-
ing and took an active part in the bat-
tle of Shiloh, after which he was order-
ed to assume coTnmand of the post at
Murfreesboro. Gen. Hazen's Brigade,
in which was the 41st, was hotly engag-
ed in the battle of Stone River. It was
here that the General's horse was shot
and the General twice struck. He was
ordered by Gen. Palmer to fall back,
Hazen's classic reply was: "I'd iike to
know where in I'll fall ba^k to."

A monument was erected at this point
by Hazen's Nineteenth Brigade, with
this inscription:

"To the memory of its soldiers who
Fell at Stone River, Dec. 31, 1862,

Their faces toward heaven, their feet
toward the foe."

In September, 1863, he took part in

the battle of Chickamauga, under Gen.
Thomas, where he fought with great
gallantry, and when his brigade was
the last organized command to leave

the field. In October, 1863, he em-
barked at night with 1,300 men in 52

boats, floated down the Tennessee
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River, past Lookout Mountain, along
seven miles of Confederate picket lines,

and seized a position which opened
communication with Chattanooga. In
the battle of Mission Ridge his bri-
gade was among the first to reach the
crest, where it captured 11 pieces of
artillery and many prisoners. '

After that time the General was en-
gaged in marching and skirmishing in
East Tennessee. In August, 1864, 'he

was placed in command of the Second
Division of the Fifteenth Corps. His
division took part in the Georgia Cam-
paign and was engaged with the enemy
at Statesboro, on the Oconee River. In
December, after the arrival of Gen.
Sherman before Savannah, it became
necessary for him to open communica-
tion with the sea in order to obtain
supplies. For the accomplishment of
this purpose. Gen. Hazen's Division was
sent on Dec. 13 to capture Fort McAllis-

ter, which commanded the river inlet
thru which Gen. Sherman hoped to get
supplies. Nine regiments, under Gen.
Hazen's command, advanced to the
charge, stormed the fort and captured
24 pieces of ordnance and the entire
garrison. The fight was watched by
Gen. Sherman from a rice-mill three
miles away. Gen. Hazen was appointed
and confirmed Major-General, to date
from the capture of Fort McAllister,
and was appointed by the President to
command the Fifteenth Corps, on ac-
count of long continued service of the
highest character. After the war he
was stationed at Fort Buford. During
the Russo-Turkish war, in 1876-7, he
was United States Military Attache at
Vienna. On Dec. 15, 1880, he was ap-
pointed Chief Signal OflSber, with the
rank of Brigadier-General, and that po-
sition he continued to hold until his
death at Washington, Jan. 16, 1887.

Through Chances of War.

By Frank Holsinger, Co. F, 8th Pa. Reserves, Rosedale, Kan.

Editor National Tribune: I received
several letters of inquiry growing out
of my communication in your issue of
April 9, which prompts me to try again.
The Pastor to whose home I went
with the tidings of the misfortune of
my friend so sadly wounded in the bat-
tle was David Long, who lived near
Fair Play, about four miles from the
Miller farm, where we had been en-
gaged. As I approached the house Miss
Frances, a maid of 14, met me, invit-

ing me in. The family had loaded up
much of their belongings, ready to de-
part if the fighting came their way.
Many soldiers had been to their home
and had been fed. The custom of the
Dunkers is never to refuse assistance
to the needy or hungry. Miss Frances
seeing me approach said to her mother,
"Here comes another hungry soldier
wanting something to eat." (little

dreaming the part I was to play in her
life). Couch's Division was lying off

toward Williamsburg, and her brother
had just hitched up to take her out
to see the soldiers, and she confessed
at something of a disappointment at
seeing ime approach at that time—as
she did not wish to be hindered in her
visit. Her mother told her to go on
and she would get the soldier a bit to
eat. On entering the home our con-
versation was of the battle. "What is

your regiment?" was asked. "The 8th
Pa. Reserves," I replied. The brother
mentioned replied, "Why, father, that
is the regiment our Jim is in!" "Do
you speak of James Gates?" I asked.
Jim was a correspondent of the oldest
of Mr. Long's daughters. I had acted
as a sort of amanuensis, reading and
writing letters for him, and wishing to

avoid any possible scene, was somewhat
diplomatic in my breaking the news.

"Yes," said the brother; "I fear it

is not well with him." A breathless
spell or pause—all were in anxiety.
"He fell by my side and requested me
to come to you, that he might see the
family once again." The news now
broken, and locating him at the
"Smoketown hospital," they rfesolved

to go to him in the morning. I now
essayed to retire. "Won't you have
something to eat?" and next, "What is

your name?" I told them. Mrs. Long
said, "Why, father, that is the name
of the man who married Aunt Eliza-

beth." "Yes," said I, "and she was my
grandmother." "Then you are a
cousin," said she. Surely, I had fallen

into pleasant places and was right roy-
ally welcomed. I not only had some-
thing to eat, but was prevailed on to

remain over night. On retiring I found
a most luxurious bed—spotless linen.

I
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Did I sleep in it? Not much! Here
I had found relatives who welcomed
me to their hearts. I knew full well
that I had certain creatures hidden in
my vesture w^hich I did not care to part
with just then and there; so, taking a
pillow from the bed, wUh a spread, lay
down upon the floor and slept the sleep
of the just. The folks were much sur-
prised that the bed was not tumbled
and asked the reason. Did I tell them?
Yes, years after, when I was one of
the family. As we here camped for
several weeks, I took many trips to
this kind family and was always kindly
received and loaded with the good
things of life. When we broke camp
I corresponded with Miss Prances.
Being commissioned at the close of the
war, I was sent to Texas, where I re-
mained until '67, when I was ordered
to Baltimore to be mustered out. Th6
order, issued in Brownsville, Tex., is

dated Jan. 16, 1867. Ours was, I think,
the last volunteer regiment in the serv-

ice. Am I right in this? During the
Fall of '67 Antietam Battle Cemetery
was to be dedicated. I received a let-
ter from imy cousin telling me of the
event. "Won't you come and be our
guest?" Miss Prances, the girl of 14,
was then a lovely woman of 19 years.
I at once fell in love, wooed her, and
on proposing was accepted, and we
married—took Horace Greeley's advice
and went West—locating in Kansas.
We have had our share of blessings,
among which were seven children, six
of whom still live; and so rapidly
have we grown as a family that we
now number 25, all of whim live with-
in one and a half miles of our horne.
All are enjoying the best of health.
Antietam, the bloodiest battle of the
war! Do you wonder that I am proud
that I had a part in it? Was it not
for the suffering of others, I should
say "Thank God for Antietam!"—Prank
Holsinger, Co. P, 8th Pa. Reserves,
Rosedale, Kan.

Tupelo

!

By Gilford Hervey, Box 335, Huntington, Ind.

Editor National Tribune: Many
thanks for your statement concerning
the battle of Tupelo and in Pontotoc,
Miss., and on the Okalona road, in

July, 1864. This is the first account
I have seen in any paper. I was in
all of these battles, being in the 59th
U. S. C. T., Co. P. Our regiment was
brigaded with the 60th U. S. (Colored
Inf.), under Maj.-Gen. A. J. Smith.
W^e marched out with him to fight the
old rebel, Porrest, and we whipped him
grandly! When we charged into his

men with our bayonets we yelled to

them, "Remember Port Pillow!" and
you bet we mowed them down! Our
brigade did love Maj.-Gen. A. J. Smith,
because he commanded us to fight to

kill and never surrender—and we did
it! I remember well when their cav-
alry charged into our wagon train. It

was about 1 o'clock in the day, and
we charged them off, killing 500 or

600 of them and taking many of them
prisoners. I remember well, too, the
battle of Tupelo. The fighting com-
menced about 8 o'clock in the morn-
ing. Our brigade was on the left of the

line, near the center, and was attack-

ed first, but we drove them back, and
they turned to the right and were met
with a bloody charge and driven back
with heavy loss and one General kill-

ed, Gen. Paulkner. Just at this time,
Gen. Smith came riding down our
line waving his sword and saying,
"Hurrah, boys! No one will be hurt
here to-day!" and men were falling

like apples from the trees when shaken
by a heavy wind! I looked to the right
and saw a cannon ball cut off the head
of a Sergeant of Co. D, next to my
company, and his body stood, I think,
maybe a minute before it fell. Then
we went into it. I can't remember
much in detail until the battle was
over and we were upon a mountain,
where we could see, and there must
have been 3,000 or 4,000 of Porrest's
men dead and wounded on the battle-

field. We did not lose many of our
men—about 600 or 700 all together,
white and colored. I have cut your
statement out of the paper and will

keep it, that my grandchildren may
read it when I am dead.—Gilford Her-
ney, Huntington, Ind.



Fifteen Months in Rebel Prison.

By James Greacen, Co. I, 22d Mich. Inf.

The battle of Chickamauga, where I
was wounded and taken prisoner, was
fought Sept. 19 and 20, 1863. At that
time our regiment belonged to Steed-
man's Division, Fourteenth Corps.
Towards evening of the 20th Gen.
Rosecrans withdrew the army, falling
back on Chattanooga, where he fortified
during the night, expecting an attack
from Bragg the next day, and leaving
Steedman's Division in line of battle to
hold the Ridge, which had now been
the center of conflict for two days; the
object apparently being to sacrifice this
division with a view of keeping up a
show of line of battle while the army
fell back on Chattanooga.

After holding Bragg's army in check
until sundown, during which time our
ammunition became exhausted, after
using all we could obtain from the car-
tridge-boxes of the dead and wounded,
we were ordered by Col. Le Faver, of
the 22d Mich., commanding brigade, to
fall back. After going some eighty
rods to the rear, an Orderly approached
in great haste bearing a sealed letter,
which he handed to Col. Le Favor,
who halted us while he opened and read
it, which proved to be an order to hold
our position on the Ridge at all hazards,
from which we had charged the enemy
several times during the same day and
repulsed as many charges made by
them. Le Favor, reigning his horse to-
wards us, said: "Men of Michigan, our
orders are to go back to the crest of
the Ridge, and hold it with the cold
steel. We shall go, and may God go
with us! Right-about-face!" And
back we went to the top of the Ridge,
where we again formed in line of battle,
among the dead and dying, with heavy
hearts, feeling that it was almost cer-
tain death. No ammunition whatever
and only our bayonets for defence, but
a handful of us to face the seemingly
victorious army of Gen. Bragg, we felt

the result was inevitable.
There we remained and obeyed or-

ders, while our ranks were fast thin-
ning out by the continued volleys of
the rebel infantry, who were now ad-
vancing on us, which we could not re-

turn. The sun had disappeared from
that terrible field of carnage and death,
and yet it was not quite dark. There,
in the dusk of the evening, that noble
band repelled charge after charge with
the bayonet. It was then that the rebel
infantry closed up in our front,
with their cavalry in the rear, within
bayonet reach of us, both from before
and behind; here was the crowning
struggle of it all. At this point language
fails me to give an adequate description,
all was frenzy and desperation for a
time—it must have been short. What
few of us that were left found ourselves
in the hands of the enemy, our guns
were wrenched from our hands. Even
after we had given up our guns, I saw
some of our boys bayoneted for using
insulting language towards the rebels.
We were now exhausted from fatigue,
excitement, hunger and thirst; our faces
blackened with powder; myself bleeding
from two wounds. It w^as now quite
dark, and they were marching us down
the slope. We had gone perhaps 40
rods when a division of rebel infantry,
arriving on fop of the Ridge ' in our
rear, and perhaps not realizing that we
were prisoners, fired into us a volley of
death. With a view of saving our-
selves, we fell fiat on the ground, and,
after some 10 minutes, which seemed
to us an age, the troops in charge of us
succeeded in stopping that terrible and
useless sla,ughter in which we again
suffered heavily. When the firing com-
menced we were in close column, and it

was my fortune to fall fiat on the
ground with a couple of other fellows
on top of me. For this I was extremely
glad, as I thought it might be the means
of saving my life; yet, hope was low
within me, for I could not see how any
of us could long survive such a terrible
fire. At the time we believed this de-
struction to be intentional on the part
of the rebels, and that it was the design
of the Confederate army to take no
prisoners alive; but time works changes
on us all, and with it comes a desire to
look back on those scenes from a more
humane standpoint.
The rebels also suffered equally with

134
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ourselves, and as we arose and re-form-
•ed in line, how well do we remember
the result of that terrible flre; for we
were at every step stumbling- over some
poor fellow who had fallen to rise no
more. We were now marching over
that portion of the field where we had
"been repeatedly charging the rebels dur-
ing the day, arriving at a small stream
known as Chickamauga Creek; and here
for the first time we were halted and
allowed to drink from the creek, some-
thing for which we were very thank-
ful, as we had had no water or food
since daylight that morning; and,
strange as it may seem, it was not until
then that it flashed to my mind that
I was a prisoner of war and was now
being marched to some Southern prison,
there to suffer the sad fate of those
who were in captivity before us and
whom we had heard so much about.
My regiment had gone into action

with 495 men. and in two days had
lost 389. We were now compelled, in

our exhausted condition, to make a
forced night's march, arriving at Ring-
gold, Ga., a small town, at which we
had had an encounter with the enemy
four days previous. We often think
of that night's march, many of us, like

myself, wounded, and staying in line

only for fear of a worse fate. At Ring-
gold we halted, and they gave us bacon
and hardtack for breakfast, the first

that we had eaten for 24 hours. Here
we were allowed to wash at a creek,
something we very much needed, owing
to our complexion from burnt powder.
We rested here for some three hours,
again taking up our line of march for
Tunnel Hill, where we were corralled
In a slave-pen and our captors relieved,

and in their place conscripts were
placed in charge of us—men who
never saw service and who presented a
striking contrast to the brave men who
had thus far guarded us. In their

hreasts there was not a particle of hu-
man sympathy; abuse, sneers and ill-

treatment knew no bounds. It we had
"been wild beasts, we would have been
treated with more consideration. They
were armed with shotguns, double-
barreled and single, squirrel rifles and
other articles of ancient manufacture.
They threatened to shoot us on the
slightest provocation, saying that they
had not killed a "Yank" yet, and now
they had their opportunity. They took
pleasure in telling us that they now
had us and that our bones would bleach
on Georgia soil.

Huddled in this pen, we remained
under a drenching rain. One at a
time, we were admitted to a small in-

closure and carefully examined and re-

lieved of all money, knives, watches—
even mementoes and keepsakes were
taken from us. Even the linings of
our blouses and trousers were torn, so
thorough was the search. A large
amount of money was taken from us
here: but "Yankee ingenuity" was too
much for them. Knowing that we were
going to be searched, many a bill was
tightly wadded, the top of a button on
the blouse removed, and the bill placed
therein and the top or cap of the but-
ton replaced. Many others were tightly
wadded and placed under the tongue.
Other devices were resorted to. We
hoped that we would fare better after
leaving here, feeling that we could not
fare worse. We remained in this slave-
pen about 36 hours; then, being placed
on flat cars, we were taken to Atlanta.
Here we were again placed in a slave-
pen over night, and again searched, just
as we were at Tunnel Hill, and the same
methods of secreting money resorted to.

