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INTRODUCTION.

HIS narrative was prepared by the committee

whose names are undersigned, to gratify the wish

of the surviving members for some connected account’

of the services of the regiment, to exhibit to relatives

and friends, and to provide a book of handy reference
for their own convenience.

All the descriptions are by members who were present
at the scenes described ; imagination has no part in the
account, |

Criticisms of generalship have been avoided except
where it was necessary to allude to the matter to explain
the spirit prevailing among the men. Lists of wounded in
action have not been given in the body of the narrative;
to obtain accurate lists would call for more time than the
Committee could devote to the work.

The whole story of Reno’s Brigade is told in the
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v INTRODUCTION.

“History of the Twenty-First Massachusetts Regiment,”
by General Charles F. Walcott, whose book appeared from
the press while this was in preparation. Upon the issue
of that work, it seemed, at first, hardly worth while to
proceed with this; but, as the Twenty-First was not with
us in Mississippi, and General Walcott, although admirably
full in the brigade history, does not, of course, cover the
internal history of the Thirty-Fifth, it was thought best to
go on with this, omitting herein most of the general orders,
etc., given in that book. Of course every member of the
Thirty-Fifth will wish to possess, if he have not already, a

" copy of the history of the T'wenty-First, to fill up the story
of the old brigade, and a copy of Rev. Augustus Wood-
bury’s “History of the Ninth Army Corps” to explain
the wider movements.

In place of maps and illustrations, material for which, of
merit superior to any we could obtain without great ex-
pense, is within reach of all, we have inserted between the
chapters blank pages, upon which the owner can attach
such photographs, etc., as may be in his possession, and
thus add a personal character to the volume.

A regimental history must lack the general interest of
that of an army, while it misses much of the intense
sympathy called forth by a personal narrative; on this

account it may appear, after all, that “the half has not.
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been told.” The committee will feel satisfied if the mem-
bers agree that even a quarter part has found its way into

the pages of this book.,

N
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CHAPTER I
LYNNFIELD AND ARLINGTON HEIGHTS, 1862.

HE famous Seven Days’ fighting of the Army of the
Potomac under General McClellan, before Rich-
mond, ended Jfuly 1, 1862. During the hot days of that
long summer, the stayers-at-home read with the deepest
interest of the “Change of Base” to the James River, or
listened to the living story from the lips of some wounded
hero. Whether the movement was to be considered a
success or a defeat, this at least was clear, that the army
must be heavily reénforced; and, accordingly, President
Lincoln called for three hundred thousand volunteers for
three years. Governor Andrew issued an official address,
dated July 2, stating the pressing need for more troops and
the terms of enlistment, and ending with these words:
“ Massachusetts, which has never slumbered nor slept,
must now arise to still higher efforts, and pledge to all
the duties of patriotism, with renewed devotion, the indi-
vidual efforts, the united hearts, heads and hands of all
her people.” To many hearts this summons came with a
solemn power that could not be resisted.

Among the regiments formed of the men who enlisted
in answer to this call was the Thirty-Fifth Massachusetts
Volunteer Infantry.

The first mention of the regiment which we have found
is contained in the following advertisement, which appeared
in the Boston Journal, under date of the fourth of July: —
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“ Attention, Recruits! A few more good men are wanted
to fill up Captain Andrews’ Company, Fort Warren Bat-
talion. Under the last urgent call of the President, this
battalion will probably be increased and make the Thirty-
Fifth Regiment, so that there will be a chance for actual
service. The following inducements are offered to all
wishing to enlist:

“$25 bounty in advance ; also,
“<$13, one month’s pay in advance;
“g$12 per month State aid; and
“$75 bounty at close of war.

“Men of Massachusetts, citizens, patriots, rally under
the glorious flag of our country. Let the Old Bay State
lead the van. Let our people rush forth in their might.
Let us swell the Union ranks, and maintain our proud
position, that Massachusetts is ever foremost when duty
calls.

“ Apply at once to the Recruiting Offices, No. 71 Union
Street, Boston, or corner of Park and School Streets,
Chelsea.”

Another notice, dated the fifth, began as follows: “ Fall
in, Recruits! Captain Dolan, Lieutenants Baldwin and
Hudson are rapidly filling their company with first-class
recruits for duty at Fort Warren ;” and, after giving the
terms as above, it adds: “Our country’s call must be
obeyed ; her necessities must be our first and only con-
sideration now ; she needs every one of her sons to defend
her holy cause, and the sooner you are ready to aid her
the sooner will her cause be gained. This battalion will
probably be recruited to the Thirty-Fifth Regiment, and
go to the seat of war.” Thus, by the system of general
recruiting, was begun the formation of companies A and
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D of the Thirty-Fifth ; but the organization of the regi-
ment did not begin until a month later.

The Government apportioned the number of men called
for among the loyal States according to population, and
the State divided its quota among the cities and towns
according to the last annual return of men liable to do
military duty under the laws of the Commonwealth. As
soon as the quotas were announced, each municipality
devoted its energies to finding, enlisting and forwarding
the men to camp. Every motive was appealed to, and all
sorts of inducements offered to the able-bodied men of the
community to enlist. Patriotism was aroused by eloquent
orators; emotions were stirred by music, banners, pro-
cessions and grand rallies of the people; and thus excite-
ment was kept constantly ablaze. In many places bounties
were offered in addition to those above mentioned, and
promises of private aid to families were frequent. This
continued through July, and about the first of August most
of the three years’ volunteers were ready for camp.

In the cities and larger towns full companies were formed
from the quotas, and fellow citizens were selected for offi-
cers. The companies of the Thirty-Fifth formed in this way
were: B, from Newburyport; C, from Chelsea; G, from
Haverhill ; H, from Weymouth; and K from Roxbury.
The quotas of smaller places united and formed com-
panies under officers of their preference ; thus were made
up companies: E, from Randolph, Stoughton, etc.; F,
from Rockport, Danvers, North Andover, etc.; and I from
Dedham, Weston, Needham, etc. The following extract
from the “Memorial of Major Park ” will serve as an ex-
ample of the superior class of men obtained at this time:

“The permit to recruit the company, K, was accom-
panied with a condition, ¢ provided it could be done in six
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days.” In five days they had enrolled one hundred and
fifty names, from whom to select the one hundred and
one. Eighty of those who finally composed the company
were between twenty and thirty-five years of age, and but
two were over forty. About one-half of the company were
married men. All signed their names in clear, legible
handwriting. More than forty of them had been graduates
of the Washington Public School at Roxbury. Thirteen
were teachers in a Sunday School.”

The camp for recruits in the eastern part of the State
was located at Lynnfield, in Essex County, on the north
side of the railroad, and bordering on Humphrey’s Pond,
now called Suntaug Lake, and was named Camp Stanton
after the Secretary of War. The steep slope towards the
water was shaded by a heavy growth of pine trees, and
the pond offered facilities for bathing and washing. Two
companies of the Thirty-Second Regiment and the Thirty-
Third Regiment occupied the east part of the field, and a
battery the west end. Men enlisted for the Thirty-Fifth
were at first quartered about the middle, near the cottage,
used as a surgeon’s office, etc., and the barn used for a
guard-house. They occupied wall tents, “ A tents, or old’
militia tents, and in consideration of their delicacy were
furnished with straw to lie upon, but no blankets until
accepted for service. Tood was served from cook-houses,
under direction of Mr. Haines, then of the Thirty-Second
Regiment, subsequently quartermaster of the Thirty-Fifth;
but as the ration, though ample, seemed to most of the men
coarse and unpalatable, they procured additional eatables
from home or outside the camp. Squads for companies
A, D and the combination companies were the first upon
the ground, towards the end of July. The full companies
arrived nearly together: Company C on the fourth of
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August, G and K on the fifth, B and H on the eighth.
Camp guards around the field were maintained from the
first, and passes were required to get in or out of the
rather crowded enclosure.

The enlisted men before going to Lynnfield passed a
preliminary examination of their physical qualifications, to
prevent loss of expenses upon rejected men. Upon arrival
in camp they were again, and more thoroughly, inspected
by the surgeons. It was amusing afterwards to recall how
much the men dreaded rejection and the loss of the chance
for actual service promised in the advertisement above.
The recruit was stripped, pounded on the chest, made to
walk and hop, had his ears pulled, eyes and teeth exam-
ined, and was otherwise tortured, until he had shown his
paces, and was then accepted or rejected summarily. Few
were rejected. If accepted, the next thing in order was
his uniform. He went to the quartermaster’s office; a
gray, woollen blanket, marked U. S., was spread upon the
floor, into which were tossed a light-blue overcoat, rubber
blanket, cap, dress coat, blouse, trousers, shoes, socks,
drawers, shirts, knapsack, haversack, canteen, tin dipper,
plate and knife and fork. The four corners of the blanket
were brought together, and the man was ordered to shoulder
the bundle and betake himself to his tent, shed his citizen’s
dress, and assume the appearance of a soldier. The mate-
rials of the articles were good, but of a very coarse texture,
suited to the rough usage of the field. There were four
sizes of most of the clothing, and he whom none of these
fitted was obliged to fit himself to the size. Some of the
companies last to arrive fell short of a full uniform, and
were not supplied until after their arrival at the front.

A few of the men had experience as soldiers, in the
militia or in actual service ; these were the heroes of the
hour. Most of the recruits were somewhat acquainted
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with the manual of arms and company drill, acquired in
the many drill companies which the excitement of the war
had originated. As soon as sergeants and corporals of
companies were appointed, these exercises were practised
as opportunity offered. There were several dress parades
and guard mountings by portions of the regiment, and one
battalion drill under Adjutant Wales, on the twentieth, in
marching in line of battle.

The commissioned officers had little time to attend to
these matters. They were fully occupied in filling up their
companies, settling their private affairs, and making need-
ful preparations; and, in addition, they were burdened
with an amount of clerical work— the red tape system of
a time of peace — sufficient to last a month. A person
inexperienced in military affairs has little notion of the
amount of writing to be done in the formation and man-
agement of a regiment. There are reports and rolls of
all sorts —daily, monthly, bi-monthly, quarterly and annu-
ally— relating to the men, their descriptions, bounties,
pay, rations, ordnance, clothing, camp and garrison equi-
page, muster-in, muster-out, furloughs, etc., ad nfinitum,
to the Government, State and town authorities: all to be
studied out and prepared in good style and with unfailing
accuracy. The school of the army is a school of much
penmanship, as well as other learning. Their care also
was that their best men did not become impatient and
enlist in some other organization, to get sooner to the
front, or that their worst men did not run the guards to
secure another bounty. For no sooner was the call for
three years’ men nearly filled than another call was issued
for men for nine months’ service, and, in addition to the
shorter term, there was the attraction of a double bounty.
The mercenary class at once saw the advantage and tried
to exchange; the patriot class, especially those having
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families, grimly endured, while they felt the inequality of
treatment ; among the survivors it needs but little rubbing
to find a sore spot there still. The men were generally
allowed a short furlough, to close up their home affairs
and take leave of relatives and friends; so that, upon the
whole, it is remarkable that so much information concern-
ing the new sphere of life was acquired in so short a time;
but all were eager to learn, and worked laboriously day
and night.

On the fourteenth of August the Thirty-Third Regiment
left for the seat of war, and, after the ground had been
swept, the Thirty-Fifth moved into the Sibley tents thus
vacated. Companies took their places in regular order
according to the army regulations and seniority of captains,
from right to left, as follows :

Right,—A, D, E, F, B, G, C, H, I, K, — Left,

and the regiment assumed an organized appearance. The
members began to get acquainted with each other and
their officers, and learned the lettering of the companies.
It will be noticed that, as far as possible, the letters of the
companies correspond with the initial letter of the surname
of the captain commanding, as follows:

Co. A, Capt. Andrews, Lieuts. Hood and Stickney.

“ B, ‘“ Bartlett, “  Hodges “ Collins.

“ C, “ Cheever, “  Blanchard ¢ Mirick.

“ D, ¢ Dolan, “  Baldwin ¢ Hudson.
“ E, ¢ Niles, “  Palmer “ Ingell.

“ F, ¢ Oliver, “  Preston “ Williams.
“ G, ‘“ Gibson, “  Brooks “ Washburn.
“H,, ¢ Pratt “  Lyon “ Burrell.

“ I, ¢  Willard, % Lathrop “ Hill

“ K, “ King “  Park “ Blake.
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In this list, and in other cases hereafter, when, to avoid
repetition, the names of members of the regiment are not
given in full, they may be found by reference to the roster.

The field and staff officers were: Colonel, Edward A.
Wild, of Brookline; Major, Sumner Carruth, of Chelsea;
Adjutant, Nathaniel Wales, of Dorchester; Surgeon, Fran-
cis M. Lincoln, of Boston; Assistant Surgeons, George
N. Munsell, of Harwich, and Albert W. Clark, of Woburn
Chaplain, Henry F. H. Miller, of Norton; Quartermaster,
Samuel W. Haines, of Newburyport; Sergeant-Major,
Augustus Hatch, of Boston; Quartermaster - Sergeant,
Albert F. Upton, of Boston; Commissary-Sergeant, Edwin
N. Merrill, of Haverhill; Hospital Steward, George F.
Wood, of Plymouth ; Principal Musician, Daniel Vining,
of Weymouth. The regiment never had a band attached,
although an attempt to recruit one was made at Lynnfield ;
it depended for music upon brigade bands, its own drum
corps, or Company K’s Glee Club, which furnished excel-
lent vocal music, associated with many scenes both of the
solemn and of the festive kind.

Colonel Wild had served as captain of Company A of
the First Massachusetts Regiment, in Hooker’s Division,
at Blackburn’s Ford, Bull Run, in Lower Maryland, and
on the Peninsula. He had been wounded before Rich-
mond, and was assigned at first to the Thirty-Second Reg-
iment as major, then to the command of Camp Stanton,
and afterwards to the Thirty-Fifth. He started with us
for the front carrying his arm in a sling.

Major Carruth, previously Captain of Company H, First
Massachusetts, had the same military experience with our
colonel, and had also returned home wounded (his arm
shattered at Fair Oakes), to be promoted to our regiment.
After Colonel Wild’s promotion, he continued to be our
permanent commander to the end of the war. No lieutenant-
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colonel was appointed at Lynnfield. Adjutant Wales had
served in the Twenty-Fourth Massachusetts Regiment,
under Colonel Stevenson.

Of the line officers, Captain Andrews had seen service
in the West; Captain Bartlett had been Captain of Com-
pany A, Eighth Massachusetts, with Lieutenants Hodges
and Collins among his lieutenants; Captain Niles had
held the same rank in Company D, Fourth Massachusetts,
with Lieutenant Palmer among his corporals; Captain
Gibson had been first sergeant of Company A, First
Massachusetts, and Lieutenant Washburn had been a
member of the same company; Captain Oliver had expe-
rience in the Fourteenth Massachusetts, and Lieutenant
Lyon in Company H of the Twelfth Massachusetts ; Ser-
geant-Major Hatch had .been a sergeant of Company B,
First Massachusetts, and afterwards a second-lieutenant
in a New York regiment. Experienced soldiers were few
in the Thirty-Fifth, and no member had received a West
Point education.

The men being assembled and clothed, the next duty
was the “muster-in” of the companies. This ceremony
was performed in detail, from the ninth to the nineteenth
of August, by Lieutenant Elder of the United States Army.
Standing in line the roll was called, each man responding
to his name, then the oath was administered: “You do
solemnly swear that you will bear true allegiance to the
United States of America, and that you will serve them
faithfully and honestly against all their enemies or opposers
whomsoever, and observe and obey the orders of the Pres-
ident of the United States, and the orders of the officers
appointed over yot,, according to the rules and articles for
the government of armies of the United States. So help
you God.”

Few of the officers and men had ever seen the blue
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book containing the United States army regulations, and
most never acquired more than a cursory knowledge of its
contents ; but they took the oath, trusting to be able to
comply with the intention, if not the letter of it. The term
of service was “for three years or during the war”—Ian-
guage open to misconstruction ; the Government claiming
the words to include an enlistment for the whole war, the
men that it was for three years if the war should last so
long. The war ended during the third year of the regi-
ment’s term of service.

On the twentieth the arms were distributed. These
were nine hundred and sixty Enfield rifles of English
make. They were somewhat defective, the cones being
too much case-hardened and quite brittle, so that a large
number were turned into the Washington Arsenal within
three weeks; nevertheless, so great was the scarcity of
weapons at the time, the regiment was thought very for-
tunate to get them. The different belts, plates and boxes,
constituting the accoutrements, were given out at the same
time, or upon the following day. Some twenty thousand
rounds of ammunition were drawn in Boston, but none
were distributed ; nor were any experiments tried to test
the power of the rifles.

Being now fully armed and equipped, it was supposed
that a few days at least of camp duty and drill would be
allowed before active service; the demand, however, for
more troops at Washington was so imperative no delay
could be permitted, and, much to the disappointment of
the men and grief of their friends, orders were received to
proceed immediately to the front, and the regiment started
accordingly on the twenty-second of August— Friday.

There had been little slegp the previous night; it was a
rainy morning, and falling into regimental line in the mud
was not pleasant. In addition to the burden of clothing,
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equipments, arms and rations furnished by the Govern-
ment, each man had tried to include in his pack a private
assortment of writing cases, revolvers, toilet articles, water
filters, Bibles and other books, and a general assortment
of such medicines or comforts as he or his friends could
suggest ; and now, having by the aid of his companions
slung the mass upon his back, was deliberating upon the
question how far it would be possible to struggle along un-
der it all. But patience and endurance are the first lessons
of a soldier; so, while waiting for the cars, the men, dread-
ing the task of reslinging and hooking their knapsacks, and
having no dry spot to drop them upon, amused themselves
chaffing each other’s loads, and devising ways of propping
them up with their rifles to relieve their shoulders. That
regimental line of one thousand and thirteen men looked
a mile long; it was our “Old Thirty-Fifth.”

One o’clock came before the long train filled with blue
coats started for Boston, by way of Salem. Arrived in
the city, the regiment marched by the right flank through
Blackstone and North Streets, Merchants Row, State, Court,
Tremont and Beacon Streets to the State House, cheered
and cheering as we went— another regiment off to the war!
At the State House all looked for Governor Andrew — no
departure without his consecrating words seemed in due
form — but he was otherwise engaged; so hurriedly receiv-
ing a blue silk regimental flag and the small, white, State
flag the march was resumed. The blue flag bore the arms
of the United States, with the motto & pluridus wunum, in
token that we were to bear it in the cause of the Union,
one and indivisible. The white flag was emblazoned with
the State arms, the uplifted sword, and the motto Znuse
petit placidam sub libertate quietem, signifying that we drew
the sword to gain enduring peace in a free land. They
were good words to fight under. A national flag, the stars
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and stripes, was not received until many months after-
wards.

Relatives and friends crowded the way for parting words,
as we hastened on to the Old Colony Railway Station. It
was an exciting time. Into the cars we jammed, some
sick, some pale with sorrow, some roating with laughter,
others shouting a last farewell to friends —a perfect pan-
demonium—as the engine fastened on and the heavy
train moved slowly out of the station.

“ Swift as the summons came they left
The plow mid-furrow standing still,
The half ground corn-grist in the mill,
The spade in earth, the axe in cleft;
They went where duty seemed to call, —
.+ .. They only knew they could but die,
And death was not the worst of all.”

We left Boston about five in the afternoon, and reaching
Fall River about ten o’clock went on board the steamboat
Bay State. Every carpet had been taken up, all furniture
removed, and there were no beds in the berths. Men
turned in on the slats in the main and in the ladies’ cabin;
that is, those who could get there. The officers had state-
rooms, with beds but no blankets, and only one sheet.
The rest found space upon the decks to spread blankets,
although some hesitated to unroll the packs put together
so carefully; but most were soon drowning their cares in
sleep. One Walsh, an old marine, with wits enlivened by
whiskey, gave to the wakeful ones a spirited free exhibition
of the bayonet drill, dancing about and whirling his rifle,
bayonet fixed, over the sleepers. The boat arrived at
Jersey City at ten in the morning, and by noon we were
on the way across New Jersey to Philadelphia, reaching
there about six in the evening.

Our reception in Philadelphia was most cordial ; greater
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hospitality was never experienced. The regiment was
entertained at the far-famed Cooper’s Shop. All Eastern
soldiers remember with gratitude this welcome oasis be-
tween their homes and the front; a little of the accustomed
properly cooked food, spread upon neatly arranged tables,
was relished exceedingly; and with the Thirty-Fifth the
saying, “ As nice as the Philadelphia Cooper’s Shop,”
long endured as a standard of superlative comparison.

Summary justice was dealt out by the colonel’s orders
to the stealthy venders of whiskey. Company K, with
details from other companies, was ordered to clean out
rum shops, kept open to soldiers contrary to orders;
bottles, demijohns, etc., were soon emptied of their con-
tents. The colonel thus describes the affair:

“In the immediate neighborhood of the Union Volunteer
Refreshment Saloon, where we were supplied with a meal
by the hospitality of the citizens, there is a large number
of drinking shops, which have been a pest to every regi-
ment passing through. I personally ordered the proprietor
of each establishment to sell no liquor to my men, warning
him of consequences, and at the same time setting a guard
at his door. Soon after, detecting them enticing men in
at back doors to drink and fill canteens, I ordered the
stock to be cleaned out at two places, a hotel and a saloon.
The order was summarily and thoroughly carried out by
my men. No serious personal violence was committed,
although we had occasion to overawe a large party of
zouaves and other bullies. The police followed me with
two writs of arrest, which I declined to accede to, but
warned them that if they caused us any delay I should be
obliged to take aldermen and all with me to Washington.
All this not from any wanton disrespect for municipal law,
but on the ground that in time of armed rebellion the exi-
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gencies of the military service must take precedence of
all else.”

Marching through the city to take the cars for Baltimore,
about nine in the evening, Company K brought up the
rear with fixed bayonets. The people along the route
turned out to a man, woman and baby. ‘“Good bye!”
“God bless you!” “Come back safe!” were the constant
exclamations. Women brought out water, and did all they
could to make the men comfortable ; in fact, it was quite
an ovation. Before getting into the cars all canteens were
examined, and drinks stronger than water were emptied
into the gutter.

Packed in the cars the men tried to sleep sitting erect
amid the racket, but it was a restless effort. The riotous
reception of the Sixth Massachusetts Regiment in Balti-
more a year before was still fresh in our thoughts, and
in the excited state of the popular mind we looked for
some active demonstrations of unfriendly feeling ; but, on
the contrary, the regiment marched quietly through the
city before the people had fairly awakened from their
Sunday mormning naps. Now and then a small flag would
be waved; but generally the people whom we met stared
with indifference, or, at the worst, with sinister looks only :
we had had our row with the roughs of Philadelphia. After
a breakfast at the Soldier’s Rest, box cars with rough, pine
benches were filled inside and upon the roofs, about eleven
o’clock ; and now, as Uncle Sam’s cattle, we jolted on
towards Washington, through hot and dusty Maryland.
At Baltimore things had first taken a noticeably foreign
look ; the windows about the station were crowded with
woolly heads and black faces, with wondering eyes, while
some of the dark hued, Indian-looking whites who strolled
among us we deemed to be spies in the enemy’s service.
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We reached Washington about two in the afternoon,
August 24, and went at first to the barracks near the
Capitol, where another meal was offered —a feed this
time, not a collation, and further proof that we were now
to be classed as Government live stock — the slop-coffee
in wooden buckets, and old boiled horse, could not be
stomached ; some, however, worried down a crust of sour
bread buttered with patriotic words: it went down hard,
nevertheless. But when at five o’clock the regiment formed
column, platoon front, with full ranks, and marched down
the grand Pennsylvania Avenue, drums beating and colors
flying, the soldier’s pride in his regiment awakened, and
we stepped off cheerily, and did our best to keep the lines
exact and distances correct. Nevertheless, when the avenue
was passed and the drums stopped it seemed as if our
legs would stop also.

The ‘Thirty-Fifth was assigned to the command of Brig-
adier-General Casey, and ordered to camp beyond Arlington
Heights. We kept on by the White House, and crossed
the Potomac River above at Georgetown, on the Aqueduct
Bridge, and came down again on the further bank. Aswe
stepped off the bridge upon the “sacred soil ” of Old Vir-
ginia, some one struck up the song of “Old John Brown,”
in which the whole column joined; then, mindful that it
was Sunday evening, they followed with psalm tunes, and
the Arlington Hills echoed to the old Puritan music,
Darkness and dust together swallowed us up, and still the
column kept on. Some of the officers continued the reg-
ular orders, ““Right —shoulder—shift! Left— shoulder —
shift!” but the weary men carried their guns anyhow, and
darkness concealed the delinquency. The heat and fatigue
began to tell, and some stragglers appeared; the column
began to lose shape. We struck the road from the Long
Bridge to Hunter’s Chapel, and turning sharply to the
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right pushed along, encouraged by the words, “Only half
a mile more, boys!” repeated ad nauseam. At Hunter’s
Chapel the regiment turned into a field on the left, and
got orders to stack arms and rest for the night; the
suddenness with which knapsacks were unslung was very
observable. A few gathered rails for fires and roasted
green corn, but most, worn out, wrapped themselves in
blankets and slept with the ashes-like soil of the Old
Dominion for a bed and a knapsack or cartridge box for
a pillow.