We had not yet lost all our money,
but everything else was taken from us.
After they had kept us on exhibition,
apparently, for the satisfaction of the
people of Atlanta, who came by thou-
sands to view us, we were again placed
on flat cars and started for Richmond,
Va. Day and night we occupied those
flat cars, -whether moving or not. The
scorching sun by day and the chilly
night air alike found us on them with-
out protection, many of us suffering
from undressed wounds. Ten days thus
passed before we reached Richmond.
On three occasions, while the train
was passing thru a cut, people gather-
ed on the banks and threw stones and
sticks down upon us as our train slow-
ly moved along. Many of our boys
were badly hurt, not seeing the people
on the banks until they commenced
stoning us. As we passed thru Peters-
burg and saw the immense fortifica-
tions, preparations and munitions of
war, our hearts sank within us, as we
feared that our army could never take
those works. I really thought they
were impregnable.

Oct. 1, 10 days after our capture, we
reached Richmond. On this trip they
gave us only sea-biscuits to eat; and
I never will forget either the taste or
fiavor of them. We broke them with
the heels of our shoes. The boys
thought they must be some that Noah
had left over when his ark rested on
Mount Arrarat, and to this day I have
not doubted but such was the carte;

and yet, for aught I knew, they miiTht
have been made by some prehistoi'lc
race, which, at some time in the remote
past, inhabited this country. This
theory I think the most plausible, as
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the art of making them seems now
lost. Of course, if they had lain a few
thousand years exposed to the elements,
it would not have affected them.
We were here placed in a large brick

building with three floors and an attic.

This building had been used as a to-
bacco warehouse, and situated near the
James River and on a street running
parallel with it, and almost directly
opposite Libbey Prison, on the oppo-
site side of the street. Castie Thunder
Avas on the same side of the street.
Our building was known as the Pem-
berton Prison. The basement was full

of large hogsheads filled with sugar.
On each of the three floors 400 men
were pla^ced, and in the attic 200, which
made us pretty numerous for the space
we had to occupy. A solid brick wall
ran from bottom to roof lengthwise
thru the building, giving us only half
the floor space that we otherwise would
have had, leaving ventilation on one
side only. I cannot now recall the size

of the floor that we were on, but it

must have been about 28 or 30 feet
wide, for as we lay down to sleep we
were in four rows—one row with heads
to outside wall on each side; two rows
with heads to heads in the center.
This left two alleys about three feet
wide between the feet of each outside
row and the feet of each inside row.
So packed were we when lying down
that we had to lie, as we called it,

"spoon fashion." When first lying
down we lay on the left side, and when
doing so one could not turn over unless
the w^hole line the entire length of
the building turned. The four rows
occupied the entire length of the build-
ing; for the want of room, no one could
turn on his back. The rule was that,
when 10 men called out "Spoon," the
entire row would turn onto the right
side. As for bedding, we had none
whatever of any description. We lay on
the bare floor with our shoes for our
pillows. On this same space we stayed
during the day and slept during the
night. For the want of bedding, and
as a protection against the cold, chilly
nights, we slept with our clothes on,
which consisted simply of trousers, a
shirt and blouse.
We had no water with which to wash

even our hands or face; combs we did
not have, except as we made them from
pieces of the floor or bone, and then, 15
or 20 would use the same comb. Owing
to our crowded condition and lack of
sanitary arrangements, we soon became
filthy; vermin, known as the grayback,
soon became very numerous. The air
was foul—so many people and no ven-
tilation. The sick, the wounded and

those who were well all fared the same;
all were equal except in the matter of
endurance. It was here that I recov-
ered from my wounds without medical
or other aid other than what nature
did for me.
Every morning Lieut. Barrett would

come up the stairs with a squad of
men with fixed bayonets, and we were
ordered to fall in four lines lengthwise
of the room while they counted us off,

I suppose, to see if any had escaped.
They would then count the dead, and
frequently made a bungling job of add-
ing, sometimes having to have the aid
of a prisoner to help them out. On
some three occasions it was found that
there was a man or two short, and in
order to compel us to tell how this
shortage came, Barrett kept us without
rations two days each time. Of course,
everyone claimed he knew nothing
about how the shortage came. It was
done in this way: There were two night
guards at the entrance, who were, in
my opinion. Union men at heart and
were pressed into the service, who
would furnish clothes and the counter-
sign. Why they did so I leave you to
conjecture. However, it may be some
of those bills that were so successfully
secreted when we were examined came
now into play and did good service.
Of course, no one would give these
guards away; we would starve first.

Our daily rations consisted of a small
piece of cornbread, two and one-half
inches long, two inches wide and three-
fourths of an inche thick, together with
a very small piece of horse or mule
meat about the size of an ordinary esS-
This was given to us once a day, and
we ate it all at one time. One meal
a day, and only one-quarter enough at
that, comprised our daily bill of fare.
Our time was occupied largely in hunt-
ing for and killing graybacks, which
we did by searching our shirts and
trousers both inside and out carefully.
On two occasions I got a sheet of paper
and envelope to write home, I was
permitted to write only six lines. One
of those letters my parents received; the
other one I took out of the postoflice
myself after my release from prison
14 months after I had written it. The
one that my people received was given
to me by my mother years afterward,
and I herewith give the contents of it:

"Richmond, Va.. Nov. 2, 1863.
"Dear Parents: I am a prisoner of war

at Richmond. I was wounded and
taken prisoner at the battle of Chicka-
mauga. My wounds are improving;
think I will get well,

"Lovingly, from your son, James
Gleason."
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This brief note is all that my peo-
ple knew of me or heard of me from
the time of my capture until my re-
lease 15 months later. We were not
permitted to say anything about the
war or our treatment, and must leave
letters unsealed, and, as they were not
examined in our presence, we did not
know whether they were forwarded
thru the lines or not. Therefore, one
thing that troubled me thru all my
prison life wa^ to think that perhaps
my people had not heard from me and
did not know whether I was killed or
was a prisoner.

In all the time that I was a prisoner
1 did not hear from home. Early in
November our cavalry made a raid on
Rihmond for the purpose of liberat-
ing the prisoners, and really entered
the edge of the city. Our joy knew
no bounds when we saw the rushing
of the rebel troops to and fro, and as
the Union shells fell in the James River
and around our prison, cheer after
cheer went up. But we were again
disappointed, and for some of us, at
least, it was best that we should be; for
that night the two rebel guards before
alluded to as our friends told us that
our building had been undermined with
powder sufficient to have left not a
brick where it stood; that everything
was complete and orders given to the
effect that the moment the Union cav-
alry entered the city the fuses were to
be lighted; and the rebel war records,
now on file at Washington, show con-
clusively that such orders were given.
One scene stands out distinct and

vivid during all the years and will re-
main with each one who was on floor
No. 2 until death. It was the night
of Nov. 2, 1863. Lieut. Barrett and
2 00 men with fixed bayonets came onto
our floor about sundown and ordered
us all into line on the south side of
the building. We fell in in six ranks,
while they arranged themselves along
the north side and facing us. Barrett
then told us that they were there for
iDusiness; that our lives were in his
hande; that we ought to be killed, any-
'way, and would be, if we violated in
a single instance any of his orders. He
then ordered us to stand perfectly still

until relieved, making no movement of
the body, head, feet or hands, our
hands reaching down by the seams of
our trousers, eyes straight to the front.
He then gave orders to his men that if

any one of us should move either hand,
foot, head, position of body or eyes, or
speak, that they should instantly com-
mence firing on us and continue firing
as long as one of us remained, while
they stood with their guns at a ready

with the hammers drawn back and
ready in an instant to fire on us. There
we stood motionless, each one fearing
that his fellow might disobey orders
in some way, realizing that nature was
fast becoming exhausted, which would
be the signal for our destruction.
Under the terrible mental and physi-

cal strain which we underwent that
night (and the hours passed like so
many months), it is not within my pow-
er to describe. We had hoped and
hoped that the end would soon come,
as the rebel guards were becoming
wearied as well as we. But, to our
sad disappointment, about midnight the
guards were relieved and replaced with
fresh ones. Then again we listened to
the orders given those 200 rebel sol-
diers by Barrett as before. Discour-
agement and a keen sense of our condi-
tion pervaded each one. We could not
look at our comrade on the right hand
or on the left, as we had to look
straight ahead. We knew it would be
a matter of endurance, or else end in
death. The terrible torture that we en-
dured for the last few hours before
daylight I cannot describe; I will simply
leave it to your imagination.
We remained in that position until

daylight. Some had fallen dead on the
floor with a thud, which caused our
hearts to beat quicker and quicker and
the guards to bring their guns to their
shoulders. One poor fellow fell be-
side me. I dared not look to see who
he was, and did not know until we were
relieved, altho he lay at my feet. Bar-
rett did not remain with his men that
night, only coming when he placed
them at sundown and again at midnight
with their relief. Had the officer who
had charge of the rebel infantry that
night literally obeyed the orders given
by Lieut. Barrett, none of us would
have survived until morning; for I am
satisfied that the orders were not strict-
ly obeyed, especially as it was nearing
daylight, as human endurance became
unbearable. We did not know that the
morning would relieve us; we did not
know when the end would come of all

this torture. Why we were so tortured
I never knew, except it was that they
deemed severe discipline necessary In
order to control us and keep us from
planning escape, etc. This Lieut. Bar-
rett, who caused that terrible suffering,
was himself burned to death in a burn-
ing building in Richmond in 1866. Nov.
20 we were moved from Richmond to
Danville, a town of about 2 00 inhab-
itants in the southern part of Virginia,
near the North Carolina line. The reb-
els told us we were now going to be
exchanged. At Danville we were placed
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in another brick building, similar to
the one we were in at Richmond, ex-
cept that there was no wall in the cen-
ter and there were five windows on
each side; three floors, on which there
were 400 men each, and 200 in the
attic, where there was no ventilation
except a window at each end. Our
prison was known as No. 4. I was on
the second floor.

When we reached there the first thing
the rebels did was to again search us
similar to the way they had done at
Tunnel Hill and Atlanta, but before
doing so, they informed us that anyone
having United States money would get
it back on their release from prison,

they receipting us for the same, but if

found on our person when searching
us, it would be appropriated by the Con-
federate Government. They had learn-
ed by this time that we had ways of

secreting it which was beyond their
comprehension. Very many poor fel-

lows turned over their last dollar rather
than take chances of losing it, believing
the promises made that we were soon
to be paroled and that it would be re-

turned to them. I, myself, gave them
$40, all the money I had, taking a re-

ceipt.
I do not believe that one dollar of

this money was ever returned. Hav-
ing made a good haul on this search,
one week later they again searched us
and took from us, under threats of the
severest punishment by way of with-
holding food, the receipts that they had
given us for our money, at the same
time pledging the honor of the Confed-
eracy to refund all money on our re-

lease. However, by this time our con-
fidence in their honor had ran down to

a very low ebb. Maj. Nolan had charge
of the prisoners at Danville, and to his

credit I will say that he was the most
humbane of any of our keepers, and did
many little acts of kindness. He would
come into the prison alone and talk

with us for an hour at a time. He
treated us as men, not as brutes. He
sympathized with us and seemed sorry
for our condition, and seemed really

sorry that it was not in his power to

prevent.
He took prisoners out to the cook

house to cook our rations for us, grant-
ed them the privilege of the town on
their parole of honor. He was al-

ways welcome when he entered the
prison and needed no escort to protect
him. But our condition was anything
but desirable. Our clothing, as before
described, consisted of one shirt, blouse,
trousers, shoes and cap, badly worn and
was fast giving out. Having been at

the front for months before our cap-

ture, we were not able to draw a new
supply. And to make our lot worse.
Winter was upon us. No blanket or
covering of any kind in the prison; the
windows became broken, so that the
wind and snow would blow thru the
building. We slept in spoon-fashion,
the same as at Richmond, often snow
covering us when we arose in the morn-
ing. No fire of any kind was in the
prison during that Winter, and warmth
could not be obtained except by going
up into the foul air of the attic, where
there was more warmth than elsewhere.
We suffered extremely from cold. Our
bill of fare at Danville consisted of
a pint of pea soup and a small piece
of cornbread once a day. We ate it

all at once.
We could easily have eaten four

times as much. We suffered extreme-
ly from hunger as well as cold. The
soup that I speak of never saw meat
of any kind—just pea soup, pure and
simple, made by boiling a black pea,
which in every case contained a bug.
When the water became warm those
bugs rose to the top, forming a black
surface, and the oil from those bugs
was really nourishing. Many became
homesick and discouraged. Sickness
and death in our midst was an every-
day occurrence, and to add to our mis-
fortunes, the smallpox broke out in our
prison, and eight out of every 10 were
sick with it. Fully two-thirds of the
entire prison were lying sick at one
time with the smallpox, and the stench
from the disease was unbearable. We
had no medical aid; and without fire,

care or attention of any kind, lying on
a board floor, with the snow frequently
for a covering, many died. But the
mortality was less than would be ex-
pected under the circumstances. The
fact that we had had no meat to eat
proved a great benefit to us on this
occasion.
New Year's Day, 1864, well remem-

bered as the "Cold New Year's," found
us here in the above condition, and our
suffering from cold that day was ter-
rible. And to add to our suffering, we
were given no rations whatever. In
this terrible condition we spent the time
huddled together, telling some friend
how we and our friends had spent New
Year's Day at home, and of dear ones
at home whom we had but little hopes
of ever seeing again. During that Win-
ter we spent our time as best we could,
either standing or sitting on the floor,
as we had no seats or benches. Very
many passed the hours playing games.
Checkers and 12 Men Morris were
the favorite ones, which we would mark
out and play on the floor. I spent my
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time largely at those games and de-
stroying graybacks, which were ex-
tremely numerous, and in this way suc-
ceeded to a great extent in keeping my
mind occupied other than dwelling on
home and friends and present condi-
tions. When the mind was allowed to
dwell on home and friends, then home-
sickness and death soon followed. May
29 we left Danville, this time placed in
box cars strongly guarded and crowd-
ed to such an extent that all could not
lie down at once. On the roof of the
cars the guards were placed. In this
condition very many died who were too
feeble to stand up, and were tramped
underfoot, both before and after death.
We went south. Some of the guards

told us they were going to take us to
Georgia, where they would give each
of us a piece of ground two by six
feet, which proved too true to most of
us. Nothing important occurred on
this trip, except that our train collided
with a construction train while cross-
ing a bridge near Charlotte, N. C,
which badly demoralized the bridge and
engine, but both trains kept the track.
Had our train left the track it would
have plunged into the river, 60 feet be-
low, and this would have ended our
prison life and thousands of the poor
fellows would have been spared a long
and tedious death. Four days from
starting we reached a small berg in
Oeorgia called Andersonville, where we
disembarked from the cars, for which
we were very thankful, and were
marched to the stockade, about three-
quarters of a mile away.
The sight of this stockade struck ter-

ror to every heart. It was that terror
which is not shown by expression, but
rather by the reverse; for little was
said, while much thinking was kept
up. We were heavily guarded with in-
fantry and cavalry. As we were near-
ing the big gate, which was soon to
shut on us, the rebel guards were in-
creased. As I now look back on the
scene, I conclude that it was a precau-
tion taken, thinking that when the ad-
vance of the prisoners entered the
stockade and saw the wretched condi-
tion of its inmates, they would revolt
and refuse to enter. Soon we were in-
side. It was raining; the ground was
muddy; it already seemed to be crowd-
ed; there was no shelter, not even
trees. Had the timber been left stand-
ing, what a blessing it would have
proved during that Summer of 1864.
Soon we were earnestly conversing

with those whom we found there. We
inquired where we could sleep, and they
told us anywhere. But when night
-came, and we endeavored to lie down

on the driest ground we could find,
keeping out of the mud as best we
could, we were ordered off by those
who had pre-empted it before our com-
ing. There being no shelter of any de-
scription in Andersonville, we were con-
stantly out in the open air day and
night. Not desiring to lie down in the
mud, we remained standing the first
night, being wet with a drizzling rain.
Morning brought relief, but we now saw
that our condition was desperate, and
at once determined to make the best
of it. Hard as we thought our condi-
tion to be at Richmond and Danville,
we now found it much worse, and wish-
ed ourselves back again. There we
had a roof over our heads which pro-
tected us from the mud and rain. The
first 21 days of June it rained more or
less each day, so that our clothing
scarcely became dry.