Such a looking set as we were on awakening! stiff and
sore, daubed with dust, the newness gone from the uni-
forms, —a sorry sight indeed. Ah! pity the sorrows of
the raw recruit while being broken in—yet a dry bed, a
warm night, and sleep undisturbed are three of the soldier’s
luxuries. We found our bivouac to be nearly opposite
Hunter’s Chapel, in advance of Forts Craig and Rich-
ardson, on the Columbia Turnpike, and upon ground
occupied the previous winter by Blenker’s Division of the
Army of the Potomac. The men lay about resting and
cleaning up all the morning of the twenty—ﬁfth,. and
receiving a lot of “A” tents, by the energetic efforts of
Quartermaster Haines, pitched them in regular camp
further to the south of the road, calling the spot Camp
Casey. A few cartridges were distributed and instruction
given in loading with the minie ball, a new thing then,
calibre .577.

Next day the Thirty-Fifth was transferred to the command
of General Whipple, and by him (on the thirtieth) assigned
to Van Volkenburg’s Brigade; drill was commenced, and
an order of camp duty issued. At leisure moments the
pedlers’ carts drew swarms, eager to obtain watermelons
and peaches in exchange for sticky postage-stamps, of
which every one carried a wad in his pocket, for gold and
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silver money had disappeared when the greenbacks were
issued. Others wandered off to see the neighboring forts,
or bathe in the creek in front, or inspect the corduroy
roads or mud huts of last winter, now covered with rank
grass; and some mused over the white railing of the little
cemetery, and read the strange German names of those of
Blenker’s men who, thus early in the war, had found rest
here.

On the same day (twenty-sixth) we broke camp and
retired about half a mile to within the line of the forts.
Tents were again pitched between the Turnpike and Fort
Craig, the officers’ tents being among peach trees, and the
place designated Camp Whipple. There was hardly room
for dress parade, which we here learned to go through
decently; and Colonel Wild gave the regiment an after-
noon of drill in marching at double-quick in line of battle
with the bayonet. These last days of August were full of
great events occurring in front of our camps, so quietly
occupied, for out at Manassas and Centreville “Stonewall”
Jackson and his men were for several days between Wash-
ington and the army of General Pope. Fitz Hugh Lee,
on the twenty-seventh, captured stores at Burke’s Station,
within twelve miles of Alexandria. If Old Stonewall had
been in sufficient force to turn towards Washington our
position would have been more lively. It became suffi-
ciently exciting very soon. Sixty rounds of cartridges per
man were distributed, and night alarms, with beating of
the long roll, practised.

Distant cannonade was heard daily, and pickets were
posted along the turnpike to the front. Company I had a
tour of duty, August 29, on guard at Fort Runion and the
Long Bridge, where they saw the cavalry men who had been
stampeded at Manassas and the droves of cattle hurried
over the Potomac to Washington; evidently ‘“something

3
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was up” in front, which did not look like victory. The
regiment was set to work digging intrenchments of regular
profile, flanking the forts; but the connection with the
commissary department was not well established, or army
rations too coarse, consequently our diet was poor, and
digging came hard ; men declared they had come out to
fight and not to handle the pick and shovel.

The liveliest incident was the narrow escape of Lieu-
tenant Hood. He says: “I was lieutenant of the pickets
around Arlington Heights, and received, August 29, a
despatch from General McClellan directing me to detail
twenty-five extra men and march to Hunter’s Chapel, and
await one of his staff. I did so, and we extended the
picket line to Ball’s Cross Roads; then McClellan made
his headquarters at Lee’s mansion, the Arlington House.
At midnight the pickets were heard, and ‘boots to saddle’
sounded ; I went to the Cross Roads, and finding troops
going into camp I assisted their officer in posting pickets,
On my return one of my pickets tock me for a reb, never
made me dismount, but kept his gun and bayonet in my
face as we walked along; he stumbled and pricked my
horse, and let me have it in face and eyes; then ran and
cocked his gun again without loading, but it wouldn’t shoot
worth a cent ; then the other picket came for me; I dis-
mounted, sung out that I was their officer and gave the
countersign. My men promised, if I would let them off,
to do better next time. I understood better picket duty,
but they may have meant shoot straighter. When I got to
camp I found my face blackened with powder.”

The lieutenant was afterwards very severely wounded at
Antietam,

At Camp Whipple, Major Carruth, now promoted to
lieutenant-colonel, arrived about the fifth of September,
bringing commissions for Captain Willard to be major,
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First-Lieutenant Lathrop to be a captain, and Second-
Lieutenant Hill to be a first-lieutenant ; also Lieutenant
Pope joined the regiment about the same time. Six four-
horse army wagons were issued to Quartermaster Haines
for transportation of baggage.

Ambulance trains from the front moved towards Wash-
ington, with the slow motion which betokened wounded
men within; and stragglers and portions of the Army of
the Potomac passed through camp, notably Meagher’s
Brigade, of Sumner’s Corps, sun-browned heroes of the
Peninsula, their clothes weather-stained and worn, flags
tattered and ranks thin, telling a tale of hard service, and
presenting an appearance which quite shocked us; there
were even some wounded men among them. Soon after
these came visitors from General Pope’s Army of Virginia,
with tales of narrow escapes and death of friends in the
battles about Groveton, called Second Bull Run. Surely
the crisis had now come, all the armies were about us, and
we were in good position to participate. We gazed over
to the city upon the half-finished dome of the Capitol, and
wondered if it would ever be completed —it looked doubt-
ful. But our short time for preparation was spent; ready
or not ready it was time for the Thirty-Fifth to take the
field, to keep it until the end.
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CHAPTER 1II.
MARYLAND AND THE BATTLE OF SOUTH MOUNTAIN, 1862.

ENERAL LEE, with the Confederate army, bore
away from Washington in a north-west direction,

and crossed the Potomac River into Maryland, between
September 4 and 7, at the fords near Leesburg, and
encamped in the vicinity of Frederick City. His where-
abouts were to us a subject of conjecture for several days.
General Pope was relieved from the command of our
army by General McClellan, who devoted himself to the
task of reorganizing the force, while moving it towards
Frederick to meet General Lee and protect Washington
and Baltimore. The Thirty-Fifth was now transferred to
the command of General Burnside, already north of the
Potomac, and orders were received in the morning of the
sixth of September to be ready to march in light order,
knapsacks and sick men to be left behind, and tents left
-standing. Between five and six in the evening the regi-
ment fell in and moved down to the Long Bridge, crossed,
and passed through the streets of Washington. At that
hour the people were at leisure, and doors and windows
were crowded with spectators. Expectation of battle was
vivid, and cheers followed the troops as they hurried
through the darkening streets, accompanied by the rumble
of heavy wagons and tramp of many feet. A part of the
regiment turned off to the arsenal to exchange muskets;
the rest marched up Seventh Street, due north, into the
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dust and pale moonlight of the country roads, the night
air hot, but excitement cooling as the city was left behind.
On we pushed until past midnight, tramp, tramp, by quiet
farms and sleeping countrymen. Men began to express
fatigue in emphatic words, then straggling began, and
rebukes were of no avail. The rear had almost mingled
with the head of the column when, at half-past one o’clock,
the order came to halt for the night; and, footsore and
weary, the men sought shelter in an oak grove beside the
road, and, gathering a few dried leaves, rolled themselves
in such coverings as they had and slept.

At sunrise (seventh), after a wash in the horse-trough
opposite, men scattered around among the neighboring
houses in search of a breakfast; we had not yet learned
to subsist upon army rations. He was a lucky fellow who
found a cook not already overcrowded with applicants.
A move of about four miles only was made this day; it
was Sunday, and excessively hot. We turned into some
woods on the left of the road near Leesboro, and waited
for the stragglers to come up. One of these poor fellows
having slept under a wayside hedge, striking into the road
in the morning, came face to face with General Burnside;
making his best salute the man boldly inquired whether
the general had seen the Thirty-I'ifth Massachusetts any-
where. “Oh, yes,” replied the urbane general dryly,
“youll find them all the way from here to Washington!”
Such are the effects of a night march upon new troops.
It should be said, however, that the other regiments upon
the road straggled as badly as our boys; but ours were
more noticeable because we were so full in numbers.

At this camp Colonel Wild instructed us in the duties of
a soldier on the march ; condemning straggling, permitting
foraging only when the commissary had forgotten us, and
then only for needful food; forbidding extravagance in
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burning rail fences, and adding directions in regard to the
care of the wounded in battle,— the enemy to be whipped
first and the disabled to be cared for afterward,— they
were words of experience and were well heeded. Thence-
forward the rear company marching with fixed bayonets
made straggling unprofitable.

On the eighth the regiment moved only a mile and
joined the brigade, of which we were for the next year
and a half to form a part. It was the Second Brigade —
Reno’s own — of the Second Division (General Sturgis’s)
of the Ninth Army Corps (General Burnside’s), now com-
manded by our proper brigadier, General Jesse L. Reno.
General Burnside was in command of the right wing of the
army, including General Hooker’s First Corps with his
own. Our brigade, now under the leadership of Colonel
Ferrero, was composed of the Twenty-First Massachusetts,
Fifty-First New York and Fifty-First Pennsylvania regi-
ments. We were carefully informed by the older members
that it was called “The Bloody Second Brigade,” and it
was certain death to belong to if. With mouths open with
amazement we swallowed the startling information; but
the old veterans were not very far beside the truth after
all. They had served in North Carolina and in General
Pope’s battles in Virginia, with great distinction and with
heavy losses.

The brigade marched about twelve miles on the ninth
to Brookville, a pretty Maryland village, headquarters of
General Burnside. From here Major Willard and Chaplain
Miller were sent back with one of the wagons to Arlington,
to strike the tents and care for the sick, many of whom
afterwards found their way into the dismal Convalescent
Camp at Alexandria. No movement of the brigade was
made on the tenth, but immense bodies of troops passed
our camp.
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The small supply of pork and hard bread, which fastid-
ious appetites had placed in our haversacks at Arlington,
was now exhausted. Coffee without milk or sugar, so
bitter at first, had become pleasant; raw salt pork was a
luxury, with a fine nutty flavor ; and hard bread took the
place it never afterwards gave up, as the first essential of
a soldier’s life. The trees along the road were loaded
with green apples, and many of the men experimented
with a diet of sour apple sauce. Stray fowls were thrown
into the pot and devoured almost before they could utter
their last expiring clack. We began to understand the
saying, that an army moves upon its stomach.

After this, for a couple of days, the regiment plodded
along with the brigade. Hot days, dusty roads and bruised
feet make the bivouac on the ground at night a welcome
rest. The discomfort of marching in close ranks, with
perhaps a train of wagons or artillery in the middle of the
road, and another column of troops on the other side, all
hurrying forward, sometimes at double-quick, must be tried
for a few days to be duly appreciated. Experience was
gained daily. Lazy fellows found that a pound weight or
so of water in a canteen was a heavy lug, and learned to
beg their drink of neighbors and go light themselves.
The never ended discussion was begun whether, if in light
marching order, a choice must lie between an overcoat or
a blanket, which should be carried along. Also the boys
discovered that, in view of unexpected orders to move, it
was advisable to heat their pots of water first, then put in
the precious coffee, and woe to him who mixed his coffee
in the cold water, hoping for time to boil it; if he did not
get an order to march, or detail for picket, some stumbler
would be sure to kick the burning rails and upset the mag-
nificent array of blackening tin dippers—but then was not
the air blue with maledictions !
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The left and centre of the army took the shorter course
through Rockville and nearer the Potomac. We of the
right wing struck off north along the Patuxent, through
Unity, then, on the eleventh, north-westward to Damascus.
Here Fred. F. Blakely, of Company C, lost the forefinger
of his right hand, by the accidental discharge of his gun
while on duty; our first wounded man. As the infantry
moved on, sounds of cannon were heard and sometimes
the cavalry in advance came into view, or we passed a
field-piece unlimbered by the roadside, ready to open fire ;
but all conflict seemed to keep just ahead. On the twelfth,
halting at noon at New Market, to allow another division
to precede us on the turnpike from Baltimore to Frederick,
we heard that the enemy’s cavalry had left the town that
morning. Following on, we reached the neighborhood of
Frederick at night, the last part of the way between the
hills solemnized by the heavy booming of cannon in front.
These old turnpikes in Maryland are the best of roads,
well macadamized with broken limestone; and the stone
bridge over the Monocacy River, which the Confederates
tried to blow up, is striking for its solidity and foreign
appearance. The regiment turned into the fields north
of the road, on the west bank of the river, and finding
abundant straw the men made a comfortable bivouac.
There had been a skirmish at the bridge that day, and
several of our cavalry were killed and wounded.

On the following morning, the thirteenth, while awaiting
orders, the rise of ground west of us was covered with
men, perched upon the rail fence, watching the distant
fight between our cavalry and the retiring enemy. The
prospect from the hill, including the city and the distant
Catoctin Hills, was worth viewing, without its exciting
incidents. By companies, the regiment filed out to the
river bank and fired the new Enfields for the first time,
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not much to our satisfaction ; the cones of some snapped
off at the base, rendering such arms useless, for we had no
tools to extract the stumps; and the ammunition seemed
to fit loosely, so that some were disgusted when their
bullets dropped into the water a few rods from the muzzle.
Several men were found who had never fired a gun.

By the middle of the afternoon the skirmish in front
had abated, and orders came to move forward. Who that
was present will ever forget the cheerful welcome received
as the heavy columns of troops passed through Frederick
City, flags and handkerchiefs waving, and friendly faces
greeting the soldiers from all sides !

“Over the mountains winding down,
Horse and foot, into Frederick town.”

At a corner of the streets General McClellan with his
staff reviewed the troops, and cheer after cheer rent the
air as the regiments passed. This welcome from patriotic
Marylanders made the soldiers feel as if they were to fight
upon their own soil, and greatly inspirited the army unused
to such moral support. The song of ‘Maryland, My
Maryland,” was ever after a Union song. Our regiment
sang together “ Marching Along ” and “Old John Brown,”
with grand effect, as we swung through the streets; but
when we halted for a few moments in the outskirts, some
of the cynical elders of the brigade suggested: ‘ Save
your breath, boys; you’ll need it ahead there!” Too
true! for we never sang together on the march afterwards,
we had no heart for it, it seemed like tempting evil
fortune.

Darkness gathered, but the march was continued. The
road was ascending, passing over the Catoctin range of
hills, outliers of the Blue Ridge. The scenery from these
by day-light is described as surpassingly fine ; but, as we
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stumbled along at a quick pace over the heaps of broken
stone, dropped there for road mending—some of the men
so tired as to be walking in their sleep — we minded little
of the charm about us. The waning moon rose and was
reaching the zenith, when, late at night, descending the
hills we found ourselves in the valley near Middletown.
Here a halt was called, arms stacked, packs unslung, and
a few moments found the tired men wrapped in sleep.
Company D had the ill luck to be detailed for picket on
this the night before our first battle.

Waking stiff and sore to a beautiful Sunday morning
(September 14), the first thought was breakfast. Some
cattle were driven up and killed in the neighboring field,
and we tried broiling collops of steaming fresh beef upon
our ramrods. Some of the men visited the houses in the
town in search of eatables, but with little success. The
irrepressible Walsh returned with a tea-kettle and cabbage
— of course he was a tailor as well as a marine — and set
to work boiling the vegetable. While this was passing
artillery firing commenced, and white puffs of smoke
began to rise between us and the range of blue hills,
called the South Mountain, about one thousand feet high,
bounding our view on the west; to which, however, we
gave little attention. Two o’clock in the afternoon came,
and with it the order to “fall-iin.”” The regiment was
about eight hundred strong, with Colonel Wild in com-
mand. Walsh had not time to cook his cabbage ; so he
slung it, kettle and all, to his belt, in hopes of a chance
to finish it.

We passed through the quiet town, houses and churches
ominously silent and deserted, and out into the country,
meeting the Twelfth and Thirteenth Massachusetts Regi-
ments, with other troops, resting by the roadside ; they
laughed at our announcement that we, such raw troops,
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were going into battle. The wooden bridge over a small
stream was destroyed, the timbers still smoking, but we
found no difficulty in fording. We stopped there a moment
to load our guns. As we proceeded ambulances met us,
returning with wounded men. The sound of firing in front
grew louder, and we could distinguish the rattle of mus-
ketry and see a line of smoke rising half way up the hills.
“Now, men, forward! right— shoulder — shift! quick
time ! double quick!” came the orders. We left the road,
crossed the fields, jumping brooks, and were soon close
upon our batteries, which were fuming like furnaces, and
sending shells into Turner’s Pass on the right and up into
the woods on the left.

A brief halt was made at the battery; then the order
came to hurry up the old Sharpsburg road, at Fox’s Gap,
to the left. Away we went to the foot of the hills; the
rear companies with difficulty closing up, so swift the
advance. It was about half past three o’clock. The
cheering and rattle of musketry were lively above us, and
evidently our movement meant work. Half way up the
hill we met a wounded man borne in a stretcher upon the
shoulders of his friends. He shouted to us, as we breath-
lessly hurried by : “ Forward, boys, forward! We’re driving
them! Don’t let this scare you; give ’em hell! They
can’t stand cold steel!” We passed a low weather-stained
house, and came into line of battle in its little cornfield,
to the left, facing the woods just below the summit of the
hill.

“Throw off your packs!” Away go our bundles, never
to be seen again. “Fix bayonets!” The rattle of the steel
replies. ¢ Right face! Forward by file left! Double
quick! Charge!” And Company A led off gallantly up
into the thick woods in front, and through them into the
open field upon the summit, the proper scene of the action.
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Again we came into line, then forward across the field to
the wall on the west side fronting a log-house and more
woods, the right of the regiment resting, as it advanced,
upon a sunken road in which lay many dead and wounded
Confederates. A few scattering shots from the forest in
front saluted our appearance in the field. The momentary
halt gave Walsh an opportunity to deposit his precious
kettle in the corner of the wall, he now looking for warmer
work.

Immediately we started by the right flank and passed
on the double-quick the cross-roads made by the sunken
road, passing over the hill, meeting the road following the
ridge and leading to Rohrersville. Here stood Colonel
Wild, full of the fire of battle, urging us on with the most
vehement words. As we passed the colonel we saw several
dead and wounded of the enemy, lying by a pile of their
abandoned knapsacks, and either one of these wounded
men, or some one in the shrubbery behind them, fired a
shot which took effect in our ranks. Our boys rushed
fiercely at them with the bayonet; but at the call of mercy,
“Hold, men, don’t strike a wounded man!” they threw up
the steel. That little scene among the trees, with the
dead and wounded, their cadaverous faces and pale gray
clothing, arms thrown up for mercy, and the little cloud of
smoke dissipating above, left a vivid impression.

We kept along the ridge road to the north a little way,
then faced the forest, and, with bayonets at a charge, tried
to push through the tangled mass of vines and brambles,
in line of battle, on down the west side of the mountain.
The thicket was so close that only here and there could a
passage be forced through, and, as a consequence, the regi-
ment, instead of advancing in line, broke into sections or
smaller parties, which moved forward by flank, — dressing
on any point was impracticable. With bayonets forward,
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watching the front, anticipating momentarily a crossing of
steel with the foe, but meeting no one, down we went.
Some ways down we halted; the movement had been so
quick most were glad to rest a moment and recover breath.
The sun in the west shone brightly among the trees, the
bee hummed among the grasses, all sounds of battle near
us had ceased. We had penetrated far within the original
Confederate line, and the foe in this front had fled down
the road to the left. If any remained in position we were
well within their left flank. Knowing nothing of positions,
however, and in doubt what to do, the sections, coming
more together, marched back up the hill into the ridge
road again.

Here was a scene of unavoidable confusion, as the dif-
ferent parties came out of the woods and sought to recover
their positions in the line. Such a shouting of company
letters, “ Company A!” “Company B!” “ Company C!”
etc., was never heard before nor since. Soon, having
settled into something like a line, so as to be under com-
mand, the column, consisting of about half the regiment,
the rest going back by another route, moved back by flank
to and across the sunken road, and then south upon the
field on the summit. There the rest of our brigade
appeared, drawn up in two lines,— Fifty-First New York
and Fifty-First Pennsylvania in front, Twenty-First Massa-
chusetts in rear,—and our left companies commenced
forming in rear of the line of the Twenty-First, and extend-
ing to the right, about twenty feet in front of the easterly
boundary of the field. The sun was just down.

While this position was being taken, suddenly a sharp
fire of musketry burst upon us from the wood to our front
and right, out of which we had just come. The surprise
was complete. The darkening forest was lined with flashes
of the hostile guns, and their bullets cut the earth about



MASSACHUSETTS VOLUNTEERS. 30

our feet; the ground descending towards the enemy. In-
stantly some of the men threw forward their rifles and
returned the fire, aiming over the heads of the line in
front. Orders were confused, some shouting, * Fire!
fire!” Others, more calm, “Cease firing!” The latter
quickly prevailed, although, after a momentary interval,
while they were reloading or a new line coming up, the
enemy’s musketry was continued, and men of our regiment
were being hit ; and our line was drawn back into the edge
of the forest, east of the field, so as to be less exposed.
It was in this sudden attack that General Reno received a
mortal wound, and our colonel lost his arm.

When word spread that Colonel Wild was hit, there was
some hesitation as to who should succeed him, the lieu-
tenant-colonel not being found at first. Captain Andrews
took command and led the regiment still further back into
the woods, so as to be protected while lying down by the
crest of the hill. It was quite dark; the rest of the brigade
in our front and left kept up a steady, rattling fire of mus-
ketry ; and so did the Confederates in our front, but they
did not advance, being content to expend their ammunition
on the trees over our heads; so we lay and listened to the
steady whizzing of the bullets above us.

Had the enemy come out into the open field on our
right in force they would have flanked our position, and
recovered the ground they had lost in the afternoon; but
they hesitated to advance in the darkness, and kept blazing
away without effecting anything until, having used up their
powder, their fire slackened and they retired. Meanwhile
our leader, fearing such a movement upon our right, drew
out the regiment from the woods into the sunken road,
which we found encumbered with dead and wounded Con-
federates. Here, while the enemy’s musketry was dying
away, we lay with bayonets fixed, peering into the darkness
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over the stone wall, which bounded the road on the north
side, awaiting the flank attack which did not come. Some
of the poor fellows in the road had strength enough to
speak, and beg for water or a change of position, which
was willingly rendered them. When the contest-had ceased
General Sturgis sent up a section of artillery; and, to let
the guns pass, our men moved the wounded and dead from
the road upon the bank, sometimes in the darkness placing
several bodies together, which lead observers in the morning
to report to the newspapers that “ the rebels were piled in
heaps as high as the wall.” We then marched into the field
north of the sunken road and stacked arms, with orders to
rest behind the stacks, but be ready for action at any mo-
ment; videttes were sent forward to the rail fence fronting
the western wood. It was about nine o’clock in the evening,
and quite cold upon the hill top. The men were bathed
in perspiration from the exertion and excitement of battle,
but a renewal of the attack being feared few were per-
mitted to return down the hill to the cornfield in search of
the blankets and coats thrown off before the first charge;
some returned and reported nothing there — friends in the
rear had made way with the goods. No fires were allowed,
so we tried to keep warm walking about, and by turns
endeavoring to catch a little sleep, lying four across four,
until the welcome sun arose. The fatigues of the day and
of the previous night’s march made even these naps a
precious relief.

In the morning some made a breakfast upon the small
round biscuit with which the haversacks of the dead Con-
federates about us were filled; others preferred to go
hungry rather than do anything which seemed like robbing
the dead. Whether Walsh recovered his kettle of cabbage
was never reported. Down the east side of the hill, in our
rear, where the Confederate line of battle had lain the
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day before, along a stone wall, the ground was gray with
the knapsacks and blankets they had thrown off in the
fight and left behind in their hasty departure. From these,
with a good deal of fastidious examination for those little
creatures which love to lodge in the clothing of veteran
armies, we selected blankets to supply those we had lost.
The dead lay with faces upturned, already black with dis-
solution, and objected not to the necessary appropriation.
Those who went over the field said that the Confederate
dead lay thicker to the left in the woods, but the horrors
beside us sufficed.

We noticed here and there a tall fellow in blue, with the
regulation Kossuth hat, betokening Western troops, for the
soldiers of the Army of the Potomac always wore the cloth
cap. They were the dead of the Seventeenth Michigan,
who, with the Seventy-Ninth New York (Highlanders), had
preceded us in the charge the afternoon before and had
broken the line of the enemy at the sunken road, thus
accounting for our so undisputed advance over the field.
The wounded man we had met on the hill-side was one
of theirs, and his words of cheer were a true statement of
the condition of the action at the moment. General Cox’s
Kanawha Division had secured and held a place of vantage,
from which these two regiments had made their gallant

- and successful charge.

General McClellan and staff passed up over the field,
and were received with cheers and every demonstration of
victory. Then our satisfaction was chilled by news that
our noble General Reno was dead,— an irreparable loss
to the Ninth Corps,—an officer whose name cannot be
repeated without a pang of sorrow !

Colonel Wild's arm was amputated at the shoulder, and
the loss unfitted him for severe field service, though he
afterwards won additional honor as general in command
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of the well-known Wild’s African Brigade. The Thirty-
Fifth was fated to lose its commanding officer in successive
actions ; he was the first to fall. The other officers wounded
were Captain B. F. Pratt, Second-Lieutenant Charles F.
Williams, Jr. (mortally), and First-Lieutenant William Hill.
Of the enlisted men, there were five killed or who died
of their wounds soon after: Addison Tarr, of Company A
(the first man killed in battle in the Thirty-Fifth) ; Andrew
J. Nash, of B; George S. Sloan, of E; George F. Whiting,
of I; and Joseph W. Cobb, of K. There were some dozen
to twenty others wounded.

The men of the regiment who fired at the time of the
sudden attack were rightly blamed for doing so without
the colonel’s orders, but such occurrences are not easily
avoided ; even veteran troops, when unexpectedly assaulted
in a wooded country, will, if they think they see an opening
for a shot, return the fire without orders, for the noise of
the attack drowns the commander’s voice, it can never be
known how far the enemy will advance, and the ball or the
bayonet is the only thing to stop them. The marvel was
not that our raw men blazed away, but that they could be
stopped, and remain steady while the enemy’s fire con-
tinued.

The troops of Generals Hooker and Meade had fought
the enemy bravely and successfully on the hills north of
Turner’s Pass, and General Gibbon in the Pass itself.
Lieutenant-Colonel Hayes, of the Twenty-Third Ohio, late
President Hayes, was wounded somewhere on the ridge
south of our point of attack. The Confederates had now
retired from the whole front to behind Antietam Creek.

Colonel Taylor, in his book, “ Four Years with General
Lee,” gives the forces engaged on the Confederate side at
South Mountain as follows: D. H. Hill had the brigades
of Rhodes, Garland, Colquitt, Anderson and Ripley, num-
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bering in all less than five thousand. About 3 P.M. he was
reénforced by the brigades of Drayton and Anderson, num-
bering nineteen hundred, and late in the day was joined
by Longstreet, with the brigades of Evans, Pickett, Kem-
per, Jenkins, Hood and Whiting ; only four of these, how-
ever, numbering three thousand, became seriously engaged,
and they not until dark. The troops of Garland, G. B.
Anderson, Ripley, Drayton and G. T. Anderson are else-
where stated to have been engaged at Fox’s Gap, and of
these the Twenty-Third North Carolina claimed to have
killed General Reno. The brigades of G.T. Anderson
and Drayton appear to have been the ones which left their
dead and wounded in the sunken road and their knapsacks
behind the walls, and Longstreet’s men to have made the
attack at dark.

Captain Phisterer, in his “ Statistical Record,” gives the
total losses at South Mountain: Union, 2,325; Confederate,
4,343

The importance to the National cause of this victory at
South Mountain, won by dash and courage from an enemy
strongly posted and elated with recent successes, can with
difficulty be estimated now. It was our first important
advantage after a series of disastrous battles. The effect
in restoring to the army confidence in its powers, and in
. encouraging a disappointed people, was visible at once in
the spirit and disposition of the men and in the tone of the
newspapers and letters from home.
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CHAPTER III.
ANTIETAM.

N the fifteenth of September the Confederate army
was divided: General Lee with Longstreet’s and
other divisions, including the troops of D. H. Hill just
driven from South Mountain, had withdrawn into the angle
formed by the Potomac River and the Antietam Creek,
and lay upon the gently swelling hills in front of the
village of Sharpsburg, waiting to concentrate his army and
for his trains to cross the river into Virginia; General
Jackson was distant from Lee about seventeen miles, at
Harper’s Ferry, gathering in his prisoners and spoils; for,
at cight o’clock this morning, the garrison of Harper’s
Ferry, some ten thousand men, with abundant stores, had
surrendered to Old Stonewall, who, by a masterly surround
and occupation of the commanding heights, had compelled
a surrender sooner than was thought possible. The officer
who succeeded General Miles, who was killed at the mo-
ment of capitulation, was our afterwards friend and division
commander, General Julius White, of Indiana. The news
of this loss reached us next day, and caused almost as
much depression as our victory had given elation.

The weather was fine and favorable for the movements
of the armies; but the men of our regiment, after the two
nights of broken rest and fatigues of battle, were happy to
lie upon the field during the morning and let the warm sun
thaw out limbs stiffened by the frosts of the previous night.
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General J. D. Cox, of the Kanawha Division, took com-
mand of the Ninth Corps. Lieutenant Hudson had been
detailed upon the staff of Colonel Ferrero before the battle.
He says he had forty minutes’ chase after the Thirty-Fifth
the afternoon before, and was unable to catch up with it;
which shows the swiftness of our march from Middletown.

Having gathered up the stragglers, and looked after the
dead and wounded, the regiment formed, about two in the
afternoon, and took the road down the west slope of the
mountain, The sun seemed to brighten as we left that
scene of horror. It is said by those now living upon the
spot that a portion of the dead were buried by throwing
them into the well near the log-house at the cross roads.
The valley we entered was green and fertile, and dotted
with comfortable houses, many having a Dutch look, like
their owners’ names. One of our men, Greenleaf F. Jel-
lison, of Company C, accidentally shot himself in the foot
soon after we started. In a field by the road-side two young
bulls, a black and a red, seized with a desire to ape the
folly of their betters, or taking advantage of broken fences
to clear off old scores, were having a pitched battle, - Our
boys named one “ Mac,” the other “ Bob Lee,” and de-
clared that the former got the better of the contest. So
the auspices were propitious.

Approaching the banks of the Antietam at dark, a line
of batteries appeared, posted along the ridge in front;
they were warmly engaged, sending shot and shell across
the stream at the enemy, whom the rise of ground con-
cealed from us. The regiment, at first, turned in on the
right of the road and stacked arms; then resumed them
and, moving further along the road, turned into a cornfield
on the left, where, with other troops massed there, we re-
mained in bivouac all night and the following day. The
sixteenth was a beautiful day, and sitting upon a bundle,
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leaning one’s back against a stack of arms and reading old
papers, would have been quite comfortable had it not been
for the shells and solid shot which our friends on the fur-
ther side of the creek kept dropping into the field, generally
without effect other than noise and dust, but occasionally
maiming some poor fellow, causing a pause in the reading.
During the day Generals McClellan and Burnside passed
with numerous staffs, reconnoitring the front and drawing
the enemy's fire effectually.

At sundown we moved forward to the south and over
the ridge. The brigade formed ez masse, and with the
straw from a large stack near by the men made a luxurious
bivouac. The scene from this position was very fine. In
front was the valley through which the Antietam ran to
join the Potomac somewhere to our south-east. Beyond
the creek the hills rose to a considerable elevation, crowned
with hay-stacks and the houses of Sharpsburg, among which
rested the Confederate army, with its batteries frowning
along the front. The country upon our right was hidden
from view by hills on our side of the creek. Behind us
were the batteries of Benjamin, Durell, and others on the
ridge. It was a clear evening ; all seemed to breathe
awhile and rest for the dread contest of the morrow.
Artillery was fired for some time from the enemy’s line,
a few shots towards us, but most of them to the south-
east, where the trains of light and bursting shells looked
like signals towards Harper’s Ferry. We had a peaceful
night’s rest. At midnight much needed rations were
brought up from the trains by the exertions of our after-
wards quartermaster, Cutter.

Before the men had turned out on the morning of the
seventeenth the roar of battle came swelling down from
the right, and men exclaimed : “ Boys, listen to the music!
They have gone in on the right!” Beyond the Antietam,
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above us, the corps of Generals Hooker, Mansfield, Sum-
ner and Franklin successively assailed the Confederate
left wing about Dunker Church, suffering and inflicting
losses in killed and wounded unprecedented at that period
of the war. The localities, times of entering the action
by different divisions, and work done by each are much
disputed; and it does not belong to this story to try to
explain them. The high ground between shut off the
scene from our view; we heard only the thunder of the
mingled artillery and small arms as the tide of contest
rose and fell. Let it suffice here to say that the fight in
that direction lasted from daylight to noon, that the field
was a sea of blood, and the results indecisive.

In our front there was quiet in the early morning, except
an occasional picket shot down in the misty bed of the
creek. Directions were issued to have all canteens filled,
as the day was likely to be warm; and men scattered with
back loads of canteens in search of wells. The crowding
about these and constant plying of the buckets muddied
the water, and yet he was fortunate who filled up with that
mixture. Firing began near us, and the word spread that
the regiment was falling in; there was a rush from all
directions to the ranks. When formed, about ten o’clock,
we marched by the left flank through the fields and clumps
of wood to the southward,— Lieutenant-Colonel Carruth at
the head, Lieutenant Hudson, an aide of Colonel Ferrero,
acting as guide,— coming out on the wooded bluff imme-
diately overlooking the valley of the Antietam. Here one
of our batteries was engaged in a duel with a Confederate
battery upon the opposite hills. The enemy’s shell flew
about us, at our feet and among the trees, but harmlessly ;
our experience of yesterday had familiarized us somewhat
with this long bowling. When, however, one of our shot
struck and exploded a caisson on the other side our cheers
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were loud and long, and were replied to by a rather feeble
yell from our antagonists.

It was near eleven o’clock, and a brisk contest had been
going on for some time upon the creek below us; but the
trees and smoke concealed all from view. We could hear
our men shouting and their foes yelling, amid the rattle of
small arms; it seemed hot work down there. These were
the unsuccessful movements to secure the bridge-crossing,
first by General Crook’s brigade of the Kanawha Division,
afterwards by the Sixth New Hampshire and Second Mary-
land of the First Brigade (General Nagle’s) of our division.
At length the order came for us to move forward. We
descended the hill by the left flank, and passed between
the stalks of tall corn on the level, meeting several men
holding an arm or some member from which the red blood
was dripping. The air was close and stifling. While this
was being done, the following interesting conversation took
place between General Sturgis and Lieutenant Hudson,
aide: “ Colonel Ferrero wishes to know what to do with
the regiments.” Sturgis replied: “Have him move those
regiments (the three older ones) down to the stream imme-
diately, and take the bridge!” ¢ And what with this new
Thirty-Fifth Massachusetts?” “Tell him to move it across
the bridge and up the hill in line of battle. There must
be no delay; General Burnside is waiting for this to be
done now !  “Isn't that artillery aimed at the position?”
“Yes; but that shall be stopped.”

We reached the bank of the stream near a large spread-
ing tree, where the water flowed dark and cool under the
overhanging foliage. At this point the creek ran nearly
from west to east. The opposite bank was high with an
abrupt rocky ascent, studded with trees, and completely
commanding the side upon which we were. Here the reg-
iment halted awhile ; bundles were thrown off and piled,
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and a guard set over them ; and bayonets were fixed. Not
a shot was fired at us from the other bank, the enemy’s
attention being drawn to the fight above us, where the
sounds of battle still continued, seeming to increase as we
came nearer.

The country road ran up stream, close to the north bank
of the creek, and was bounded on the northerly side by a
fence and ploughed field, in which stood an old barn.
Beyond the field and a fence, which formed its west
boundary, was a wooded knoll, or two little knolls, facing
the opening of the bridge, and behind these Nagle’s men
were posted.  Colonel Ferrero ordered the Fifty-First
Pennsylvania to move forward by the right flank to Nagle’s
position, then down with a yell and rush over the bridge.
The Twenty-First Massachusetts was placed in the ploughed
field along the fence bounding the road, and ordered to
open fire at the enemy across the creek ; which they did
warmly. Company A of our regiment was detailed to
take position on the left of the Twenty-First, and com-
mence firing in the same manner. The Fifty-First New
York was posted on the right of the Twenty-First, but at
right angles to it, facing up stream towards the bridge.
The Fifty-First Pennsylvania proceeded as ordered, made
a dash from the knoll to the opening of the bridge, stopped
there and commenced firing. Our artillery was aimed at
the further end of the bridge, and had to be quieted before
the Fifty-First could proceed.

Colonel Ferrero moved diagonally across the ploughed
field to behind the knolls, and the Thirty-Fifth followed.
Colonel Ferrero sent Lieutenant Hudson from the knolls
to Colonel Hartranft, commanding the Fifty-First Penn-
sylvania, to ask why he did not cross the bridge at once.
Colonel Hartranft was found at the right parapet with his
colors. When the order was cominunicated to him, he
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said: “Does he wish it?” “Yes, sir.” “‘Very well.”
The Fifty-First Pennsylvania then started, the men firing
upwards and setting up a yell as a signal for our artillery
to cease firing on the bridge. Lieutenant Hudson then
asked Lieutenant-Colonel Potter, commanding the Fifty-
First New York, to follow. He assented, and his regiment
hurried after the Pennsylvanians. Most of our regiment,
Company D being now the head of the column, had passed
the fence near the knolls, when the shouting and din of
the conflict, now close at hand to our left, was redoubled.
It was the charge of the two regiments in accordance with
the above orders. Colonel Ferrero said to Lieutenant
Hudson : “Hudson, tell your colonel to cross the bridge
immediately, move along the road to the right, form in
-line and advance up the hill!” The lieutenant did so.

“TForward!” came the order to us. “Double quick!”
And we rushed around between the little knolls and out of
the little grove, Lieutenant-Colonel Carruth leading, into
an open space facing the entrance to a stone bridge, with
parapets, crossing the creek. Here was a startling scene
of battle; clouds of smoke overhung; along the creek,
below the bridge, the Twenty-First Massachusetts and our
Company A were actively engaged with the enemy posted
behind trees, rails and stones, upon the rocky acclivity
across the stream; dead and wounded men in blue lay
about, some still tossing and writhing in their agony; the
bridge was filled with men of the Fifty-First Pennsylvania
and Fifty-First New York, who had preceded us, some
kneeling behind the parapets of the bridge and firing up
at the gray coats, others crowding forward to the further
end of the bridge and also firing upward. '

Our regiment came partly into line, as if to open fire
along the bank at the bridge; then, by the colonel’s com-
mands, swung by the right again and joined the throng
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hurrying on to the further bank, the third regiment to
cross. Confederate sharpshooters dropped or slid from
the overhanging trees in which they had been hidden —
one clinging to a branch the moment before he fell. It is
said that Colonel Ferrero seized a musket and fired among
them. In a shorter time than it takes to tell it we had
crowded across the bridge and filed into the road to the
right, where the two regiments which had preceded us were
halted. The line of the regiment was formed quickly
and steadily, facing the hill, which here rose more gently
than below the bridge. Men in gray came down the hill,
holding up both hands, or waving a dirty white rag, and
were sent to the rear as prisoners. They belonged to
Georgia regiments, of Toombs’s Brigade, of General D.
R. Jones’s Division. !

The halt here was but for a few moments; then the
Thirty-Fifth was ordered forward up the hill, with a
promise that other regiments should follow in support.
Accordingly we advanced up the steep, climbing with
difficulty the high rail fences, at first in line of battle, then
swinging into column and moving by the right flank as we
neared the top. The regiment reached the bare brow of
the hill —the first to appear there —and moved some
distance by the right flank to the higher part of the rise.
Before us, towards Sharpsburg, the enemy were scattering
back to their artillery upon the hills on the hither side of
the town. The hostile battery, which we had been watch-
ing an hour before, now, close at hand, opened upon us at
once, and sent the iron whizzing around us, shells taking
effect in Companies D and H, cutting Luther F. Read in
two, killing David W. Cushing, and severely wounding
Lieutenant Baldwin.*

*The commander of that battery, Moody, was subsequently a prisoner under
charge of Lieut. Baldwin, at Fort Warren.
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It was but high noon. If supports had been up, as
promised, the whole could have gone forward, kept the
already started enemy upon the go, and, as the zouaves
did at a later hour, driven the exposed gunners from their
artillery with less loss than afterwards befel, — for we, at
least, were green enough to go anywhere without hes-
itation; and the subsequent Confederate reénforcements
from Harper’s Ferry might have come too late. But we
knew nothing of the importance of prompt action at. that
hour; to stand still upon the exposed hill-top would be
murder ; moreover, General Sturgis had orders to hold
back his division—most of the regiments being out of
ammunition —and let the rear pass in front of him.
Accordingly our colonel, seeing no supports behind him,
ordered the regiment to retire under the brow of the hill
and lie down. The shells hurtled around us as we climbed
the fence in retreat ; yet many, indignant at the notion of
falling back, and fearing more the bayonets of their com-
patriots while getting over the fence than the missiles of
the enemy, waited a bit, until the line had crossed, before
following. The Confederate General D. H. Hill says he
caused his guns to open upon an “imposing force of Yan-
kees” at twelve hundred yards distance, and routed them
by artillery fire alone, unaided by musketry. It is possible
that this imposing force was the Thirty-Fifth going up and
retiring as above. But they were neither routed nor flur-
ried, and would have gone forward as readily then, when
they saw the enemy running, as afterwards when our men
fell back. As we thus came back over the fence our bat-
teries, mistaking us for the enemy, commenced firing into
us. Colonel Carruth waved his hat, without effect ; then
his voice rang out, “ Unfurl those colors and wave them!
Steady — not too high!” We had only the blue and the
white flags, no stars and stripes. No more shots came
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from the rear. Just under the crest of the hill we halted
and lay down upon the dried grass of the field.

Behind us was the deep valley of the bed of the creek,
into which the Confederate shells, passing over us, went
crashing among the trees about the bridge, almost making
the crossing there impracticable. On our left regiments
were soon seen coming up, the Twenty-First Massachusetts
among the first, followed by our Company A, which now
rejoined the regiment; its position in rear of the Twenty-
First having given the men of that regiment grounds for
their subsequent belief that they crossed before the Thirty-
Fifth. In front we, except the few videttes thrown forward,
could see nothing, the hill concealing all in that direction;
but to our right the view was quite unobstructed, the land
being lower for some distance, then rising gently to the
haystacks and houses of the town. This space was un-
occupied at first ; it was the interval in the centre of the
battle-field which separated the right and left wings of the
army. The sounds of battle had subsided in the direction
of the right wing. We learned afterwards that their fight
was for the most part over, thus earlyin the day. A shell,
skimming the crest of the hill, stole a haversack from a
man’s back as he lay upon the ground, and sent it flying
towards the stream below, exciting merriment in spite of
the gravity of the situation. The whirring of the shells
above us had a drowsing effect, and some of our men
dozed; others munched hard bread and conversed in low
tones; some went for water by detail, filling canteens
from the warm, soft water of the creek, At such a time
men’s characters reveal themselves: the religiously dis-
posed bends his thoughts on Heaven; the less devout
watches the ants busy as usual at their never-ending
labors, and wishes he could be as small as they for a few
hours ; while the more thoughtless cuts his tobacco and
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enjoys its soothing influence. We lay thus several hours
while the troops were coming over. It was slow work
passing Wilcox’s Division and IHawkins’s Brigade through
the narrow defile of the stone bridge, only twelve feet
wide, and under cross fire of artillery. No fords were
used near the bridge, if any practicable ones existed
there; even the name of the stream was unknown at
first. Colonel Ferrero had offered to try to ford below
the bridge in the morning, but the attempt was dis-
couraged.

Regiments moved over the hill to the left, and some
from behind passed steadily over us through our ranks,
some of the men seeming to prefer to join us for awhile,
but their officers preventing. On the right we saw for the
first time a line of skirmishers go forward in good style,
firing and loading. It was a pretty sight. They reacled
the haystacks, and presently these burst into flame ; cheer-
ing was heard in front, and it began to look like victory.
A Confederate battery was captured by the Ninth New
York (Hawkins’s Zouaves) and held a short time. It
was the crisis of the battle ; at this hour the Confederate
line was badly broken-—as we learn from writers who
were present on that side —their men had scattered
into the town and could not be rallied. Orders had
been issued for our brigade to be relieved, and sent
down to the road by the bridge. Lieutenant Hudson,
aide, was on the way to transmit them to Colonel Carruth;
but the order from General Cox, corps commander,
mentioned below, arrived first, to quite a contrary pur-
port. For now came a turn in affairs. It was between
four and five o’clock. The light troops of A. P. Hill,
Confederate general, which had left Harper’s Ferry in the
morning, marching in haste, had arrived at the nick of
time for them ; and, catching our left, General Rodman’s
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Division, somewhat disorganized by its successful advance,
took them upon the flank and pressed them back irresist-
ibly. Back came our line as swiftly as it had advanced,
but more scattered, the Zouaves badly cut up. There
was danger that the enemy would follow and overtake the
whole in a mass at the bridge head; they must be stopped
at any cost. Colonel Ferrero had ordered our colonel to
form a line across the ravine, below and on our right, and
stop all stragglers, which had been obeyed.

One of our batteries had come over the bridge and
opened fire in front of us. Now, out of ammunition, one
section of it limbered up hurriedly, and prepared to fall
back. General Cox, seeing the danger of panic, gave the
order, “Send that big regiment over the hill!” Lieutenant
Hudson told the general of Colonel Ferrero’s order. Gen-
eral Cox replied: “Yes, I know that, but the regiment
must move at once; you see the need of haste.” A line
of skirmishers along the brow of the next hill were shoot-
ing minies uncomfortably our way. As soon as the order
was passed, Colonel Carruth started up: ¢ Attention!
Thirty-Fifth.” We rose up at once and faced the front,
forming forward a little, the companies moving to their
positions. “Left—face! Forward — march!” Hardly
had the regiment faced and moved a little distance when
the battery came dashing full speed into us, breaking our
line for a moment, but the men undismayed closed up
immediately. A little way to the left, then facing to the
front, with a hurrah, the regiment went at a double quick,
in line of battle, over the hill and down the slope into
the valley towards Sharpsburg.

We passed the remnants of the first line and kept on
to a rail fence, partly broken down, enclosing a lane, into
which some of the men climbed. Here we halted, and,
laying our rifles upon the rails, opened fire at will upon
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the enemy coming on to follow up their success. On our
left the other regiments of our brigade — said. to be almost
out of ammunition —were also engaged or lying down
waiting to repel the foe with the bayonet; but the line in
that direction bent back exposing our flank. Behind us
was the slope of the hill down which we had come; in
front was a ploughed field, sloping up to a wall of the
most solid construction, about two hundred yards off;
on the left front, cornfields with the high stalks and
waving blades uncut. Beyond these the hill rose more
steeply to the summit, upon which were the enemy’s bat-
teries. Behind the wall and in the cornfield was the Con-
federate infantry; their right overlapping our left, making
a cross fire upon our left companies.

Our first fire was a rattling volley; then came the mo-
mentary interval occupied in loading. The rifles were, of
course, muzzle loaders, with iron ramrods; the cartridges
were new and the brown paper of the toughest description,
so that strong fingers were required to tear out the conical
ball and the little paper cup of gunpowder. Emptying
these into the muzzle and ramming home and capping the
piece took time —seemingly a long time in the hurry of
action—and to discharge sixty rounds in this way occupies
an hour or more of intense exertion. The men finding
this difficulty settled down to the work steadily, loading
and firing, aiming now to the wall, then to the cornfield,
and then elevating the sight pieces and trying for the can-
noneers about the hostile guns. It was a steady roll of
musketry. The officers directed the aim of the men,
Captain Cheever’s quaint phrase being, “Pop away! boys,
Pop away ! "’ the file closers refraining from firing at first,
but watching their men as Colonel Wild in his instructions
had directed.

The enemy had not been idle, our men being hit behind

5
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our battery—where N. I. Sweeney, of Company C, fell —
and while we were advancing, and now at the fence. The
force of a minie ball or piece of shell striking any solid por-
tion of the person is astonishing ; it comes like a blow from
a sledge hammer, and the recipient finds himself sprawling
on the ground before he is conscious of being hit; then
he feels about for the wound, the benumbing blow dead-
ening sensation for a few moments. Unless struck in the
head or about the heart men mortally wounded live some
time, often in great pain, and toss about upon the ground.
So now, while we were firing, men began to fall headlong,
or drop their guns and seize some portion of their bodies;
arms dripping with blood were held up to be stanched,
and ghastly faces were turned to a friend for a last word.
The dropping shot and pieces of shell from the enemy
raised the dust in little puffs in the ploughed land before
and on the slope behind us. Now and then our men or
the Confederates raised a shout or yell at some well-aimed
missile, a flag was waved or the enemy’s field pieces
changed position, It was work in dead earnest and
intensely exciting. The rising white smoke was quickly
wafted away. One spoke to his comrade, turned aside
and, looking back, saw him weltering upon the ground;
but there was no time for thought then—load and fire!
—load and fire!

Our regiment being so large and so steadily engaged
drew special attention from the Confederate batteries and
line. The bullets, zip! zip! close to the ear, shells burst
with sulphurous smoke, and pieces flew in every direction.
Our wounded accumulated rapidly, and the motionless
bodies of the dead, upon the back or face, with pallid
faces and arms thrown out. Some men repeated as they
fired a set phrase or oath, expressive of their feelings.
The color guard especially suffered. Color-Sergeant Moses
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C. Bartlett was wounded and sent to the rear. Lieutenant-
Colonel Carruth was disabled by a wound in the side of
the neck, near the jugular vein, and obliged to leave the
field. Captain King, acting major, walked along the line
directing the aim of the men to the cornfield, in which the
enemy were apparently forming for a charge, their flags
waving in the setting sun, — he even took a gun and fired
it. Cheers were raised, but all were too busy to waste
much breath. The rifles with repeated discharges began
to get too hot to hold. Many of them became clogged by
the dirt from the powder, and the ball could not be forced
home; but there were serviceable ones left upon the
ground, dropped by the dead and wounded. Thus a
man used two or three guns before his ammunition was
expended.