Frequently we saw a group trying to
sleep standing, by having one man for
a centerpiece, the rest huddling around
and leaning toward the center. Finally
we took to the ground and slept as best
we could. The moving multitude in
that crowded pen kept the ground,
when wet, very muddy.

I shall now very briefly describe the
stockade and its surroundings. It con-
sisted of about 10 acres of ground sur-
rounded by a stockade 14 feet high,
built with pine timbers cut 20 feet long
and hewn square, so that eaxih was
about 12 by 12 inches. A trench was
dug six feet deep and the timbers were
placed therein in an upright position.
Twenty feet from the stockade, on the
inside, was the dead-line. This consist-
ed simply of crotched sticks stuck into
the ground and a pole laid in them
about three feet from the ground. This
20 feet between the dead-line and stock-
ade was forbidden ground for us. No
prisoner could set foot there; neither
place his hand on the dead-line, as it

was sure and instant death; and many
a poor fellow, preferring speedy death
to a slow and starving one, would de-
liberately go to it, rest his hands on the
dead-line, and await the result, which
was sure and speedy. Many who lost
their reason met the same fate.
On top of the stockade there were

small sentry stations about 100 feet
apart, with a roof to protect the guards
from sun andl rain. Each sentry had
his number. No. 1 was on the right
of the main gate. No. 2 next, and so
on. The stockade was enlarged about
July 15, adding about five acres more
and making in all about 15 acres. The
clean ground of the new part was eager-
ly sought by all, I being one of the
fortunate ones to change my position to
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the new part. This addition gave us
more room, and for a few days we did
not seem to be so overcrowded. At
this time there were about 30,000 pris-
oners in Andersonville. Thru the cen-
ter ran a sluggish stream, say, four
inches deep and perhaps five feet wide,
entering the stockade from the west
side. On each side of the stream it

was swampy and composed of a mixture
of black mud and clay, so soft that
it could not be crossed for about four
or five rods on each side of the creek.
The lay of the ground was such that
the rebel batteries opposite each of the
outer corners, which were constantly
trained on the stockade, could rake
every foot of the inclosure. Besides
those batteries, a large body of troops,
both infantry and cavalry, were con-
stantly encamped outside and reinforc-
ed by several packs of bloodhounds,
each pack being in charge of a man on
horseback, whose duty it was to go
around the stockade each morning, the
dogs catching the scent of the fresh
track of anyone who might have es-

caped by means of a tunnel during the
night. As soon as the dogs caught a
fresh scent they set up what seemed
to us an unearthly yell, and away they
would go with their keeper, and the
poor fellow, unless he found a friendly
tree which he could climb, would be
torn to pieces.
Owing to our condition, treated like

brutes, almost naked, starving, cov-
ered with lice and maggots as we lay
on the ground; pain, agony, misery and
death on every hand, coupled with the
belief that our Government and friends
had forgotten us and left us to per-
ish under those conditions, the human
part of man seemed to diminish and
the brute or animal part to gain as-
cendency. In August, 6,980 died of
scurvy, diarrhea and despair. Hope was
now gone, and yet there is no spot
on earth that can show greater loyalty
to its country's Flag than that sacred
spot inside the stockade at Anderson-
ville.

Many, very many, times the rebels
told us that our Government had de-
serted us, and if we would go out and
work on the forts and fortifications that
they were building, we could have food
and clothing; and as many times this
offer was met with a stern refusal and
many a brave boy said in reply: "What,
help to build forts to help kill our own
men? Never; no, never; we will die
here first." This not having a desired
effect, the rebels then sought to enlist
us in the Confederate service, we swear-
ing allegiance to the Confederate Gov-
ernment, they offering to feed, clothe

and pay us the same as other troops
and allow us to occupy forts. This
offer, like the other, was promptly re-
fused, except by a very few. Perhaps
one regiment was recruited and organ-
ized and sent to the defenses at Charles-
ton, their intention being to desert to
our own troops. But they never had
an opportunity, and in about six weeks
were returned to the prison. Feeling
that our Government had forgotten, or
rather neglected us, consent was ob-
tained from the rebel authorities to
send a delegation of three of our own
men to Washington to be presented to
President Lincoln with a petition sign-
ed by about 2 4,000 brave fellows, who
were now almost naked and starving.
This renewed hope within us, as we
felt that our Government possibly had
not know^n of our true condition and
that, on the arrival of the delega-
tion at Washington, steps would be
taken for our release or parole. But
no; by infiuence of Stanton, the dele-
gation was not permitted to see Mr.
Lincoln. Every act of Stanton's proved
that he preferred to let every Union sol-
dier die in prison rather than exchange
them for able-bodied and well-fed reb-
els. This was a crowning shame to our
Government, and for which we believe
the Secretary of War alone responsible.

Religious meetings were frequently
held, led by Serg't Miller, of my own
regiment, and Boston Corbett, who
afterward shot John Wilkes Booth, Con-
trast those meetings, if you will, and
their surroundings with meetings held
at home, and yet all worshiping the
same God. August and September were
the worst months. Scurvy had now
gained such headway that it was the
most fatal disease. It first showed its
symptoms in the gums, which would
swell to the end of the teeth: then
the whole system became affected; soon
the limbs commenced swelling: a few
days, and suffering was over.
Much has been said about a certain

spring which broke out in Anderson-
ville. Such was the case, and it oc-
curred under the following conditions:
It was on Aug. 15. After a few days of
extremely hot, sultry weather, a great
storm broke upon us with such fury
that no one who was there will ever
forget it. It became dark, lightning
flashed, thunder rolled, and the rain fell
in sheets, and to add to the intensity
of this terrible scene, the rebels com-
menced firing solid shot over us, which
they kept up, seemingly, for the pur-
pose of intimidating us, owing to the
fact that some 20 feet of the stockade,
where the creek entered the stockade
washed down on account of the great
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volume of water that was by this time
forcing- its way down the shallow, slug-
gish stream. When this scene was over
we found a pure stream of spring water
running from out the ground on the
hillside. Boards were obtained from
Capt. Wirz, a trough was made, and in

order to obtain water from the spring,
we fell in line and awaited our turn.
Usually we remained in line from a half
to three-quarters of an hour. At any
hour, day or night, a line could be seen
awaiting their turn to reach the spring.
I am told that this spring is running
yet, and rightly it was named "Provi-
dence Spring;" for before that we ob-
tained water only from the stream, and
it was very impure, from the fact that
the rebels camped on it above the stock-
ade. The cook house, too, was built
over this stream and all debris was
thrown therein; and to be sure that
there was no mistake made, an occa-
sional dead horse or mule was dumped
into it below* the rebel camp and be-
fore it entered the stockade.

In June an organization known as
the "Raiders," composed of our own
men, bound together by an oath of se-
crecy, were located in the southwest
corner of the stockade. They were about
3,000 strong and made up mostly of
men from the lower resorts of our
great cities. They soon became the
terror of the prison, and to such an ex-
tent that we were afraid to even speak
of their doings for fear that we might
be speaking to or in the presence of
one of the gang, and if so, that night
we would pay the penalty with our
lives. This brought a new affliction onto
us. If a prisoner was seen to have
money, a ration of cornmeal, or any-
thing, he was spotted and that night
be would be robbed, and if he resisted
or attempted to give an alarm, he would
be choked to death. We were afraid
to sleep. I, myself, have lain on the
ground, pretending I was asleep, and
seen them choke to death a poor fellow
about 10 feet awav.
Our rations consisted of cornmeal

mush, and they would take possession
of the wagons bringing it in to the pris-
oners, keeping it all to themselves, al-
lowing the rest of us to starve, fre-
quently, for two days at a time without
anything to eat. If new prisoners came
in with clothing, they would rob them
of it at night, in a quiet way, and no
one must say anything about it. Soon
the prisoners organized what was
known as the "Regulars," with a man
by the name of Keys at the head, bet-
ter known as "Limber Jim." He or-
ganized us into companies, and a des-
perate encounter took place for su-

premacy. It was a struggle for life,
but with the timely aid of 100 men
with guns and fixed bayonets, which
Capt. Wirz placed in Keys's hands and
subject to his orders, the "Raiders"
were successfully run down and the
leaders taken outside, where they were
tried by a court-martial composed of
12 of our own officers, who were
brought from the Macon Prison for
that purpose, resulting in 300 to run the
gauntlet and six to be hung.
A scaffold was built inside the pris-

on and the six men hung on July 11,
1864. Those who had to run the gaunt-
let received cruel treatment, indeed.
This effectually stopped the "Raiders,"
and we had no more trouble with them.
It was an extreme act, yet, as I look
back upon that scene now, I view it as
an act of justice and humanity. Spies
were sent into the stockade, dressed
in our clothing-, who reported all at-
tempts at tunneling or plans of escape.
My position in the new stockade was
next to the dead-line on the south side.
I was then chumming with Serg't John
Morris, of the 18th U. S. Regulars. We
preferred to be next to the dead-line,
because of the purer air and the ground
not being- so much affected by vermin.
One night Morris, who, like the rest
of us, was troubled with the camp
dysentery, got up about midnight, and
as he again lay down beside me, I
woke up. Immediately on the stillness
of the night rang out a report from
the gun of the guard on the stockade
some 2 5 feet away, which startled me,
at the same time feeling something
warm and wet all over my face. Im-
mediately Morris commenced to quiver.
I turned toward him and spoke; he did
not answer. I placed my hand on his
head; it was wet; the ball had entered
his head, and it was his brains I felt
warm and wet on my face. I got up,
telling my neighbors that Morris was
killed. The guard refused to let any
of us come near Morris, and told us
that if we gathered together and talk-
ed about the circumstance he would
shoot us as long as he had ammunition.
Our food, as before stated, consisted

of mush made out of cornmeal, ground
cob and all, and no salt, which was
made in the great cook-house just out-
side of camp on the stream. Huge
wagon-boxes, made tight, received the
mush at the cook-house and a four-
mule team drew it to the stockade. For
the purpose of drawing our rations, we
were divided into squads of 100 men.
Each squad had a Sergeant, whose duty
it was to draw the rations of mush for
his hundred. He also had a board, and
on that board he carefully divided the
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mush into as many lumps as there were
men in his squad, and one more, be-
cause the rule was that the Sergeant
was entitled to two rations. Then, hav-
ing' carefully taken from the larger
and placing on the smaller piles, until
he became satisfied that the piles were
all about one size, with the hungry men
standing around, he would then direct
some one to turn his back, handing him
a slip, not of each man's name, but
of his number in the squad. The Ser-
geant would then point with a stick to a
certain pile of mush, saying, "Whose is

this?" While the fellow with his back
turned would speak a certain number,
tbe comrade bearing that number would
rush up and carefully take his ration.
The Sergeant would then continue thru
t^ie entire list, pointing his stick, at
the same time using the words, "And
this?" This was repeated until each
man in the squad had received his ra-
tions. There would then be two rations
left, which belonged to the Sergeant.
No other way could be satisfactory, so
jealous was each for fear they did not
get as much as their fellow. The ra-
tions of mush would fill about an
ordinary teacup, which we received
once a day, receiving nothing else.

After delivering the mush, the wagon
was again driven to the cook-house,
standing in the hot sun, the flies did
their work—the rest we leave to the
Imagination—after which the wagon-
T30X was again filled with mush, without
•cleansing, which frequently became
sour, and when shoveled out of the
wagon frequently had black streaks,
showing a state of fermentation. There
was nothing here to attract our atten-
tion. We played no games, as at Dan-
ville. The scenes of to-day were re-
peated to-morrow. Many became in-
sane, and as the rate of mortality ran
higher each month that we were there,
until in August, two out of every three
that were in the stockade the first of
the month died before its close.
The dead were carried inside the

dead-line at the main gate at 8 o'clock
each morning and left in rows, entirely
nude, as w^hat clothing was left was
always appropriated by those who had
been their friends. They were merely
skeletons. I have frequently counted
from 300 to 400 dead soldiers at once.
Four-mule wagons would drive in, the
dead be thrown up on the wagon by
two men, straightened around until a
load of them was obtained, and so on
until all of them were taken out. About
Sept. 20 our cavalry, making a com-
bined effort from different points to

come to our relief, the rebels scattered
us in different directions. I, with oth-

ers, was placed in box-cars and sent
to Charleston, S. C. Here we were under
the fire of our own fleet for about two
days, and those mortar shells, as they
rose and dropped into the city, as view-
ed by us in the night, were truly grand.
When leaving Andersonville we were

assured by the rebels that we were this
time going to be exchanged. They as-
sured us that there would be no disap-
pointment this time, and that they
would take us to Charleston, there to
be paroled and turned over to our own
Government; and from the fact that we
knew our fleet lay in the harbor, and
that we were going in the direction of
Charleston, we believed what they told
us, notwithstanding their having lied to
us on previous occasions. On this trip
we were not guarded as strongly as on
former ones until after reaching
Charleston, but we thought the troops
were there in defense of the city. Soon
they placed us in box-cars, telling us
that arrangements were made to turn
us over to our own forces elsewhere.
We again became suspicious, and when
it dawned on us that we were going to
another Andersonville, all hope was
gone, despair taking its place. After
about 3 6 hours we reached Florence,
S. C. Here we found another stockade
similar to the one at Andersonville, as
it had a stream passing thru it and a
dead-line, and covered about 10 acres
of ground. There was no shelter what-
ever. As the cold, drizzling rains of No-
vember came on, thousands who had
withstood their experiences in Ander-
sonville and elsewhere now gave up all

hopes, most of them dying, for, as we
surveyed our condition, we saw before
us no escape from death. Feeble,
emaciated, naked, starving, no shelter,
and Winter approaching, did not help
to encourage us. Some built earth huts;
many others dug in the ground, then
excavated a place off to one side for a
protection from the elements.