While this was going on Colonel Ferrero’s aides, Lieu-
tenants Walcott and Hudson, were with General Sturgis
at the bridge. Lieutenant Walcott said: “General, our
regiments can’t hold that position any longer; to my
certain knowledge they are mostly out of ammunition,
and some have been quite so for nearly an hour.” To
which the general replied: “By , they must hold it;
we’ve nothing else to hold it with!” About the same time
General Burnside was calling upon General McClellan for
reénforcements, but without success.

As the sun went down the weight of fire of the Con-
federate infantry increased rather than slackened, showing
additional troops for them ; but none came for us. Word
was passed that we were to be relieved by some Con-
necticut regiments, and glances were cast behind to see
if they were advancing. Ammunition was failing us, and
Captains Andrews (acting lieutenant-colonel), King and
Lathrop passed along the line, opening the boxes of the
fallen and distributing the cartridges found. A steady,
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but much weaker fire was continued, for our line had
grown wofully thin, and the disabled seemed as numerous
as the fighting men. It grew dark apace, and the flashes
of the guns of the Confederate line twinkled like a display
of fireworks.

No relief came. Our line had dwindled to a skirmish
line. Captain King, struck in seven places, was helped
off the field with the colors. The last cartridge was
expended. No communication from the rear had been
received for some time —we seemed to be facing the
enemy alone — it could be endured no longer. Word
was passed in an undertone, “Fall back to the hill!”
and the relics of the regiment, amid a perfect storm of
bullets, retreated to the hill. Officers and men had done
all that could be asked of them.

The enemy did not follow. The object of the advance
of our brigade had been secured, his forward movement
stopped, and the position gained on the west bank saved.
General McClellan had sent word to Burnside, “ Hold
the bridge at all hazards; if that is lost all is lost.”” The
bridge was held. It was twilight. Behind the hill regi-
ments were drawn up in solid lines —the relief that did
not come to us. Seeing their steady appearance, our men
stopped and came together. Most of them went down to
the creek to drink and wash the powder and blood stains
from their hands and faces, which were a sight to behold ;
then formed in remnants of companies and marched up
the road, ascending the precipitous cliff to the left. Ata
bend in the road some thoughtful commissary — blessed
be his name — had placed a barrel partly filled with
chunks of boiled fresh beef. Each man as he passed
dipped into this and moved on, munching a huge piece
for his late dinner. Arrived at the top of the hill; an
ammunition wagon was found and cartridge boxes replen-
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ished. Itwas too dark for further contest, and the conflict
had died away ; the enemy also had got all of fighting they
wanted for the day. Arms were stacked, and the men
rested. Captain Cheever lay here upon a blanket, injured
by some missile at the time the regiment retired behind
the brow of the hill, when first we ascended it after cross-
ing ; but he had, nevertheless, continued in command of
his company until now. Inquiries for friends passed
around ; hands were shaken when chums met, as if after
a long absence ; and low talk was busy about the events of
the day. It had been an afternoon in the valley of death.

In the evening Captain Lathrop and Lieutenant Hudson,
receiving information of wounded men within reach from
Corporal Whitman* (for he and several of Company G
appear to have been the last fighting men to leave the
rail fence), tried, with a squad of men, to make their way
in the intense darkness down to the fence to care for the
wounded ; but the party was stopped by a line of pickets
from the Fifty-First Pennsylvania, who had orders to per-
mit no movement to be made which could possibly renew
the action. The officers were permitted to go beyond the
pickets, but were cautioned not to go far, and they did not
reach the fence. IHHowever, several of the wounded were
found who had crawled up to the pickets, and these were
placed in blankets, men holding the corners, and slowly
and painfully carried down the hill and across the bridge
to the temporary hospitals in the barns thereabouts. Re-
turning to the regiment, so overcome with fatigue as
scarcely to be able to drag one foot after the other, they
found the men asleep behind their stacks of arms; and,
rolling such covers as could be found about them, they

* Corporal Frank M. Whitman received, February 21, 1874, from the Secretary of
War, one of the bronze “ Medals of Honor”’ conferred upon enlisted men only in
cases of distinguished gallantry, in accordance with an Act of Congress.
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also dropped at once into the sleep of utter exhaustion —
only the guards, and those kept awake by the pain of
wounds, noticed the showers during the night.

The next morning was quiet for some time. We had
now in the daylight an opportunity to note the losses of
the regiment: Companies B, G and K were each repre-
sented only by a small group of men, their three or four
stacks of arms seeming incredibly small. No field or
staff officer appeared except Adjutant Wales, who had
been struck by a ball but not wounded. He had left the
hospital to join the regiment, with an Enfield rifle in hand,
“to get a lick at the rebs,” as he told Lieutenant Hudson.
Assistant Surgeon Munsell had been wounded at the field
hospital by a piece of shell. Of the line officers, Captains
Bartlett and Niles were killed or mortally wounded at the
rail fence; Captains King, Cheever and Oliver were dis-
abled by wounds ; Lieutenant Palmer was killed, and
Lieutenants Hood, Hodges, Baldwin, Ingell, Brooks, Park
and Blake were in the list of wounded. We had lost Cap-
tain Pratt and Lieutenants Williams and IIill at South
Mountain. Only Captains Andrews and Lathrop and
some half dozen lieutenants remained for duty with the
regiment that morning.

Of the enlisted men the following were killed outright,
or died of their wounds soon afterwards:

Company A — Sergeant Edward Peggren; Corporal
Robert L. Lincoln.

Company B-—Corporal William C. Colby; musician,
Benjamin H. Rogers; privates, Joseph Cossar, David
R. Hinckley, George W. Hodgdon, Jeremiah Long, Jr.,
Caleb C. Pike and Alphonso P. Reed.

Company C— Sergeant Henry Bowen ; privates, George
W. Alden, Joseph M. Goulding, John A. Lane, Joseph T.
Pratt, Nathaniel I. Sweeney and Charles E. Dam.



MASSACHUSETTS VOLUNTEERS. 53

Company D — Luther F. Read.

Company E— Privates, George Henry, Loren R. Brack-
ett, Levi A. Brandage, Richard H. Cox, Philip Donnehoe,
Joseph V. Sloan and James T. F. Smith.

Company F— Corporal Thomas Clay; privates, Am-
brose Hinds, Charles E. M. Welch and Joseph Wood.

Company G— Privates, Stephen C. Adams, Herbert M.
Drew, George W. Ellis, Henry O. George, Andrew ]. Gile,
William Hackett, Henry A. Hoyt, Harrison W. Sargent,
Charles H. Tarbox, Watson S. Williams, Clarence H.
Woodman, George A. Young and Augustus W. Dresser.

Company H — Privates, David W. Cushing, William
Pike, Charles H. Robbins, William W. Smith and Nathan
F. Winslow.

Company I — Corporal Edmund E. Hatton ; privates,
Ralph A. Jones, Charles Sulkoski, Nathan C. Treadwell,
Patrick Walsh and Joseph P. White.

Company K — Sergeant Alfred C. Earle; Corporal
Roscoe Bradley; privates, Dearborn S. Blake, Francis D.
Brown, Henry H. Cleveland, Tappan S. Eaton, Leander
W. Faunce, Horace Goodwin, Horatio B. Hackett, Charles
Inhof, Joseph Lambert, James Rust, Ivori R. Stillings,
Charles T. Wenborn, Ai B. Smith and Byley Lyford.

These were the sixty-nine heroes who laid down their
lives for that terrible day’s work. Company B was the
color company. Companies G and K were subjected to a
cross fire, which accounts for their great loss. There were
also some one hundred and fifty men wounded, and some
missing ; making in all, at South Mountain and Antietam,
of the officers and men seventy-eight dead and about one
hundred and seventy-five wounded. Between two hundred
and fifty and three hundred men only were for duty behind
the stacks of arms on the eighteenth of September.

At first the regiment seemed wiped out, but many re-
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joined in course of the day who had gone off with the
wounded or on detail duty. Men found their clothing
and equipments bored by bullets in every conceivable
way. He was the exception who had not some curiosity
of the kind to exhibit. One man found a bullet hole
through the flesh of his thigh, which he was not aware of
in the excitement until he went to the creek to wash.
Thrilling accounts were given of the deaths of the fallen,
or of adventures in the fight. Walsh, the man with the
tea kettle, lay dead by the rail fence with the other noble
fellows.

The troops were withdrawn a little under the crest of
the hill, after the Confederates had observed us and sent
several shells about our ears, without harm, as a morning
greeting. It was showery, and the soil became slippery
mud at once. The order of last night was continued, to
do nothing likely to renew the action. If our generals
had all they wanted of fighting we were content, we also
had a sufficiency; and, although the regiment would have
done its duty, the men had no present hunger for battle.
There was little movement upon either side; both parties
were repairing damages.

The losses to the armies had been, according to Captain
Phisterer,— Union : killed, 2,010; wounded, 9,416 ; miss-
ing, 1,043 ; total, 12,469. Confederate total, 25,899.

At evening our brigade was at length relieved by fresh
troops, and we marched back over the bridge to get rations
and our packs, which had been left on the east side, as
above mentioned, before the bridge was taken. That
night we slept in an apple orchard near the crossing.

Next day it was found that General Lee had withdrawn
his army to the south side of the Potomac. Our brigade
was formed, and marched over the bridge again and across
the battle-field. On the field Colonel Ferrero read his
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commission as a brigadier-general, just received. It was
accepted as a recognition of the services of the brigade
in the battle, and the announcement was greeted by loud
cheering and congratulations, especially among the older
regiments. We then passed the rail fence, where the
dead still lay, the stone wall and the cornfield, where
the enemy had been, and the station of their batteries
on the hill, marked by the bodies of the horses killed
in the action. We then turned to the left, away from
Sharpsburg, and, after a few miles, came out upon the
high land overlooking the Antietam, near the Iron-works,
and here made our bivouac. We staid upon these hills
until the twenty-sixth, looking out upon the beautiful
amphitheatre of hills through which ran the placid
Antietam.

On Sunday, the twenty-first, by direction of General
Burnside, special services were held in memory of the
dead, with prayers, addresses and sacred hymns, which
were very impressive and affecting.

The regiment was for a day or two under command of
Captain J. G. Wright, Acting Major of the Fifty-First New
York ; afterwards, for several days, Captain Andrews com-
manded. Chaplain Miller arrived on the twenty-second;
and, on the following day, Major Willard returned from
Washington, quite troubled in mind because he had no
share in our first battles. The first mail of letters for two
weeks, except a few on the twenty-first, was opened, and
late newspapers reached camp. We learned of the great
slaughter done and suffered by our right wing, the death
of General Mansfield, wound of General Hooker, and the
other losses. Also some of the Fifth Corps came into
camp and told of the disastrous reconnoissance by a
division of that corps across the Potomac, a short dis-
tance from our station.
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We now began to think seriously and estimate the task
in hand. We numbered eight or nine officers and three
hundred and forty-eight men with the regiment. It was
but one month since we had left Lynnfield, and two-thirds
of our number were gone; at this rate how many would
be left at the end of the three years? The patriotic fervor
which had sustained us did not effervesce so noticeably,
but began to weaken somewhat in the presence of such
stern realities. As one man expressed it, “ patriotism was
played out,” meaning that the hurrah-boys spirit had evap-
orated. We had seen the slain of the Confederates on
South Mountain and our own dead at Antietam, and the
grave fact that we had engaged to be, and had become,
slayers of our fellowmen stared us in the face, without the
glamour of flash oratory and colored lights about it. The
thoughtful ones compared this fact with the religious
teachings of New England, and found it hard to reconcile
their duty with the gospel of the peaceful Jesus. Truly,
one should not be nurtured among the doves if he is fated
to contend with the eagles. The depression which usually
affects the mind for a time after the excitement of severe
battle was upon us.

The less easily impressed found amusement in bathing
in the creek, hunting for paw-paws, and even horse-racing
was tried, until the quartermaster objected to it as dele-
terious to Government property. Some found relief by visit-
ing the hospitals and caring for friends. Our hearts were
not yet hardened to the battle, nor had we learned to sub-
mit patiently to the long delays in camp. We were cheered
by the calls of visitors from home. In this camp Mayor Fay,
of Chelsea, and Miss Gilson were introduced to the regi-
ment. They were ministering angels to our wounded on
this and many subsequent occasions. Rev. J. G. Barthol-
omew and Messrs. A. Josselyn and William Barton, of
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Roxbury, visited camp about the first of October and
tasted life in the bivouac. Mrs. N. A. Moulton and
Eben Manson, of Newburyport, left home immediately
after the battle of Antietam, taking with them two trunks
filled with lint, bandages, and delicacies for the sick and
wounded. They visited all the hospitals where men of
the Thirty-Fifth could be found; and, while they were
searching, for wounded men from Company B, they did
not overlook those from other companies. They visited
the field hospitals at Antietam, and came to the regiment
when we were at the Iron-works.

The Kanawha Division and General J. D. Cox, our
corps commander, left the Ninth Corps to return to their
department west of the mountains. They were of good
fighting material, and are entitled to the first honors of
South Mountain. It was General Cox and his men who,
early in the day, turning a reconnoissance into a battle,
gained and held the south side of the pass until support
arrived to secure the victory.

On the twenty-sixth we moved by way of the Iron-works
to the more level ground on the east side ‘of the Antietam,
and went into regular camp near a brick house, making
shelters of rails and corn stalks. Camp duty, with all the
formalities, sick call, orderlie’s call, morning company drill,
and afternoon battalion movements and dress parade, was
undertaken in earnest under Major Willard. Our first
grand review of the Ninth Army Corps was held October
3, in the fields north of our camp ground, the President,
Lincoln himself, riding past, accompanied by Generals
McClellan, Burnside and others — all smiling and appar-
ently on the best of terms with each other.

The nights were growing cold and frosty, and the thin
Confederate blankets, which many had not been able to
exchange, were a poor protection from the weather. We
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were pleased, therefore, to receive, on the fifth, wall tents
for the officers and shelter tents for the men, the latter
being the first of the kind we had possessed. They were
pieces of stout drilling or light duck cloth, about five feet
and a half square, with buttons and holes along three of
the edges. By joining two, four, or six of these, and laying
them over a ridge pole supported by two crotched stakes,
a low tent was made, much more comfortable as an abode
than one would imagine. Each man carried his piece
upon his pack on the march, and every night the little
shelters sprang up like mushrooms, almost as soon as the
halt was ordered. These were the only roofs over our
heads until the end of our service, with brief exceptions ;
and many a soldier will remember, almost with affection,
his little square of weather-stained, scorched or patched
shelter tent, which protected him from the cold rains and
snows of winter and the burning suns of summer.

On the seventh of October the regiment again broke
camp and climbed the mountains, eastward, over roads
rough and full of obstacles, descending into Pleasant
Valley —a spot fittingly named —and camped near the
opening of the valley, under Maryland Heights, three or
four miles from Harper’s Ferry. The rough life in our
rude huts of rails had the natural effect upon the personal
appearahce of our men, and at the inspection held imme-
diately after our arrival we were honored with the infor-
mation that ours was the dirtiest regiment in the brigade.
To think that we could have so soon rivalled, even sur-
passed the veterans in their most noticeable characteristic!
The major felt hurt, and worked incessantly and effectually
to remedy the deformity.

Our ranks gradually swelled by the return of conva-
lescents. A lot of knapsacks—five hundred selected at
random from the one thousand which the regiment left at
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Arlington — were sent up from Washington, and some
lucky men found their own among them. A change of
underclothing had become extremely desirable. On the
tenth the Eleventh New Hampshire Regiment, afterwards
our fast friends, joined the brigade. They were remark-
able for their colonel — the cordial Walter Harriman —
for their dark-blue overcoats, handsome new Springfield
rifles, and, last but not least, their brass band. Lieutenant-
Colonel Carruth returned on the thirteenth of October and
took command, his wound being sufficiently healed. The
most earnest efforts were now made by him to improve the
regiment in field movements, especially the drill in forma-
tions against cavalry, by fours, by platoons, etc. Our first
brigade drill under General Ferrero was held on the twen-
tieth of the month.

The spirit of the men improved ; strength returned with
the cooling air, better food and constant exercise ; and the
army was ready for the field again. The health of the
men of the regiment was remarkably good ; there was no
case of dangerous disease in the hospital of the regiment.
There had been no death by disease in the regiment since
its organization.

Meanwhile General Lee’s army lay in the Shenandoah
Valley, along the banks of the Opequan, waiting for the
Union forces to cross the Potomac.






CHAPTER 1V.

FALL CAMPAIGN IN VIRGINIA — SKIRMISH AT FAUQUIER
SULPHUR SPRINGS, 1862.

INCE leaving Arlington the weather had been dry,

with occasional showers, which had caused no special
discomfort; but, on the twenty-sixth of October, a heavy
rain storm prevailed, swelling the brooks and softening
the roads. Fortunately for us we now had shelter tents.
Orders were received in the rain to be ready to move,
and, at noon of the twenty-seventh, the brigade fell into
column and left the Pleasant Valley —now dreary after
the autumnal rain. We marched directly to the Potomac,
passing under the canal by a stone culvert, through which
a swollen brook also found a passage. A short distance
down the river, at Berlin, a pontoon-bridge had been thrown
across, composed of the very boats afterwards so famous
for not being at Fredericksburg at the time they were
wanted. They were the first we had seen, and, with the
usual precautionary order to break step, we passed the
famous river and trod again upon Virginia soil; this time
no jubilant song announced the fact, but the step was
steadier and more soldierly. The Maryland campaign
had left but about four hundred men for duty with the
regiment.

Our brigade was among the first to cross, the Ninth
Corps, now under General Wilcox, going over this bridge,
followed by the First Corps. The Second and Fifth Corps
passed through Harper’s Ferry and Snicker’s Gap, and the
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Sixth Corps crossed at another point. Moving slowly
along through Lovettsville and the fine country there-
abouts, we halted several days near Wheatland at the end
of the month, to make out our first pay-rolls; a difficult
task, so many had been the changes since leaving Lynn-
field.

There was a charm in those autumnal days along the
Blue Ridge which it is pleasant to recall; the purple hills
lying upon our right, the foliage blazing forth in ruddy
hues, the soft sunlight, the hazy air, and the picturesque
columns of cavalry, infantry and artillery, in glittering
array, filling the roads—all pleased or soothed the senses.
The evening camp-fires shone out cheerily, while the boys
gathered around and told stories, cracked jokes, or dis-
cussed the movements in progress. Some will remember
the acrid smoke from the wood fires thereabouts, making
the eyelids sore and causing much manceuvring to get to
windward of the blaze. General Pleasanton’s cavalry pre-
ceded the infantry, and occupied the different passes, called
gaps, in the mountains as the army advanced. Thus we
came opposite and passed successively Snicker’s Gap,
Ashby’s Gap, Manassas Gap and Chester Gap — famous
scenes of cavalry fights and of Stuart’s and Mosby’s
raids — and by the eighth of November had reached the
country in front of Thornton’s Gap.

The itinerary of each day’s march is as follows: Octo-
ber 27, crossed at Berlin and camped near Lovettsville.
October 28, remained in same place and laid out camp
with company streets. October 29, knapsack drill at
10 A.M.; marched in afternoon through Lovettsville, about
eight miles, bivouac; Companies G, I and K in woods, in
support of a battery. October 3o, reveille at 3 A.Mm.;
marched at 4 A.m., for two hours, about four miles, to
Wheatland ; making out pay-rolls rest of day and night.
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October 31, at Wheatland all day; picket duty; muster
for pay; order to pack up at 1o P. M.; did not march.
November 1, brigade drill in the afternoon; the Ninth
Corps under Burnside again, with Second and Twelfth
Corps. November 2 (Sunday), marched at 1o A. ., and
until 5.30 p. M., fifteen miles; cannonade ahead all day;
bivouac in field by side of wood near Bloomfield, called
Cornstalk Camp; General Hancock, in Snicker’s Gap,
repulsed the enemy. November 3, pitched tents at 11
A.M.; began a forced march a little before 3 p.M. of
seven miles; stopped in woods to load rifles; passed
through Bloomfield, and camped at 5.30 P. M. November
4, marched at 9 A.M., about six miles, and camped near
Upperville; firing heard all day. November g, reveille at
4.30 A. M. ; marched from 8 A.M. to 12 M. ; passed through
Upperville, crossed Manassas Railroad at Piedmont and
camped near there; firing heard all day; many stone
walls by the road. November 6, left camp at 9 aA.»., but
waited in the road until 11.15 A. M. ; then marched fifteen
miles in five hours; camped near Orleans; cold and
windy. November 7, snow all day; marched from 4 p. M.
until 6 P. M., halted in mud hole, then marched back five
miles to the right road; water froze in canteens; cavalry
pickets left ground as we came up to bivouac in woods.
By day the artillery of the cavalry would be heard ahead,
while we hurried forward to give support if needed, or
waited until they had reconnoitred the country in front.
By night some details would lie out on picket towards the
Blue Ridge, in the moonlight; the baaing of a calf or
squealing of a captured pig would be smothered with
difficulty ; the rattling of sabres upon stirrups and clatter
of hoofs of an approaching squadron would be heard, the
vidette’s challenge, the reply, the whispered countersign, and
“Pass, friends ! ’—all the romantic accompaniments of cam-
6
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paigning. But it was not all brightness, for on the seventh,
near Orleans, the clouds hung gray with flurries of snow
all day, and at night it increased to a driving snow storm.
The scene was dismal and wintry as the darkness gath.
ered around the column plodding along over the whitened
ground amid the falling snow-flakes — picturesque, indeed,
but foretokening future hardship. The spirits of the men
were not enlivened when, after halting and jerking along
until late in the evening down a muddy cut towards Hedge-
man’s River, or some such branch of the North Fork of
the Rappahannock, word was received from ahead that we
were upon the wrong road, the bridge was down, and the
rough track of five miles must be retraced. On such
occasions soldiers are apt to indulge in language more
strong than choice ; the right to grumble is reserved in
the terms of enlistment. The mud hole was nicknamed
on the spot Ferrero’s Gap. Recovering the right road,
the brigade went into bivouac along it beside bright fires
of oak rails.

During this campaign the war was waged “with the
gloves on,” and orders were very strict against depre-
dation. On this night a staff officer rode among the
groups of shivering men about the wagons, repeating,
‘““Take the top rail only, men; the top rail only!” Ac-
cordingly each man took his turn in going for a top rail,
the fires did not lack for fuel, and, strange to relate, in
the morning few even of the bottom rails were left—in
course of the night even these had become top rails. It
would be a sad sight to a land owner, but a comical one
to the disinterested spectator to see, the moment a regi-
ment went into camp and ranks were broken, with what
speed the men rushed to the nearest rail fence, and how
the rails, like Birnam wood, seemed to take legs and the
whole fence come marching back to the stacks of arms.
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But on this night other events were occurring of greater
importance to the future of the army and ourselves. By
orders from Washington General McClellan was relieved
of the command of the army, and General Burnside was
directed to succeed him. The news of this change took
the troops by surprise, and was almost as great a shock
to the men as if the general commanding had been assas-
sinated. General McClellan seemed as much a constituent
part of the Army of the Potomac as General Lee formed
of his army, and the affection for him, both among the
officers and the rank and file, was grievously wounded.
Of General Burnside we new troops knew little ; all we
did know was to his advantage as a man and an officer,
and we were proud of him as our corps commander, hith-
erto always successful; but soldiers in our army saw their
general seldom and never intimately. There was a feeling
in the Ninth Corps that we, in spite of ourselves, were
partakers in the guilt of this unpopular change, since our
favorite general had taken precedence by it, and that it
would create a coldness between the men of the other
corps of the army and our own, which had not been a
sharer in all the campaigns of the Army of the Potomac,
but until this event was being rapidly assimilated with it.

The change was important to us personally, because if
General Burnside had remained a corps commander only
we, probably, should always have remained in the Army
of the Potomac.

On the eighth the vanguard of the army seemed to
have outmarched the supply trains; rations were insuffi-
cient, and cattle were killed, and beef, broiled upon the
coals and eaten without bread, was the only food obtain-
able to stay the sharp hunger of the men. The mountains
bend away to the west near Chester Gap, so that our
southerly course lay further away from them. Passing
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Waterloo we crossed the Upper Rappahannock at Mill-
ville, where the bridge was broken, and the Fifty-First
Pennsylvania and Thirty-Fifth Massachusetts kept on,
west, to the further end of the village of Amissville, con-
spicuous for several painted houses with green blinds and
trailing roses still in bloom, while the rest of the brigade
turned more southerly to Jefferson. At this time two
divisions of Stonewall Jackson’s Corps were yet in the
Shenandoah Valley, while Lee and Longstreet were about
Culpeper. General McClellan, writing of his intentions
in this campaign, says: —

“I did expect that by striking in between Culpeper
Court House and Little Washington I could either sep-
arate their army and beat them in detail, or else force
them to concentrate as far back as Gordonsville, and thus
place the Army of the Potomac in position either to adopt
the Fredericksburg line of advance upon Richmond or be
removed to the Peninsula, etc.”