It was not my purpose when com-
mencing to write this reminiscence of
prison life to draw it out to such a
length, but as scene after scene passes
vividly before me, I briefly note them,
and yet T find, on reflection, that one-
quarter of the circumstances that I

might have alluded to I have not men-
tioned.
But I must close this narrative. Suf-

fice it to say that our food and treat-
ment in Florence was similar to that at
Andersonville, and the fact that Win-
ter was again approaching and was
now upon us made our lot very much
worse, and practically all now aban-
doned hope, as we knew we could not
live in that condition during another
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Winter. About one acre of ground in

one corner of the stockade was parti-
tioned off about Nov. 1 by laying poles
in crotches, similar to the dead-line.
This part was called the hospital, altho
there was no shelter there any more
than in the rest of the prison.

I now made up my mind that my only
chance for life was in being paroled,
and that if any were paroled it would be
those in the hospital. I now commenced
to plan more than ever to get out, and
decided on trying to get into the hos-
pital. The rebel doctor had the sick-
call sounded about 9 o'clock each day,
and those who were not able to walk
were brought to him. He examined
them briefly, and if he deemed them
fit subjects for the hospital, they were
admitted; if not, they were sent back.
The advantage at the hospital lay not
in shelter, neither in change of food,
so much as it did from the fact that
the sick were prescribed for and fur-
nished some medicine. At this time I

was considerably crippled up from
scurvy and rheumatism, and decided to
make the attempt to get into the hos-
pital. With the aid of two comrades
who befriended me, one on each side
and a stick in my hand, which I used as
a cane, I was taken one morning to the
sick-call. The doctor, looking me over,
said he guessed I could stand it a while
longer, and refused to admit me. As
soon as I got out of his sight, I dis-
pensed with further assistance of the
comrades mvYvo were aiding me to walk,
being able to go back to my quarters
without assistance.

I was afraid to repeat the attempt
the following morning, as I feared the
doctor might remember me, so I waited
for about four days, when I again re-
peated my attempt to get into the hos-
pital. Assisted by my comrades and
leaning on them I again appeared be-
fore the doctor, and this time it proved
successful, as I appeared much more
feeble than before, while I was really
able to go anywhere in the prison with-
out assistance. Now, being admitted to
the hospital, it was necessary for me to
keep quiet. The morning of Nov. 26,
1864, three rebel officers came into the
hospital part of the stockade, saying
they were going to parole 500 of the
sick. The hospital was divided into
wards of 100 men each, each man num-
bered. The officers informed us that
they would parole the first fifth of
the first 10 wards. I did not know
what my number was then, on account
of so many deaths which had taken
place. Hope sprang anew within us,
and yet, as we had been deceived so
often, we bad many doubts, but the fact

that they had once commenced to ad-
minister the oath to us and the further
fact that it was the sick that were being
paroled, gave us great hopes, and my'
anxiety to know' if I should be includ-
ed among the fortunate few was in-
tense.
To be paroled then, owing to my

physical condition, meant life and lib-
erty to me. To miss it meant sure
death, as I could have survived my con-
dition but a few days longer. When the
hospital steward commenced calling the
roll of my ward (No. 9,) I anxiously
awaited my name, until the first 4 had
been called. With the very keenest-
anxiety I listened for my name. When
the 4 7th man had been called I was
completely discouraged. Next the
steward said: "No. 48; James Greacen,
Co. I, 22d Mich." I then stepped for-
ward to the table, signed my parole,
swearing that I would never take up
arms for the United States until I was
legally exchanged and notified thereof.
No change to the human mind could
be more sudden. Hope at once took
the place of despondency. As we were
parolled we were taken outside of the
stockade, and spent that night lying on
the pine plains with but few guards,
the rebels furnishing us with better
and more abundant rations than we had
ever received since our capture.
The next morning we were placed on

flat cars, reaching Savannah about 4
o'clock in the afternoon, where we were
permitted to camp in an open field ad-
joining the city, and while we still had
misgivings, yet from the conduct of the
rebels in sending about only 20 guards
with us, and the fact that on reaching
Savannah we were furnished with white
bread, sweet potatoes and coffee, many
of us ate more than we should. How-
ever, this gave us renewed confidence.
The citizens of Savannah flocked around
us in large numbers, and mingled with
the prisoners, and many of them, both
men and women, seemed glad that we
were on our way to our homes, and
that our prison life was over. Much
sympathy was manifested by them and
many kind words spoken. After again
furnishing us a good meal for our
breakfast next morning, we were
marched to the dock thru one of the
principal streets of the city, while the
streets and windows, even to the third
and fourth stories, were crowded with
citizens who had gathered to see our
wretched condition.
Three transports lay at the dock,

which conveyed us down the Savannah
River to a point opposite Port Pulaski,
where our fleet lay at anchor. About
?, o'clock that afternoon we stepped off
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the rebel flagship onto the General
Lyon. Over our head floated the Stars
and Stripes, which we had not seen for
15 months and which we could not help
gazing- upon. Never before nor since
did that old Flag seem so dear to me
or mean so much to me.
The Union officers shook each by the

hand as we stepped on board, having a
kind and pleasant word for all. What
a change—a pleasant smile, among
friends, as compared with the profane,
tyrannical and brutal treatment that
we had been so long accustomed to.

Imagine the contrast. Our officers who
received us, in their dress-suits with
side-arms, the pictures of health, of
strength and of plenty, and we in our
starved and wretched condition, each
partially naked, what clothing we had
consisting mostly of meal sacks; gaunt
and sunken features, with hair uncut
and unshaven faces, and demoniac
look. When taken prisoner I weighed
180 pounds; I now weighed 96 pounds.

Bath-tubs and soap were at once fur-
nished us; our rags, vermin and all,

floated down the river; new suits thru-
out were furnished us; after which we
were furnished with coffee, bread, but-
ter, beef, potatoes and a gill of vinegar
to a man, which we were requested to
drink, on account of the scurvy. The
amount furnished was very small, as
the Surgeon would not permit us to

eat but a certain amount, while our
appetites craved much more.
The General Lyon weighed anchor

the next morning, and the next day, on
our way to Annapolis, nearly went to
the bottom in a storm off Cape Hat-
teras, where two months later she did
go down to the bottom with 5 00 pa-
roled prisoners on board. Here our
clothing, which we had drawn but four
days before, was destroyed, and we were
again supplied with new clothing. The
Government paid us four months' pay
and gave each of us a 60 days' furlough
to our respective homes.

''The Old Sixth Corps.'

By Thos. Lynch, 43 ClifE St., Conajoharie, N. Y.

Editor National Tribune: Having
seen the request of P. G. Marks, Leb-
anon, Pa., for a copy of the song, "God
Bless the Old Sixth Corps," I inclose

a copy for publication, believing there
are many more comrades who would be
pleased to see the song in print and
thereby obtain a copy.—Thos. Lynch,
4 3 Cliff St., Conajoharie, N. Y.

God bless our noble army,
The hearts are strong and brave

That have willing come our standard
From treason's grasp to save;

But from the Western prairie
To Atlantic's rocky shore.

The truest, noblest hearts of all

Are in the "Old Sixth Corps."

Then, 'ere we part tonight, boys,
We'll sing one song the more,

With chorus swelling loud and clear,

Glod bless the "Old Sixth Corps."

In the thickest of the battle.

Where the cannon's fiery breath
Smites many a strong heart pressing
On to victory or death.

The foremost in the conflict.

The last to say, 'tis o'er

—

Who know not what it is to yield

—

You'll find the "Old Sixth Corps."

There's many a brave man lying
Where he nobly fought and fell;

There's many a mother sighing.
For the son she loved so well;

And the Southern winds are breathing
A requiem where they lie

—

O, the gallant followers of the cross
Are not afraid to die.

Our truest, bravest heart is gone,
And we remember well

The bitter anguish of that day
When noble Sedgwick fell;

But there is still another left

To lead us to the fight.

And with a hearty three times three
We'll cheer our gallant Wright.

Then, on; still onward will we press,

'Till treason's voice is still,

And proudly wave the "Stripes and
Stars"

On every Southern hill.

We'll struggle till our flag is safe
And honored as before;

And men in future time shall say
"God bless the Old Sixth Corps."

Then, e'er we part tonight, boys.
We'll sing one song the more.

With chorus swelling loud and clear,

"God bless the Old Sixth Corps."
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Robert E. Lee.

By W. Medkirk.

This paper is only intended to recite

a few historical facts in the life of
Robert B. Lee, to show that by parent-
age, education, surroundings, and every-
thing in the way that made up his life,

he never believed that a State had the
right to withdraw from the Union of
States; that it was an indissoluble
Union, founded by our fathers; that his
ancestors were all Federalists, and that
his father did not hesitate to lead the
United States troops into Pennsylvania
to suppress the "Whisky Rebellion."

Lee's State, Virginia, had less cause
to secede than any other State; it was a
Union State and cast its electoral vote
for Bell and Everett in 1860. The re-
"bellion was a landholders', no less than
a slaveholders' rebellion—not a rebel-
lion of the people. South Carolina was
the one which kept up the agitation,
as she had inherited it from Calhoun,
who made slavery the issue when he
dropped the tariff as the issue in 18 32,
w^hen Jackson sent him word that at
the first move on his part against the
United States Government he would ar-
rest him and hang him Virginia had
no interest in common with South Car-
olina—the election of Abraham Lincoln
was only a pretext. John Janey, Presi-
dent of the Virginia Convention, said
that "Mr. Lincoln was not the cause of
secession; he only served as a bridge
for the convention to pass over."
The calling of 75,000 troops by the

President was another excuse for the
leaders to fire the Southern heart; the
calling of troops was to protect Wash-
ington, as there was no doubt in the
minds of President Lincoln and his ad-
visors that the rebels would attempt
to take Washington. It was an old
idea of theirs. Brooks, of South Caro-
lina, in the Senate in 1856, said: "If
Fremont is elected, the South should
on March 4, 1857, march upon Wash-
ington and seize the archives and the
Treasury of the Government."

There were men from the foundation
of the Government who were very weak
in their ideas that it was a perpetual
Union. Jefferson was a constant thorn
in Washington's side, and was such a
plotter, even while he was in Washing-

ton's official family, that Gen. Lee's
father warned Washington about him.
But it was a long time before Wash-
ington saw his treachery, and for the
last three years of Washington's life

Jefferson never stopped at Mount Ver-
non, altho he passed there frequently on
his way to Washington. Jefferson said:
"Whether we remain in one Confeder-
acy or form into Atlantic and Missis-
sippi Confederacies, I believe is not very
important to the happiness of either."
He said that, too, after the Atlantic
States had paid $15,000,000 toward the
Louisiana purchase.
The conduct of Jefferson so wrought

up Washington that, writing to Gen. Al-
exander Hamilton about the Shay re-
bellion, he said: "What, gracious God,
is man, that there should be such in-
consistency and perfidiousness in his
conduct? It is but the other day that
we were shedding our blood to obtain
the Constitution under which we now
live—constitutions of our own choice
and making—a.nd now we are unsheath-
ing the sword to overturn them." Again:
"The just pride of patriotism is exalt-
ed by the more comprehensive title of

citizen of the United States." Again:
"Because I see under popular and fas-
cinating guises the most diabolic at-

tempts to destroy the best fabric of
human Government and happiness that
has ever been presented to the accept-
ance of mankind."
To show how little real disunion sen-

timent existed in the Southern States,

except probably South Carolina, I will

state that about 18 5 Gen. Quitman was
the disunion candidate for Governor of
Mississippi, and Senator Foote was the
Union candidate. Foote met Quitman
in joint debate and drove him from
the contest. Jeff Davis took his place
on the ticket and was overwhelmingly
defeated. The same thing occurred in

Georgia. Howell Cobb was the Union
candidate for Governor, and was elect-

ed by a large majority.
Many will be surprised, as I was,

when I found that a Democratic Con-
gress passed a force bill in 1832, giv-

ing President Jackson unusual pow-
ers to suppress the threatened seces-
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sion of South Carolina in that year. It
passed the House by a vote of 16 9 ayes
to 48 noes, and the Senate by 32 ayes
and one no. Its champion in the Sen-
ate was Senator Reaves, of Virginia.
My purpose in this paper is to give

some light upon the character of Rob-
ert E. Lee, his state of mind prior to
the rebellion, and his course during the
war in prolonging it when he knew it

was a hopeless contest. I firmly be-
lieve that Lee was never satisfied with
the course he took. Every line he wrote
up to the time he left the army was
against the right to secede and the wis-
dom of it. He did not come out open-
ly against his State's seceding, probab-
ly because he was an Army officer.

There can be only one reason given for
the course he took, and that was am-
bition. He believed that if the Confed-
eracy were established he would be the
Washington of it; but he never advised
a man to follow him into the rebellion.
On the contrary, I was told by a Union
volunteer general officer that a Lieuten-
ant, a Virginian by birth, was ordered
to report to the Secretary of War in
Washington. He came to Washington,
and on Pennsylvania avenue he met
Lee, who stopped him and in his
formal way greeted him and asked him
what he was doing here in Washington.
He said he had been ordered to report
to the Secretary of War, "but I don't
know what to do; I am worried about
it."

Lee dropped his head a moment, then
straightened up and said: "Report to
the Secretary of War, Lieutenant; re-
port to the Secretary of War." Then
he saluted and passed on. The Lieu-
tenant did report to the Secretary of
War, and before the end of the war rose
to high rank.
John S. Mosby said of Lee that Lee

has said the South was in a state of
revolution, which the secessionists de-
nied. Lee said he did not justify him-

. self on any theory of States' rights, but
pleased his family and friends; and
therefore he did not fight for a prin-
ciple, but for a sentiment. He also said
that Lee nor the South should have
blamed Abraham Lincoln for being op-
posed to the extension of slavery into
the Territories; so was Jefferson; and
the people of the Territories had as
much right to oppose the extension of
slavery into the Territories as the peo-
ple of Illinois had to quarantine against
the cattle disease.