The cavalry, with our division in support, was apparently
in execution of this scheme, and we were now practically
between the widely separated wings of the Confederate
army and far in advance of our base. All was quiet about
us, however, on Sunday the ninth, although the inhabitants
seemed to view us askance, as if anticipating our early
departure, if not capture. Service was held in the little
wayside church, without steeple, near our camp ground, by
our chaplain, assisted by others. A private of the Fifty-
First died suddenly here; he was said to have been poi-
soned, a common report in the early days of the war. At
dress-parade the official order changing the commander of
the army was read. About dark that evening our First
Brigade relieved the two regiments at Amissville, and we
made a quick march over a rough road to Jefferson and
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took position with our brigade on some rising ground
overlooking the country to the westward.

In the morning heavy firing was heard in our front, and
orders were received to pack up and be ready to move
at a moment’s notice. The Twenty-First Massachusetts,
Fifty-First New York and Eleventh New Hampshire
marched off in the direction of the noise, the Fifty-First
Pennsylvania and Thirty-Fifth Massachusetts remaining
in camp waiting further orders. A little before noon the
three regiments came back, reporting that the enemy had
“skedaddled.” Distant firing continued during the day.
The affair was probably a reconnoissance of the Con-
federates to ascertain our position and strength. They
were working down opposite us through the highlands.
We could see the Blue Ridge Mountains from camp, their
tops covered with snow. Rations continued scanty, and
the men tried to quiet the pangs of hunger with unripe
persimmons, a puckery diet, not suited to make “living
off the country” a favorite system with us. The place
was memorable for the immense flock of crows which
darkened the air in their flight out and returning to their
roosts. .

After the Confederates retired, our brigade staff seemed
well assured of the security of our position ; not so, some
of the regimental commanders, who of their own accord
kept pickets out along their fronts. At 11 p.M. of the
eleventh there was a stir in rear of our brigade, caused
by the arrival of a reconnoitring party, sent from our
rear to find out who we were. We having crossed above
and come down the west side of the North Fork of the
Rappahannock, our presence in their front was unknown
to the division of our army posted on the river, and the
sound of our firing was quite unaccountable to them.
Word was sent to General Burnside, and orders came for
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us to return to the north bank of the river. We were
roused quietly at half-past one in the morning of the
twelfth, and at 4 A. M. stole off in the darkness upon the
road to the rear, recrossing the Rappahannock at Fauquier
White Sulphur Springs by climbing over trees felled into
the river, the bridge having been destroyed during General
Pope’s campaign of the previous summer. We had had a
narrow escape from a serious and unprepared-for attack,
if not surprise, by General Stuart, whose adjutant-general
informed our lieutenant-colonel — his unwilling guest a few
nights afterwards — that Stuart’s troops had prepared to
give us a lively time at daylight with their whole force, and
would very likely have captured most of our brigade.

At the Springs we were entirely out of rations for a day,
but there was corn for the animals, and we watched them
crunching it, and tried cracking the grains with our teeth;
we had not yet learned how to satisfactorily appease our
appetite if we could lay hands upon an ear of corn. Lieu-
tenant-Colonel Carruth and Adjutant Wales, enticed by
hunger, next day recrossed the river to Miller’s house —
not the white mansion-house visible from camp, but beyond
it—about half a mile distant, where three men of the
Fifty-First Pennsylvania were posted; our outer pickets
and cavalry being nearly half a mile further out. While
they were eating, a Confederate major, with a squad of
cavalry, coming in through a gap in our line of posts,
surrounded the house, captured our officers and the three
Pennsylvanians, and marched them off to Richmond, not
to return until the following spring. As they passed out
they saw our pickets, and the major said to our officers,
“If they fire on us we may be your prisoners”; but our
men did not fire. Our officers were exonerated from
blame in the matter by a letter from General Sturgis.

The disturbance caused upon the opposite bank by this
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capture was noticed from our camp, but its cause was not
immediately comprehended. As soon .as the alarm was
given our battery opened upon the houses, and the regi-
ments were ordered to fall in. The Thirty-Fifth, under
Major Willard, crossed to the west bank and skirmished
up to the houses where our officers had been waylaid;
lines were formed and parties sent out, but nothing was
discovered of the missing ones or their captors. The
regiment remained on the spot all night. No fires were
permitted, and as, in the hurry, many had brought no
overcoats, there was much suffering from cold until a
detail of men was sent to camp for them. The boys
remember this as one of the nights when Jack Frost had
unobstructed sway. There was no alarm during the night,
and in the morning the regiment returned to camp, feeling
rather lonesome without their trusted Carruth and frolic-
some Wales.

The retirement of the brigade from Jefferson may have
given the Confederates a hint that with a change of com-
manders a change of plan of campaign might occur. In
fact, on the fourteenth, while we were returning from our
reconnoissance, General Halleck was telegraphing to Gen-
eral Burnside the President’s consent to the plan of advance
upon Richmond by way of Fredericksburg, adding the
words, “He thinks it will succeed if you move rapidly,
otherwise not.”

Early in the morning of November 15 we received orders
to march, and broke camp; but, it being the turn of the
Thirty-Fifth to march in rear, we waited until the whole
Second Division had passed before moving. There were
two roads down the river towards Fayetteville, one of
which led back from the Rappahannock, the other passed
the Springs and ruined hotels and, as it approached the
river, turned to the left, in full view from the opposite
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bank. No secrecy was attempted in the movement, as
one would naturally expect. The whole division took the
road nearest to the river, followed by the ambulances and
train of wagons. The high canvas covers of the wagons
shone out conspicuously as they traversed the hills border-
ing the lowlands of the river-bed. As we came near the
river we saw our cavalry pickets rushing down the hill on
the opposite side, and suspected danger. The Confederate
force on the west bank, said to be part of Stuart’s cavalry,
was tempted by the display of our flank march to further
the President’s recommendation with a shower of shells
from a battery planted near Hoffman’s house. A more
rapid movement of trains was never seen, in fact it
was quite a stampede, as the bursting missiles came
whizzing about the ears of the teamsters, who never
were fond of the picket line. We also would have
been content to follow the brigade at a lively pace
in pursuance of the President’s advice. But two of
the wagons got overturned at the brook or mud hole
east of the Springs and were destroyed; the rear of
the train had to be’ turned back upon the other
road, and our general began to think that Stuart was
having all the fun to himself. So he posted Durell’s
battery and two guns of Roemer’s along the ridge, with
orders to silence their opponents across the river, and
ordered the Thirty-Fifth back towards the Springs to
support the guns. Then ensued a brilliant display of
artillery practice, the positions on both sides being excel-
lent, and the cannoneers working their pieces with a fury
that darkened the sky with smoke and made the air quiver
with the explosions.

There was a little hut upon the hill exposed to the
enemy’s fire, and during the shelling the door was flung
open and a man rushed out carrying a child, followed by
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a woman bearing another. The fright had so overcome
the poor woman that she fell headlong in the road before
her door —it was a pitiful sight. She was raised imme-
diately and escaped to the woods unhurt. At the same
time the ambulances were passing, in one of which, upon
the front seat, was Miss Gilson, of Chelsea, riding calmly
along amid the bursting shells—not the only time the
regiment saw this lady present under fire.

After the wagons had passed the regiment was posted
under the ridge occupied by the artillery, and ordered to
lie down. Lieutenant Mcllvaine, of Durell’s Battery, was
mortally wounded, and carried by us, and one of the
gunners had his arm torn off. Only one of our regiment
was struck by a shell and he was not badly hurt, which
was wonderful, so many shells struck around, about and,
apparently, even among the men. It was said that the
enemy also fired pieces of railroad iron, but they may
have been oblong or percussion shells which had acquired
an end-over-end motion after first striking the ground.

Some mounted men appeared towards the ford of the
river, as if attempting to cross; a company of the Seventh
Rhode Island was on picket there. The Thirty-Fifth was
now ordered back to the Springs, and lay down at the
opening of the road. Lieutenants Stickney and Hudson
were sent forward to dispute the crossing. Chaplain
Miller showed himself quite cool in danger while observ-
ing the enemy from this position, so the day was notable
also as the only occasion when we saw a chaplain in action.
General Burns’s Division came up on our right, and Lieu-
tenant Benjamin planted his twenty-pounders upon the
hill near the Springs. When he opened, the enemy felt a
sudden call in the direction of Culpeper, the cross fire was
too much for them, they decamped and we saw no more
of Stuart or his battery. During this skirmish Major

5
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Willard commanded, Captain Andrews acted as lieutenant-
colonel, Lieutenant Blanchard commanding Company A,
and Captain Lathrop acted as major.*

We started after the brigade, but had not gone far when
the regiment was halted, then sent to the right into the
woods, on picket at Lawson’s Ford. There we spent an
uncomfortable night, without fires, on account of the near-
ness of the enemy. To the soldier lack of fire means lack
of his pot of coffee by the cheerful blaze after a hard day’s
work, and is not willingly endured whatever the danger.
There was at least one flame alight down by the brook
that night, over which some chops of a young pig were
sizzling with dry corn parching in the fat. During the
night Quartermaster Haines, with Upton and Cutter, came
up to the regiment, bringing needed rations from the com-
missary wagons.

On the following day (Sunday, the sixteenth) we resumed
the march, joined the brigade at Fayetteville and kept on
to camp near Warrenton Junction, on the railroad, passing
through masses of the infantry of the other divisions of
the army of which we had seen but little for some time,
This was one of the hardest marches of the campaign,
and, by a singular coincidence, it happened upon the very
day upon which President Lincoln issued his famous order
in regard to the observance of Sunday in the army. At
the Junction the morning of the seventeenth opened with
rain, which, with intervals of drizzle, continued for several
days. Rations had been so scanty that an order of Major
Willard for one hard bread apiece, extra, was received with
cheers. We started again in the afternoon towards Fred-
ericksburg, and pushed along rapidly through the fields
beside the road, which was left for the passage of the
artillery and wagons, and, in the same way, through the

* An account of this skirmish is printed in 6 Rebellion Record, 195.
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mud and drizzle on the eighteenth, leaving camp about
% a.M. and marching until noon. Many troops were in
motion. General Burnside passed, on the way to Falmouth.
On the nineteenth, in a down-pour of rain, the brigade
reached Falmouth, and marched through its one street
with the band playing “ Yankee Doodle,” and so came out
upon the open plateau near the Rappahannock, opposite
the upper part of the city of Fredericksburg. General
Sumner with the Second Corps had preceded us, and we
were probably the last of his Grand Division to arrive.
The plain was blue with lines of troops between us and
the river ; the waters of which ran turbid with the recent
rains, and foaming among the rocks, where had been an
easy ford in the drier seasons.

At that time there was but a small Confederate force in
Fredericksburg; the movement, so far as concerned their
unpreparedness here, seeming to have been successful,
notwithstanding the hint of motion this way which we had
given them at the Sulphur Springs. As we approached
Falmouth the report was circulated that the army would
cross the river at once, keep on direct to Richmond, and
be there at Christmas. Something of the sort was our
general’s intention, but, on arrival at the point of passage,
the pontoons were not in readiness, and no means were at
hand for crossing the trains. We waited near the railroad
some time, the boys occupying the moments so decisive of
the campaign in plucking up wild garlic, which grew abun-
(‘iantly there and was a novelty to us. The brigade then
marched to the plateau above the railroad, and went into
camp in the wide fields south of the Phillips House, a
handsome mansion in the modern style and a prominent
landmark, afterwards the headquarters of General Sumner
and chief signal station of the army, where the powerful tel-
escopes and observation balloons were objects of interest.
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Everything was wet; it continued to rain all day the
twentieth and twenty-first, and, in pitching camp in com-
pany streets, some dried a spot to lie upon by first building
fires upon the ground for the tent. Fences disappeared at
once, and our fuel henceforth was the green pitch pine,
with some beech wood near the river where the pickets
were. We lay until the twenty-fourth in this uncomfortable,
ill-drained location, the weather at last turning cold and
freezing the rough ground. The only memorable event
there was that, after the usual inspection and service on
Sunday the twenty-third, the regiment formed by divisions-
in-mass on centre division, and, after the chaplain had
read the Thanksgiving proclamation of Governor Andrew,
Major Willard required the whole regiment to repeat in
unison the final words, “ God save the Commonwealth of
Massachusetts!” We did so, but felt all the time that the
Old Commonwealth was safe enough at home, and what
most needed saving, or a little Thanksgiving comfort, was
the Thirty-Fifth Regiment.

The day after this ceremony (the twenty-fourth) the
brigade moved to a drier position, north-east of the
Phillips House, and formed camp in a hollow square, the
Fifty-First New York and Fifty-First Pennsylvania being
on the west side, the Twenty-First Massachusetts on the
south, we on the east and the Eleventh New Hampshire
on the north. The space in the centre was used for drills
and dress-parade. The Eleventh had a brass band which
played for evening parades, each regiment facing inward
in front of its camp and all going through the form
together. In the absence of Adjutant Wales, Lieutenants
Blanchard and Stickney, successively, performed the duties
of that office. The brigade was reviewed by General
Sumner on the twenty-sixth. About the same date First
Sergeant Oscar R. Livingstone was promoted to the rank
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of second lieutenant, Sergeant-Major Hatch was promoted
to second lieutenant, and Sergeant S. G. Berry succeeded
him as sergeant-major of the regiment.

On the twenty-seventh (Thanksgiving Day) a brigade
service was held at 10 A. M. The chaplain of the Eleventh
New Hampshire read the proclamation of that State and
made appropriate remarks, the band played a few pieces,
and three hymns were sung. The services were quite
interesting.

From the Phillips House a wide view could be had of
the city of Fredericksburg opposite. The streets of the
city were regularly laid out, running parallel with the
river and at right angles to it, making blocks, most of the
buildings being of wood, except upon the principal streets
where brick was generally used. Rumors came to us of
a cavalry charge through the town, and a good deal was
said about flags of truce and agreements not to fire upon
the city and its evacuation by the inhabitants. Behind
the buildings of the city, upon the hills, earthworks and
batteries began to appear, and General Lee and his army
were plainly preparing to receive us, when, if ever, our
time to cross here should come.

Details were made for picket along the river bank —
the tour of duty being twenty-four hours —and no firing
allowed at the men in gray opposite. On the thirtieth the
regiment had one hundred and sixty men on this duty.
Fatigue parties were also sent to the rear, road making,
where they learned how to lay corduroy, with a foundation
of logs and cross pieces of smaller timber, the only means
of keeping the wagons above ground in that bottomless
country. These workers reported about the first of
December that they had seen the pontoon boats a little
way to the rear of our camp, in the hollow; accordingly
we began to look for a move, which we did not relish just
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then for we were anticipating a first visit from the pay-
master — money having been among the things lost to
sight but to memory dear for some time past.

A ration of potatoes was issued — an article we had
nearly forgotten the use of —and company streets were
ordered swept in the morning of December 4; and, as a
matter of course after such preparation to stay, orders
came, while we were on battalion drill in the afternoon,
to move at half-past four, and we packed up in a bad
humor. The march was but a short distance, only about
three miles south, down the river to the rear of a battery,
which we were sent to guard and had some difficulty in
finding. It was Battery B, Second Battalion, New York
Artillery ; the guns, four Parrott twenty-pounders. Camp
was located and tents pitched in a storm of rain, with hail
and snow.

Thenceforward for a week, sentries were kept constantly
on duty pacing the parapet of the little earthwork of the
battery, overlooking the level ground below, the river
flowing in its deep bed, and the lower part of the city and
the plain over which General Franklin’s left wing of the
army afterwards made its advance. The officer of the
battery said he had been in that position since November
20, entirely without support. Next day Captain Lathrop,
sent out by the major to see if there were any troops near
us, met pickets some ways back from our camp, who said
that they were the outer pickets, and they knew nothing
of our regiment and the battery being outside of them.

On the sixth three inches of snow fell; it was freezing
in true New England style, and the weather was as genuine
an importation from Massachusetts as the regiment itself.
The men not on guard duty employed themselves in cutting
wood, a constant labor in a winter camp, and some engaged
in logging up their tents, orders or permission to do so



MASSACHUSETTS VOLUNTEERS. 7 6

having been given about the eighth of December. The
slang word in that camp was “ promptly,” everything had
to be done promptly, from turning out at dress-parade to
dealing out the messes of baked beans. In the “Memoir
of Major Willard” there are given at length interesting
letters from him, describing the night duty at the battery,
the watch fires of the enemy, the logging up, and the worn
out shoes and almost bare feet of some of the men from
their rough tramp along the Blue Ridge. Members of the
regiment received new boots by mail, which was then con-
sidered a novel use for the postal service. The sutler
came on the ninth, a certain forerunner of the paymaster,
who arrived next day, paying off the companies at different
hours from the tenth to the twelfth.

Meanwhile General Burnside had been endeavoring to
devise a way to get at the Confederates on something like
an equal footing, if possible. He concluded to try to
seize the heights behind the city by surprise, success to
depend upon the “promptness” of execution. Where we
were, the river was bordered by plains or table-lands rising
like terraces, one above another. The highest plateau
approached the river nearest on the east bank, giving our
artillery full command of the city and the plain below it.
Down stream the hills were further back, and General Lee
anticipated our crossing at Port Royal rather than in the
face of his batteries at the city, and sent Stonewall Jackson
down there. Our general made feints in that direction,
hoping to make General Lee carelessly secure at the city,
to the extent of diminishing his force there and rendering
the opposition to be met back of the city easy to be over-
come.

On the ninth and tenth the woods behind our camp
became filled with infantry and artillery of Franklin’s
Grand Division —the First and Sixth Corps— among
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whom we again recognized the Twelfth and Thirteenth
Massachusetts Regiments. The whole army was massing
at the river, the infantry under cover of the trees; but, as
soon as it was dark on the tenth, three batteries took
positions along the heights where our battery was. The
night was very cold and the ground frozen; the rumbling
of the gun carriages and cries of the drivers to their
horses made a great noise, and must have been heard by
the enemy.

The paymaster was busy at Major Willard’s headquarters
until midnight of the tenth distributing the crisp green-
backs, some of the boys said to put us in good humor for
the fight, as if a soldier could possibly be in a mind for a
death struggle with his pockets full of cash. It was whis-
pered that the pontoons had been run down to the bank
in the darkness, and the crossing would be attempted at
three o’clock in the morning.

The opinion prevalent in an army, its morale, powerfully
influences the success of its campaigns, and commanders
of armies composed of “thinking bayonets” are specially
solicitous to bring this opinion to concert with their plans;
failing in this they hesitate before perilous action. The
past year’s experience in the conduct of war in Virginia
had convinced many of the thinking men in the service
that it was expecting too much of the army to suppose it
would be able by direct assault to force back General Lee
from his position upon the Rappahannock, and the suc-
cessive lines of the Mattapony, North and South Annas,
Pamunkey and Chickahominy, to Richmond, amid the
storms, snows and mud of winter, with rivers and swamps
swollen by rains; the season seemed to forbid undertaking
such a campaign, if ever advisable. General Burnside was
more sanguine of success, for he, with subordinate armies
at Roanoke Island, Newberne, South Mountain and An-
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tietam Bridge, had given the Confederates the odds of
position and had uniformly won. He naturally reasoned
that what had been done on a small scale could be done
on a larger, if equal energy were displayed; moreover, he
hoped to effect a surprise. The general, therefore, with
an army more or less disaffected towards his purpose, was
about to attempt the first step in this herculean labor.
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CHAPTER V.
FREDERICKSBURG, AND WINTER NEAR FALMOUTH, 1862-63.

HE opening of the contest at Fredericksburg was as
impressive as it was unfortunate. All the companies
except K had been paid before midnight, and the men had
been asleep in their little shelters a few hours when there
arose from the darkness and fog of the river the heavy
boom of signal guns, continued with occasional shots,
volleys and shouts of combatants. At last a crossing was
being attempted, and the engineers were trying to lay the
pontoon bridges. Many a man’s heart beat faster at the
dread sound. More than one soldier bent his knee upon
the pine boughs of his rough bed and prayed for strength
to do his duty manfully, and that God would give the vic-
tory to the cause which seemed so righteous. And yet—
could it be right to attack, with fire and shells, a city filled
with homes only partly abandoned ? —how could a victory
follow, when the best of our men were shocked by a devas-
tation so opposed to their principles; when the meanest
spirit among our opponents could not but be made a hero
by the sight of his own city laid waste ?— thus, morally
also, we were placed in a wrong position at the very
beginning.

The regiment was awakened at three in the morning. At
dawn, orders were received for us to join the brigade at
the Phillips House. By count, we had seventeen officers
and three hundred and fifty-three men in line. They were
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to take blankets and shelter tents only, in a roll across the
shoulders, and two days’ rations. The ground was frozen
and slippery in damp places, the morning bright overhead,
foggy in the river-bed. The lower bridges for Franklin’s
crossing had been successfully laid, but the upper ones,
opposite the city, were not—the fire of the enemy’s sharp-
shooters had been too hot for the engineers to work under.
We learned of this delay on our arrival at the brigade,
which had intended to cross upon the upper bridge ;
pending its completion, therefore, we had nothing to do
but wait, sitting upon boards or tufts of grass near the
Phillips House. Many of the members improved the
opportunity to drop a few lines home, and send off the
surplus of greenbacks, just received, by our ever-to-be-
remembered friend, Mayor Fay, of Chelsea.

Our artillery — some one hundred and fifty guns of
various calibre — opened all along our lines upon the
unfortunate city, for the purpose, as was said, of driving
out the Mississippi sharpshooters hidden in the houses
opposite the bridges; and, if noise could compel them,
they would have left in a hurry, for of all the thunder of
artillery heard by the regiment during the war this seemed
the loudest. It was a constant, booming roar, rising and
falling in a peculiar way, occasioned, some said, by the
echoes from the city, or along the river headlands; gun-
boats were mentioned at the time, but there were no
vessels so near to the city. Only houses were injured;
the sharpshooters, though silenced for awhile, remained
until volunteers from the Seventh Michigan, Nineteenth
and Twentieth Massachusetts and Eighty-Ninth New York
crossed in boats and gallantly drove them out of the city.
All this was invisible to us, on account of the lowness of
the river-bed ; only the rattle of the musketry and sounds
of the contest were audible to us.
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It was early dark in the afternoon when the bridges
were completed, too late for any important further action.
The regiment was ordered back to the battery, and plodded
along through the now soft mud, to find their quarters laid
waste and the camp ground cut up by passing artillery and
wagons. Hardly were arms stacked when the order came
for the regiment to return to the Phillips House, with a
view to crossing the river that night. In an ill humor the
men fell in and retraced the heavy track across the sea of
mud. The glow of burning buildings in the opposite city
could be seen through the fog. Itwas quite dark; changes
of positions of troops had been made; the head of the
column got bewildered and wandered around over the
open plain, with frequent halts to discuss localities, in a
way to distract tired men carrying abundant luggage. At
last our station was reached, only to find the order coun-
termanded, with direction to return again to the battery —
could the English language furnish words to express our
emotions! It was a wearisome tramp back to camp, and,
when arrived there, it was difficult to find a dry spot large
enough to spread a blanket. One man noticed the long
hole in the ground, which had been dug and used for an
oven to bake some company’s beans, and, raking out the
ashes, he made a luxurious bed, remarking, “There’d be
many a poor fellow over there to-morrow night would be
glad of such a nice, comfortable grave to bury himself
in!”

Next morning (the twelfth) the regiment, under Major
Willard — Captain Andrews having been appointed acting
lieutenant-colonel and Captain Lathrop acting major —
taking the road by the river side, instead of upon the high
land, reached the upper pontoons and crossed to join the
brigade, which was found massed on the bank above the
bridges, sheitered from the enemy’s artillery by the river
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bank and the houses of the city. As we passed over we
noted the holes in the pontoon boats made by the bullets
of the enemy the day before. Arms were stacked,
packs unslung and piled, and the men, a few at a time,
wandered up into the city to see the sights, while the
remainder devoted themselves to gazing between the
houses at the enemy’s earthworks beyond the plain back
of the town, or sat upon the bank watching the dropping
of the shot into the river, aimed by guess at the pontoons,
and passing over our heads to plunge their cold hearts into
the frigid waters of the Rappahannock. The bottom of
that river must be iron-clad. We had hardly been in
Fredericksburg an hour when we saw Mayor Fay and
Miss Gilson coming on foot over the pontoon bridge.
As regiments came down the east bank to cross, their
flags and glistening steel would attract the eyes of the
Confederate gunners, and well-aimed shots would cause
a ducking of heads and swaying from side to side in the
ranks, quite amusing to see when the missile did not take
effect, but serious when it did. The visitors to the main
streets returned, generally bringing some useless article
which the inhabitants had not removed, and which had
attracted the soldier’s fancy, but which he was not allowed
to retain by the provost-guard. Tobacco was discovered
in great abundance, in various shapes of pig, plug and
twist. Several had found old-fashioned calico dresses
and bonnets and came back dressed in them, cutting a
swell appearance and exciting much mirth. It was a
sickening mixture of death and frivolity.

Lieutenant Hudson and members of Company D from
Wayland happened upon the body of Reverend Arthur
B. Fuller, former Chaplain of the Sixteenth Massachusetts
Regiment, which they at once identified and cared for.
This noble spirit, while on his way the day before to take
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passage for Washington, had been caught in the enthu-
siasm at the moment of the crossing in boats, joined as
a volunteer in the assault, rifle in hand, and was killed
in the streets of the city. His body had lain among the
unrecognized dead until discovered by the members of our
regiment. The watches and valuable parcels entrusted to
him for conveyance home had been rifled from his body
by the plundering followers of the army.