George H. Thomas, a Virginian, never
for an instant wavered in his loyalty
and devotion to his country, altho all his
family and friends were rebels. All the
extracts that I will read are from Lee's

personal and official correspondence,
taken from Long's Memories of Robert
E. Lee, by Brig.-Gen. A. L. Long,
formerly Military Secretary to Gen. Lee
and Chief of Artillery, Second Corps,
Army of Virginia. It, therefore, can-
not be called "Yankee lies." My ob-
ject in presenting a great many of these
extracts from Lee's correspondence is

to show that he, as a military man,
knew the hoplessness of the rebel cause
as early as 1862, and therefore is per-
sonally responsible for holding out as he
did.

Lee was commissioned Colonel of the
First Cavalry March 16, 1861. April
20, 1861, he sent his resignation to Gen.
Scott with a request that it be forward-
ed with a favorable recommendation
at once to the Secretary of War. The
resignation was accepted April 25, 1861
(Army Register, 1860 to 1861). On
April 23, 1861, Lee was appointed, by
the Governor of Virginia, Major-Gen-
eral and Commander-in-Chief of the
forces of the State of Virginia. He was
presented with his commission by the
President of the convention, who in ful-

some words told him that they expected
him "to be governed by one desire and
one determination, and that is, that she
(Virginia) shall be defended; she placed
her sword in your hands on the im-
plied condition which we know vou will
keep to the letter and in spirit; that
you will draw it only in defense of Vir-
ginia."

Lee in reply said: "I devote myself
to the service of my native State, in
whose behalf alone will I ever again
draw my sword."

Lee organized the State forces and
had a force of about 30.000 men. Now
for the peculiar situation which pre-
sented itself. Lee was in command of
30,000 State troops; his commission was
to defend the State against all comers,
and he accepted it with that under-
standing and desire. His State troops
menaced the rebels as well as the Union
forces. The rebels could make no head-
way in Virginia until Lee was got out
of the way. This, comrades, to me is

the most startling and interesting in-
formation from rebel history I know of.

Alexander H. Stephens was in Rich-
mond to induce Virginia to enter the
rebel Confederacy and to undo, so far
as Gen. Lee was concerned, the work
which that morning had been perform-
ed. (Page 491, Long's book.) Steph-
ens said: "I was to know as the shades
of evening fell upon that day, and he
sat in my room at the Ballard House,
at my request, to listen to my proposal
that he resign, without any compensa-
tion or promise thereof, the very hon-
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or and rank he had that same morn-
ing received. Gen. Lee heard me quiet-
ly, understood the situation at once,
and saw that he alone stood between
the Confederacy and his State. The
members of the commission had seen
at once that if Lee was left out of the
proposed compact that was to make
Virginia one of the Confederate States

—

and I knew that one word or even a
look of dissatisfaction from him would
terminate the negotiations—North Car-
olina would act with Virginia, and
either the border States would protect
our lines, or the battlefield would be
moved at once down to South Carolina
and the borders of Georgia. Gen. Lee
did not hesitate for one moment, and
while he saw it "would make matters
worse to throw up his commission, he
declared that no personal ambition or
emolument should be considered or
stand in the way."

So, instead of Lee's defending his
State and drawing his sword in her de-
fense alone, as he had declared and
promised, he surrendered all to the
Confederacy and made his own State
the battlefield instead of South Caro-
lina.
On April 23, 1861, Lee assumed com-

mand of the military and naval forces
of the State of Virginia, two days be-
fore his resignation was accepted. Such
an act was desertion, and his resigna-
tion should never have been accepted.
He should have been marked as a de-
serter and treated as such when cap-
tured. The acceptance of his resigna-
tion was a nullity and void, because he
was a deserter from the Army at the
time it was accepted. Therefore, he
was no longer an officer of the United
States Army, and yet he is called a
Virginia gentleman and a high-minded
Christian soldier. There is not record-
ed in history a more perfidious act.
December 27, 1856, writing of slavery,

Lee said: "There are few, I believe, in
this enlightened age, who will not ac-
knowledge that slavery as an institution
is a moral and political evil. I think
it is a greater evil to the white man
than to the colored race. The blacks
are immeasurebly better off here than
in Africa, morally, physically and so-
cially. The painful discipline they are
undergoing is necessary for their furth-
er instruction as a race, and will pre-
pare them, I hope, for better things."
And yet he fought four years to per-
petuate an institution that was a "moral
and political evil," and that was the
foundation stone of the Confederacy
and the cause of secession, as South
Carolina so declared in her ordinance
of secession.

Writing from Texas in January, 1861,
Lee said: "I received Everett's 'Life of
Gen. Washington.' How his spirit would
be grieved could he see the wreck of his
mighty labors. I will not permit myself
to believe until all the ground of hope
has gone, that the fruit of his noble
deeds will be destroyed and that his
precious advice and virtuous example
will so soon be forgotten by his coun-
trymen." Then was the time for him
to have shown some moral courage
and to have come out boldly and ad-
vised his people against such a crisis,

as did John Minor Botts and hun-
dreds of other good men. It is very
probable that A^irginia would not have
been dragged into secession had
Lee at that time spoken the "fitted
word" that would have driven the mob
out of Richmond. But no. He kept
quiet and let the mob have its way.
How much better for himself and for
his State would it have been if he had
followed George H. Thomas, his supe-
rior as a soldier and a gentleman.
Writing again, Lee said: "I see that

four States have declared themselves
out of the Union. Four more apparent-
ly will follow their example. Then, if

the border States are brought into the
gulf of revolution, one half of the coun-
try will be arrayed against the other.
I must try and be patient and await
the end, for I can do nothing to hasten
or retard it." Strange that he could
do nothing. As he invoked the memory
of Washington, I should think that
would have been enough for him to
have tried at least to prevent the peo-
ple of his State from rebelling.
The author of his life says: "From

the above it will be seen with what
pain and regret Col. Lee witnessed the
progressive steps leading to the disso-
lutioTi of the Union."

Again, writing from Texas, Jan. 2 3,

1861: "The South, in my opinion, has
been aggrieved by the acts of the North,
as you say. As an American citizen, I

take great pride in my country, her
prosperity and her institutions, and
would defend any State if her rights
were invaded." He was proud of his
American citizenship and took great
pride in his country. Both his citizen-
ship and his country were the United
States, not the State of Virginia; and
he had Washington's opinion to guide
him on that point. Continuing, he says:
"But I can anticipate no greater calam-
ity for the country than the dissolution
of the Union. It would be an accumu-
lation of all the evils we complain of,

and I am willing to sacrifice everything
but honor in its preservation." But it

is nowhere shown that he sacrificed or
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attempted to sacrifice anything for the
cause of the Union; but he did sacri-
fice his honor in deserting to the enemy.
When Blair accused him of being in-

fiuenced in his course by the fear of
losing his slaves, he declared that he
would give the 4,000,000 negroes if it

would save the country. And yet he
was following South Carolina, whose
excuse was that Mr. Lincoln intended
to free the slaves, while Mr. Lincoln
had declared that he had no such in-

tention, and no power to do so, if he
had.
Again he said: "Secession is nothing

but reovlution. The framers of our
Constitution never exhausted so much
labor, wisdom and forebearance in its

formation, and surrounded it with so
many guards and securities if it was in-

tended to be broken by every member
of the Confederacy at will. It is intend-
ed for a perpetual Union, so expressed
in the preamble, and for the establish-
ment of a Government, not a compact,
which can only be dissolved by a revo-
lution or the consent of all the people
in convention assembled. It is idle to
talk of secession. Anarchy, and not
a Government, would have been estab-
lished by Washington, Hamiltan, Jeffer-
son, Madison and all the patriots of the
Revolution. If the Union is dissolved
and the Government disrupted, I shall
return to my native State and share the
miseries of my people, and, save in de-
fense, shall draw my sword on none."
^ It looks as if Lee had read Jackson's
proclamation to the nullifiers of South
Carolina with great care, and agreed
with Jackson, who depicted to the peo-
ple of the South what would happen to
them if they followed Calhoun; for Lee

• certainly shared with the people of Vir-
ginia miseries enough to satisfy him,
and, in addition, he had all alone to
bear the misery and humiliation of de-
feat. At the time he wrote to Gen.
Scott (April 2 0, 1861) he also wrote to
his sister, Mr. Marshall, then residing
in Baltimore: "Now we are in a state
of war which will yield to nothing. The
whole South is in a ^tate of revolution,
into which Virginia, after a long strug-
gle, has been drawn. I recognize no
necessity for this state of things, yet
in my own person I had to meet the
question whether I should take part
against by native State. With all my
devotion to the Union, I have not been
able to make up my mind to raise my
hand against my relatives, my children,
my home. I have therefore resigned
my commission in the Army and, save
in defense of my native State, with the
sincere hope that my poor services will
not be needed, I hope I may never be

called on to draw my sword. I know
you will blame me, but you must think
as kindly of me as you can. I have no
time for more."
The President of the Virginia Conven-

tion, in presenting his commission to
him, said that "no spot on the soil of
Virginia shall be polluted by the foot
of an invader." If the gentleman lived
a while I guess he realized, as Mr. Lee
did, that his words were not prophetic.

In a letter to a friend, dated April
25, 1861, at Richmond, the very date of
the acceptance of his resignation by our
Government, he said: "I wanted to say
many things to you before I left home,
but the event was rendered so im-
peratively speedy that I could not."
Writing to his danghter: "The home we
so loved has been forever desecrated."
The great mass of our comrades and

countrymen believe that Lee command-
ed the Confederate forces from the
start. He did not. He was placed in
command of them on June 1, 1862.
Prior to that time he was on Davis's
staff.

It is a common saying that Gettys-
burg was the turning point of the war.
I shall quote from Lee's official reports
to show that he knew as early as the
Fall of 18 62 that there was not the
shadow of a chance for the rebels to
succeed from that time on. But oh,
how he hated to give up! His visions
of being the successful commander who
had established the Confederacy were
gone, and he would rather die himself
and sacrifice thousands of lives in the
hope of success than face a surrender.
The people were tired of the war. The
army was tired of it and were desert-
ing every day, but they had no place to
go and were hunted down like wolves
and put back into the ranks. The can-
cer of remorse for his treason was al-
ready gnawing at his vitals.

In his report of his operations in
Maryland, writing of the condition of
his army (September, 1862) he said:
"Altho not properly equipped for inva-
sion, lacking much of the material of
war, and feeble in transportation, the
troops poorly provided with clothing,
and thousands of them destitute of
shoes," etc. Sept. 8, 1862, writing to
Jeff Davis, he urges that the rebel gov-
ernment encourage the Democratic
Peace Party of the North all they can.
To Davis, Sept. 23, 1862: "The numbers
of this army have been greatly reduced
by desertion and straggling. Our strag-
glers are being daily collected. How
long they will remain with us or when
they will again disappear is impossible
for me to say."

Sept. 20, 1862: "Many of the strag-
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glers have wandered to a distance,
feigning sickness, wounds, etc. Many
will not stop until they reach their dis-
tant homes." Nov. 20, 1862, Lee re-
ported his army: Aggregate, 153,773;
aggregate present, 86,569; aggregate ab-
sent, 67,204. Dec. 2, 1862, Lee reported
to the Secretary of War, notifying him
that a firm in Richmond proposes to
furnish 1,300 pairs of shoes at $15 per
pair, and calls them "extortioners." He
opposed the hanging of Dahlgren's men,
because it would provoke retaliation. As
the rebels under command of the rebel
General Gilmer had held up a B. &
O. train and robbed the passengers of
all they had, and if the Federals caught
them they would treat them as high-
waymen and hang them. Oct. 2, 1863,
he wants deserters shot. Nov. 6, 1863,
he states: "Robbing of farmers and oth-
ers has been committed by our army as
well as by the Federals." Nov. 29,
1863, he wants the whole population of
the Confederacy put in the army. Jan.
16, 1865, writing to Longstreet, Lee ad-
mits that he has nothing for man or
beast. Yet he continues the struggle
for three months more.

Writing to Jeff Davis, he recommends
that all able-bodied men employed as
cooks, teamsters, mechanics and labor-
ers be put into the ranks, and their
places be supplied with negroes, and
that negroes be put in places of whites
in every place in the army where
negroes can be used. Lee to Early,
Sept. 27, 1864: "A kind of Providence
will yet overrule everything for our
good." Dec. 11, 1864: "I called for
5,000 negro laborers under an act of
Feb. 17, 1864; 2,200 was the greatest
number ever reported, and a large
number of them have deserted. The
present number cannot exceed 1,200."
To the Secretary of War, Jan. 19, 1865:
"There is great suffering in the army
for the want of soap." Jan. 25, 1865,
Lee issued a circular saying that he
had nothing of any kind with which t©
equip his cavalry. Yet he held on two
months longer, hoping Providence
might save his title of General.

Lee's last appeal for supplies (Feb.
8, 1865) was sent to the Secretary of
War, who sent it to Davis, marked
"Personal, and to be returned." Davis
perused it and indorsed it as follows:
"This is too sad to be patiently consid-
ered and cannot have occurred without
criminal neglect or gross incapacity. Let
supplies be had by purchase or borrow-
ing, or other possible mode." Feb. 24,
1865, Lee wrote to Gov. Vance, of North
Carolina, telling him "the North Caro-
lina soldiers are deserting, and friends
from home are writing them to desert.

Friends write them that the number
of deserters is so large in the several
Counties of the State that they need
not be afraid of the home guards, and
that the cause is hopeless; to take care
of themselves; that he (Lee) has sent
a force to North Carolina to hunt down
deserters, and when they resist to take
no prisoners.

Feb. 26, 1865, Lee wrote to the Secre-
tary of War, inquiring of him as to
what had become of the order to en-
list negro troops, stating that he had
seen it in the papers, but had received
no official orders about it, and that he
could enlist a great many in Petersburg.

April 7, 1865, a number of the prin-
cipal officers of the rebel army, per-
ceiving the difficulties that surrounded
the army, and from a feeling of af-
fection and sympathy for Lee, volun-
teered to inform him that, in their
opinion, the struggle was hopeless, and
that the contest should be terminated
and negotiations opened for the surren-
der of the army. They appointed Gen.
Pendleton to speak to Lee, which he
did. Lee said: "Oh, no; I trust it has
not come to that;" and added, "be-
sides, if I were to say a word to the
Federal commander he would regard
is as such a confession of weakness as
to make it a condition of demanding
unconditional surrender—a proposal to
which I will never listen." So he sac-
rificed hundreds of lives in the next
few days for the purpose of making
terms. Yet his worshipers speak of his
"stainless sword."
He expressed the Union sentiments,

before referred to, after the people of
four States had rebelled and four more
were about to do so; and yet he accept-
ed a commission from President Lincoln
and took the oath of allegiance to the
United States on March 16. 1861, know-
ing for a certainty that Virginia would
secede, and knowing also that he would
follow her into rebellion; but he was
not honorable enough under the con-
ditions to refuse that commission. He
wanted to be in the United States Army
as a full-fledged Colonel. Lee, the gen-
tleman, was not honorable enough to
say to the pure and good Lincoln, "No,
Mr. President, I cannot accept that pro-
motion and commission at this time,"
and remained on the paj^ roll of the
United States Army to the last minute.

Poor old Gen. Scott tried to hold Lee
loyal to his duty. He pictured to him
that, owing to his age, he (Scott) would
have to retire as the head of the Army,
and that Lee would certainly get the
place. His apologists cite that as an
evidence of the tempting offers that
were made him, as though it is an in-
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cident to be proud of, but in my judg-
ment it only adds to his weight of in-
famy.

In the last days of the struggle Lee
became desperate, and I am firmly con-
vince(f never intended to live to see
the end; and he had that in view when
he placed himself at the head of a
body of troops to make a final desper-
ate charge in an attempt to break the
Union lines, and he was prevented from
doing so only by the soldiers them-
selves. Lee never wrote nor talked
about the war after the surrender. He
wanted to forget it. When he was be-
fore the Congressional Committee on
the Conduct of the War they did not
succeed in getting a word from him.
His invariable answer was, "I don't
know; I can't recollect."

Longstreet, the day before the sur-
render, called upon Lee for assistance.
Lee asked Gordon if he could send
Longstareet any aid, and Gordon said
that he could not; that his corps was
fought to a frazzle, and he could do
no more. Then Lee turned to his
staff, and then the failure of the past
four years rose up before him, and in
his anguish and remorse he cried out:
"Then I must go and meet Gen. Grant,
and I would rather die a thousand
deaths."

"The moving finger writes, and having
writ,

Moves on; nor all their piety nor wit
Shall lure it back to cancel half a line;

Nor all their tears wash out a word of
it."

Our Noble Dead.

By Mrs. H. Sexton, Breckenridge, Mich,, 1909.

Over the meadows the soft winds blow,
And robins nest in the trees once

more.
Shadows silently come and go,
And sunlight falls thru the open door.

We meet again in the sweet Spring
light.

In honor of those who bravely died,
To scatter floral tributes bright

Over the graves of a Nation's pride.

Well we remember that sad, sad day
Of the early Springtime long ago.

When our brave young heroes marched
away,

'Neath our Nation's colors to meet the
foe.

Many a mother, in those dark days.
Heard with anguish the country's call,

Followed her darlings with tearful gaze,
And gave the cause she loved her all.

Many a soldier returned again.
Maimed, disfigured, starved and ill;

And many more were in battle slain.
And sleep in Southern trenches still.

Months lengthened to years, and all the
while.

Hovered above us the war-cloud
dread,

And rebel rifles and prisons vile
Increased the list of our noble dead.

We cannot honor their names above
The rightful homage that we should

pay;
They gave their lives for the homes

they loved,
And the Flag that's kissed by the

breeze to-day.

Soldiers, you who are left to tell

Of weary marches and hospital fare.
Of hard-fought battles, when shot and

shell
From contending forces rent the air;

Of ceaseless longing for friends and
home

;

Of picket duty and sleepless nights.
Where the dread guerrilla was wont to

roam,
Invading the citizens' peace and

rights;
Your silver locks and your failing

strength
Teach us the lesson, sad but true;

Time pauses not, but will bring, at
length.

The day w'hen this will be done for
you.

The changing seasons their course will
run,

Bringing the Springtime, ever dear;
On each occasion many a one

Will have joined the sleepers from
year to year.

Soon you will answer the bugle call.

Fold your tents at the summons
dread.

Into line at the order fall

And join the army of noble dead.

May the Nation remember her noble
dead,

And yearly visit each honored grave,
As long as the sun shines overhead.
As long as the Stars and Stripes shall

wave.



The Battle of Pittsburg Landing.

By Col. E. T. Lee.

There is no battle of the war for the
Union which has been more written
about and less understood than the bat-
tle of Shiloh, or Pittsburg Landing,
which was fought on the west bank of
the Tennessee River on April 6 and 7,

1862, between the Union army, com-
manded by Gen. U. S. Grant and D. C.
Buell, and the Confederate army, under
Gen. Albert Sidney Johnston and Gen.
G. T. Beauregard. But before we en-
ter into the description of the two days'
battle let us look at the situation of
the two armies and their commanders.
On the side of the Union, Gen. Grant
with his victorious Army of the Ten-
nessee had just taken Forts Henry and
Donelson with 15,000 prisoners and all

the cannon and small arms, and had
gone up the Cumberland River and
captured Clarksville and Nashville,
sending the gunboats up the Tennessee
River as far as Pittsburg Landing.
These victories had thrilled the great

loyal North, for Port Donelson was the
first great Union victory of the war.
The troops had caught the inspiration
and felt that they were invincible and
were anxious and ready to meet the
enemy on any field. But the triumph
of these troops and the achievements
of their commander had already awak-
ened jealousy in the minds of those
higher in authority, and as the great
army gathered at Fort Henry to take
the steamers to go up the Tennessee
River there came an order which read
as follows:
"Headquarters, Department of Missouri.

"St. Louis, Mo., March 8, 1862.
"To Gen. U. S. Grant: You will make

your quarters at Port Henry until
further instructions. Turn the com-
mand over to Gen. C. P. Smith. Signed,
yv. H. Halleck, Major-General."

Imagine the feelings of the army and
its commander upon the receipt of this
unexpected order. Gen. Halleck had
trumped up charges against Gen. Grant,
claiming that he had failed to report
the strength of the army under his com-
mand and that he had exceeded his
authority in taking Clarksville and
Nashville. He made these charges to
Gen. George B. McClellan, who was

then in command of the army, and like
the good soldier that he was. Gen. Grant
obeyed his order and turned over his
command to Gen. C. P. Smith, who was
a gallant soldier and who admitted that
a very great Injustice had been done
Gen. Grant. The troops went on board
the large fleet of steamers, and one of
the grandest sights ever witnessed on
the Western waters was the old Army
of the Tennessee leaving Port Henry
for its new base at Pittsburg Landing.
The troops were rejoicing that they

were to go on to the front to meet
the enemies of the old Plag, and as the
steamers passed each other with bands
playing and the flags floating, cheer
after cheer echoed over the waters of
the Tennessee. The "Silver Moon" and
the "Glendale" joined in the grand
chorus with their steam calliopes, one
playing "Dixie" and the other "The Girl
I Left Behind Me." The river was high,
on account of the spring rains, and the
gunboats accompanied the troops up the
river. The boat which carried the 41st
111. was the "Aleck Scott," the fastest
steamer on the river, and we passed all
the others, except Gen. S. A. Hurlbut's
headquarters boat, and landed at Pitts-
burg Landing, the first of all the troops
who went up on that occasion. There
had been two companies of the 3 2d
111. and one of the gunboats up there
a few days before, and had a skirmish
at the Landing and one or two of the
32d boys were killed and wounded.
We loaded our guns on the steamer

and deployed up the bank and out into
the timber, but found no enemy there
at the time. We went out about one
mile from the landing and went into
camp. The remainder of our division
followed, and soon Gen. W. H. L. Wal-
lace, Gen. B. M. Prentice, Gen. John A.
McClernand, and Gen. W. T. Sherman
with their divisions arrived and went
into camp farther out. Gens. Sherman
and McClernand occupying the ground
near the Shiloh church, where the bat-
tle opened on the morning of the 6th.
About two and a half miles from the
landing Gen. Lew Wallace with his di-
vision was stationed at Crump's Land-
ing, some six miles down the river on

151
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the west side. Gen. C. F. Smith estab-
lished headquarters at Savannah, a
small town down the river about eight
miles on the east bank of the Tennessee
River. Thus was the Union army lo-
cated.

Pittsburg Landing was an elevated lo-
cation and heavily wooded land. Snake
Creek emptied into the Tennessee on
the north and Dill's Run and Owl Creek
on the south. The place could have
been made impregnable in a very short
time by the erection of breastworks, but
none were thrown up, and it was here
that our Western army were to learn
its great lesson that ever afterward
made it and its commanders on the
lookout for any emergency, and were
ready to receive or to make an attack.
It was a dear lesson, but a positive
one that Grant nor Sherman never
afterward forgot. Gen. Grant remain-
ed at Fort Henry and aided in sending
forward troops and supplies to Gen.
Smith. On March 2 4 Commodore Foote
sent word to Gen. Smith that he de-
sired to see him on board his flagship
to consult with him in reference to
sending the ironclads down the river,
as the water was falling very rapidly.
In stepping into a yawl from his head-
quarters steamer, Gen. Smith missed the
step and slipped and severely bruised
his left leg from the ankle to above
the knee, not only removing the skin,
but tearing the flesh from the bone in
places. He was 6 2 years old, six feet
three inches tall, and weighed over 200
pounds. He was a West Point gradu-
ate and was every inch a soldier, and
was well liked by his troops. (He grew
worse, and this injury caused his death
at Savannah in April after the battle.)
He wrote to Gen. Grant at Fort Henry
and told him of his injury, and asked
that he come up and take command of
the army. In the meantime Gen Grant
had asked to be relieved from any com-
mand under Gen. Halleck, who he
considered had done him a great in-
justice, as he had reported the number
of troops under his command and con-
sidered he had authority to take
Clarksville and Nashville. Gen. Hal-
leck, seeing the situation, wrote to Gen.
Grant, asking him to go up to Pitts-
burg Landing and take command of
the army and lead it on to still greater
victories. He went as requested, and on
board the steamer "Hiawatha."
On April 2, just four days before the

battle, there was a council of war held,
and Gen. Smith turned over the com-
mand of the army to Gen. Grant. Hal-
leck had ordered that Grant should go
to Pittsburg Landing and take com-
mand and await the arrival of the

Army of the Ohio, under Gen. Buell,
when Halleck was to v^ome down from
St. Louis, take command of the com-
bined armies, and move on the enemy
at Corinth, 24 miles away, where they
had strongly intrenched themselves. It
was never any part of the program on
the part of the Union commanders to
fight a battle at Shiloh. At this coun-
cil of war Gen. Smith said to Gen.
Grant: "In the next few days you will
have to meet and, I hope, defeat the
ablest General in the Southern Confed-
eracy, Gen. Albert Sidney Johnston, be-
ing in my opinion, the ablest military
man of his day." Gen. Grant modestly
remarked: "We will do the best we
possibly can do to defeat him." Mc-
Pherson, Hurlbut, McClernand, Mc-
Arthur and Sherman were present at
this council. Thus it will be seen that
Gen. Grant was placed in full command
only four days before the battle, and
with his former experience with Hal-
leck, he would do nothing not specified
in his orders from Halleck. Shiloh
was considered only a temporary camp
for the army, awaiting the arrival of
the Army of the Ohio and Gen. Buell.
The headquarters had been establish-
ed at Savannah by Smith, and they
yet remained there when the battle
opened on the morning of April 6.

Now let us look at the Confederate
side before the battle opens. Gen. Al-
bert Sidney Johnston had just been
sent West by Jeff Davis to take com-
mand of the Confederate forces. He
had only reached Bowling Green, Ky.,
a short time before Gen. Grant took
Forts Henry and Donelson, and had
not time to arrange his troops, that
were scattered from Cumberland Gap to
the Missouri River, and on the west to
Pea Ridge, Ark. The capture of the
forts caused Gen. Johnston to fall back
from Bowling Green, and when Nash-
ville fell he retreated to Murfreesboro,
Tenn. This so enraged the Southern-
ers that they said in their papers that
he was not competent to command the
army, and charged him with being un-
true to the South. So great was the
pressure that Jeff Davis ordered Gen.
Beauregard to come up from Charles-
ton, S. C, to assist Johnston in the com-
mand of the army.

It was decided to concentrate the
Confederate forces at Corinth, Miss, 24
miles from Pittsburg Landing, and, if

possible, stop the farther invasion of
their soil by Gen. Grant's army. Troops
were hurried to this point from every
quarter, until an army of 46,000 or 50,-
000 men were gathered there. Gen.
Johnston heard of Gen. Buell's army
marching toward Pittsburg Landing,
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and he and Beauregard decided to make
a forced march and attack Grant's
army, and, if possible, destroy or cap-
ture it before the arrival of Buell. He
gave orders for the army to move on
Pittsburg Landing at once and that all

the various commands must be in po-
sition near the Union lines on the after-
noon of April 4 at 3 o'clock; but, owing
to the/ bad roads and a portion of the
army getting mixed up, they did not get
into position until the evening of the
5th, too late to commence the battle
on that day.

There was a council of war called
that night at Gen. Johnston's headquar-
ters, and Gen. Beauregard insisted that
it should only be called a reconnaissance
in force and that no attack be made, as
he felt sure that they would find the
Union forces behind breastworks, as
there had been heavy skirmishing on
the day before. But Gen. Johnston said
that the battle must go on and asked
that he be permitted to command the
troops in person on the field and that
Beauregard see to the sending forward
of the reserves as he should need them.
There had been some skirmishing the
day before and Gen. Prentice had sent
out Col. David Moore, of the 21st Mo.,
with five companies of the 21st and five
companies of the 25th. They return-
ed and made a report that there was
activity in the front and that a large
cavalry force was in front of them.
At 3 o'clock on Sunday morning,

April 6, Col, Moore with five com-
panies of his regiment again went to
the front, and at break of day he drove
the advance pickets of the enemy in
and engaged their advance. He sent
for the remainder of the regiment,
which was sent him, and soon Prentice's
whole division was in line of battle and
hotly engaged about a quarter of a mile
in front of their camp, where they made
a desperate struggle to beat back the
enemy, but were overpowered and out-
flanked and were compelled to fall back
to their color-line, where they made
another stand and were again com-
pelled to retire with heavy loss. Gen.
Prentice then rallied his men and fell
back about one mile and joined Gen.
Hurlbut's Division at what was known
as the "Hornet's Nest," and where he
and his gallant division stood like a
wall till 5 p. m., when he was outflank-
ed, overpowered and captured. Gen.
Sherman's advanced brigade, Hilder-
brand's, soon became engaged, and then
his whole division.

It came like a thunder clap from a
clear sky to Gen. Sherman, for he says:
"Not until I saw the long line of glisten-
ing bayonets emerging out of the tim-

ber did I become convinced that the
enemy intended a general attack."*
Many of his troops had never been
under fire and many were just from
their homes in the North and did not
stand the fire of the enemy like the
others who had fought at Donelson,
and his division was soon driven bade
with heavy loss.