Darkness and fog settled down; another night of un-
certainty for us and of preparation for the enemy was
coming on, and, with the soldiers’ wise thought for the
comfort of the present moment, the men gathered boards
and old doors from the houses and fences, and laid them
in lines behind the stacks of arms, for dry but rather
hard beds, and slept. No fires were permitted during
the darkness.

The morning of the thirteenth was foggy, as usual. In
other wars, and on several occasions during this, fog and
darkness were taken advantage of, to enable an assaulting
force to approach the enemy’s works. In this case, as the
individual courage of the men was to be relied upon, and
not leadership, and the purpose was so obvious to every
one, it is possible that the Union loss would have béen
less, and chance of success greater, had the troops been
massed under cover of this mysterious obscurity, near
enough for a charge upon the works at a run. On the
left of the army a brilliant dash was made during the
morning, with success at first; a movement very like the
many left-flank moves at Petersburg, with similar results:
confusion by advancing in a wooded country, an exposed
flank, and a return discomfited to the starting point.
General Meade took a prominent part in the movement,
and the chivalrous Bayard was killed.

During the morning our brigade moved up into the
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principal street, and, with halts, southerly to near the
railroad track and station. Here, towards noon, there
was a rest for an hour or so in the street under cover of
the houses. Rations of raw salt pork were distributed.
The artillery of the enemy, distant about half a mile, had
a complete rake of the streets running at right angles to
the river; and we watched their shots, the puffs of smoke
from the guns, the bursting of the shells near at hand,
and the showers of pieces clattering along the streets and
upon the sides of the houses, at which last part of the
performance we drew back our heads and relied upon our
ears. From our position we could see no movement of
their infantry; but there was no appearance of our general
having effected his purpose of catching General Lee asleep.
Occasionally a solid shot or percussion shell would come
smashing through the buildings in front, scattering the
plaster and clouds of lime dust. Such pounding was as
harmless to us as our bombardment of two days before
had been to them. We saw a brigade, or division, in
good order come from near the railway station and
move to our right among the houses, as if to make an
assault, which we could not see; they had green in their
caps, and were said to be General Meagher’s men. The
ground, over which we looked, westward to the enemy’s
lines was a rolling plain, cut just at our left by the railroad
running south-west, then south, its cutting deepening as it
neared their position. Houses, trees and fences were
scattered over the plain. The sun shone brightly upon
the scene.

About one o’clock the major called, “Attention!” The
men fell in with compressed lips —the time had come.
We marched by the right flank across the railroad, a
grade crossing, moved a block south of it, then turning
sharp to the west towards the enemy came again to the
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railroad beyond the station house, and recrossed to the
north side. We passed several dead men, one entirely
disembowelled and horribly mangled. Here we faced to
the front; General Ferrero appeared for a moment, and
gave the word to our commander. Major Willard, starting
in front and drawing up his powerful frame to its full
height, waving his huge cavalry sabre, gave the order in
his sonorous voice, “ Forward — Thirty-Fifth! On centre
—dress! Remember Antietam!” and set the example
himself by leading on. The regiment kept a good line,
and, at a double-quick, rapidly neared the Confederates.
Their shells struck all about; some would burst directly
in front; there was time to see the explosion, and expect
the fragments before they came ; the dirt thrown up made
the ground seem travelling backward; a man had time to
wonder why he was not hit by the whizzing pieces. The
sharp hiss of the more dangerous rifle-ball soon became
more noticeable. In advancing, the left of the regiment
kept along the railroad; and, as that bent to the south,
the course was upon a road running directly to the south
end of Marye’s Heights.

Major Willard, thus leading and encouraging us, doing
all that a heroic man could to further our general’s plan;
was struck by a bullet in the body, and fell upon the field,
mortally wounded. The regiment, with the impetus he had
given it, passed on, getting breathless with the run and
their burdens, men dropping by the enemy’s fire all along.
We reached a wire fence, enclosing the yard of a white-
washed cottage. This fence broke the formation of the
line, the wires catching a man by some of his many bags
and bundles, and persisting in holding him until he un-
slung the impedimenta, or was extricated ; the right of the
regiment had to break through a board fence. Getting
through these obstructions, and passing to the side of the



86 HISTORY OF THE THIRTY-FIFTH REGIMENT,

house towards the enemy, we found a little ridge—a
hardly noticeable swell in the plain—on the hither side
of which the men stopped and lay down to recover breath
and reform. Then, advancing to the crest, we found it
occupied by men of the Fifty-First Pennsylvania on the
left, and the Twenty-First Massachusetts and Eleventh
New Hampshire, and troops of the Second Corps, on the
right. They were firing at the enemy, and called to us to
open also, which we did at once, mingling with them for
the purpose.

The Confederates were distant about two hundred and
fifty yards. The ground sank down into a considerable
hollow from our ridge, then rose to their position, which
was at the foot of and upon a steep bank, where the upper
plateau, upon which Mr. Marye’s house stood, meets the
lower. In our front was the south portion of Marye’s
Heights, so called, and we fired directly towards the spot
now occupied by the National Cemetery. We could not
distinguish their men well, the color of their clothes and
hats being so like the soil of the bank, but aimed at the
line of puffs of white smoke from their rifles or the battery
behind them. Their infantry was in the sunken road which
ran along the base of the bank, covered by the stone bank-
wall, since partly or wholly removed, to build, it is said, the
porter’s lodge at the cemetery.

On our left there were, at first, no troops; our regiment
appeared to be the extreme left of our assaulting line
thereabouts. A board fence, running at right angles to
the front, separated the left from the right of the regiment.
Through this fence a heavy shot from the right occasion-
ally tore a hole, one of them striking a poor fellow in the
bowels cut him nearly in two, tore off the leg of another
man and dashed it against the fence, then passed on its
way, spattering the men near by with blood and fragments
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of flesh. The reports of the enemy’s guns and the burst-
ing of their shells seemed almost together, we were so
near them; and the difficulty they found in depressing
their guns was our safety. Sergeant William H. Allen
was color-bearer; the regimental flag was torn by bullets,
and the staff, cut half through by a ball, broke in two.

We received no orders to advance beyond this ridge,
nor was any attempt made to do so, in this part of the
line, until nearly dark. No general officer came near the
troops for a long time. To all appearances we could have
gone considerably nearer the heights, with some such a
rush into the hollow as at Antietam, and with similar loss,
but the exigency of the battle did not force us to it; our
line, at first, would have been too thin to take the works,
and the men wisely preferred the ridge to such another
valley of death. It was reported at the time along the
line that a canal ran in the depression in front, which was
not the fact; the real canal was to the right, and nearer
the city. The men loaded and fired deliberately, aiming
and calculating every shot —but this was not the way to
take Marye’s Heights. Most of the shots fired at us went
too high; but there were sufficient lower down to keep up
the excitement, men of our regiment and of the others
falling all the time. Soon other lines of regiments—
General Nagle’s brigade of our corps and General Car-
roll’s brigade of the Third Corps— came up behind us,
the men stopping as we had done, breathless, and remain-
ing there, kneeling or lying down, in good lines, but
massed closely.

After firing an hour or so our ammunition was expended,
and our men drew back from the ridge, inviting the troops
behind to move up and continue the firing, which they did.
Lying on the hither side of the now muddy slope, we had
nothing to do but watch the enemy’s missiles and our
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troops coming up to reénforce, when we had too many
men already, if no further advance was to be made. The
cottage behind us caught the enemy’s bullets in a manner
remarkable to witness; one could tell the height of the
thickest of the shower by a glance at the peppered wall.
A west chimney seemed to catch everything going, and
brick dust flew from it continually; at last, it had crum-
bled so, the upper part came rattling down amid the
shouts of the beholders. The declining sun behind the
Confederate lines illuminated the field towards the city,
and it was a splendid sight to see the admirably kept lines
of battle of our reénforcements, as they came towards us,
wavering a little to close up gaps, which the enemy’s shells,
passing over heads, ploughed in their ranks. One full
regiment, or brigade, came on with drum corps beating
the charge in superb style. But they all stopped on
reaching our position, and lay or stooped down. Columns
in mass might have had momentum sufficient to pass the
ridge and go down into the hollow, but regiments in line
seemed powerless to get past us when once they had
stopped for breath after their long run.

A general rode up on horseback to the cottage fence,
and waved his hat to the men. It was General Griffin of
the Fifth Corps. The cheers with which he was received
drowned the sounds of battle. His division had been sent
to relieve ours. The Twenty-Second Massachusetts was
part of that division; and, taking position along the ridge
at our left, they fired by volleys at the word of command,
as if upon drill, in an admirable manner. It was near sun-
set when the Confederate line was relieved or reénforced,
for we could see the forms of their men dark against the
red western sky. The musketry from our lines redoubled
at the sight. The Twenty-Second or Eighteenth Massa-
chusetts, also of Colonel Barnes’s brigade —it was impos-



MASSACHUSETTS VOLUNTEERS. 89

sible to distinguish the regiments there, unless acquainted
with the officers (corps badges had not come into use) —
was forming column with the leading files over the ridge
at this time ; they made a charge to the front, but had to
come back, leaving their dead in the hollow. Captain
Andrews had taken command of our regiment, and, the
brigade being relieved, he formed such of the men as
could be got together in the mass of troops now gathered
behind the ridge, and waiting for darkness lead us back
to the city. We had been six hours in line of battle. The
field over which we retired was strown with the dead and
wounded, and equipments and equipage of all sorts; any-
thing picked up in the darkness, to replace goods lost,
was, more likely than not, found dabbled with blood when
brought to the light.

The losses in General Sturgis’s division had been about
one thousand. In General Ferrero’s brigade, eighty-three
killed and four hundred and thirty wounded; of whom the
Eleventh New Hampshire (their first battle) lost thirty killed
and one hundred and seventy wounded. The casualties
in our regiment were ten killed and about sixty wounded.
The slaughter upon our right — where the troops are said
to have been more exposed and to have approached nearer
the enemy—was greater, General Hancock’s division los-
ing two thousand men, General French’s twelve hundred
— of General Couch’s Second Corps —and others in pro-
portion. The total loss in the Union army was 12,353;
in the Confederate army, 4,576; as computed by Captain
Phisterer.

The names of the killed in the Thirty-Fifth were: Major
Sidney Willard ; First Lieutenant William Hill, then com-
manding Company K (both originally officers of Company
I); John W. Hodges, of Company C; Avery A. Capen
and Isaiah Hunt, of Company E; First Sergeant Daniel
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Lamson, of Company H; Corporal John E. McKew and
George C. Bunker, of Company I; Oliver S. Currier and
Oliver P. Robinson, of Company K.

Lieutenant Hill was a young man from mercantile life,
who had been wounded at South Mountain, and was not
very generally known in the regiment. Lieutenant Hatch
was wounded in the knee, apparently his only vulnerable
spot.

Our great and irreparable loss was in Major Willard, an
officer who lacked only the experience he was so solicitous
to obtain, to have made as fine a soldier, in appearance or
acquirements, as the army could produce. Intellectually,
morally and physically, he was the beau ideal of a com-
mander of men. It is one of the compensations of the
service that it acquaints us with such men, who elevate
our conceptions of humanity, yet, too often, leave us only
their examples and not their living presence to admire.
He died in Fredericksburg the next day; his last words
being, “Tell them I tried to do my duty to my country and
the regiment.” No words can do fit honor to such sacrifice.
The motto of the Independent Cadets, with whom he re-
ceived his military instruction, is ¢ Monstrat viam.”

The night, fortunately for the wounded upon the field,
was quite warm for the season. We spent it, as before, by
the river bank. Some of the officers and men gathered
in a house, where services were held. Lieutenant Mirick
read from the Bible, and a private soldier offered prayer.
In the morning the stragglers were collected, and ammu-
nition was distributed. Small rations of whiskey were
dealt out, whether to counteract the fatigue and depression
of the defeat or to prepare us for another attempt is not
known; for it was during this day that General Burnside,
bitterly disappointed at the failure of the assault,—which
he at first attributed to slackness in his subordinate gen-
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erals—resolved to form the Ninth Corps, consisting of
some eighteen old regiments and some new ones, and,
placing himself at their head, march to death or victory;
but the cooler heads of Generals Sumner, Franklin, Hooker
and others dissuaded him. The chance for important re-
sults from such an attempt was small ; the men were glad
to be spared a second trial of such a kind. A mail was
received, and the home letters were read during the sus-
pense of waiting. At noon men had found flour in the
city, and, as the movement appeared to be abandoned,
all who could find utensils busied themselves frying batter
cakes for dinner. In such close contact lie, in war, the
sublimities of death in the grand assault and the meaner
duties by which the life of the soldier is sustained.

It came on very dark at night ; orders to “fall-in”’ were
received, and the brigade marched back through the city,
as before, to the railway station, where the streets were
crowded with moving troops changing positions. Thence,
under cover of the darkness, we moved silently out to the
position of the day before along the ridge near the two
houses, and lay down upon the frozen mud, or, if one were
lucky, upon a board from the fence, and, rifle in hand,
waited in suspense for any movement from our foes. A
counter assault was dreaded in the bad position and rather
discouraged condition of the army. We felt how much
depended upon our holding the ridge to the death, and
the uncertainty of the result of a night attack upon our
single line made the situation one of terrible anxiety.
The Confederates tried the line, but, finding us ready,
desisted. Their generals discussed a plan of attack upon
the city, but abandoned it—information which would have
been welcome to us that night. The men threw up a little
parapet of earth and rubbish, particularly upon the left
of the regiment, which was most exposed, which did good
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service as a shelter from the sharpshooters when daylight
came again.

During the day the situation remained the same, both
sides hesitating to take the initiative. Their marksmen
were very watchful and quick to fire at any part of the
person exposed above the ridge, while our men were for-
bidden to use their rifles unless attacked. Few moved
more than once or twice during the whole day, but some,
with the dare-devil recklessness of their kind, would jump
up and run a few steps to enjoy the excitement of drawing
fire. Another terrible night came on, and it was getting
quite past longer endurance when, at midnight, after twenty-
eight hours of as trying picket duty as the regiment ever
endured, the brigade was relieved, and the men, stiff and
unnerved from their enforced quiet, fell in and marched
through the now deserted streets of the desolate city to
the pontoon bridges, where they crossed at once, much to
their astonishment, for it was the first intimation they had
received that the city was to be evacuated by our army.
After crossing the river the regiment marched to its barren
but welcome camp near the battery, reaching it about three
o’clock in the rainy morning of the sixteenth of December.

At that time we supposed ourselves to have been among
the last to leave the city, but General Hooker testifies that
“it was late when I got the order to withdraw my com-
mand, between three and four o’clock in the morning, and
it was between eight and nine o’clock when the last troops
were withdrawn. The enemy did not seem to realize but
that there were troops in the houses. I withdrew my
exterior lines of pickets last of all, and they were not
followed by the enemy.”

The great event was over, and success had not perched
upon our standards. Our opponents at Marye’s Heights
had been of Longstreet’s Corps, as previously at South
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Mountain and Antietam Bridge, and this time they got
the better of us. The enterprise had been carried out
with less energy than General Burnside had intended,
owing, apparently, to lack of explicit orders on the left
wing and lack of commanders with the men on the right;
but the losses had been sufficient to excuse to the country
all further movement of the army that winter. The gen-
eral, however, eager for results, declined to go into winter
quarters, and continued his plans for action; as a conse-
quence, keeping the men in a state of constant uneasiness,
and hindering them from trying to improve their temporary
camps and quarters. The winter months were, therefore,
full of discouragement and discomfort.

On the seventeenth of December, at § A. ., the regiment
left the camp in rear of the battery and returned to its
position in the square with the brigade, described in the
last chapter. On joining the brigade, Captain Lathrop
was sent, under a flag of truce, in command of a detail
of fifty men of the brigade (ten from the Thirty-Fifth) to
assist in burying the dead on the battle-field of Fredericks-
burg. The detail was allowed to approach the stone wall
as near as there were any bodies found lying. They buried
one hundred and eight men that afternoon, nearly all of
them stark naked, their clothing stripped off by the enemy.

The regiment found the locality of the camp cleared of
every kind of material for camp making — rails gone, trees
cut down, even the roots dug for fuel, the whole place a
waste of loamy undulating field land. The low shelter
tents were pitched in company streets, and beds were
made of grass, pine-needles and pieces of cracker boxes.
Green pitch-pine wood was brought by wagons and fatigue
parties from a distance for the cooks’ smoky fires. If any
one would indulge in the luxury of a fire for himself he
had to bring his fuel upon his back a mile or so.

8
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The food was abundant but coarse: fat salt-pork, fresh
beef, beans, hard bread — old and weevilly, baked for
McClellan’s campaign, each box marked “ White House ”
— and, occasionally, potatoes or rice, with, of course,
coffee and brown sugar. We had learned to make little
bags to hold the rations of ground coffee, sugar and salt.
The cooking utensils were the three or four iron pots of
the cook and our fire-blackened tin dippers, one of which
each man carried slung to his greasy haversack ; there
were also two or three small frying-pans to a company,
which some provident men had acquired on the route
hither or in the opposite city. The beans would be
cooked by stewing or baking in the iron pots; these par-
tially cleansed and then the coffee boiled in them. The
beans were eaten out of the tin dippers, and afterwards
the coffee was drunk from them; if there were no beans
it was beef soup; what the coffee tasted like one may
hardly imagine — it was called coffee from habit rather
than from any resemblance to it in smell or taste. It
required a day’s manceuvring to get the utensils and hot
water to wash a woollen shirt— the washerwoman never
called at the back door there ; the man who owned more
than one whole shirt was a fop. Sutlers were few at first,
being kept back by orders or the rough roads; in their
absence we had to depend upon the cookies of our friends
of the Eleventh New Hampshire. Active games or sports
were hardly attempted ; the mud was a hindrance, even if
there had been spirit for them among the men.

We were too lately from home to take these things as
a matter of course and make the best of them, as old
soldiers do; it takes a year’s service to make a veteran.
December and January are hard months for human nature
to endure even in comfortable circumstances around the
domestic hearth; our condition upon that Falmouth plain,
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in the situation we have described, could not but be mis-
erable. Turn which way one would, it was cold comfort
everywhere for body or mind, and all tended to dejection.
The wind swept across the open fields and searched our
very marrow. The newspapers and letters from home, if
cheery, made the contrast of our position more gloomy ;
if they were depressed, so were we, and we threw them
aside. It was not pleasant to review the battles of the
past, or anticipate similar ones in the future. The country
was struggling through the great division of parties upon
the question of Emancipation, and party spirit and abuse
added to the darkness of the surroundings. At night,
sleep was happy release from care, but even then cold
compelled most of the men to turn out once or twice to
the fire to warm up.

The best relief was work— to keep at something all the
time. Those who did so became veteran soldiers. Those
who lay about the cooks’ fires listlessly, or coiled up in
blankets in their little tents, soon found the way to the
surgeon’s tent, the hospital and, often, to their graves.
The lying upon cold ground, indigestible food and low
spirits soon affected the health of the men, and the “sick-
call” of the surgeon was attended by a motley throng with
woe-begone faces, most of them really ill, but some of them
under suspicions of their first sergeants and the doctors as
chronic hospital “bummers,” as they were called. The
word “bummer ” was used in this sense in the Army of the
Potomac long before Sherman’s foragers adopted it and
made it famous. The bugler’s sick-call was interpreted
as follows: “To the doc-tor! To the doctor! Come get
your pills—for aches and ills! Come get your pills —of
the doc-tor!” If there was a pause out of place, or a false
note, it was because the bugler had a hair in his mouth and
had stopped to swear a bit — at which the boys jeered.
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Camp duty was carried out according to the usual pro-
gramme, when the weather permitted, with regular morning
and afternoon drills and evening parades, with music from
the Eleventh New Hampshire Band. A tour of picket duty
for twenty-four hours took the regiment, or heavy details
from it, to the Rappahannock about once a week. Near
the river, below Falmouth, are deep curving gullies or
canyons, in which the reserves lay, while the videttes
paced the road along the river. In these ravines grew
quantities of laurel bush, and all who could whittle tried
carving laurel-wood pipes and ornaments; some of the
results were quite elaborate and valuable. The men in
gray upon the opposite bank seemed to be busy very
much as we were, enduring as philosophically as possible
the winter months and keeping a watchful eye upon our
movements. Some attempts were made at trading with little
rafts freighted with coffee for tobacco, until the commerce
was declared contraband by orders from headquarters.

December 23, General Sumner reviewed the Right Grand
Division ; most of the Thirty-Fifth were excused, having
just come off picket; the band of the Thirty-Third Mas-
sachusetts played very finely. December 24, one hundred
men from the regiment on picket; Captain Andrews had a
battalion drill with only sixty-four men present. December
25 (Christmas Day), baked beans for breakfast; no drills;
only duty was dress-parade ; pies, forty cents each! De-
cember 26, brigade drill in the afternoon. December 29,
orders to have three days’ rations on hand, but counter-
manded; the Signal Corps balloon was up. December
30, Quartermaster Haines, having received his discharge,
started for home; Quartermaster-Sergeant Upton was
commissioned quartermaster of the regiment, and Ser-
geant Cutter was appointed quartermaster-sergeant, with
Jesse Holmes as clerk.
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On New Year’s Eve the band visited the headquarters
of each regiment of the brigade, and, while the hilarity of
the occasion was at full tide, some of the unsanctified
tried to tempt our chaplain from his steadfast ways; but,
although there was some boisterous fun, they did not
succeed. Speaking of this gentleman reminds us of the
prayers which it was his duty to extemporize, bareheaded
in the freezing air, in front of the regiment, as part of the
exercises of evening parade. Doubtless each man receives
much or little good from such services, according to his
nature; to some of us it seemed that so much petitioning
for the souls of such as should perish in the coming
“battel ” did not tend to encourage the weak-kneed, and
might have been abbreviated. The creed of the soldiers
at the front was very simple ; they felt that our cause was
as near the cause of good and of God as it could well be
— the Confederates probably thought the same of theirs
— and each felt an entire confidence that it would be well
with those who lost their lives. ¢ Poor fellow, it’s all right
with him now,” they said of the fallen, and they believed
it. Most of them despised anything like whining; they
preferred to turn their thoughts from the event of their
own death, and dwell upon their purpose and the means
of accomplishing it, leaving personal results to the Dis-
penser of all. So our chaplain found his situation rather
a cold one —his duty as postmaster of the regiment was
also unpleasant to him — and he did not remain long with
us, but chose rather to enter actively into service as captain
in a colored regiment, where he served with credit through
the war. After he left we had no chaplain, and seldom
heard a religious service; but the men were kept so con-
stantly sobered by events that additional restraint was not
often needed. Why ask for a chaplain when we had a Pope
constantly present with us, for example and edification?
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For some time Christmas boxes were delayed in Wash-
ington, pending our movements, until they accumulated in
piles as big as the pyramids, and almost as old. Their
contents, mostly eatables, perished or acquired a strong
musty flavor, rather disappointing to the receiver when
they reached camp. One must be a new recruit, in such
a place, on such a diet, to fully appreciate and enjoy home
goodies. It is almost laughable now to think how much
the boys prized their boxes from home.

Furloughs were not granted to the men, for the reason
that we were not in winter quarters — another source of
vexation ; for what was the use of winning honors if we
were not to be permitted, once in a while, to display our
heroic selves before the eyes of admiring relatives and
friends.

January 6, 1863, there was a grand review of the Ninth
Corps, at 2 P. M., before Generals Burnside, Sumner and
Wilcox. January 14, E. Jernagan, of Company E, died;
our first death by disease in camp since we had been in
service. January g, the regiment was under command
-of Captain Andrews, with Captain Pratt acting lieutenant-
colonel and Captain Lathrop acting major; Lieutenant
C. A. Blanchard was acting adjutant. There were two
captains in command of companies; three companies were
commanded by first lieutenants, three by second lieuten-
ants, and two by first sergeants. There were two hundred
and seventy-five non-commissioned officers and privates for
duty, sixty-eight men on extra duty, away from the regiment,
fifty on daily duty with the regiment; total for duty, three
hundred and ninety-three. There were still eight hundred
and six names borne on the rolls as belonging to the regi-
ment. The few officers present, however, received full
credit, for when the Adjutant-General’s Report (Massa-
chusetts) was printed it was found to contain the following
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eulogium : “Among the many good regiments that Massa-
chusetts has sent forward, few, if any, surpass the Thirty-
Fifth, especially in its officers,” which, it is hoped, was
fully deserved. At all events the men learned how to
take care of themselves in a way which was always after-
wards noticeable; so that, at a subsequent time, when a
field officer of ours on staff duty informed the general of
the division that he felt it his duty to quit the staff and
return to the regiment —then almost without officers —
the general remarked, “ Oh, don’t bother yourself on that
account, your regiment runs itself !”