Gen. McClernand threw his division
in the breach and made a desperate
attempt to stem the tide of battle that
was sweeping the Union forces to-
ward the landing. The battle raged
around the old Shiloh Church and t»
the right and left. Gen. Hurlbut had
taken a position about one mile to the
left and rear at the "Peach Orchard."
He had sent Veach's Brigade to the
assistance of Sherman and McClernand.
W. H. D. Wallace had brought his di-
vision up to the line occupied by Hurl-
but, and soon the whole army had con-
centrated on this line. Gen. Grant and
staff were at Savannah. When he heard
the first cannon in the morning he was
sitting at the breakfast table at the
Old Cherry House, and Mrs. Cherry was
just in the act of handing him a cup
of coffee when he heard the first gun
fired. He said: "The battle has open-
ed and we must go."
He ordered his Aids and staff to go

on board the steamer "Progress," and
as soon as steam could be raised they
started for Pittsburg Landing. He
slowed up at Crump's Landing long
enough to tell Gen. Lew Wallace to
have his division in readiness to march
to whatever point he might be needed,
and then proceeded on to the front.
Arriving there about 9 a. m., he and his
staff passed thru Hurlbut's Division at
the Peach Orchard and went out to
where Sherman's and McClernand's Di-
visions were. He soon returned, and as
he passed inside the lines of Hurlbut's
Division he said, "Boys, you will soon
have something to do," which was veri-
fied by the attack of the enemy on
our division, and the battle opened all

along the line; and this was the place
that witnessed the most desperate fight-
ing that occurred during the battle.
We will give what Col. Preston John-

ston says of the struggle at this point.
He is a son of Gen. Albert Sidney John-
ston, and was on his father's staff. He
says: "When the Confederate army
reached Hurlbut's Fourth Division and
that of W. H. D. Wallace's, with a frag-
ment of Prentice's, a gigantic contest
now begun, which lasted more than five
hours. In the impetuous rush forward of
regiments to fill up the gaps in the front
line, even the brigade organization was
broken.
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The Confederate assaults were made
•by rapid and often unconnected charges
along the line. They were repeatedly
checked and often repulsed. Some-
times counter-charges were made and
drove them back for short distances.
But whether in assault or recoil, both
sides saw their bravest soldiers fall in
frightful numbers. At each charge there
went up the wild yell heard above the
roar of artillery. Hurlbut's men were
massed in a position so impregnable and
thronged with such fierce defenders that
it won from the Confederates the title

of "The Hornet's Nest." Here, behind
a dense thicket on the crest of a hill,

was posted a strong force of as hardy
troops as ever fought.
To assail it an open field had to be

passed. Enfiladed by the fire of its bat-
teries, no figure of speech would be too
strong to express the deadly peril of
assault. For five hours brigade after
brigade was led against it. Hindman's
Brigade, which earlier in the day had
swept everything before them, were
now reduced to fragments and par-
alyzed for the rest of the day. A. P.
Stuart's regiments made fruitless as-
saults. Gibson's Brigade was ordered
by Bragg to assault, and made a gal-
lant charge; but, like the others, re-
coiled and fell back with very heavy
loss. Bragg ordered them again to the
charge, and again they suffered a bloody
repulse. This brigade was four times
repulsed. This bloody affray lasted till

nearly 4 o'clock p. m., without making
any visible impression on the Federal
center.

Gen. Sidney Johnston was with Stat-
ham's Brigades confronting Hurlbut's
left, which was behind the crest of a
hill. The Confederates held the par-
allel ridge in easy musket shot, and as
heavy firing as I ever heard, says Gov.
Harris, of Tennessee, was kept up by
both sides. When Gen. Johnston came
up and saw the situation, he said to his
staff: "They are offering stubborn re-
sistance here; I shall have to put the
bayonet to them." It was the crisis of
the conflict. The Federal key was in
his front. He determined to charge.
He sent Gov. Harris, of his staff, to
lead the 45th Tenn., which had refused
to charge again, and after a brief con-
ference with Gen. Breckinridge, that
officer, followed by his staff, appealed to
his soldiers to charge the enemy.

Gen. Johnston rode out in front and
slowly down the line. His hat was off.

His presence was inspiring as he sat
on his thorobred bay. His voice was
persuasive; his words were few. He
said: "Men, they are stubborn; we must
use the bayonet." When he reached

the center of the line he turned and
said, "I will) lead you," and moved to-
ward the Federal lines. With a mighty
shout the line moved forward at a
charge. A sheet of flame and a mighty
roar burst from the Federal strong-
hold. The Confederate line withered,
but there was not an instant's pause.
The crest was gained, and Gen. John-
ston had his horse shot in four places,
his clothes were pierced with bullets,
and his boot was cut by a minie ball.
The Federal soldiers kept up a contin-
uous fire as they fell back on their re-
serves and delivered volley after vol-
ley as they sullenly retired.
A minie ball from one of these did

its fatal work. As he sat there after
his wound, Capt. Wickham says: "Col.
O'Hara rode up and Gen. Johnston said
to him: 'We must go to the left where
the firing is the heaviest.' Gov. Har-
ris returned, and finding him very pale,
asked him: 'General, are you wounded?'
He answered in a very deliberate and
emphatic tone: 'Yes, and I fear seri-
ously.' These were his last words. Har-
ris and Wickham led his horse back
under the cover of the hill, and lifted
him from it. They searched for the
wound, which had cut an artery in his
leg, the blood flowing into his boot.
When his brother-in-law, Gen. Preston,
lifted his head and addressed him with
passionate grief, he smiled faintly but
uttered no word. His life rapidly ebbed
away, and in a few moments he was
dead."
Thus ended the life of the greatest

Confederate leader in the Western
army, who had for six hours urged on
the Confederate forces against Hurl-
but's and Wallace's troops, and in his
last desperate attempt to beat the Union
troops back had lost his life, so very
anxious was he to crush Grant's army
before nightfall and to gain the victory
he had so desired.

It was nearly 4 p. m. when our line
was driven back. The brigade of
Stewart's on the left was beaten back,
and at last Hurlbut's fighting Fourth
Division was forced back, out of am-
munition and with ranks depleted. The
gallant 9th 111., that had fought on the
left of the 41st 111., had lost 365 men
in killed and w^ounded, the heaviest
loss sustained by any regiment at
Shiloh. The troops marched back in
perfect order and replenished their car-
tridges, and took up their positions on
the last line of defense, one mile from
the landing. Gens. Prentiss and W. H.
L. Wallace still held their positions on
the right, and Prentiss says he had or-
ders from Gen. Grant to hold his posi-
tion at a 11 hazards, which he did until
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be was surrounded and compelled to
surrender.

Gen. W. H. L. Wallace in trying to
extricate his command from the peril-
ous position at the "Hornet's Nest," was
shot, and died on the steamer. About
5 p. m. Gen. Prentiss with some 2,000
men were made prisoners after a long
and desperate fight in which he stayed
the onward march of the Confederate
army for many hours There was a
lull in the battle for a short time after
Prentiss and his men were captured.
Gen. Grant, with his Chief of Artillery,

Col, Webster, had gotten up a siege bat-
tery from the landing, and all the field

artillery as it came in from the battle-
field were parked around the brow of
the hill covering Dill's Run and the
landing. Some light breastworks had
been thrown up, and as the remnant
of that gallant army came back from
the front they were formed along this
line. There were no cowards in that
last line on Sunday evening. They had
all gone to the river and left their
comrades to fight it out as best they
could. Sherman and McClernand with
the remnants of Wallace's Division were
on the right, which rested on Snake
Creek, where they anxiously awaited the
arrival of Gen. Lew Wallace's Division,
6,000 strong, which had been ordered
on the field by Gen. Grant early in

the morning, but had not arrived until
the battle had ended on Sunday even-
ing.

The last line had only sufficient time
to form when they were attacked by
Gen. Chalmer's Confederate brigade of
Mississippians. They came to the ravine
and in range of the artillery, when the
guns opened on them and such a sheet
of flame as poured forth from this line
was never witnessed in any battle. The
scene will be forever remembered by all

who witnessed it. There were no
troops that could withstand such a fire,

and to add to the awful roar of battle
the gunboats, "Conestoga" and "Lex-
ington," lying in the Tennessee River,
threw open the portholes and began
firing their fifteen inch shells up Dill's
Run at the Confederate forces. They
were driven back out of reach of our
cannon, and occupied our camps for the
night.

It has been said that Gen. Beauregard
issued an order withdrawing the Con-
federate forces after Gen. Johnston's
death. Col. Alexander Chisholm, chief
Aid-de-Camp to Gen. Beauregard, says
of the closing scene on Sunday evening
at Shiloh: "After Gen. Beauregard be-
came cognizant of the death of Gen.
Johnston, he sent me with orders to
the front which led to the concentration

of the Confederate forces which re-
sulted in the capture of Gen. Prentiss
and so many of his men.

"After 5 P. M. I carried orders to
Gen. Hardee, who was then engaged on
the Federal right. I remained with him
until almost dark, up to which time no
orders had reached him to cease fight-
ing. On the contrary, he was doing
his best to force back the enemy in his
front. Had Col. Preston Johnston been
present at that last hour of battle on
the 6th, a witness of the actual fruitless
efforts made to storm the last position
held by the enemy upon the ridge cov-
ering the landing, he would be better
informed why it was that that position
was not carried, and be less disposed to
adduce such testimony of Gen. Bragg to
the effect that but for the orders given
by Gen. Beauregard to withdraw from
action, he would have carried all be-
fore him."
Beauregard did tell Bragg not to un-

necessarily expose his command to the
fire of the gunboats. That there was a
struggle for the last line of defense sev-
eral hours after Johnston had been
killed, every one who was there well
knows. The division of Gen. Nelson, of
Buell's army, arrived on the field just
as the last struggle was going on, and
Amen's Brigade formed in line of bat-
tle, and the 26th Ind. fired several
rounds at the retiring Confederates,
having one man killed and three
wounded.

This was the extent of Buell's loss on
Sunday. Lew Wallace's Division ar-
rived, as did a large part of Buell's
Army of the Ohio. And orders were is-

sued by Grant to move on the enemy
at daylight on the morning of the 7th.
The rain set in and kept falling all
night, which was a Godsend to the
thousands of wounded who were left
lying on the battlefield. All day the
steady roll of the artillery and infantry
had been heard all along the line, and
foot by foot had every inch of groun(i
been contested and both sides had left
the ground strewn with the wounded
and dying. The loss had been fearful
with both friend and foe, and neither
side made a correct report of their
losses on that day, as many future
statements have proved. Grant says
that at no time during the day on Sun-
day did we have over 25,000 men in
line, while the Confederates, according
to their own statement, had from 41,00(>
to 46,000 men engaged. With the early
morning of the 7th, the troops moved
forward and attacked the Confederates,
driving them back from every position
until they were back at the old Shiloh
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Church, where the battle had com-
menced on Sunday morning.
They held one ridge very stubbornly.

Grant, seeing this, selected out Veatch's
Brigade of Hurlbut's Division, with oth-
er regiments, and formed them in line.

Well do we remember when they took
off their hats and gave three cheers
for the Union and the old flag. Then,
sweeping up the slope and over the
ridge, they disappeared down the de-
cline, sweeping everything before them
and driving the Confederate army from
the field. Cheer after cheer rent the
air as the last shot died away in the
distance and Shiloh was won. The gal-
lant army under Buell and Lew Wal-
lace's Division, aided by the Divisions
of Hurlbut, McClernand and Sherman,
did a grand day's work for the Union
cause on that day, and the rebel hosts
were driven back to Corinth, with their
Commander-in-Chief killed and with a
fearful loss in killed and wounded.
They had met the sturdy sons of the

Northwest in an open field fight and
with much the largest army, had been
defeated As to their losses, Beaure-
gard, just after the battle, made an es-
timate of their loss, which he placed at
10,699, in a letter to the writer in 1884.
He acknowledged that this report was
incorrect, and gave as his reason that
his subordinate commanders sent their

reports direct to the Confederate War
Office at Richmond, Va., in place of
sending them through his headquarters.
The facts are that their loss was near

20,000 at Shiloh in the two days' bat-
tle. On the other hand. Grant esti-
mates the Union loss at 13,047, which
was very far short of our actual loss.
The positions occupied by Grant and
Beauregard at that time would not have
been held by them 10 days had they
made a correct report of their losses on
that occasion, for it will be remembered
that both were under a cloud, and had
the actual facts een known, they would
have been superseded at once. Grant
says that the burial parties that he sent
out reported that they had buried 4,000
Confederate dead on the field, and then
not all of them reported. Confederate
division and brigade commanders have
since made reports which show their
losses were at least 20,000. The history
of the various battles show that the
losses at Shiloh were the greatest, ac-
cording to the number engaged of any
of the great battles of the civil war.
This battle was a great lesson to the
commanders of the Union army and
made them use greater caution in being
prepared to receive an attack. It was
these lessons that made Grant and
Sherman the great leaders in the war
that was finally ended at Appomattox.

124th Ohio at Pickett's Mills.

By Peter Price, Co. H, 124th Ohio, Chicago, III.

I was particularly interested in the
account of the battle at Pickett's Mills,
as given in the "Atlanta Campaign," by
John McElroy.
The charge of Gibson's Brigade

over Hazen's did not reach far enough
to the left to cover the 12 4th Ohio.
This regiment held its advanced posi-
tion until late at night, when they were
compelled to retire. Confederate Gen.
Joe Johnston, in his official report,
speaks of sending "a detachment of
Granberry's Brigade about 10 o'clock at
night to drive away a party of Federal
troops remaining in a hollow in his
front." These troops that Johnston
speaks of were over one-half of the
124th Ohio. They were so far to the
left that no order could reach them.
The retreat down the hill is described
below.

I will try to relate that part of the
struggle, of which I was a humble par-
ticipant, at Pickett's Mills, near New

Hope Church. across Pumpkinvine
Creek. About 3 o'clock in the after-
noon of May 27, 1864, Hazen's (Second)
Brigade, Third Division, Fourth Corps,
of which I was a member, struck Pat
Cleburne's Division with full force. We
had been marching since early morning
over dusty roads and in the hot sun,
momentarily expecting to be called into
action.
Heavy firing was heard in our front

soon after noon, and as we advanced,
the sound of cannon and musketry be-
came very loud. Orders came to close
up, and every man resumed his proper
place. We came to a point where the
road led down a steep hill, at the bot-
tom of which ran Pumpkinvine Creek.
On top of the high ridge opposite, which
was thickly covered with small trees
and underbrush, the enemy was forti-
fied and awaiting us. We charged up
this ridge to about 150 feet of the top,
when the firing from the Confederate
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breaistworks in front of us became so
deadly that we were forced to lie down
and use our knapsacks for shelter.
Word soon after came to us that Cle-
burne's Division was in our front and
that they had just been reinforced by
"Walker's Division, which accounted for
the terrific rain of bullets poured into
us. We could advance no farther. It

was almost certain death to every sol-

dier that was hit, for we were lying
•close to the ground as possible behind
our knapsacks and facing up hill. The
firing of the enemy became weaker
after a time, but when any attempt was
made to advance, the rebels would open
again with such force that we were
obliged to halt. The 124th was on the
extreme left.

We now began to suffer from a cross-
fire from that direction. Several mem-
bers of the regiment started out to re-
connoiter, claiming they could see some
of the rebs trying to get around us. One
member of Co. H, Joe Mitchell,
a former member of the 23d Ohio, who
was wounded at Antietam, being ad-
venturous, advanced a little too far, but
not out of sight of the company. While
close behind a good-sized tree, and look-
ing for a chance to pick off one of the
enemy, Joe suddenly turned around
smiling and started back towards the
company.

The writer said: "Hello, Joe, what's
the matter?" The reply was, "Shot in

the rear!" Mitchell went back to the
doctor for treatment. Darkness coming
pon, others who had followed Joe's lead
returned to their companies. In less
than an hour after leaving us, Mitchell
returned with about a gallon of hot cof-
fee. This was a rich treat, and he was
at once proclaimed a hero.
We had been lying on the side of the

Tidge behind our knapsacks, loading
and firing, until long after dark. Many
of the boys fell asleep from exhaustion,
myself among the number. About 11
o'clock, Capt. Coe, of our company,
came around and woke the boys up,
telling them the enemy were preparing
to advance. Many of those who had
been asleep had to be stood up and
shaken before realizing where they
were. Presently the clear sound of a
bugle was heard, being the signal for
the enemy to advance A rustling
around in front followed, and then be-
gan the race down the hill back across
the Pumpkinvine Creek. This creek
was quite narrow and shallow in some
places, but somewhat wider in others.
Many of the old boys to this day de-

clare positively it was 20 feet wide.
However, the most of them went over
all right. Those that did not were

taken by the enemy. Some said after-
ward if the creek had been 40 feet wide,
with the force of descending the hill and
the thought of Andersonville prison in
their minds, they could have jumped it

with ease. After crossing the creek, the
124th joined the remainder of the bri-
gade on top of a high bluff, and all be-
gan fortifying.
Many of our brave boys failed to an-

swer roll call the next morning. Some
of those who answered presented a sor-
rowful and ludicrous appearance, creat-
ing considerable merriment, notwith-
standing the sad scenes of the day be-
fore. One member of Co. H had on
only his shirt and pants. Many were
bareheaded and without gun or equip-
ment; in fact, most everything had to
go in order to jump that "40-foot"
creek. A large number of the boys
slept between the two picket lines all

night, and reported later in the day.
Several, including a Captain in the regi-
ment, fell into the mill pond, but got
out and came in about 3 o'clock in the
morning.
One member of Co. H had a thrilling

adventure and narrow escape from cap-
ture, but being a good runner he lives
to-day to tell the tale. Soon after start-
ing down the hill he fell over a log, his
gun, equipment and knapsack falling
over his head. This gave the Johnnies
a chance to gain on him. . When he got
up there were three of them close be-
hind. One reached out to catch him by
the collar, while another raised a gun in
the air to strike him on the head. Their
efforts failing, one of the Johnnies
called out, "Stop! Stop!! You Yan-
kee!" accompany the words with sev-
eral oaths. But that was no time to re-
sent insult—he was going down hill and
across the creek!

It was afterward learned that all of
the brigade, except a part of the 124th
Ohio, had fallen back early in the even-
ing, but owing to the darkness, and be-
ing so far on the left of the line, they
were not notified. During the afternoon
and evening the brigade was in a veri-
table slaughter pen. There had been a
terrible mistake made somewhere. Two
brigades (Hazen's and Gibson's) were
ordered, one at a time, to charge two
divisions of the enemy, strongly in-
trenched on top of the ridge. In this
encounter Hazen's Brigade alone lost

560 men.
Nearly every oflScer of the 12 4th, ex-

cept Col. Payne, was either killed or
wounded. Maj. Hampson, who never
knew fear, and acknowledged by Gen.
Wood to be the best drilled soldier in
the division, was killed while deploying
the skirmish line. It is not in the
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province of a private to criticize the
acts of a Major-General, but in the light
of his record at Chancellorsville, Gen.
Howard, commander of the Fourth
Corps, was not held in high esteem by
the men in the ranks. As evidence of
his not being aware of the position part
of his corps was placed in on the after-
noon and evening of May 27, was the
rebuff to a Captain of the 124th. About
12 o'clock that night, when the General
was informed of our unprotected front,
he said he knew it was not so.

Some years after the war, a dispute
arose between Gens. Hazen and Stanley,

which resulted in a military investiga-
tion, but it is not known that any sat-
isfactory results came of it. The ex-
periences of the night before had no ef-

fect on the ardor and determination of
our men; in fact, they were more anx-
ious than ever to meet the enemy again,
but on more equal grounds.

Aggressive movements were made
every day, while here, with continual
skirmishing until June 5, when the
rebels were again forced to retreat, go-
ing in the direction of their already for-
tified position at Kenesaw Mountain.

The 24th Indiana at Shiloh—The Long March to Get Into the Battle.

By Lewis B. Jessup.

Editor National Tribune: Saturday
night, April 4, at 12 o'clock, the bugle
sounded the "assembly," and we
marched to Adamsville, seven miles,
thru ni'ud, water and rain, at times
half-thigh deep. We found no enemy
there, and went back to camp. Sun-
day, April 6, early in the morning, we
were awakened by the heavy roar of
artillery in the direction of Pittsburg
Landing. The morning was clear and
pleasant. Louder and louder grew the
din of battle. The artillery resembled
distant thunder. Scarcely a man in
our regiment could eat any breakfast,
so eager were we for the fray. Col.
Harvey had us all ready equipped
early in the morning. For some rea-
son unknown to us, we remained in
camp until near 10 a. m. By this time
the engagement became general. The
constant roar of artillery, intermixed
with frequent peals of musketry,
warned us that stubborn resistance
might be expected upon both sides. A
distance of eight miles intervened be-
tween us and the combatants when we
started for the scene of action. Every
man felt himself nerved to do or die.
Every step we took forward settled our
determination to prove ourselves w^orthy
of our Revolutionary ancestors. At
every step the din of contending armies
became more distinct. In the after-
noon we had arrived so near the bat-
tlefield we could distinctly taste the
burning powder which pervaded the at-
mosphere. At this juncture we met an
orderly form Grant's headquarters, who
informed Gen. Wallace that the enemy
had succeeded in forcing our troops
from their original position at Shiloh

Church, and that if he (Wallace) per-
sisted in his present course he must
arrive upon the battlefield in rear of
the enemy's forces, for Gen. Albert
Sydney Johnston was well enough
versed in warfare to know that what
he did must be done quickly. Upon re-
ceipt of this information Gen. Wallace
faced us right about and marched
back almost to Crump's Landing, then
filed right, taking the lower, or river,
road toward Pittsburg Landing. By this
means Gen. Wallace's Division failed to
participate in the first day's engage-
ment at Shiloh. At sundown we arriv-
ed upon the lines. Each army, as if

by natural consent, had ceased its

bloody work and had withdrawn to
breathe for the morrow.
We lay down in a drenching rain-

storm and slept but little that night,
for our gunboats kept dropping a shell
every minute into the enemy's lines.

Occasionally our pickets would fire a
volley at some wounded war horse or
imaginary object. Many of our com-
rades made a break for a well-filled
sutler's tent, which had been uncere-
moniously left vacant the day before
upon the arrival of an iron messenger
in the shape of a 24-pounder during
Sunday's work. In this tent we kept
dry, besides finding enough soda crack-
ers to fill up our depleted haversacks.
Many of us, too, were out of tobacco.
There we found several barrels of fine-
cut chewing tobacco, By morning we
were pretty well rigged out for the
day's work. At daybreak we fell into
line of battle and moved up about a
quarter of a mile.
During the night Gen, Buel arrived
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'With reinforcements for Grant's army.
Wallace's Division occupied the ex-
treme rig-ht of the Union forces. About
sunrise, April 7. the 9th Ind. Battery,
commanded by Capt. Thompson, open-
ed the ball. Scarcely had the report
died away when it was answered by a
shell from a rebel battery 15 yards in
front of Thompson's Battery. Soon
the two batteries were engaged in a
fine duel, which lasted 40 minutes, ter-
ininating in favor of Thompson's Bat-
tery. The rebels moved their battery
farther to the rear. The writer argued
that this was a forerunner of the day's
w^ork. Future events proved the truth
of our prophecy. Capt. Thompson fol-
lowed up his success, and with a wild
Western yell we moved forward half a
mile. By this time we had arrived near
the battery again. Capt. Thompson had
succeeded in bringing his guns to bear
upon the battery of 24-pounders in
front of us. Our brigade was ordered
to support Thompson's Battery. Down
we lay, Zouave style, letting the shot,
shell, grape and shrapnel pass over us.
The iron hail did us but little damage,
however. There we lay just below a
small hillock, upon which stood
Thompson's steel pieces continually
pouring death and destruction into the
ranks of traitors to their country's best
interests. If ever a set of beardless
youths deserved credit from their coun-
trymen it was Capt. Thompson and his
men that day. Gunner after gunner
was shot down that day; 1,100 shots
"were fired from that hillock without
changing position. The caissons be-
came empty, and two pieces of the
Chicago Artillery were ordered to take
their places. Thompson started to re-
fill his caissons, and as the Chicago
Battery had lost four pieces the day
before on account of insufficient sup-
port, they shelled out, too. But Mor-
g'an L. Smith, our brigade commander
er, ordered them back. They returned
and held the fort until the return of
the 9th Ind. We then moved up about
300 years nearer the enemy and again
lay down. Many of us went to sleep
on account of over-fatigue. The artil-

lery upon each side kept up a constant
play upon each other. We were in the
woods now; limbs of trees were con-
tinually being lopped off; many of the

men were injured by falling branches.
Morgan L. Smith came to us at this
juncture and told us that as soon as
Gen. Buell succeeded in driving the
enemy to a certain point upon our left

we would go for that battery of 24-
pounders in our front. The idea of a
brigade of infantry charging a battery
of 24-pounders looked to us new troops
like "Munchausenis^m," but we did it

handsomely. Cos. A and K of our regi-
ment advanced and shot down a horse
of each gun and caisson, and the bat-
tery was ours.
By this time the whole length of our

lines was engaged and the noise was
deafening in the extreme. Gen. John-
ston's lines were formed in the shape
of the letter "T," consequently his sup-
port was near the center, to be distrib-
uted as necessity required. Gen.
Grant's lines were formed in three dis-

tinct parallels.
About 12, noon, Gen. Buell succeeded

in forcing the enemy back upon our
left sufficiently to enable us to go for
the rebel battery in front of us. Cos.
A and K of our regiment were detailed
as skirmishers to advance in splendid
style. Many of the 2 4th fell during
this charge. We succeeded in advanc-
ing beyond the rebel battery and the
six guns were ours. We reached the
brow of the hill and were greeted with
a shower of minie-balls, which left

many vacant places in our ranks. We
lay down, and Col. Smith called for vol-
unteer skirmishers. More than were
required sprang to their feet; some had
to lie down again.
At this juncture Gen. Braxton Bragg,

with his 10,000 Louisiana and Missis-
sippi Tigers, advanced against Wallace's
Division en masse. They came up until
we could see the buttons upon their
uniforms. We were armed with old
muskets; our cartridges consisted of 12
buckshot. Morgan D. Smith told us to
take aim and fire low, for one wounded
rebel was better than three dead ones,
as it took two to carry one wounded
rebel off, while a dead one was unno-
ticed. The engagement was hand-to-
hand for 30 minutes, when Bragg's de-
moralized columns withdrew. This end-
ed the "Battle of Shiloh." The 24th
lost 5 7 men killed and wounded.



At Chancellor's House.

Bj S. A. Osborn, Lieutenant, Co. G, 145th Pa., Kennard, Pa.

Editor National Tribune: I need not
tell you that I am not a scholar, writer
or speller, but I was one of the young
fellows who shot the rebellion to death,
and I am an ex-prisoner of war of the
Andersonville vintag-e. I have been a
reader of the grand old soldiers' paper
for 2 years or more, and think it is

growing better and better. It certainly
is great company for the old boys. To
see them fight over their old battles
makes us forget that we are growing
old, and that the fights and skirmishes
are away back yonder nearly 50 years.
Now, if I were to criticize the old com-
rades I would say the greatest error
they make is in assuming or thinking
they know too much of how it was all

along the line of battle. I think that
in this way good and well-meaning
men make sad mistakes. Allow me to
cite a case to explain what I mean. In
your issue of Jan. 28, 1909, appears an
article by John Kelley, Corporal, Co.
D, 14 0th Pa. Comrade Kelley spreads
himself and his regiment out entirely
too thin. The article that he replies to,

I am sorry to say, I overlooked, but
when he undertakes to say just who
was or was not there he undertakes a
little too much. He says the 140th Pa.
did all—they were all the troops in
support of Lepin's Battery. I suppose
he is sincere in what he says, but he
is very far from being correct. Just
what troops were there I will not ven-
ture to say, or if I did I might make
the sa;me mistake Kelly did. This I do
know: Brook's Brigade, or what was
left of it, was there with Brooks in
command. We were led there by Gen.
Hancock in person, and our position
was just to the right of the battery,
that had position about 30 or 40 rods
to the left of the Chancellor House.
The name of the battery I never knew.
I think there was a section of a bat-
tery, two or three guns, down near the
house. Kelly says that the women went
to the rear alone. He is wrong again.
I did not see them come out of the

house, but I did see them as they ran
to the rear with a soldier at either arm.
Kelley further says that his regi-
ment occupied all the space to the
rear of the house. That may be,
but I think it would have crowded
them some, for he says there was
about 1,000 of them. One thing sure,
they did not occupy the whole of the
line of support. Gen. Hancock, grand,
superb fighter that he was, was doing-
his level best to hold Jackson's victori-
ous troops in check until our army
could fall back into a new position, and
had gathered up all the odds and ends
of his division, and right well and man-
fully the boys did what was required
of them. As for myself, I will just say
I think that I never before nor after
flattened myself out flatter or hugged
the ground closer than I did there and
then. You see, there wasn't a breast-
work or the least thing for protection;
but from good engineering or good
luck, can't say which, the ground in
front of our line was a little higher
that it was where we lay, so that shells
that hit the ground in front of us would
go skipping over, and one that did not
hit would just fan us nicely as it went
over. Our regiment, the 145th Pa.,
lost its Major there on that line. His
name was Paton, a man loved by the
whole regiment. Now, Comrade Kelly,
I am of the opinion that you are away
off when you say that the 2d Del. was
not there, for the 2d Del. was a part
of the Fourth Brigade, and was a
mighty small regiment about that time.
The 116th Pa. was also in the First Di-
vision, Second Corps, and I think with-
out doubt some of them were there.
Comrade, allow me to say that if you
were the last of your company wound-
ed, and that 14 days before the surren-
der of Lee, your company was very
fortunate, indeed. The 14 5th Pa., five
numbers higher than yours, had lost
several hundred killed, wounded and
missing, before the 140th had lost any.
So, you see we were there.
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