On the sixteenth of January Shepard G. Wiggin, of
Company A, died of lung fever in the regimental hospital.
On the same day we were under orders to move, with three
days’ rations; also on the seventeenth, eighteenth, nine-
teenth, and on the twentieth the orders were to march at
four o’clock next morning ; but these were countermanded
at ten o’clock the same evening. This was the occasion
of the famous attempt to effect a lodgment on Lee’s left
flank by a crossing at Banks’s Ford above us, which was
frustrated by the severe storm, and got the name of the
“Mud-march.” Sumner’s Grand Division, being in sight
of the Confederate look-outs opposite, remained undis-
turbed, as a mask for the rest of the army as it moved
up to the ford, and consequently did not get word to start
before the weather vetoed the movement; for which we
were duly thankful, for our quarters, wretched as they
were, would have been much worse had we, by a move,
lost the little store of comforts we had collected. The
Confederates, well informed of the predicament of our
army caught in the storm abroad in the fields of miry
clay and impassable roads, posted up a sign: “Burnside
stuck in the mud!” in derision of our helplessness.

The pickets, however, had a share in the bad weather
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on the river bank on the twenty-first; those who were
present will remember the miseries of the situation. The
rain was mingled with sleet; the pine-bough shelters in
the ravines were soaked with moisture, and made such
cold shower-baths the men preferred to stand or walk
about in the mud on the banks of the brook which drained
the gully. There was absolutely no place to sit which was
not soaked with the wet, nor dry fuel there for fires. The
troops present seemed to be in greater numbers than usual,
and more gray-coats were opposite; each anticipating that
the other might try to cross at Falmouth. In the road
below the hill was an immense cannon, stalled in the mud,
and abandoned until fair weather should enable it to be
extricated. We wandered upon the hill above the little
town, and found there passing the Twentieth Massachu-
setts, with whom we discussed the situation; among them
was the lamented Lieutenant Ropes, afterwards killed at
Gettysburg.

At night the reserve guard was assembled in a little
dilapidated church on the hill, from which all the pews
and furniture had been removed ; and for light and warmth
the men, after placing beds of plaster five or six inches
deep here and there upon the floor for fireplaces, built
fires upon them with fuel from the neighboring fences.
In course of the night these fires burned round holes
through the flooring, but did not ignite the building fur-
ther; the mud was tracked in to quite a depth and helped
to prevent the fires spreading. The enemy opposite, by
accident or intention — perhaps fearing our immediate
crossing, and wishing to light up the scene or remove an
obstacle to their artillery range — burned a long brick
factory for our amusement; and the fire, the rain, the
turbid river, and gathered troops made an impressive
spectacle. In the morning the men waded through a sea
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of mud to camp. After such a tour of duty, even the
poorest camp quarters seemed comfortable.

In the obscurity of that stormy night, Albert W. Daven-
port, of Company B, on his way with the relief guard to
his vidette post, slipped, unseen by his comrades, from the
path along the verge of the cliff, and was drowned in the
river below, his cries being unheard in the tempest. His
absence was not discovered until the sergeant reached his
last posts and found his squad one man short. It was a
sad, lonely ending to life. His body was found by men of
the Second Maryland, a few days afterwards, and brought
to the regiment. A little enclosed lot in rear of camp was
used as a place of interment.

While Jacob G. Clarkson, of Company A, was drawing
his gun by the muzzle from under the eaves of his shelter
tent the charge exploded, injuring his thumb; chloroform
was administered to him at the hospital tent, and he died
under its influence.

January 23, Franklin’s men were straggling back from
the mud-march ; many of them stopped a few moments in
camp as they passed. On the same day there was a row
between some of the men of our brigade and the sutler,
whom they undertook to “clean out;” two shots were
fired, and the crowd scattered. The roll was called to
discover absentees from quarters, but none of our men
appeared to have had an active part in the business.

There were several severe storms of rain and snow in
January, and, after the return from the mud-march, orders
for winter quarters were issued, and the men set about
making their camps as comfortable as possible. Pine logs
were brought from long distances, the tents raised and
banked up, and little chimneys built of sticks and clayey
mud, surmounted by a barrel. Sutlers and boxes from
home came in greater abundance.
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January 26, General Burnside was relieved of the com-
mand of the army, and General Hooker succeeded to his
place. January 28 and 29, snow fell to quite a depth and
lay drifted in the company streets, nearly covering some
of the low tents; the snow-flakes blew in between the
seams of the tent cloth and spread upon the blankets of
the sleepers, but comrades were found all right when dug
out in the morning; Lieutenant Park, wounded at An-
tietam, returned to duty with the regiment; Lieutenant
Burrell left us, and was unable afterwards to rejoin the
regiment on account of physical disability. February 4,
James T. Andrews, of Company A, the captain’s cousin,
died in camp. February 7, Sergeant William H. Mat-
thews, of Company C, Sergeant of the Ambulance Corps,
fell a victim to the hardships of the campaign and died
of fever.

Other members of the regiment were transferred to
general hospitals about Washington, and died there from
diseases acquired in camp. Among them were: Francis
J. Nash, of Company B; Henry Keiley, of Company E;
James Rowe, of Company H; Frederick A. Hews, of
Company I. Charles B. Blanchard, of Company H, who
was taken prisoner near Wheatland, Virginia, died in
Richmond.

With the assumption of command by General Hooker,
General Sedgwick — afterwards the famous chief of the
Sixth Corps—was assigned, for a few days, to the com-
mand of the Ninth Corps. After him, for a short time,
General William F. Smith commanded the corps. He
was afterwards at the head of the Eighteenth Corps, at
Petersburg, and, it is said, was at one time urged by
General Grant for chief of the Army of the Potomac, in
place of General Meade ; but this was before the attack
on Petersburg. On the third of February, General Hooker
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wanted to have General Smith appointed permanent com-
mander of our corps. Halleck replied: “Major-General
Burnside is the permanent commander of the Ninth Army
Corps; but make such temporary changes as you may
deem proper.” General Smith was relieved, at Newport
News, by General Parke.

About the first of February the weather became milder
for several days; the influence of spring was soon felt,
hope revived with the season, and the memory of the dark
days of December grew less oppressive. New supplies of
food, even soft bread once, and more vegetables, appeared
from the commissary’s; and General Hooker, dropping all
thoughts of present action, devoted his whole attention to
the improvement of his command. But we were not to
share his defeat at Chancellorsville, or the hard-won vic-
tory of General Meade at Gettysburg. General Burnside
had expressed to the Government a wish that the Ninth
Corps might be sent to the department to which it was
intended to assign him; and General Hooker, under the
advices quoted above, was not loath to part with a body
of troops belonging so exclusively to his predecessor.
Rumor of change, as usual, had been busy for some time,
but was little credited ; when, therefore, we broke camp on
the ninth of February, and marched to the box-cars for
transfer to Acquia Creek, a smile lighted up many a face,
which had been clouded for weeks. Any change, especially
from scenes connected with defeat, is pleasant to the sol-
dier; and, as the plains of Falmouth and the steeples of
Fredericksburg passed out of view, we seemed to ourselves
new men. We little thought that when, next year, we should
again see those spires it would be from- the heights where
now the enemy’s lines were so securely established.
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CHAPTER VL
NEWPORT NEWS, AND SPRING IN KENTUCKY, 1863.

HE Ninth Corps had been formed, in July, 1862, of
troops which had taken part in the Sherman Expe-
dition to South Carolina and the Burnside Expedition to
North Carolina, and, after the successful occupation of
parts of the seaboard of those states, had held the country
gained. Theyhad been called thence to reénforce General
McClellan upon the Peninsula, stopped at-Newport News,
and ordered to Acquia Creek. From there two divisions
were sent to join General Pope, the third remaining until
the first days of September with General Burnside; and,
afterwards, they had followed the fortunes of the Army of
the Potomac in the course we have thus far traced. The
fate of the Corps was to be sent about wherever there was
a call for assistance; and it soon, very naturally, acquired
the name of “The Big Class in Geography.” Appear-
ances were now in favor of its return to North Carolina,
and the first movement was in that direction.

From the wharf at Acquia Creek the Fifty-First Penn-
sylvania, Twenty-First Massachusetts and Thirty-Fifth
went on board the steamer Louisiana, which lay in the
stream all day (February g), receiving baggage, etc. At
~ five o'clock next morning we were steaming steadily
down the Potomac, amid the jarring of machinery and
the swashing of water alongside—a change of circum-
stances so complete as to be quite bewildering. The
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steamer had in tow two schooners, containing the Fifty-
First New York and Eleventh New Hampshire. Head-
lands of red earth or sand, crowned with dark pitch-pines,
appeared ahead and were passed, successively; and, at
night, the broad waters of Chesapeake Bay opened out:
thence, the course was directly south to Fortress Monroe.
On the morning of the eleventh the famous fortress lay
upon our beam; the noted Union gun, an immense cannon
of which great things were expected, conspicuous upon
the beach. Upon our other side the tide water rushed
and foamed among the rocks of the ill-reputed Rip Raps.
All around us the ships of war were riding at anchor, in
pleasant contrast with the scenery to which we had of late
been accustomed. Our crowded quarters upon the straw
between decks had, by this time, been sufficiently exam-
ined, and the orders from General Dix were received with
satisfaction, to proceed to the entrance of James River
and land at Newport News.

At first view, Newport News had the appearance of a
place where nothing new ever occurred or was likely to
happen. A sandy plain, fifteen or twenty feet above the
river, with a few old barracks, and some earthworks and
ditches, constructed by General Butler’s troops; a gray sky,
with spits of rain, made up the desolate picture. Beyond
the plain was a swamp, with immense southern pitch-pines
—the only striking feature of the scenery— scattered
through it, and crossings leading out to Big Bethel and
Hampton, in which direction the pickets were posted while
we remained here. And yet, lonely as the spot seemed, it
had been the scene of stirring events; for, on the ninth of
March, less than a year before, had occurred here the
naval battle between the iron-clad Merrimac and consorts
of the Confederate Navy and the Union wooden frigates
Cumberland and Congress, which revolutionized the system
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of naval warfare throughout the world. The topmasts of
the Cumberland and the charred timbers of the hull of the
Congress still marked the spot, a warning to all who would
accept it of the danger of being behind the age in the art
of war.

The Third Division occupied the barracks; the rest of
the corps encamped outside the entrenchments. Our
camp was formed in brigade line, facing the river, with
the swamp in rear; the older regiments upon the right,
the Eleventh New Hampshire upon our left. At first we
had our low shelter tents only, but, on the nineteenth,
“ A’ tents were distributed, one to every five of the men,
which made extremely close quarters. Some of these tents,
owing to the increasing scarcity of cotton, were made en-
tirely of hemp cloth, and were about as useful as sieves
for keeping out rain ; the fibre did not swell with moisture
sufficiently to make the cloth water-tight, as canvas does.
At the same time changes were made in the position of
some of the companies in the regimental line: K, left
flank company, was transferred to the right wing, and H,
from the right wing, was made left flank company.

Here for six weeks we enjoyed what seemed, after Fal-
mouth, the fat of the land. Soft bread was issued in large
loaves —a luxury never elsewhere so plentifully enjoyed
by the regiment. The locality is famous for fish and
oysters, and our men, bred within view of salt water,
relished these luxuries with appetites sharpened by the
sea breezes. The colored pedlers from the back country
opened a market at the east end of camp, and those boys
who were in funds lived high, while the penniless majority
were permitted to enjoy a free view of the tantalizing dis-
play. There were shops on the most extensive scale at the
landing wharf, and these, with the other attractions, soon
cleaned out the last scraps of postal currency in the regiment.
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On the twenty-First of February, Lieutenant-Colonel
Carruth and Adjutant Wales returned to us from Parole
Camp, Annapolis, having been exchanged. They received
a rousing welcome, and were serenaded by the Glee Club
of Company K ; all were glad to greet them personally,
and to feel that the Thirty-Fifth was made whole again.
Captains commanding cannot secure the respect which the
men readily yield to a field officer; and, in various ways,
in dealing with brigade headquarters and the department,
a regiment with full field and staff gets more attention.
Promotions had occurred : Captain King was commissioned
major of the regiment; First Lieutenants Baldwin, Preston,
Hood and Blanchard had become captains ; Second Lieu-
tenants Hudson, Stickney, Ingell, Blake and Burrell had
become first lieutenants ; Sergeants Gottlieb, Wilkins, Dean,
Atkinson, Floyd, T. D. Hodges, Dunbar, Hawes and Mor-
rill were commissioned second lieutenants; but these latter,
from various causes, did not remain long on duty with the
regiment, so that the number of officers present continued
limited. Berrywas sergeant-major; Cutter, quartermaster-
sergeant ; and Plummer, commissary-sergeant, with Rice
as assistant. Promotions among the non-commissioned
officers were also very numerous. On the first of March
Chaplain Miller preached his farewell sermon to the regi-
ment, he having tendered his resignation. Captains An-
drews, Pratt and Adjutant Wales, successively, acted as
major or lieutenant-colonel.

The colonel and adjutant at once commenced work upon
the drill and discipline of the command. The officers were
schooled by the colonel in tactics and battalion movements.
The sergeants were thoroughly drilled in the manual of
arms by the adjutant; and they, in squads, set up the
men of their companies with an effect at once noticeable
at dress-parade. The regiment became so expert that
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General Ferrero rode over at evening to witness the per-
formance, which was as well timed and correct as the
motion of a perfect machine. Any superiority of this
kind flatters the pride of the men in their regiment; we
had been so hardly used hitherto, there was danger of
losing the esprit de corps which unites soldiers to their
colors with affection superior to death. Some complained
of wasted labor, saying that no rebel force was ever known
to be frightened by such an exhibition, however excellent ;
but the effect above stated was worth the trouble. To
offset the show, the officers, notably Lieutenant Pope,
drilled their companies as skirmishers, with the bugle-
calls, and in the bayonet exercise. Had it been allowable
to expend some of the abundant ammunition in target
practice, for which the regiment was never better situated,
the employment of time could not have been more advan-
tageous. But, although the Government had adopted rifled
arms, target practice was never encouraged ; men learned
the use of their weapons in battle or by stealth; the usual
reason given for the interdict was, that so much firing
would occasion an alarm, which was generally true with
us, but not at Newport News.

February 23, there was a grand review in presence of
General Dix and many ladies from Fortress Monroe.
The column included thirty-five regiments and eight
batteries.

The temperature was milder than at Falmouth —we had
but two cold snaps with snow— but the location proved
unhealthy, owing to the stirring of the malarious swamp
in rear, when cutting the wood for camp purposes. The
embalming agents visited camp, and set up their machin-
ery; but we preferred to be excused their well-intentioned
manipulations. The Eleventh New Hampshire, robust
looking men, but who had not in childhood been through

9
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the diseases of that age, suffered seriously from what was
called black measles. Typhoid fever took from among
1s : Zachariah Damon, of Company D; Charles W. Cole,
of Company I'; Sergeant David K. Hall and Corporal
John G. Dymond, of Company I. Thus this ground, like
most of the spots upon which the regiment staid any length
of time, was marked by the graves of some of our number.
The funeral ceremonies, if time permitted, were in military
form, with beat of drum, reversed arms, reading of scrip-
ture and the parting volley. The little enclosing fences
and head-boards must long ago have gone to decay, and
the rain levelled the raised earth; but there they rest,
along the line, from the ocean to the Mississippi. Of our
dead, also, Longfellow’s lines now read truly:

“¢A soldier of the Union mustered out’
Is the inscription on an unknown grave
At Newport News, beside the salt sea wave,
Nameless and dateless,
Thou unknown hero sleeping by the sea
In thy forgotten grave! with secret shame
I feel my pulses beat, my forehead burn
When I remember, thou hast given for me
All that thou hadst, thy life, thy very name,
And I can give thee nothing in return.”

It is permitted us to linger over these memories now, but
in those days the stern duties before us demanded quick
forgetfulness of the past.

On the thirteenth of March the Third Division, Getty’s,
formerly Rodman’s, was transferred across ‘the river, and
never rejoined the corps. General Longstreet came down
to see what was going on, and, in April, Getty’s Division
had hard fighting at Suffolk, under General Peck. Our
movement to the mouth of the James was thought by
General Lee to be the beginning of a transfer of the Army
of the Potomac to the Peninsula. The Ninth New York,
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Hawkins’s Zouaves, remained behind as a provost-guard,
and formed a conspicuous object on drill in front of our
camp, at all hours of the day, their jaunty uniforms, full
ranks and accurate movements exciting our admiration.
The Fifty-First Pennsylvania and Fifty-First New York
moved into the barracks vacated by the Third Division.
From time to time we had brigade drills, with more or
less — rather less — success.

On the same day Captain Lathrop, who had been dan-
gerously ill with malarial fever, in camp, since the second,
was conveyed to the steamboat for transfer to Philadelphia;
he recovered, but with health so much impaired that he
was obliged to resign, and he never rejoined the regiment.
Captain Cheever, who had rejoined after Antietam, found
himself unable to sustain the hardships of the winter
campaign, and did not again serve actively with the
regiment.

There was a brigade ball, on the fourteenth, on board
the steamboat City of Hudson, in commemoration of the
victory at Newbern, N. C., with ladies present from For-
tress Monroe, the only festivity of the kind in which our
officers participated while in the service.

On Sunday, the fifteenth of March, Dr. Munsell’s father
conducted a religious service with the regiment, and
preached a sermon from the text, “What I do now, ye
know not; but shall know hereafter”; the musical club
furnished the psalmody.

The wecks flew swiftly by. Occasional cannonading
was heard across the river, and hints were thrown out
that our future might lie in that direction. We were
sitting, as it were, upon the very door-step of Richmond,
and not even the wildest imagination could suggest that,
before we should enter that city, we must make an excur-
sion to the far West.



IIIX HISTORY OF THE THIRTY-FIFTH REGIMENT,

After an easterly storm, with snow, on the twentieth,
rumor took the incredible shape that the Ninth Corps was
to be sent to the Department of the Ohio, to the command
of which General Burnside had been assigned. It seemed
such a travesty of Greeley’s **Go West, young man!” we
doubted. But, on the twenty-fifth, the brigade got march-
ing orders, and on the twenty-sixth we were off, after a
day of saturnalia, while waiting amid the ruins of camp,
after the tents had been struck. Many will remember
Card’s antics with the distracted pedler’s tip-cart, and the
mock dress parade with the big jug for colonel and the
little demijohnnie for adjutant. We embarked on the
steamer John Brooks, and were soon on the way up Ches-
apeake Bay, leaving the grim fortress and the Peninsula
behind, with faces turned to distant scenes and adventures.
Captain Dolan resigned just before departure, and Lieu-
tenant Collins was so much injured by a blow from a
musket, in a fracas on the boat, as to necessitate leaving
him in Baltimore for treatment; he never rejoined the
regiment.

Landing at Baltimore, about noon of the twenty-seventh,
the brigade marched across the city to the north-west rail-
road station. So much had we changed since our first
passage through these streets that appearances, which had
seemed foreign and almost hostile then, appeared now
homelike and friendly; the service had converted us, at
least, from provincials to true Union men.. Our usual
luxurious conveyances — box-cars— were filled, some forty
men to each. Even straw was provided in some, to prevent
their bones wearing holes in the clothes of such as found
room to stretch out at length; packing sardines was noth-
ing to it. The train did not get fairly started until mid-
night; and, when moving, any uncommonly heavy jolt -
would be followed by a chorus of dashes and exclamation
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points. In the morning the men found that riding upon
the car-tops was as comfortable as within, barring the
cinders and tunnels, and certainly better for viewing the
scenery, for cattle do not require windows in their cars.
Those were merry times, passing through the towns, the
boys on top shouting and waving caps and flags, the
citizens rushing to doors and windows to respond, small
children astonished out of their wits, dogs barking, horses
frightened, and a lively time generally. Travellers upon
the country roads laughed at the chaff of the men, and
thought the train bore the liveliest freight that had passed
for many a day. Bound for the Great West, what cared
we? It was all in the three years’ enlistment !

The route lay, on the twenty-eighth, through York, Har-
risburg — so near the yet unheard of fields of Gettysburg
— and on, by the Pennsylvania Central Railroad, through
Altoona and the picturesque mountain scenery of Western
Pennsylvania, to Pittsburg on the twenty-ninth. There
was snow in the hill country, and everything was bleak
and cold compared with the mild climate of South-eastern
Virginia we had just left. At some of the towns rye coffee
was handed in, which was warming, but an unpleasant
substitute for real coffee, which we had no opportunity
to prepare. At Pittsburg a collation was generously fur-
nished by the citizens, in a hall adorned with flags and
mottoes. We became sensible of our terrible appearance,
when some of the ladies of the city, being informed that
the men were not so rough in manners as in looks, sum-
moned courage to attend upon us. As we had not seen
ourselves in a mirror for six months, a first view was com-
ically surprising — was it possible that the reflections were
correct images of the former delicate youths, now browned
and smoke stained, hirsute and thread-bare? Yea, verily;
and yet, after all, there is a great deal of comfort to human
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nature in feeling that one can lie in the dusty road, and
get as begrimed as he pleases, without shocking the pro-
prieties of his associates. Common joys and common
sorrows made us one, and the customs and costumes of
the world had become as strange to us as we to them.
Leaving Pittsburg, we passed across the State of Ohio,
through Columbus and Xenia, to Cincinnati. The snow
was left behind, ploughed fields appeared, the air became
more spring-like; we rapidly moved into a warmer climate.
Arriving at the latter city at 7.30 p. M. of the thirtieth, the
troops marched to the Union Market, Fifth Street, and
enjoyed an excellent collation furnished by the ladies.
Many eastern people were living there and came about,
examining the ranks for friends, and the greetings and
meetings were very interesting and cordial, though the
soldiers, perhaps, considered it fortunate that the darkness
of evening made their travel stains picturesque rather than
offensive. After lunch, the brigade crossed the Ohio River
to Covington in Kentucky, and stacked arms in the street
for the night. The boys, finding the night air chill, tore
down a side fence and soon had a blaze upon the pave-
ment, rather to the astonishment of the citizens. Unroll-
ing blankets the men lay down upon the sidewalks, with
heads to the wall and feet to the gutter, and found the
new quarters, at least, not so cramped as the box-cars.
Next morning (March 31) Lieutenant Ingell, opening
his eyes long after sunrise, found himself the observed
of all observers among the market women and people
passing to the ferry over the small strip of the sidewalk
that was left between his big feet and the curbstone.
“What!” he exclaimed, “is it the custom in this great
and enlightened West for ladies to promenade thus through
a gentleman’s bed-chamber before he is up in the morn-
ing?” Whereupon he roused out, and made his toilet by
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combing his moustache. At night, quarters were provided
in halls and market places.

We found that General Burnside’s Department included
not only Ohio, but also several other States north of the
Ohio River and parts of Kentucky and Tennessee. After
a day’s waiting for orders, our division, the Second, was
assigned to Eastern Kentucky; the First Division went
further to the west, into Central Kentucky, about Middle-
burg and Columbia. During the autumn before — while
we were in Pleasant Valley — Central Kentucky had been
the scene of an active campaign between the armies of
Generals Buell and Bragg. General Kirby Smith had
come in from the south-east by way of Cumberland Gap,
and Bragg had entered from the south near Columbia.
The movements had culminated at Perryville, south-west
of Camp Nelson, where the Confederates were worsted,
and they then left the State. WWhile we were at Falmouth,
General Rosecrans, succeeding Buell, had fought with
Bragg’s army the sanguinary battle of Stone’s River, near
Murfreesboro, Tennessee, and he was now waiting there
until the railroads could be completed in his rear before
advancing upon Chattanooga. Our duty was to be, to
help block the road to any repetition of the operations of
the previous autumn, and to assist in covering the railroad
communications of Rosecrans. Wewere also to discourage
guerillas and prepare for a campaign, on our own account,
into East Tennessee, with the assistance of the Twenty-
Third Corps, then in process of formation.

Our first movement was by rail, on April 1, to Paris, in
Bourbon County — suggestive name — where camp was
located on the fair grounds. The commissary began to
issue hard bread of the Cincinnati brand, an important
event to us whose chief article of food it was; for this
bread was so superior in size, flavor and edible qualities

i



11§ HISTORY OF THE THIRTY-FIFTH REGIMENT,

that its appearance must be reckoned one of the pleasant
incidents upon our arrival in the West. It was substantial
evidence that the war was here conducted upon business
principles rather than by routine. Bacon-sides were issued
in place of pork, but were not quite so much to our taste.

The people about us were found to be about evenly
divided between Union and Confederate sympathies, the
same family furnishing members to both causes. Political
contests were bitter, and often not confined to words alone.
The officers of the regiment enjoyed flirtation with the fair
Kentucky belles, and many a gilt button was exchanged
for a smile from some fair one, who wanted this memento
from a hero’s breast to pin upon her own. The handsome
captain of Company G lost nearly all his buttons in this way.

The Kentucky turnpikes are thoroughly macadamized
with broken limestone, and are as hard as rock, which we
discovered upon our first march, on the third, from Paris
to Mount Sterling, twenty-two miles. The feet of the men,
accustomed to the soft mud or sand of our late camp
grounds, were now subjected to a pounding which made
them swell so as to be almost disabled ; it was hard work
for the sergeants to get their details for picket that night.
Next morning, passing through the town, the regiment
went into camp with the brigade upon one of those admi-
rable sites which can hardly be equalled outside of that
beautiful State. The blue-grass sward under foot was thick
and close as a lawn, and starred with spring flowers; the
trees were lofty, symmetrical and overarching, and not a
particle of brush or undergrowth was there to mar the
park-like appearance. The rail fences enclosing the
grounds seemed sacred without the order forbidding their
use for firewood ; the rails were often of handsome black
walnut. The Twenty-First Massachusetts was, after a few
days in camp, moved into the town of Mount Sterling to

S
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act as provost-guard; and the members so won the com-
mendation of the townspeople that the regiment remained
there several months, while the rest of the brigade was
upon its travels. The business part of the town had been
raided and burned a short time before our arrival.

Hitherto, the Thirty-Fifth had been without a national
color, the stars and stripes. While at this camp, April 8,
Major William S. Xing joined, from home, bringing a fine
silk flag; he received a cordial welcome, and was serenaded
by the glee club and brigade band. It was remarkable
that when we had last seen him he was being carried
from the field at Antietam with our blue silk flag in
charge; now he reappeared, unable yet from wounds to
take the field, but still flag in hand. The new color was
sent from Boston by Colonel Wild, and was his last
memento to the regiment. Major King, soon afterwards
promoted to lieutenant-colonel, was made chief-of-staff of
the Second Division until July 1, when he was appointed
Provost-Marshal General of Kentucky, and, subsequently,
in August, Military Commandant of the District of Lex-
ington. From the last duty he was relieved, April 5, 1864,
and ordered to Boston, as superintendent of recruiting
service in Massachusetts, which position he held until
commissioned colonel of the Fourth Massachusetts Heavy
Artillery Regiment. On account of his disability after
Antietam, the men in the ranks of the regiment saw little
of him ; but no officer took a deeper interest in the Thirty-
Fifth or its men, wherever he met them, than Colonel
King. At the close of the war he was brevetted brigadier-
general.

Reports reached headquarters of suspicious characters
lurking about the neighborhood, and Adjutant Wales, with
Lieutenant Hatch and twenty-five volunteers, went in pur-
suit, on the twelfth, capturing two men belonging to Hum-
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phrey Marshall’s cavalry, whom they turned over to the
provost-marshal. A raid, on a larger scale, was made
(thirteenth and fourteenth) by the Fifty-First New York
and Twenty-First Massachusetts to a place called Sharps-
burg, about sixteen miles out, after guerillas. They were
gone a day, and returned with twenty citizens and thirty
horses.

One of the vexations of the service was the 16ng delay,
after orders to march, before the actual start. In excep-
tional cases, the order to “pack up and be ready to march
in half an hour” was fulfilled according to the programme,
but more often the order came for preparation at some
unseasonable time, at evening or midnight; there would
be half an hour of haste, all would be ready, then would
follow hours or days of waiting for the momentarily ex-
pected command to ‘“fall in.” It was the uncomfortable
result of the transmission of orders through the corps,
division and brigade headquarters to the regiment. The
lesson of patience is thus well learned by the soldier;
high resolve and self-sacrificing spirit sustain him at the
start, but, after experiencing the countless irritations of
army discipline, it all settles down finally into a dogged
determination to hang on and endure all things. So on
the sixteenth the regiment was packed up all night, in
order to get off at the hour of four the next morning!
Such things are easily borne in the presence of the enemy,
but in such a place as we then were the unnecessary loss
of sleep made the men angry.

The march of eighteen miles was westward to Winchester,
a pretty village, where we camped upon another of those
charming park-like grounds, remaining two weeks. The
paymaster made his welcome visit on the eighteenth, and,
in his wake, gathered shoals of pedlers, with country
produce, chicken and squirrel pies, fancy biscuits and
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roasted geese, the best of Old Kentucky viands ; the boys
did not go hungry. A new sutler appeared, one Gostoffer,
a careful man, but one not wise to attach his fortunes to
such a peripatetic organization. He did not get all that
the paymaster left, for the colonel rode over to Lexington
and expressed home, to the families of the members of
the regiment, the goodly sum of $12,000 of their pay.
Allotment rolls were prepared and sent to Massachusetts,
by which a portion of the pay of the men was made over
directly to families from the paymaster there, and risk of
loss by mail or express avoided.

The trim surroundings affected the men, and their per-
sonal appearance received extra care; even the paper
collar appeared, a certain indication of soft times, and
Sunday church-going became quite a matter of course.
General Sturgis reviewed the Second Brigade, and, as
part of the ceremony, marched us through the town,
battery and all, making a fine pageant. Tableaux were
presented in town, for the benefit of the hospitals, in
which the glee club took part, singing “Joys that we've
tasted,” ‘“Lovely Night,” and other airs, with frequent
applause. Evening dress-parades and Sunday inspections
were executed with the “snap’ and punctiliousness our
late drill had taught. It was the first camp in which the
Thirty-Fifth enacted the part of a “crack” regiment, in
the presence of admiring spectators and lady friends. On
the twenty-seventh of April, Major King, Adjutant Wales,
Lieutenant Hatch and twenty-five men went upon a scout,
but returned unsuccessful — the birds had flown.

Pickets and guards were distributed through the country
about camp, for Morgan’s cavalry was a quickly moving
body, and a certain amount of watchfulness had to be
maintained even in these peaceful scenes. A pleasing
trick of the men —to secure some of the coveted whiskey
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with which that district of Kentucky abounded — was
for the picket to arrange with some colored brother to
fetch a jug of the corn-juice to an appointed place, where
the greenbacks would be present and the officers absent,
carefully warning him to beware of the provost-guard;
thereupon a volunteer provost, of duly informed friends
from camp, were, by a remarkable coincidence, sure to
pounce upon the victim at the appointed spot, and, with
hearts as hard as adamant, sure to confiscate the ardent,
to the countryman’s dismay. The jug would be borne to
camp in an innocent looking sack, to await the return of
the pickets; but, alas! sometimes the jug mysteriously
leaked, while waiting, and the thirsty pickets found them-
selves as badly gulled as their sable friend. It used to be
said that certain old lovers of whiskey, as soon as tents
were pitched upon new ground, could strike a bee-line for
the nearest supply with unfailing certainty.

Colonel Wild was promoted to the grade of brigadier-
general, to date April 25; Lieutenant-Colonel Carruth
succeeded to the vacancy. Captain Andrews resigned,
after constant service with the regiment, having succeeded
to command, as senior captain, in two battles, and, also,
during several months in camp, in the unavoidable absence
of his superiors. Adjutant Wales sent in his resignation
on the twenty-fourth; but, at the colonel’s solicitation,
withdrew it. First Lieutenant Park was, soon after,
commissioned captain, Second Lieutenant Pope, first
lieutenant, and Sergeants Meserve and Tobey, second
lieutenants. The medical staff suffered an entire change:
Surgeon Lincoln and Assistant Surgeons Munsell and
Clark resigning, and Surgeon Snow, who joined here, suc-
ceeding, with Assistant Surgeon Roche in July. Alfred
Williams became our ever-faithful hospital steward.
There was a little fun at regimental headquarters over
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this appointment of a steward. The future wearer of
the golden “caduceus,” as unassuming a man as could
be found in the regiment, was summoned to the colonel’s
tent, unwarned of what was in store for him; there he
found the colonel and Surgeon Snow, with grave faces,
in deep cogitation over a sealed envelope, which, in fact,
contained the warrant of appointment. After some words
from the officers upon the sternness of the requirements
of discipline, the victim, whose countenance the while
expressed every degree of astonishment and mortification,
was informed that the envelope, which was handed to him,
contained certain charges against him, and that he might
retire to his quarters and prepare his defence. Somewhat
dazed he departed, but soon returned, having discovered
the point of the joke upon tearing the cover, and with
beaming face, amid a general laugh, expressed his will-
ingness to answer the charge, and do honor to the
appointment, by the exercise of his utmost skill, then
and thereafter, upon any of the group who might desire
an amputation, blue pill or dose of castor oil.

Quartermaster Upton suffered a broken arm by a fall
from a strange horse, and, while he was laid up, Lieu-
tenant Hawes was appointed to act in his place. An
order assigning the officers, present and absent, was issued
as follows :

Company A — Captain, S. H. Andrews, succeeded by
Captain E. G. Park; first lieutenant, J. W. Ingell; second
lieutenant, Joseph Gottlieb.

Company B— Captain, C. A. Blanchard ; first lieutenant,
Gamaliel Hodges ; second lieutenant, N. W. Collins.

Company C— Captain, T. P. Cheever; first lieutenant,
F. B. Mirick; second lieutenant, J. S. Tobey.

Company D — Captain ; first lieutenant, John
W. Hudson ; second lieutenant, T. D. Hodges.
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Company E — Captain, D. J. Preston; first lieutenant,
J. B. Stickney; second lieutenant, M. B. Hawes.

Company F— Captain, S. C. Oliver; first lieutenant,
A. Hatch ; second lieutenant, A. Floyd.

Company G — Captain, William Gibson ; first lieutenant,
William Washburn, Jr.; second lieutenant, b

Company H — Captain, B. F. Pratt; first lieutenant,
George P. Lyons; second lieutenant, J. W. Dean.

Company I — Captain, John Lathrop; first lieutenant,
Oliver Burrell ; second lieutenant,

Company K — Captain, E. G. Hood; first licutenant,
A. A. Pope; second lieutenant, W. N. Meserve.

Some of these officers temporarily served in different
companies from the above, in the absence of the per-
manent officers. The brigade at this time was commanded
by Colonel Hartranft, of the Fifty-First Pennsylvania.

On the fourth of May the command began the march
to the south side of the Kentucky River, averaging about
fifteen miles travel each day. The following is a brief
itinerary : May 4, marched at 8 A. a1. to within seven miles
of Lexington; wet day; camp near a brook. May 3,
marched at % a.M. through Lexington and five miles
beyond; showers; camped near a brick church on the
left of the road. May 6, marched at 7 a. . through
Nicholasville, by the site of the future Camp Nelson,
across the Kentucky River at Hickman’s Bridge — sur-
rounded by fine, almost sublime scenery — and went into
camp in the mud upon a hill near some log cabins; rained
all night. May 7, roads muddy; through Camp Dick
Robinson to Lancaster, and camped on a hill side. May
8, cloudy; marched at 8 A.M.; road, hilly and rough;
camp at Paint Lick Creek, near a fine spring; the place
is also called Lowell. May g, cleaning up and inspection.
May 10, reveille at 5 a.21.; marched at eight back to Lan-
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caster. We always camped in the south or south-east
suburbs of the places near which we were posted; that
being the direction from which raids were anticipated.

Our way on this journey lay through the paradise of
nature about Lexington, in the month of flowers, and the
hot sun and heavy knapsacks were forgotten in admiration of
that charming rural country. When passing through towns
column was formed, company or platoon front, and, with
drums beating and colors displayed, we did our best to
impress upon the natives our soldierly character and war-
like disposition to defend the defenceless and carry woe
to the foeman. What a gallant show our heroes made on
such occasions! At the crossing of the Kentucky River
the weather was rainy, the dust upon the hard road became
a thin skim of mud, which penetrated the shoes, worn by
the grinding rock, and cut and galled the feet badly. An
army brogan, made in imitation of a moccasin for use on
soft prairie land, was not stiff enough in the sole for such
work, and gave out after a few days’ wear. The quarter-
master, however, found such easy hauling for the teams
that, contrary to his usual gentle negative, when offered a
foot-sore man’s pack to carry he even smiled upon such
applicants, and answered, “Oh yes, pile them on; if they
will stick, the mules will pull them all!”

This reminds us that we have not yet mentioned that
useful masked battery, the army mule, for whom all men
in the ranks had a fellow feeling — his treatment and that
of the common soldier were so much alike; each was
expected to have endless endurance, and to be willing to
take any amount of punishment without flinching. His
cheerful voice was the accompaniment of our dreams,
‘“haw-he! haw-he! haw-he!” a sound, when first heard,
so strange as to strike the hearer dumb with terror. But
the boys soon learned that it was the signal of trains with
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supplies, and welcomed it as the most melodious of voices.
If the doctrine of the transmigration of souls were true,
what sinners those mules must have been in the former
stages of their existence !

At Lancaster the colonel was, if possible, more exacting
than ever; nothing could suit him which was not done on
time or at the double-quick. Coming back from Paint
Lick special stress was laid upon falling out; the men kept
the ranks and files perfectly, and the ten miles were paced
off at a rate by the watch, which gave even him satisfaction.
Drills were in quick time or the double-quick. Shelter
tents were struck, knapsacks packed, line formed, the
regiment countermarched, company streets laid out anew
and tents up again — all in the space of twenty minutes.
In truth, and without exaggeration, the Thirty-Fifth had
at this time, under efficient tutelage, become a model
regiment in drill, discipline, dress, and arrangement of
camp. General Sturgis, accompanied by his staff, after
viewing one of the parades of the regiment, remarked,
“That beats the regulars!” The thorough instruction
then received was never forgotten; but, through whatever
hardships the men passed, when better times came around
a few days of favorable surroundings quickly restored the
regiment to its high standard.

Kentucky, being loyal, was not affected by the Eman-
cipation Proclamation, and still continued to be a slave
State ; naturally, the runaway slaves sought service in the
army as attendants upon officers. General Burnside issued
an order, forbidding officers or men “to impede the service
of civil process having in view the recovery of slaves of
citizens of the State, to abet their escape, or employ them
against the consent of owners.” This was an offset to his
famous order, containing the words, “It must be distinctly
understood that treason, expressed or implied, will not be
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tolerated in this department.” A negro boy, called “Mace,”
had attached himself to our regiment, and a frequent call
from the officers’ tents was, “ Mace! Mace! where is, that
d—d Mace!” One day a person, claiming to be his owner,
came upon the ground, and at headquarters was invited to
inspect the camp in quest of his delinquent chattel. Of
course, Mace was as scarce as usual ; the trembling wretch,
knowing where the softest heart beat, albeit under the
roughest exterior, lay hid under Lieutenant Ingell’s bed,
upon which reposed the massive frame of its owner. In
due course, the claimant lifted the flap of the tent and
looked in ; no negro was visible, but Ingell reclined there,
revolver in hand, with all the ferocity of expression he
could summon flashing from his eyes, one glance of which
was sufficient to satisfy the hunter that, whether the prey
was there or not, it would be better not to disturb such a
couchant lion; and he retired without discovering the
ebony. Ingell subjected himself to the danger of arrest
and punishment, but when did the dear old boy ever
estimate personal consequences when his sympathies were
appealed to by any one! He is said to have remarked
that “no one, whether from heaven or hell, could search
that tent!” It is to be remembered, also, that this was
in the heart of Old Kentucky, the home of Mrs. Stowe’s
“Uncle Tom,” and every dark skin in distress seemed
entitled to claim kinship with that old hero.

At Lancaster the turnpike ditides. The road to the
south-east passes through Crab Orchard to Cumberland
Gap, becoming rougher and wilder as it proceeds. The
road to the south leads to Stanford and Somerset, near
Mill Springs—the scene of General Thomas’s victory over
Zollicoffer—and traverses a more settled country upon
the Cumberland River; both roads, however, terminate
in East Tennessee. It was to be our fortune in the future

I0
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to go to Tennessee by the first route and return by the
second ; at present, however, we took but a step upon
each,

On the twenty-third of May, the brigade left Lancaster
for Crab Orchard, some twelve miles, over very dusty
roads, stopping over Sunday upon the banks of Dick’s
River, a bright, clear stream, in which the boys enjoyed
a welcome bath. Camp had hardly been laid out on
Monday evening, at Crab Orchard, when an unexpected
summons came to proceed at once to Stanford. The
distance was only a dozen miles, but the cross-road was
deep with dust, which rose in suffocating clouds, making
the night darker and marching irksome, so that the men
reached Stanford in a charming state of ill temper. Camps
were passed all along, rather to our surprise, for up to this
time we had met no troops other than the Ninth Corps.

Preparations were making at Stanford for a grand advance
of all the forces into East Tennessee, by this road through
Somerset. Meanwhile, we camped quietly on one of those
charming lawns, this time almost under the eaves of a
mansion house, in which the officers’ messes obtained lux-
urious fare, with even an imp of darkness to keep the flies
from their elevated noses with a peacock-feather brush.
The enlisted men, whom the increasing warmth of summer
affected with a desire for something lighter than the stand-
ard bacon sides and hard bread, sought a change of food
at the tables of hospitab?e citizens for a modest consider-
ation. In short, it began to be evident that we were
waxing fat enough to kill. Take a sample from Company
H: “Ho, there, James!” called the sergeant, “you are

detailed for picket!” ¢ Picket, sergeant, picket! why, I
ca-a-n’t go, sergeant; I ca-a-n’t go!” ‘“Ca-a-n’t go; why
not?” “Why, I ca-a-n’t go, sergeant, I haven’t had my

coffee!”
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While here a slave auction occurred in town; a woman
and twin boys of eleven years were sold. The woman
brought four hundred and five dollars; the boys were bid
off for three hundred and fifty and three hundred and five
dollars. This took place while the provost-guard in the
place was Company C, under Lieutenant Tobey, from the
patriotic city of Chelsea, from directly under the shadow
of the State House of that abolition State, Massachusetts,
and not a word or act of remonstrance! Clearly the habit
of obedience to orders without question was becoming
deeply impressed, and, perhaps, upon a nearer view of the
“institution” it appeared less repulsive, especially when
compared with the condition of an enlisted man in the
ranks.

While the regiment was out on skirmish drill one after-
noon, General Ferrero came riding by in his usual dashing,
McClellan style, and announced that his commission as
brigadier general had been confirmed. He seemed highly
pleased to return to the brigade, and the men received
him with loud hurrahs, for it was always pleasant to see
accustomed faces back in their old places. Lieutenant
T. D. Hodges left the regiment to accept promotion in
General Wild’s African Brigade.

Orders were received to have eight days’ rations con-
stantly on hand — five in knapsack, three in haversack —
and all overcoats and superfluous clothing to be sent back
to Camp Nelson, in view of a forced march into East
Tennessee ; but, here again, fate had other things in store
for us before we should cross the Cumberland. The cus-
tomary command, “ Pack up and be ready to march imme-
diately,” reached us late in the afternoon of June 3, while
the regiment was on battalion drill; and, as if there was
an attack somewhere in the neighborhood, we seized our
luggage, fell in and moved out upon the road at a quick
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pace — the attack to be met was only about nine hundred
miles away by the route to be travelled. The head of column
turned north instead of south, and then curiosity was highly
excited to know “where we were bound”; the only reply
was “The Army of the Potomac or Vicksburg, it is not
known which”’; and it was not until next day that word
was passed along the line that we were bound for Vicks-
burg — Vicksburg! Hades rather!—the place, the cli-
mate, and the warfare thereabouts had at that time the
reputation associated with the fiery pit of Gehenna. Gen-
eral Grant was besieging Vicksburg and needed more force ;
we were to be lent to him for a time.

We kept on the road until one in the morning ; then
turned into a church-yard for a short nap upon the un-
mown grass. At sunrise we were up and on again, and
all day until four in the afternoon, when we reached Nich-
olasville, thirty-four miles in twenty-two hours, including
halts for rest—no joke to a soldier marching in close
ranks, under a hot sun, weighted with arms and knapsack.
It seemed as if the spirit of Grant had seized us at the
very start, to show how marches were to be made when
he should grasp the reins. At Nicholasville, while the
baggage was being loaded, a locomotive exploded. Among
the men injured was John Leverett, of Company C, who
was so severely scalded that he died next day.

Crowding into the box cars at g P. M., foot-sore and dusty,
we selected the least uncomfortable position attainable,
and, speeding all night along the rails, were crossing the
river into Cincinnati at ten o’clock next morning. Arms
were stacked in the street near the Sanitary Commission
Rooms, while waiting for food and transportation, and the
men were plied with attentions by the hospitable citizens.
Hot dinners were offered ; oranges were distributed ; small
boys were started at a run with pails of foaming beer to
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try how far they could get among the men before their
cargo was captured; altogether it was a festive time.
Mirth and fun grew fast and furious, for we were bound
for Vicksburg; and the soldier drowns care of the future
in present joy. At night we were again packed in the box
cars upon the Ohio and Mississippi Railroad, and were
traversing the broad cbrnfields of Indiana, passing through
Seymour and Mitchell, and over the bridge across the
Wabash at Vincennes.
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CHAPTER VIIL
MIDSUMMER IN MISSISSIPPI—VICKSBURG AND JACKSON, 1863.

N the sixth of June we were crossing the State of
Illinois, the level country stretching out like an
ocean to the horizon. Men on the car-tops practised
shooting on the wing at the pigs in the groves beside the
track, until it was found that the sport was growing into a
general fusillade and had to be stopped. Warm greetings
were extended to the troops by the inhabitants all along
the route. At one station the ladies were more than
usuaily attractive and very demonstrative in waving their
white handkerchiefs. Attracted by a flutter in the rear
of the officers’ car, the colonel found Lieutenants Hatch
and Washburn vigorously shaking in the air a gray blanket
of the largest size. “What’s this, what’s this, gentlemen?”
“Oh,” replied Hatch, “don’t you comprehend? there are
the ladies; here are we; this is the regimental pocket-
handkerchief — long may it wave ! ”

At Sandoval we changed direction from due west to
south, taking the Illinois Central Railroad. While waiting
for the train in the afternoon, the colonel —to take the
cramps out of us and keep all hands from mischief —
ordered a battalion drill. Perhaps the smooth, seemingly
limitless prairie offered a field for the exercise too oppor-
tune to be neglected. The men groaned, but were soon
at work, changing direction, forming in mass, etc., on the
broadest parade-ground ever occupied. At Centralia, in the
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evening, pans of hot beef-steaks were passed into the cars,
and devoured as ravenously as by the animals in a men-
agerie — a name, by the way, which the Richmond papers
adopted in mentioning the Ninth Corps, “ Burnside’s Trav-
elling Menagerie.”

In the morning of June 7 we were at the jumping-off
place — Cairo — disembarking from the cars upon the
levee, at the mouth of the Ohio. This town, like the
land of Egypt from which it derives its name, is subject
to overflows, against which the citizens guard their lands
by broad dykes, upon which the streets are laid out, giving
the place a unique appearance, and, at least at the time
we saw it, entitling it to the name of the biggest mud-hole
we had met with up to date. The cooks built fires upon
the river bank and put the salt-pork on to boil, while the
men bathed in the tepid waters of the Ohio, diving off the
great coal barges. Tents were pitched for one night along
the muddy levee. The immense steamboat Imperial, with
decks tier above tier, was assigned to transport General
Ferrero and staff, the Eleventh New Hampshire, Ben-
jamin’s Battery, “E,” Second United States Artillery and
our regiment, and late in the afternoon of the eighth we
were on board, with a mass of freight, and swung with the
current out of the Ohio upon the broad Mississippi, whose
winding course we were to follow for some five hundred
miles.

The great river, the Father of Waters, is impressive
only when we consider its volume, the great distance it
flows, and the vast extent of country which its branches
water. Like many other marvels, a partial view is tame
and ineffective. 'The banks are but little elevated above
the water, and stretch off interminably, for the most part
still clothed with forest, the soil of blue clay or sand, with
occasional banks of red or yellow earth. The stream



MASSACHUSETTS VOLUNTEERS. 131

meanders about so that in some of its windings it is
difficult to tell whether a steamboat, of which the smoke
may be visible over the trees, is coming up or following
down. But as we keep on day after day, and think that,
after all, we are traversing but a small portion of its course,
we begin to appreciate the majesty of the great river:

“Far down the beautiful river,
Past the Ohio shore, and past the mouth of the Wabash,
Into the golden stream of the broad and swift Mississippi;
Onward o’er sunken sands, through a wilderness sombre with forest,
Day after day they glided adown the turbulent river;
Now through rushing chutes, among green islands, where plume-like
Cotton woods nodded their shadowy crests, they swept with the
current,
Then emerged into broad lagoons, where silvery sand bars
Lay in the stream.”

The names of places, then familiar to readers of the
war news, served as mile-posts to mark our descent:
Columbus, with General Polk’s old fortifications, where
we ran aground and stuck all night; Belmont, opposite,
where General Grant made his first essay in the war;
Island Number ‘10, which we passed on the ninth, the
scene of General Pope’s victory; Memphis, reached on
the tenth, famous for its gun-boat fight; Helena, where
we hitched up to the bank on the twelfth, which was,
within a few weeks after our visit, to be attacked and
bravely defended ; Milliken’s Bend, on the thirteenth, and
other places— at first, the states of Missouri and Arkansas
on the west, Kentucky and Tennessee on the east, and
now, as we approach our goal, Louisiana on the west and
Mississippi on the east.

Events on board were few, and card playing was resorted
to by many for amusement. The paymaster entertained
us one evening at Memphis with a greenback reception,
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and next day our sutler, Gostoffer, who at such times
clung closer than a brother, having us cornered on board,
exacted his dues for past luxuries. At Memphis we stopped
for coal, and at evening the levee was bright with twinkling
fires of the cooks preparing the rations. A certain degree
of reckless feeling seemed to inspire all on board; the
body of a drowned soldier, who had probably fallen in
while intoxicated, was rolling in the water, between the
boats and the shore, and no one seemed to feel moved
to give it burial.

After leaving Memphis, the eleven crowded steamboats
kept within sight of each other for protection. General
Parke commanded on the Silver Moon, which occasionally
sounded its calliope. Details were made to picket the
hurricane deck, and these guards lay, rifle in hand, to
return with a volley any shot from the wooded shore which
lurking bushwhackers might send us. Our loaded boat
drew eight feet of water, and as there was but nine in the
channel the pilot was afraid to run in the night below
Helena, so the bows of the boat were run upon the bank
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